CHAPTER 62.0

Angelleia kept her eyes closed and remained very still this time; she had a feeling that her Friends from Alderaan had returned; she could smell bundles of black roses in her room, surrounding her. She said, “I know you’re there.”
“Good, you’re awake.” Angelleia opened her eyes on the voice; there was Juna, standing there in all black, Sithian robe on and hood up. She sat up, confused, looking around a bit, and trying to understand how her mind could trick her so. The scent had lessened, and it was coming from the only other presence in the room.

Juna presented Angelleia a rich, dark brown robe and said, “We have a situation, and little time to discuss it.”

Waking up fully, Angelleia sat up and to the side in Juna’s quarters on the Flora Noir and pulled her boots on. Finished, she grabbed the robe; it was very warm, fresh smelling: it just had been washed and dried. She also noted the new hemming at the bottom and at the sleeve cuffs, and the stitching and patchwork in a few other places; putting it on, she found the used, freshly cleaned and repaired garment had fit.
“Excellent,” said Juna approvingly as she handed Angelleia her weapon’s belt. She pulled the large hood over her head. “Come with me, quickly now.”

Finished with the fastener and assuring Enothchild’s lightsaber was secured on the belt, Angelleia followed Juna and asked, “Are we in trouble?”

Chuckling lightly, Juna said, “We’re always in trouble, young one. No way to escape it.”

Angelleia smiled instead of fretted; continuing the pleasant feeling both had since reuniting at Zonloki after their desperate escape from Commenor. She found them not to be a distraction or a detriment; it felt like something she felt a Jedi should always seek, and feel, when the situation allowed for it. When both reached the ramp, the feeling ebbed a bit; she half expected Juna to give her a speech. Since she was given a robe to wear, clearly Angelleia was not staying behind on the ship for their upcoming mission and so there would be no sermon about staying behind. That meant another safety speech: do what she was told, stay out of the way of danger, all those other things.
Instead, Juna just kept walking, and with both outside the ship she sealed the hatch. The night time wind had swept through their area, a location surrounded by dull, grassy hills and scavenger-perching crags. The sky was very clear, and the crystals of stars shined bright in the absence of Ancesca’s lone moon. For the purposes of landing and hiding it was the best Juna could do; Ancesca’s only metropolis was constantly changing landing field, its buildings were ships that came and went; tactically it was not wise to land in the middle of such a possible hornet’s nest of trouble.
Climbing the hill, Juna began to speak, and Angelleia tempered her anticipated disappointment. “While you caught up on your rest after that long night at Commenor, I was plagued by a feeling of impending death here.” She waited for Angelleia to be at her side before continuing to walk upward. “I teleported to the outskirts of town and carefully considered the situation. I had no luck in locating the classified database, and I discovered a very interesting development in our relationship.”

Elated that it was not a talk down, but confused, Angelleia watched Juna produce a miniature holographic projector and turn it on. A three dimensional profile of Juna appeared, along with some very detailed information, from her full name to where she lived to the fact she had a tattoo of a krayt dragon on her back. Angelleia read it quietly, but by the end she had to say, “Child killer!”

“Shhhhh, not so loud,” corrected Juna. “Voices carry pretty good out here.”

“They think you killed me? This is insane!” Angelleia’s voice was quieter but no less vocal. Juna put away the holographic disk as they reached the rise. She was old enough, and aware enough, to know that child killers did not rank well with the worst of the worst the galaxy has to offer. As far as Angelleia was concerned she might as well dip Juna into a vat of hot gold: at one hundred thousand, and a significant chunk of her personal information available in the bounty, she had just become someone’s lottery ticket.

“With desperadoes and available cash,” pointed out Juna, “the ‘victim’ is not even a thought.”
“And a death mark to boot! How can they do this?”

“It’s the Fringe: they can do anything,” stated Juna matter-of-factly. At the top, the two were able to see the lights of the civilization, or at least what had passed for one. “It’s especially true when anything is for the right price. Master Madex is not satisfied with me being kept out of Republic ports. He knows I know the Fringe, and it will be my fall back point.”
Angelleia frowned; just when she thought someone from her religion could not stoop any lower in tactics, she was proven wrong. Sighing as they stood still, she said, “What if I go down there?” Juna looked at her; her mouth the only think she could see clearly as she was shadowed by cloak and darkness. “What if I go to whoever is running this operation and tell them I’m alive?”
Juna’s teeth could be seen as she smiled. In that, Angelleia then realized how very stupid the logic of that was. Juna said, “Creative. Originally creative.” She crossed her arms in front of her and added further input. “I honestly don’t think anyone’s tried that. It might work.”

“The Sarcasm is unusually strong in you; must be your high mock-cynicism count,” muttered Angelleia, sulking a bit. She felt Juna’s assuring hand on her left shoulder and felt a little better.

Trying not to laugh too loud, Juna chuckled, “Stranger things have happened; make that idea the last resort; mark it under ‘when all else fails’.”

Yet a constructive thought did enter Angelleia’s mind. “Do you think Master Madex knows we came here? The bounty may not just be about keeping you out of the Republic. Perhaps he’s afraid of you, the big bad Sith, getting your hands on the Blue Seed he had lost.”

Juna smiled again; only this time Angelleia could feel she was very proud of her just now. “It’s a damn good possibility. So far Madex has demonstrated that he can get his hands on some very airlock-tight information. And it makes his whole argument for me being a Sith just that more compelling. ‘I’m the bad guy, I can’t succeed’.”
“By this point its overkill. He shouldn’t have to keep stating his case for your guilt if he’s convinced everyone you’re guilty.”

“That’s just it: he hasn’t convinced everyone. Him and Senator Coaxial are surely two birds of a feather. Their hatred for me only makes sense to themselves. Both couldn’t and can’t let others think; everyday it has to be a new, startling accusation to keep those curious of their point of views interested; in doing this, it shuts off the mind.”

Angelleia found herself nodded. It also frightened her again to think about given the current demon chasing Juna, calling her evil, was a Jedi. “The only thing Master Madex and Senator Coaxial do not share is how it is driven.” She felt Juna look at her. “Master Madex is a Jedi; he is not driven by emotion.”

Juna said, “You are wrong, Angelleia. They are the same; they are not different at all. Coy Madex wants to kill me, and it is driven by a need for revenge that even if he were not a Jedi it would not be his right to have.” She shook her head and looked around them. Instead of explaining what kind of revenge Madex was looking for, she said, “Life is just that complicated: no theocratic thought is ever going to change that. Needless to say, you are getting a good quality education in the complexity of simple life forms.”
“If life was simple, no one would need a teacher,” said Angelleia. She did not bother with trying to get more answers out of Juna at the moment; there just seemed to be more pressing matters at hand. “That being said nothing beats paying attention. I’m learning, indeed, that the universe is far more complicated than I could have ever imagined.”

“That’s encouraging.” Angelleia frowned, which prompted Juna to clarify, “No, I’m serious, Angelleia: most people your age doesn’t get it. Even Jedi your age don’t sometimes.” Juna nodded as she considered her further. “You are growing up so fast.”
Angelleia smirked and noted, “I have no choice.”

Amused, Juna turned her attention back to the town. “You could not have been any closer to that truth. I didn’t wake you because of the bounty.” Seeing Angelleia’s curious face barely in the darkness, she made out the confused look. “Search you feelings, young Padawan, and you will feel the truth.”

Defaulting as instructed by Juna, something that no longer gave her pause like it did back on Alderaan, Angelleia took her time and focused. Beyond Juna’s dark side presence, in the Universal Force, there was much disturbed. Darkness was creeping into the realm of Ancesca, stalking in like predator on a cornered prey. There was no denying Juna’s previous words on the ship.
“It’s coming,” said Angelleia. She let go of the Force. “Death.”
“In a day, if not sooner,” said Juna, the specification of her words ending any attempt at a debate. “I know it.”
“Are you sure?” Angelleia then corrected herself. “What am I saying you haven’t been wrong about things like that yet.”

“I’m not always so right on things,” said Juna humbly. “I can’t see everything in the Dark Side, although it feels like I should. Sometimes, it’s the exact opposite.”
“You mean you can see everything, although it feels like you shouldn’t?”

“Yes. Sometimes it pays to know, and sometimes it pays not to know at all. Things could have happened differently on Zonloki, all because I thought I saw you dying, if I did not intervene.”

Angelleia nodded in full understanding. “Then given what has happened, then you are suggesting what you have done has been wrong.”

Juna’s head was shaking immediately. “Oh no!”

“Shhhh, not so loud,” Angelleia corrected.

Juna covered her mouth for a moment after her vocal error; she could not hide her smirk. She said quietly, “Oh no. No, I won’t say it was wrong to do what I have done yet.”
“Yet?”

“If either Madex or the Sith or their respective proxies kill me, then I will have eternity to question my decisions.” She waved a gloved hand in front of her as if to wipe her mind clean of that particular question. “Knowledge sometimes can be a toxin that affects common sense. Knowing some grave danger is forthcoming should not be the only reason that alters our objective.”
Juna breathed in and exhaled ambitiously, “It would be perfect if we could get everything we wanted all at once, as you suggested back at Zonloki.”
It was quiet then, and Angelleia did not bother to ask: she could feel Juna thinking and consulting her advantage. She looked at Juna, noting the dull, soft yellow glow of her eyes beneath the folds of her hood. The feeling of darkness was tolerable to Angelleia now, she was very used to, which made her wonder what exactly it meant for her. Was she embracing the dark side of the Force, or just tolerant to one of its converts? 
She thought back to only earlier as it related to her Friends visit on Alderaan, noting clearly the utter lack of differences between those dark spirits and the woman standing tall beside her, keenly fixated on justice and doing right. More then ever, Angelleia believed it all to be related, but she still did not understand how it related to her. She tapped back into the Force again, finding familiar, safe energies, to aide her in mediating an answer, come to some conclusion that would stop her from questioning the relationship again with Juna once and for all.
When the wind blew by, she heard voices. Angelleia immediately trained her focus on extended her senses and readied her weapon. There was nothing. She carefully used her nose, but the staleness of the world was all she could scent. She then realized it was her time alone, in the blizzard on Alderaan; those voices in the wind, carried to her, providing insight and warning and confusing parable. This time she could not hear them very well.
“To get everything and everyone,” said Juna, “We have to let the transaction happen.” The glow under her hood faded away and she turned to Angelleia. “We just then have to learn the time and….Angelleia?”
Hearing her name, Angelleia turned to Juna and said, “I heard voices in the wind. They are not living voices, but somehow they are alive. The first time I heard them was when I ran away from you on Alderaan.” She rubbed her arms for some comfort. “It’s not good when a Jedi hears phantom voices. I said nothing about it back then because…well, it’s not good.”
Juna removed her gloves and with one of the bare hands she caressed Angelleia’s cheek. She assured her, “I hear them.”
Gasping, Angelleia said, “You do? But what does that mean?” She dared to say, “Have I fallen because I have sided with you? Is that why I can hear these voices?”

Juna took her by the hand and squeezed it. “I know you have not fallen, Angelleia. I also know that I am not your first encounter with the Dark Side.” She urged her to follow her. “We cannot do anything until we resolve the issues. Come now. Find peace with me.”
They proceeded back over the rise and down the slope. Halfway between the floor of the valley and the rise of the ridge, Juna stopped and proceeded to sit down; Angelleia followed, assuming a meditation position. Instead, Juna urged her to just lay completely down on her back. The dew of the grass was barely felt through the worn cloak Juna had gotten for her, and above them was the sea of stars twinkling bright in the very early morning sky.
“Peer at that which we take for granted,” instructed Juna quietly. “In science, we see them as just a form of natural fusion and the generators of life and gravity. In hyperspace, they are easily reached, and just as easily used to navigate us to other places. Up close, they are not the subject of romantic poems and the props of night time romantic liaisons. Here, right here, even on this forsaken stone in an ocean of void, they are peaceful. The stars at peaceful here, and upon looking at such peaceful stars we too are peaceful. We are under the control of there gaze, and so all we say and do as we look at them will be peaceful, for we will be at peace.”

Juna had not let go of Angelleia’s hand; to date, her contacts were very short to prevent knowledge from being past to her Daughter, but she was breaking that rule. There were just matters that could get in the way in the coming battle Juna knew was coming. She held her own concerns, too, and clearly Angelleia was still unsure how to deal with her growing abilities. This was either going to be a teaching moment, or the moment of truth Juna had dreaded to confront. She sighed as they both stared at the stars above them for a while, deciding to let fate dictate the course.

“I know about your ‘Friends’; I probed you after your recovery from Zonloki,” admitted Juna. She rubbed her thumb across Angelleia’s dampening hand that laid in the dew-covered grass. “I wanted to know what really drove your concerns about me. I understand: I was visited by those ghosts in my childhood as well.”
Angelleia could only tilt her head so far because in a lying down position her horns got in the way and restricted her head movement. “They were always there outside of the Jedi Temple. Not long ago, I finally confronted them on Alderaan while Master Zesha and I were there.”

“They smelled of black roses,” said Juna.

“Yes,” said Angelleia. “When I first met you, and I smelled your scent, I thought what that was before was a ploy by you. And after all that you showed me that you could do, it made me wonder just as it had awed me even more.”

Juna turned her head to look at Angelleia and said, “I can alibi myself if it will assure you.”

“There’s no need: I…I really don’t know why I keep thinking that way about you. Anyways, I…feel it’s all connected somehow. Those spirits, the voices in the wind, returning….saving….whatever I did with that little girl back at the space station….and to the dark side.” Angelleia shook her head and said, “But how can that be if I have not fallen?”

“You do not need to fall,” said Juna. “You live your life under controlled perceptions, Angelleia. Because of me, of what I am, and because no other Jedi has these gifts we share, you believe you had to join the dark side in some way to achieve this state. These powers are unique, but I have learned I did not need the Dark Side to discover them. I was born with them, just as I was with the Force.
“You and I are just more inclined to the Spiritual Force. Our way of viewing the Force, and using the Force properly, is different from Jedi and Sith alike. We have our own strengths, and our own weaknesses; ultimately it is predicated on ourselves and what we do, not what we can do with this power. This is a power the agents of evil would surely want to have; one with greatest insight and understanding in the Force would make them invincible.”
Angelleia had thought back to the first time she was introduced to the abilities she had never knew she had; revealed to her by the murmurs she heard coming from Enothchild’s lightsaber; revealed to her when she touched the weapon and was hit by a barrage of information so detailed and vast it was still incomprehensible in her mind. It would take years to sort it all out, she knew.
However, “Rune was one of these Dark Spirits I call my friends,” said Angelleia in realization.

“She came to me,” revealed Juna. “As much as the likes of Jurivicious Pern and Magus Prophet injected the forces of evil into me, it was Rune that had forced me to make the choice to give in to the Dark Side. I didn’t have to….but I chose to in order to live. As I told you on Alderaan, it was best for you to know about your untapped abilities before the Sith had forced it upon you.”
Feeling that this was ground covered once before, where the explanation was too circular and never decided, Angelleia pressed, “Then, is this power of ours corrupted by darkness?”
“The spirit of that little girl: was she corrupted by darkness?”

“No. No not at all. But that doesn’t answer my question.”
At first, Juna was a bit surprised by Angelleia’s press for an answer. To date her Daughter had shown she was as open-minded as anyone. As with all things good, however, such an open mind was not entirely good. The functionality and survivability of individuals is predicated on them having beliefs, and contrary to notion choosing a side. In the mind of Angelleia, she could only live with an answer, not with an eternal question. According to myth, only Sith live in absolutes, but the Jedi have their own share of such absolutism.
“There is no clear answer to that, Angelleia,” instructed Juna. Before she continued, though, it dawned on her and she chuckled and shook her head. She could not believe it; she could not believe what she was doing, or had been doing for the last few weeks.

Feeling the humor as she heard it from Juna’s mouth, Angelleia asked, “What is it, Juna?”

“Well, when I was younger I was sermonized about right and wrong quite a bit by Enothchild,” began Juna. “It made sense back then, I just took his words as gospel and I was recovering from Pern’s attacks. After some time, and some other circumstances, I got tired of them. I was annoyed by them, perhaps because I kept thinking it was from a Jedi point of view. Eventually, I realized it wasn’t.” She worked her mouth around, twitching her nose. “I’m still annoyed by them. Yet here I am: taking what he told me and using it.”
Angelleia looked to her again and frowned a little. “And it’s bad?”

“No, seriously no,” giggled Juna. “No, it took me a long time to understand what he had already understood.” She laid on her side to look at Angelleia more. “Like you said before, the universe is far more complex than you thought. People then have a tendency to assign themselves, and assign others, roles that reflect and contradict who they are as individuals, a species, or society. Even the Jedi, who claim neutrality in many areas, have taken a side.”

“The side of justice.”

“Who’s justice?”

Angelleia stopped on that question.

“The Jedi have chosen a side, make no mistake. In the merits of their decision, they cite the need to balance the conflict, the debate, and hope to prevent any measure of bloodletting and death. Lately, that hasn’t been working out all that well. But we have seen it countless times over the ages, opposing sides joining together for a mutual benefit. Is the Force itself actually neutral from such matters? No, it isn’t. The Force is comprised of the opposing foes that use it.”
Juna laid herself on her back again and said, “I say this because, before I can give you any answer to your questions, you must understand where the contexts of the answers are coming from as it relates to you.” She sighed. “That is, can you a being of Light trust my observations, my opinions, my answers, as a being of Darkness.”
“I trust you,” assured Angelleia. “You have not led me astray yet.”

“Yet.” Juna looked to Angelleia and the two shared a smile. Clearing her throat, Juna said, “Anyways….Rune had led me astray. The whispers you hear on the breezes are called the Winds of the Force, and….I really don’t know who they are-.”

“They?” questioned Angelleia.

“I feel them,” said Juna for both clarity and cryptically. “It’s often just words that suddenly provide context and insight; I often hear them in song. It’s so many voices, trying to be one, like a choir.”

With that, Angelleia was struck with a brain wave. She said to herself, “’Hunters of bounty who rule the Fringe will soon stalk ye, their money binge’.” She looked to Juna, her eyes wide with revelation. “They, the Winds, warned me about this bounty on you! When I was walking out in the blizzard, I heard them!” She thought back to those collection of verses, remembering the details of every word, most of it making no sense. “They mentioned me over again as some riddle I heard before. From the Dark Spirits: because of that, I paid no heed.”
“Perhaps you should explain more for yourself than for me,” instructed Juna.

“One of the Spirits conversed with me; I don’t know who she was, she only told me she was I, or I was her, or something like that.” Angelleia frowned on that, but as the memory of that encounter pictured in her mind, and she felt Juna’s thumb caress her hand, she found herself at ease as before. “She said I kept asking questions, but I would always shy away when they came to answer them. She told me not to fear myself; that I should love myself.”

Sighing, Angelleia realized, “Those words put me at ease; the Spirit was very concerned about me. They all were, about my training and my sleeping. It was weird, scary, but…I see their concern.” She rolled on her side to look at Juna. “They were very much like you: sympathetic to my feelings, and my life. So I wonder, why would such evil care?” She wiggled her nose. “Then again, were they evil because they were of the dark side? Were they good for taking my Jedi goals into consideration and not try to harm me? I don’t know for sure, but I’m beginning to wonder if they were actually looking out for me, to protect me.”
“I only had the one experience with such Spirits: Rune,” reminded Juna. “For years I had not tried to pursue the exploration of the Spiritual Force within me because of that. The last five years or so, I have ducked the issue even as I use the advantages offered to me by it. Perhaps, because of Rune, I just don’t trust what has betrayed me. Your adventure, though, has made me wonder, too, if I have been in error.” Curious, she encouraged, “Go on, there must be more.”
“She said I was a creation of true, pure love,” recalled Angelleia. She frowned and said, “Well, maybe because the Spirit was of the dark side she was slanting the truth for my Mother’s sake. She did betray my Father after all as you said.”
Juna carefully pulled her hand away and kept herself emotionally in check; Angelleia did not notice the change. She held her tongue before she told her the truth. This seemed like a great time to tell her, and at the same time it was not. The conflict only assured Juna’s doubts, and by default she continued to live Angelleia, pun not intended, in the dark.

Angelleia continued, “She then called me these things….titles of endearment I think; she was serious about them. She called me Dragon Born, the Last Titan of Vhanba, the Keeper of Korriban” Juna stiffened on the word Korriban, just as she had heard it from Gosten Crisol’s lips, “and the Unification of Justice. She had called me all these things, and Korriban: you mentioned Project Korriban before in that information you showed me on the Wettlespear.”
Nodding, Juna said, “The only coincidence in that is that my Mother had coined the term for the overall secret project.”
“And then she kissed me in blessing, and dubbed ‘Bless thee this girl, thy Knight of the Old Code’,” finished Angelleia. She smirked and said, “I tried to do research on it all because of that term Knight of the Old Code: turns out it’s the name of a book, and it’s a passage in that book. In fact,” she sighed, chuckled, and reflecting on it more she mused, “I think the Spirit had borrowed a lot from that book, almost word for word. Just as the mother told her baby in the book, the Spirit said no code, oath, or law would sway me. She also said, before that, that they could not persuade me. Its so strange how they were sincere, even for plagiarists.”
As Juna absorbed the information, and kept her trepidation to a minimum. Angelleia continued, “The rest of the research went nowhere, except Korriban.” That drew Juna’s attention more. “It’s restricted in the Jedi Archives.”
Juna gave it barely a thought; in what it meant, and trying to keep her feeling to herself. “The Council knows of Korriban.”
“The Council?”

Juna looked at Angelleia and realized her error. She said, “I’m guessing. Maybe they just know of the existence of Korriban.”

“If Dark Spirits have revealed such a name, then it cannot be a mere coincidence,” offered Angelleia.

Juna had to agree. She did not want to get hung up on one part of the subject. “Keeper of Korriban and Last Titan of Vhanba: those are unusual contexts. As it relates to your Vhinphyc heritage, there was the Keeper of Sanctuary, but that entity was a mythical guide for saved spirits, as described in the Path Bible. Enothchild had portrayed the Keeper when he relocated the Vhinech that had surrendered after Evramora.”
“I know of that story,” assured Angelleia. Casper had told her about that mission; Enothchild and a collection of Vhinech would rearrange the mental processes of new arrivals, allowing them to forget much of their past and believe they were being taken to Sanctuary, a place Path believers were told they went before they proceeded for the Lands of Plenty in death.
“Curious,” was all Juna could say. Not so much in attempting to reconcile Angelleia’s worries only to unlock new mysteries. It could not have been a mere coincidence that Korriban had become an issue in both their lives. It was a big piece to a newly discovered, very large, and perhaps very complex puzzle. It was a puzzle which apparently by the way of the Dark Spirits mother and daughter were meant to solve; the one question was the puzzle meant to be solved together, or by one of them? Such riddles in Juna’s life had stringent requirements to them, sometimes at the expense of herself, sometimes at the expense of others.
For now it was both difficult to say and something they could not explore fully. Juna said, “All that is something for another time. As compelling as this is, its unsettling me now.”

“Then perhaps you and I should figure it out when this is over,” said Angelleia.

Juna could not hide her smile. “We’ll see. In the mean time, let’s just say those Spirits are suspicious; trust them only so much until you can verify their intentions.”

“I think I’ve scared them away; I haven’t felt them since Alderaan,” assured Angelleia. “They can’t enter the Jedi Temple, so they claim, but what’s stopping them from see me now?”
“Rune came during the worst of my turmoil, the questioning of myself,” alluded Juna.

“They did say they came because I had questions.” Angelleia looked in Juna’s eyes and said, “Perhaps they don’t come because you’re here to answer those questions.”
“A grand possibility.”

“Let’s summon them.”

The idea came right out of the field it made Juna sputter. “Your enthusiastic curiosity for Darkness, Young Padawan, is a wee bit dangerous.” She had to shake her head, although it was a great idea. “Not now; not this close to settling some matters.”
Bravely, Angelleia said, “Afterwards, then?”

Juna said, “We’ll see.”

There was some quiet there for a while. Both settled back to laid flat on the ground and stare up at the stars. Angelleia then asked, “So are the Winds safe?”

“Nothing is too safe in the Force,” instructed Juna. “If visions can be clouded and misinterpreted, the Winds can be as well, and they’re not always there. It was not there to help me find the classified database. I would like to find it before all hell breaks loose soon. But, I think in your case, it can’t harm you to heed the Winds.”

Angelleia nodded and stared on. But her thought came out anyways. “Why?”

“What’s that?”

“Why would my case be any different than yours?”

With some careful thought, Juna put it this way. “I think you are different from I, Angelleia; a far different creature that has ever existed in this galaxy at any given time. Your father, especially Enothchild, possessed something special within him, making him the man he had become. The nurturing love and the Jedi training were just mere methods of achieving the greatness he had possessed within him quickly. I could feel it, right here.”
Juna looked to Angelleia and tapped her chest. “Right here, coming from his heart. There were….no words for it when you put your ear to his chest. It was more than the rhythm, the beating of such a strong muscle under all that flesh and bone. My Mother had heard it, too: it left such a worded woman speechless. That heart could beat back anything when applied. Only the coldest of hearts did not thaw against him; those hearts belonged to those who thought themselves as immortal gods; to their dismay even those gods could not defeat Enothchild Sarch, not when he possessed such a courage and valiancy that no one, in my opinion, could match.”
Before she realized it, before she could stop herself, Juna stretched herself over and laid her head on Angelleia’s small chest, pulling fedarok cloak hood and hair away from her right ear in the process. The Vhinphyc accepted the change in position with a bit of reluctance at first, slightly embarrassed by such high praise for her Father, and now through Juna’s action it was bestowed on her. She was a Padawan Healer: what greatness had she done in comparison to such a compassionate, inspiring man who was her sire.
Juna finished the thought, “Until now, that is.”
Angelleia was certainty that if a heat-seeking probe or an alien with infrared vision had happened by she would show up brilliantly in their sensor spectrum: the embarrassment factor she was feeling was now point five past light speed. There was some quiet there again as the young girl tried to figure out what to say. As the time passed, she sensed something strange in her perceptions: Juna just seemed to fade away.

Looking down, Angelleia could still see Juna was there, solid as ever; one of her first thoughts was that Juna was dying for some reason; silly notion chased away by the facts. A review of the matter betrayed that Juna’s presence in the Force, in the dark side, had lessened significantly. Much of what was driving her in emotion all this time was just not there. In some bizarre thought that entered her mind, Juna was a funny sort of water to Angelleia in this state; cloudy, murky, black, moving before, but now in peace and stillness the water was clearing; she was nearly crystal clear, clean of debris.
That taken into account, Angelleia understood what Juna had meant….sort of. Angelleia did not feel that greatness in her, that power her Father had possessed and had given to her. She supposed it was possible that given she was the source of said power she would not feel it; she supposed it would be like asking a life-giving star how it felt about its accomplishments, if such a silly notion was possible.

Shaking her head, Angelleia had to admit to herself that, like healing the sick and injured, explanation metaphors were not something she was ever going to be good at.

Juna then snored.

Angelleia crossed her eyes on that. It occurred to her that since five days ago on Alderaan her dark side protector had not gotten an ounce of sleep. She had to wonder, honestly, if Juna had even slept since acquiring her from Rose after Zonloki; if she did, it had to be very little. On Commenor, clearly Juna was physically, emotionally, and, after talking tonight Angelleia added, spiritually spent. She even surmised that it was not impossible that Juna had a hold of the Force ever since she ‘saw’ the danger she was in on Zonloki before it had actually happened; a dangerous habit for any Force user to push themselves awake with the Force like that given its fall-to-the-dark-side potential.
Angelleia considered Juna again, remembering her protector, her savior, her new friend was already fallen.

Still, the will to hold such focus and concentration in the Force was, for lack of a better term, superhuman to Angelleia. And Juna had done it for her, all for her, and after talking tonight she felt it was more than the fact she was Enothchild’s daughter. She was feeling embarrassed again.
Stroking Juna’s snoring head, Angelleia said quietly, “Oh dark side warrior, rest your conscious on my pillow and dream of the stars you love so much. Let me help you find your peace.” Juna stirred, but that was all she did in response. Angelleia just continued petting her soft, brown hair. “I won’t be in hiding this time. I will fight along side of you: to clear you, to get the Blue Seed back, and even put an end to the Sith. This time, I will take the fight. I am the daughter of Enothchild Sarch: I run no longer.”
Not tired, Angelleia just stared straight up into the sky, gazing into the sky she had once taken for granted, stroking the head of her protector, her savior, her dark shadow conscious. Indeed, she understood it now; there were greater forces at work in the universe beyond what she knew. Good and evil were no longer assigned appropriately by title and expectation; old fashion right and wrong was making a style comeback. Still, it left for her to question everyone’s motives involving her. Angelleia did not want to think about that. For the time being, until the dawn, there were still the stars.
-----------------------------

CHAPTER 62.1
The dawn did not need to shine upon Juna’s face to awaken her. No matter the planet the early riser did not need a wake up call when the starry night gave way to the bluing spectrum of atmosphere bending light. Everyone had found it uncanny, especially when she was Queen; all those times traveling abroad, where planetary capitols were in different time zones from Theed, and she had needed no adjustment to the difference. Morning was always morning anywhere the dawn was to Juna, especially when she was there.
This morning was just different; she had not experienced a morning like this in a long time she immediately realized. The peace and relaxation of the moment faded enough for Juna to remember where she was and what she was supposed to be doing. She raised her head with a start. Small hands greeted the top of her head and a child’s voice said, “Easy, easy, it’s alright.”

Blinking, Juna turned her head and body all the way around, and finished she was looking at Angelleia just as her Gessa was gently forcing her head back down on her chest. The action and the contact eased her heart and made her sigh in relief. Angelleia said, “You dozed off for a few hours. Given how you cleared a whole forest with your snoring, I thought not to wake you until the noon hour.”

Smiling to match her blushing, Juna said, “I do not snore.”

“Sure, and I’m Yoda,” quipped Angelleia. She proceeded to stroke Juna’s hair again, like any younger girl would with a doll. Juna did not mind the care she was receiving, even at the expense of her pride in regards to snoring. “For someone afraid of carrying voices it didn’t mute your slumber.”
“I don’t snore; ladies do no such thing,” chuckled Juna playfully.

“Yeah, and girl’s don’t poop; they fart pixie dust as propulsion on their way to Chocolate Drop Land.” Angelleia rubbed Juna’s head and tossed some of locks to fall over her face. “Next time we sleep out in a precarious situation I’m going to gag you.”
Humorously, Juna playfully slapped Angelleia’s face and mused, “Jedi scum!” She sat up and took a look around with just her eyes, and only her eyes; nothing special, no touching the Dark Side to enhance her sight or her senses. It just did not feel right to screw up the morning by tapping into the Force to discover what she already knew: they were safe here.
“Breakfast time,” said Juna, getting up and stretching her neck; although resting on Angelleia’s chest was nice, the trade off was a crimped neck. “You must be starving.”

“Totally,” stated Angelleia. She took Juna’s offered hand. “I don’t think I can do anything today without quite a bit in me.”

“There’s still plenty of food you didn’t take with you on the space station in the galley, and there’s still some of the ship’s old staples. I think I can take the edible, you the inedible.” Juna took Angelleia by her shoulders and steered her towards the Flora Noir. “Speaking of gagging, you have replaced your father as the smelliest ‘gas giant’ in the galaxy.”

“Says who?”

“Says the Human who’s been stuck with a Vhinphyc in an air-tight environment for weeks after she has eaten rotten things, that’s who.” Juna warned ominously, “I have corks that can fix that problem.” She then teasingly forced Angelleia over, causing her to squeal. She then teased her ribs with her fingers, tickling her. “I’ll just bend you over my knee, see, and” she bopped Angelleia’s hip cheeks, right over her poodoo hatch and added, “POP, right in!”
Angelleia giggled and pulled away, and Juna just chased after her. Inside, the mutual feelings that had began only two days ago on Zonloki just continued to blossom between them, and they enjoyed it. As they ate together, she could tell Angelleia was just as relaxed as she was which afforded Juna time to consider what had really changed. Perhaps the rest had done her good, combined with the fact Angelleia had shown relief when she saw her arrive on Zonloki; both sources of generated good will coming from her Daughter. Perhaps then there was no coincidence; Angelleia had finally opened her heart to her and had accepted her as more than a protector, more than just a friend.

It left Juna in a quandary that had affected her mood for the next hour or so. The relationship was strong, but its foundation was predicated on covering up the truth; a truth that Juna still did not let out. Such a great time, this time, was not to be ruined with any form of reality, and she saw no reason to tell her she was her real mother; not when much was soon going to be riding on their next accomplishment. Prudence dictated that what needed to be said could wait; there was still time.
And that was slowly beginning to change in Juna’s mind: the happy mood that she would have taken over all the platitudes she had received in her life gave away to her thinking mind the moment the mess was cleaned up. Gear was checked and rechecked. Weapons were stored. Cloaks and necessities were put on. Slowly critical thinking and strategy edged past joy; such goodness hung on, though, even as Juna and Angelleia had exited the Flora Noir and she sealed the hatch. They were walking to town, needing the time to get things in order.

“She’ll come when I call her,” instructed Juna as she lead Angelleia away from the ship. They began their climb up the hill. On her gauntlet she checked the signal strength, nodded, and proceeded on. “Given her profile is in the bounty we don’t dare fly her in.”

Angelleia nodded in agreement and asked honestly, “So what’s the plan then?”

“To be honest with you,” began Juna, “I don’t have one.”

Reaching the top, the two took note of the increased space flight traffic over the so-called port. Angelleia said, “You don’t have one?” Juna shook her head. “I thought you did your recon?”

“I did, but what I told you was all I could find out,” admitted Juna. The two walked side by side; she figured it would be an hour’s walk; faster by teleportation, but there was a problem. “This place has no affixed buildings at all. Ships are constantly landing and taking off, never a set pattern, random. Everyone lives on their own reactor power, so there’s no dedicated power grid, no lines to follow to substations and to transceiver arrays or memory storage plants.”
“What about fuel for such power?” reasoned Angelleia. “And ventilation to keep the servers cool? Those classified boards are massive in data.”

“This isn’t a port: there isn’t any refueling station. Ships that come here have to make their stops for fuel and most supplies beforehand.” Juna sighed and focused on her other point. “As for servers….well, I was wrong.” She looked at Angelleia with regret. “The Guild has their storage center off site, just like I do. It’s probably close, but it would take forever to find it in this system. So, if they’re like me, you put it where it’s cold and dry all the time, and very hard to get to.”

“They did their homework on security then.”

“This was not done by luck. This whole operation is in constant mobile mode: in the event whoever is controlling the information has to leave they can. All those tattle tale signs we would look for are not here, they’re not affixed to the planet, therefore affording the Guild the ability to evacuate quickly. That means any ship here can be transmitting to that central core, and that means strict terminal-only access.”
Angelleia said, “Can’t ask the bounty hunters where the heart of everything is. More than likely they pipe into a common open-circuit holochannel and look at available bounties that way.”
“Indeed,” said Juna. “And unlike a thinking, feeling being I can’t sense where a specific computer for our needs is. The Winds of the Force unfortunately are no help in that area either. I could get a feeling for some place, but that would require a lot of time and a lot of sneaking around.” She shook her head at the idea. “Even if I had the time, even if the ships were not flying around making teleportation tricky, this is a place of pure macho paranoia.”

Frowning, Angelleia asked, “Macho paranoia?”

“Angelleia,” began Juna, “I’ve been around, I’ve visited and stayed in dangerous places throughout this galaxy, but they are nothing compared to this place. The testosterone levels here are so radioactive it can make us grow beards, and come to think of it there were a few females that did have beards. 

“They are no-heart killers; they will put a bolt in you because you DID NOT look at them wrong, or just for a laugh. Some have their own honor, but it’s only unique and convenient for them, and just as convenient to forget it if the price is right. It gives them all a bad case of ego, and once it’s questioned or bruised they won’t stop until the oversight is corrected with your death or uncorrected because they are dead. It is everyone for themselves here; only the ones good enough for anything make it off this planet. Those who do are just lucky; there are only a handful of hunters and mercs that can claim they are the best; the rest are just carrion hoping for scrapes, and here is where those carrion often die going up against other carrion.
“Because of that, snooping around can really get that paranoia going and people shooting recklessly. Unfortunately some of the firepower I saw a lot of the idiots carrying is more appropriate against a battalion. As much as I have no qualms about fighting and killing to keep us alive those kind of elements are a recipe for disaster for us; too many unpredictable variables to consider. If what we are looking for is on a ship, and we spook up an epic fire fight, that ship could be lost. All those ships, so close together, could go up and we’ll be in the middle of it, burning alive if the explosions don’t kill us first.”

“Not only that,” understood Angelleia, “but the Blue Seed may not be on this planet, so if the fireworks were to begin-.”

“We lose perhaps our last chance to get this McBain character, and the Sith,” finished Juna.

“And clearing your name,” added Angelleia.

Juna smirked and pointed out, “Added bonuses should never be considered until we reach a favorable outcome.”

Angelleia thought for a few moments as they walked on. “Then what can we do? We just can’t give up.”
Juna admitted finally her only thoughts. “Until now I would have never considered it, but we have no choice.” She put a hand on Angelleia’s shoulder, stopping her, getting her to look up at her. “You are going to have to go into the town alone.”

She could tell before Angelleia had answered how eager she was. “Okay.”

“I want you to understand the risks of this first before you agree.”

“I’ll do it.”

“I understand them: I’m putting you in harm after I had promised your father not to.”
“I’m up to it.”

“Are you?”

Without hesitating, Angelleia said, “I’m a Jedi: I must always be up to it: I have no choice.”

And then to Juna’s surprise, Angelleia pulled away and gave her a healthy dose of analysis. “I had thought about it while you had slept and had come to your conclusion. Out there, in the galaxy, your life’s worth is immeasurable, but on this planet your death is worth a hundred thousand. If one person spots you here, it’ll become a slaughter.”
Juna did not ask whose slaughter: she was just too proud to interrupt her Gessa. Angelleia continued, “You have, without a doubt now, the most visible profile in the universe. I, on the other hand, am just another alien walking into area filled with aliens. Yes, I know what you are thinking: I’m not just another alien, and you’re right. I am a Vhinphyc. But that’s all they know. They don’t know I’m a Jedi or Enothchild’s daughter. I’m just a Vhinphyc, just another surprise this galaxy has to offer.”

To this, Juna did have to object a little reason. “An ego-boosting surprise, my Dear: proof of killing a Vhinphyc twenty-five years after they were made extinct, even a child such as yourself, is one hell of a bragging right.”

“Then its up to me to prevent that from happening,” said Angelleia firmly. “I know that someday, one day, this kind of responsibility was going to be mine. Why hold off on it? Why not today?” She shook her head. “Time’s too short.”

Juna could only smile, understanding that perhaps this is what her Mother had felt fifteen years ago when she fled after escaping execution by the Jedi on Dantooine. Naressa had told Muriel it was time for Juna to caretaker the galaxy and more importantly herself. Naressa had let go before, but did rush right back in for Juna’s sake when the times had gotten bad. But there was that moment back then where the Sith Maiden Matriarch had to let go for good, for the good of the galaxy, and more importantly for the good of Juna. Naressa was no longer there to catch her if she fell. With great reluctance, Juna had made that very decision when she gave Belladonna to the Jedi Order when she was a baby, and she knew they too would say the day had come that they would not be there to catch her either. This is what made this time, again, so rare for anyone involved with the Jedi.
There was just enough in Juna to hang on, telling her that she can still go in and save Angelleia. Indeed the time was now. She nodded and encouraged, “You’re right, time is too short. Let’s continue on, but about a kilometer out I’ll hang back and let you proceed on. I want to go over some things with you, tell you what to look for when trying to hunt down this place. When you find it, you can just whisper my name.”

Still, more motherly than mentor, Juna stopped Angelleia from walking and stressed to her, “But make no mistake here, Angelleia Knightshade, this is not a simulation. These people will kill you if they feel like it. You do not give them that chance.”

Juna raised a gloved finger, and stared Angelleia right in the eyes. “Do Not Give Them That Chance. You must do whatever it takes to save your life, and that means taking the life of another. It is not your only option, but do not let it be your last option either. Remember: the flower of death takes root when watered by hesitation and fertilized by doubt.”
In a more Jedi manner, Juna placed hands on Angelleia’s shoulders and instructed, “Trust your instincts. Use the Force. You must be the calm in the eye of the storm.”

“I understand, Ma-.” Angelleia stopped herself; Juna pursed her lips, unsure what to say to correct her. She corrected herself. “I understand.”

“Good girl,” said Juna, and they were on their way again. As promised she went over the little details. During the long walk Juna was having second thoughts; she still had them even as they reached their agreed upon separation point and Angelleia continued on, but she kept those thoughts to herself.

When Angelleia had misspoke, when she had almost called Juna ‘master’, it had grinded Juna to a halt emotionally, putting an end to whatever great feelings she had that day. Of course she knew Angelleia was going to say ‘master’, a no-no for any Padawan Learner to say to someone not recognized as their better officially. On the other hand, for just a hair’s breath, Juna had thought Angelleia was calling her ‘mama’, and just that fraction of time and space she questioned her own audacity in allowing her only, precious Gessa to wonder so freely into hell.
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