CHAPTER 37.0
The rest of the day was rather uneventful, for Angelleia and Juna just continued to go through the processes of controlling her psychometric ability. Instead of just focusing on what Angelleia had gained from her inherited lightsaber, they worked on using the ability to gleam, and prevent, new information. It made no sense to try and control what Angelleia had already absorbed. And on the other hand, after examining Angelleia discreetly, Juna felt she needed to pace her Gessa on uncovering the truth; the slower, the better, but very soon that was going to be a challenge; one half of that blamed on the Jedi Council, the other half Juna’s own reckless fault.
Metaphorically speaking, fourteen years ago the Jedi Council, acting like a know-it-all-yet-proven slicer, brought home a tiny computer system called Bella and although they just loved her ‘functionality’, they just were not happy with her existing ‘operating system’, her ‘processor’, and her ‘memory core’. Unlike a regular consumer of digital products, the slicer does not trust the ‘manufacture’ to solve the issues that could plague the ‘system’ later in her operating life; largely the numerous security flaws inherited in the system, the back doors that exposed Bella potentially to a ‘malicious, destructive viral code’. So the slicer – the Jedi Council – had installed their own written ‘security patches’ in the three key areas of the Bella system to protect her, as to protect the newly dubbed Angelleia ‘system’ from her ‘manufacturer’.
In time, Juna began to understand and appropriate label the layers of defense installed on the Angelleia Hard Drive. One of the first layers of security the Council had ‘installed’ was called Disconnect with Disconcerting, an augmenting to basic Jedi intuition that the ‘Dark Side is evil’; the greater the feeling of Darkness, the greater amount of distrust Angelleia would have towards it, or in this case towards Juna. Given her powerful presence in the Force, obviously Juna would be marked as a great threat. Usually, even in the minds of teenagers, children lack enough mature foresight that could give them enough confidence to survive situations on their own, and therefore they will latch onto a superior mind; in a perfect universe, that mind is their parents. In this case, Disconnect with Disconcerting would keep Angelleia in some state of distrust, and her survival instincts were augmented by her Jedi Training to boot and thus it was going to take Juna a lot longer to gain Angelleia’s trust; forcing it would only increase the power of the layer.

Another layer, Foresight Speak, was a subliminal message layer that spoke to Angelleia whenever she appeared to gain a closer insight to her own past, and worked along with Disconnect with the Disconcerting. The voice of the ever-endearing Yoda would tell her to not to trust. Whether that voice came forth when in presence of Darkness, or when Angelleia was in the presence of her mother, eluded Juna; she betted on the latter being so. This was a aggravate layer, meant to keep Angelleia far enough away from Dark sources physically, which worked also in conjunction with the third layer
That third layer was called Waxing Prophecy, a form of a Force Block that prevented Angelleia from accidentally using her asilamorphic ability to read things and people and absorb energy through touching; adding a ‘layer of wax upon the skin’ as the old Serenade poem of Ithorian lore went. This process was difficult to institute given the ability’s close association to natural instinct, so it required a considerable amount of the Council’s combined strength early on to suppress it. Over time, with lack of use, Angelleia subconsciously would never learn of it, just as with a Force sensitive that never learns to use their gifts in any way. Unfortunately the Council underestimated this Sith Maiden ability, apparently; something very powerful, in relation to Angelleia literally, could overcome this lock.
The fourth layer was known as the Detachment of Melody, which had an affect on Angelleia’s abilities to accumulate knowledge delivered by sound. Such a layer would not make sense except that most living creatures learn by one of their senses the most; in female Vhinphycs that would be through the nose, but given her Sith Maiden heritage Angelleia’s other senses had to be segregated and manipulated to prevent the phenomenon Enothchild had coined Inherited Memory Recall; through it, Juna knew about things she personally had never knew about or read about; unlike Naressa Juna had little control over it, which explained why her Mother was able to fight with a lightsaber, calling upon the knowledge of Darth Rune, without having had one second of battle instruction. So, by perhaps hearing Juna’s voice, Angelleia could have easily remembered hearing such a voice, and would relate to it. Like Waxing Prophecy this was a very difficult process to perform, and twice as hard to defeat.

The fifty layer, the Veil of Indifference, had altered Angelleia’s natural visual perceptions of Juna, empowered by the Jedi Philosophy that ‘eyes can deceive’. This was not a difficult layer of defense to defeat if it was by itself, but since it was tied into all the available layers, every layer had to be defeat before this one. This was a brilliant piece of strategy; Juna speculated that Plo Koon had done this one; he was always one that hoped his enemy always relied on their strengths, and so for a Jedi that strength is in the Jedi Code, and the teachings from their Masters.
The sixth layer was called the Scent of Concern; the most important layer, for Angelleia’s primary sense was her sense of smell. With this layer the Council had put in the most thought, considering that it would engage all the previous layers they had applied. Complicatedly, the Council instilled the scent memory of a black rose that would come forth whenever she was in the presence of her mother, and then in turn it would cause the other layers of protection to strength. Here was where true brainwashing was apparent, like as an abusive husband hits his abused wife and tells he did it because he loves her. It’s the replacement of familiarity with doubt; the setting aside of the answer and in its place conspiracy theory. Instinctive creatures, even the sentient ones, believe in their most trusted instincts in place of logic when such logic does not make sense, or in this case as it relates to something that does make sense, the Dark Side, and instills an immediate defensive response. Linked into the areas of Angelleia’s mind that contributed to doubt, the Scent of Concern was something that was not going to be removed. 
At least two of the layers, on the other hand, were smashed for the Council did not consider the true power of Enothchild Sarch and that Juna would have something of his, even if they had considered the idea that Juna and Angelleia would meet again. The Jedi were flawed in their beliefs and thinking, never considering the power and the existence of the spirit; their logic began and end with the Force, for beyond that was considered selfish. Juna had learned there was so much more to the Force than thinking and feeling living beings. She had experienced first hand the evils of Darth Rune from beyond her long dead shell. That kind of power of the spirit, however, was not regulated to the dark side of the Force; Juna had also experienced first hand the deeper good of Enothchild, whose spirit and sacrifice drew her from the depths of the deepest darkness; she was of the dark, yes, but not compared to the evil creature she had become after Dark Purity.
That powerful spirit was not only left in Jabberwocky, it was also deep inside of Angelleia. Juna knew that to be so long ago by how much power existed in her Gessa’s heart, the heart of her father. Such a connection, no matter how it was suppressed, was never severed. As much as the Jedi Council had anticipated a potential meeting between mother and child, the seemingly left the dead father out of the equation. Again the Jedi were so blind to the truth: the parents living on through the child was more than a common metaphor. Their protections could not keep girl and weapon apart; its call was too powerful.
A last protection was more attrition than skill, and Juna did not need to explore Angelleia’s mind to know it. By training her to be a Healer, Angelleia would never patrol the galaxy like her Knight Brethren, which would increase her chances of running into Juna. If Healers were called upon elsewhere, it was assignment-specific based. Easily the Jedi Council could direct Angelleia’s Jedi career and do whatever it took to ensure mother and daughter would never reunite. It grated Juna, for she knew they were intentionally wasting Angelleia, and it made her wonder if giving Angelleia back to them was ever going to be appropriate.
Juna had a little time to rethink it.

After a rather large dinner consisting of racks of barbeque bantha ribs, spickles, buns, taters, mixed vegetable kernels, lattice spoils, and goober fish, Juna brought from the refrigerator a dark round form that made Angelleia go very stiff; her nose working overtime as it was placed in front of her. She said, “What is this?”
“It’s a chocolate ambra,” said Juna with a smile. “Frosting flash frozen over air-heated mousse.” She fetched two big spoons and gave the target-locked girl one of them. “I take it you haven’t had it.”
Nose wiggling hard, Angelleia said, “I….I’ve smelled of it. I always liked the smell of it.” She used her tunic sleeve to wipe her now runny nose.

After some consideration, and throw all others into the Maw for the moment, Juna frowned and asked, “Are you saying…do I dare ask this, but are you saying you never, ever had eaten chocolate!?!”

Angelleia shook her head, but added, “I always wanted to. The smell always made me happy. Ravenous sometimes; it made going to public restaurants an adventure with father. Casper I mean.”

“Oceans and Force!” Juna was beside herself. “Never? Seriously, not one kiss, or sparkle drop, or body melter?”
Confused, Angelleia asked, “What are those?”

Juna slumped back into her chair and shook her head. She asked, “Hot chocolate?”

“What is that?” Angelleia then watched her hostess cringe as if kicked…well, in the ovaries. “What’s wrong?”

“What’s wrong? Oh nothing at all!” Juna’s sarcasm did not equal her increasing voice volume. “No, there’s a wrong in this universe alright: I cannot believe you were never given chocolate!”

Confused more, Angelleia looked at the very ambra in front of her and felt her stomach begging her to eat it all. But she felt she had better control over herself than that. “Well….it’s not nutritious. There are lots of empty calories in such treats, although I could always use more calories when eating. A Jedi’s diet should be like their training; the ‘consumption’ of knowledge, and food, should nurture proper growth and development.”
“Oh for the love of lobster,” decried Juna. She could feel her inner child throwing a sissy fit, covering her ears to hear such evil coming from such a good person.
“I’ve seen children outside the temple act strangely with it,” continued Angelleia. “It seems to affect them rather adversely. They seem to want more of it once finished with what they had.” She sniffed the dessert in front of her, and her heart raced in anticipation. “I guess I was not given any because it induces selfishness.”
“This is too horrible to hear!” Juna shook her head vehemently. “Angelleia, there is some truth to what you just said. In some cases, too true.” She then gestured to the desert. “But by the memory of my father Bendian Rapier, chocolate is not evil.”

“Well I wouldn’t go so far as to claim that, Lady Juna,” said Angelleia. “I just…don’t know why for sure why I wasn’t given it. I just know, as a Healer, it’s a cheap, legal, empty calorie thrill. It can raise natural glucose rates, cause the overproduction of insulin and over consumption will cause obesity.”

“To hell your learned mouth,” was Juna’s chagrinned response. “You only say that because your lips and tongue haven’t tasted heaven.” She pointed with her spoon. “There are people with no self control in this galaxy, Angelleia, and thus they do abuse the privilege of joy chocolate gives them. And yes, it can be a bit addictive.”
“Addictive?!?!”

“Oh yes, but to me it’s a good addiction. I rather people be addicted to chocolate than to spice or death sticks or alcohol.”
“It…” Angelleia hesitated as her stomach grumbled. “It does smell good. I mean good as it, you know, edible?”

“It’s good for a child such as yourself to indulge,” said Juna. She broke the frosting with her spoon and waited a few moments. The air entered the enclosure and the pudding inside began to warm. The radiant heat made the chocolate smell so much stronger. Poor Angelleia’s nose ran more and her lips got wetter. “You won’t get such moments like this when you are older.”

Angelleia said, “So you haven’t indulged yourself in a while?”

“Oh yes, a long while: seven days.” Juna winked and said, “That is far too long for anyone, but nothing compared to the suffering you are feeling right now.” She dipped her spoon into the opening, and upon removal she presented a warm, rich spoon of chocolate. “Here.”
Angelleia could not believe her lack of reluctance as she reflexively just wrapped her mouth around the spoon and accepted the offering. For the first time in her perfect memory she found her mouth knew more than her nose, for sense of taste unlocked the secrets of chocolate far better than her sense of smell. The added warmth she discovered was unnecessary, for the warmth from the best of times in her life just seemed to emerge in her conscious, taking place of far more important matters.

Licking her lips, Angelleia tried not to smile and said, “Oh, oh, oh, this is….this is wonderful!” She smiled brightly, and then she said, “This must be some sort of witchery.”

Laughing, Juna spooned up some and ate it. “Oh yes, a concoction of sin, and what a wonderful concoction it is.” She watched Angelleia spoon up some more and just marveled at her newfound joy. “As with anything else in life, chocolate’s powers can be used for good or evil.” She had another bite and wondered aloud, “What exactly does a Healer know of witchery?”
Angelleia swallowed a lump of fudge down her throat. “The old stories of the Jedi Order, covering the days of old and how supposedly Sith witches had used magic to do things and make spells.” She shrugged her shoulders. “I just thought I might have encountered my first real, true life instance of it.”

“I was the same way too, once,” said Juna as she ate. “Rapier Manor had a library filled with books, real books, and I read a fraction of what was there about the Force, the Jedi, and the Sith. I thought magic and other things beyond that was nonsense, it could never relate to the Force.” She shook her head. “I saw things that suggested otherwise.”

“Really? Like what?” Angelleia then tried the melting frosting.

Juna paused to consider it. She really wanted to award Angelleia, and at the same time get her to open up about herself and about growing up in the Jedi Temple with Casper. Suddenly the idea had reversed on her.
Slightly taken aback, Juna said, “Curses come to mind.”

“That’s not necessarily witchcraft,” said Angelleia. “Then again, what is it really?”

“That’s the point of it,” said Juna. “Magic maybe, the arcane arts maybe: such generalizations to describe what we know of the Force cannot. Sometimes, though, neither rational science nor Jedi dogma can explain it. I mean, can any of it explain love? Hell no.”
“Love is a descriptive construct,” said Angelleia. “A simple word to describe that we appreciate the most. Sometimes it’s used to justify bad actions, such as mating outside of acceptable principals, or in contradiction of one’s real actions.”
Juna shook her head and said, “You mean you don’t believe in the reality of love?” Angelleia craned her head. “There is good in love, Angelleia. You should not dwell on the wrong aspects of it.”

“I’m not saying that,” assured Angelleia. She ate some more before continuing. “A Jedi should have love in their heart, but for the love of life itself and its continuing process. But they shouldn’t attach themselves to it, or to someone with it.” She frowned a little. “What I don’t understand is….”

“What?”

“I don’t understand how my father was allowed to marry his master Nadja Moranna. He had left the Order long after she had died. The Jedi Code should forbid such things.”

Juna finished swallowing her chocolate. “Enothchild and Nadja each had a Code Exception.” Again, Angelleia looked confused. “Nadja’s circumstances were between her and the Council” Juna began, lying because she had learned Nadja was Siren Gheruit, “but your father was given a Code Exception because he was a Vhinphyc, and eventually Vhinphyc have to mate once in their lives just as they need a parent to raise them. It’s a physiological need, or otherwise Vhinphycs were known to die from such lack of…well, lack of love in their life. No amount of Jedi training, philosophy, and Code is ever going to override that fact.”
Angelleia stopped eating for a few moments and glared at her spoon. Juna let her think for that moment. She went to say something but Angelleia said, “Does that mean I could die without mating?”

Considering her, Juna guessed aloud, “You don’t have such a Code Exception?” Angelleia shook her head. “That’s interesting.” She realized that Angelleia was suddenly not amused by any of it. “Well, I don’t mean to say you will die stark and sudden. You have a long life ahead of you.”

“How long?”

“Long.”

Angelleia eyed Juna skeptically. “But I’m nothing like my father. I’m growing up faster than he did. I’m in puberty when by his standards I should be getting strong enough to walk.”

“Angelleia,” began Juna, slowly to contain the child’s growing apprehension, “I promise you, you will live a very much longer life.”
The young girl looked at Juna and said, “You should know not make promises you cannot keep.”

It made Juna sit back. After a moment she said, “You’re right.” She set her spoon down and noted, “I really don’t know what I am talking about.”

Angelleia wanted to stop, but her spoon kept finding the dessert and her mouth kept finding the spoon. After three silent bites, Angelleia said, “I….I saw a dead child for the first time.”

That broke Juna out of her quiet trance of non-thought. “You did?” And then it struck Juna as to why Angelleia was the way she was a minute ago; what happened in the past, and then coupled with what had happened on Zonloki. “Oh no, Angelleia, I…I didn’t know.”
“How could you?” said Angelleia quietly, taking a much smaller bite of her dessert.

“I’m sorry,” said Juna gently. “I’ve seen so much death in my in life I…I have forgotten how it should bother me. I really feel for the innocent, I do; it bothered me to see dead younglings who were no older than I was when I was queen. They had abnormalities that no amount of skill or knowledge could ever cure.” She sighed deeply and said, “And Enothchild saw his fair share of worst when he did his best to round up the last surviving Vhinech to protect them. There were people that had taken exception to their existence. One of them ended up being a female Vhinphyc we were unaware of. Believe me, it was not easy for either of us.”

Angelleia looked at Juna and seemed to get the gist of the last sentence; Juna knew she would be wrong, though, to assume the Vhinphyc in question was her mother; Helle'anglotov'vesil Evagan'wiwsk'shavage'anute was far from the motherly type, but against her will she had bore Juna and Magus Prophet’s child. For now, Juna just went along with Angelleia’s assumption. The less informed her Gessa was the better.
“Her name was Aprin Aabracan,” said Angelleia finally. Juna reached out and grabbed her free hand for support. “She was three years old, just three.” She sighed. “She was murdered with her parents on Desderanda X a month ago and-.” She stopped when she felt familiarity from Juna through their clasp hands. “Y-You know of this?”
“I had heard about it.” Juna politely took her hand back; Angelleia had learned really quick to read emotions and thoughts through contact; she had to be more careful in the future. “I have friends in various justice departments. They were curious if I knew one of the investigators.” It was not the best lie, so to give it warmth she said, “Casper.”
Angelleia’s eyes widened after she had a little time to consider what she had ‘seen’ from Juna. “Father? Really?” Her excitement was longer than normal because of her sugar euphoria, but it ebbed when she said, “But….that can’t be. The Jedi Council said his legs hampered his ability to train and investigate.”

“What?!?” Juna shook her head violently. “I gave Casper those legs, there is no way he couldn’t patrol or train you.” She gave Angelleia a side long look. “They were working, the legs, correct?”

“Yes, perfectly,” said Angelleia. “Having been around others with prosthetics I couldn’t understand it, they functioned fine with them. Father’s was even better than the standard Gray Haven Forties.” She just shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t know anything more than it was the Council’s Will, at least that was what Father had told me.”
Juna slowly nodded, but only because she understood the smaller things more clearly. She noted Angelleia’s curious eyeing and said, “Well, all I can tell you is what I know. He was with a Neimoidian named Branch Lur, and they had gone to Desderanda X to investigate those murders.”

Angelleia shrunk down a little as she was again reminded of that past. “That’s good then.”
“It is,” said Juna assuredly. “Knowing Casper as I do, this Human won’t escape justice.”

“Human?” Angelleia brightened a bit. “Human male?” Juna nodded. “So I was right.” She saw Juna’s quizzing look. “I scented the odor of a Human male in the home. Master Zesha, she…”
Angelleia worked her mouth around a bit and said with an exhale, “She said we were Healers, not investigators. And we shouldn’t assume too much.”

“She was wise, your master.” Juna ate another bite. “Assumption based on one tangible of proof, no matter how strong and significant, can be the most dangerous assumption of them all.”
“I realize that,” said Angelleia. She then mumbled, “But it still means I was right.”

“Indeed,” Juna agreed. She could still see Angelleia still dwelling. “But that little girl, and Zonloki, really got to you, I can tell.” Juna set her spoon down. “Do you think it’s appropriate for you, just as a person, to constantly think about your own mortality?”
Angelleia said, “I thought I was over it weeks ago.” She ate a bite of dessert. “I was told not to live the life of that little girl. And I was told I was in the wrong profession if I cared about living.” She looked at Juna pleadingly. “Yet I feel so differently than that.”

“That’s because you are a living, thinking being, Angelleia,” said Juna, stressing every word. She crossed her arms and thought aloud, “My mother Naressa once told Enothchild that the Jedi Order was a living contradiction. I didn’t get that back then when I was younger, but older now I see the point. There are some things expected of Jedi Knights, and even Jedi themselves fall into that assumption ignorance as well. There is this built in mechanism in the perception of the galaxy that Jedi are infallible, they don’t do wrong, and they are the very example of living life and being in peace. Too often, Jedi Knights fall for that too. Along with death, taxes, and the Force ignorance is a universal constant.
“Enothchild felt somewhat like you: he just hated it when others died where he could not. In favorable circumstances he was going to outlive many in age. Virbroblades poked him as they pierced weaker flesh. Blasters on kill tickled him while they blistered and burned others, sometimes killing them. Poisons and bugs meant nothing to him until it took the lives of innocent people. He cared for the many lives he had no choice but to take. He believed in the Force, Angelleia, and he accepted that all would be One with it. That still did not soothe him, give him any solace. It wasn’t that he wanted death, or that he wanted to die in the place of others. He just wished, for some, that they did not have to die. And in his view too many of them had died too soon.
“The best he could do, he had decided, was do right by them.” Juna put her hand – carefully this time – back on Angelleia’s shoulder and said, “You feel so differently because, Angelleia, you are not a Healer of sickness and wounds, you are a Healer of displaced and misguided souls. You can do more for justice than you do for mercy, and there’s nothing wrong with that. You feel your life is too short; you fear for your own mortality: there’s nothing wrong with that. You cannot save anyone unless you save yourself: that kind of selfishness, and it is selfishness, is a contradiction of the Jedi Code, but a proper one, a just one, that every Jedi must have. Therefore you must have a healthy respect for your own life, and you should fear for it, for without it so many others could die.
“You are a Jedi Knight, Angelleia, like your father before you. You known anything else is a waste for yourself, and more importantly to the innocent you have sworn to serve.”
There seemed to be some acceptance to Juna’s words on Angelleia’s part. She was less tense and foreboding. After another minute of thought, her spoon was working hard on finishing the desert. Juna felt confident that Angelleia understood what she had told her, and that all was forgotten about moments ago.

-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 37.1

It was much later in the evening, and Angelleia discovered that chocolate had the ability to extend her alertness. As much as she loved chocolate, she swore off mass quantities of it in the future because, in a perfect universe, even a Jedi needed a good nights sleep. This night she was glad for the sugar boost because she had to think, and she also had to investigate Juna further.
Just as Angelleia was talking about the tragic circumstances of tiny Aprin Aabracan, Juna had a hold of her hand. At that point, a wave of energy had struck Angelleia, and through it she gained some knowledge; very valuable knowledge that was confusing, intriguing, and disturbing. In the realization, the energy that carried it all felt vaguely familiar, but less so than the black rose scent Juna still gave off like the Friends gave off. 
The nature of the energy was cold, dark, and evil. And Juna was withholding information from her: the familiar word Korriban, and the name of the weapon that had killed the Aabracans, called the Wettlespear. With those points retracting from Angelleia just made her hostess look very guilty. The young Padawan wanted to really trust Juna, she wanted to believe her, and in a lot of ways she did believe her, but the secrets and the dark side were just too much.
Angelleia, however, heeded Master Zesha’s advice about false accusation. It made no sense for her to interrogate someone who held all the advantages, and especially when that individual was treating her very well. She did not feel like a prisoner, but she found it too convenient to be imprisoned in an unknown place in Force knows what part of the galaxy. She believed Juna had tried contacting Casper, but again there just seemed to be a lack of trying.

But the plot thickened the most tonight when Angelleia helped Juna clean up their mess. A glance here and there pointed out the fact that the amount of their supplies seemed to not have changed from the previous day, but she knew there were newer containers of foodstuffs. Angelleia knew that dessert was not made in the house either. It just seemed to go back to the disappearing act Juna had pulled off seamlessly yesterday. Somehow, and Angelleia did not know how given that the blizzard was still going strong during the day time, Juna was leaving the house. And if she can leave the house, she wasn’t letting Angelleia in on the process. Her intentions were confusing to Angelleia, but even if they were for good they were undeniably devious.
She laid in her bed, eyes close, and her senses open and passive. In a semi-meditative state, Angelleia would ‘feel’ to others using the Force to be asleep, and she would look asleep because her limbs would be limp due to the state. Much of her inward focus was on her nose in order to be able to detect the change in the air in the house that would indicate Juna was gone. The technique required nearly all of her concentration; it was something that could not be done passively. The trick was the house had Juna’s scent all over it, thus it wasn’t as easy to discern by that scent alone when Juna left. So Angelleia waited for the changes in the local atmosphere in the house. Juna’s movements caused the air to stir and shift; even the movement of breathing. Also, unbeknownst to a great many, each individual exhaled gases differently; different rates of carbon dioxide, and also trace gases caused by metabolic releases related and not related to the consumption of food. This technique could only work in this kind of a scenario, where the environment was a controlled one.
Very early the next morning, Angelleia’s nose detected the lack of black rose and chocolate. Slowly edging out of her semi-trance, she extended her Force sense to include the whole house until she was satisfied that Juna was mysterious but undoubtedly gone. Full awake, she got up, got dressed, and quickly began to search the entire home. Angelleia first took a new inventory of their supplies. Secondly she doubled checked the comm system and once again discovered it was in total disrepair. Thirdly she skipped Juna’s room and went into the other rooms, which were quiet, abandoned bedrooms. She finally found the basement; a small lift stuck between the two extra bedrooms. She took it down and found little down there. From there, she found no other way in or out; not with her hands, not with her nose, and not with the Force.

“Crazy!” Angelleia returned to the main floor and just said, “Just plain crazy! How in the heck does she do it?”Glancing out the window, Angelleia noted that all she could see in the window was snow. She mustered, “The heck with it.” 
Angelleia went to the door and opened it. The melting system had finally overtaken the snow piled up in front of the door, allowing her to leave the house, giving her a space ten feet around. Heeding Master Zesha’s advice again, Angelleia just assumed make a run for it than fight Juna. As much as Juna gave off the impression of being deceitful, there was also a kindness to her that went beyond giving her Enothchild’s lightsaber; because of that, perhaps Angelleia was wrong about Juna. Therefore a mere Padawan Healer was in no position to make such a decision in her opinion. Running away would allow an innocent creature time to clear herself.
Removing the lightsaber given to her by Juna, Angelleia looked at it and said, “Well, this is you and me for the first time.” The lightsaber said nothing until her thumb pressed the power. To her delight the unique white beam of coherent light emerged from the extra, extra, extra large cylinder’s emitter.

Angelleia paused to look at the very long blade and realized she knew everything about it. She somehow knew the crystals that created the blade and controlled its length were not from Adegan or Ilum; they were from his home world of Vhanba, upon the blanket he was wrapped up in. She knew the weapon was created long before Enothchild had begun his Padawan stage. She knew he had to modify the weapon to fit his unique style of lightsaber combat once he began his training; all of these things and more, once secret and quiet in the dangerous inanimate object in her small hands, unbeknownst to her until now.
Shaking her head and drawing the Force inward, Angelleia said, “I can’t zone out like that. I must be careful.” She found the blade controls and shortened the blade length to reasonable size. Assuming a box-formation learning stance, she whipped the weapon back and swung it through the snow in front of her. The snow sizzled upon impact. She struck again, reversing her motion, never leaving her stance. She repeated several more times. And several times more after that….
After a half hour, Angelleia gained little. The lightsaber was only melting the snow that it struck, and all she managed to create was a slope of melted and freezing slush. Her inexperience with the lightsaber was once again obvious; her idea about slashing and hacking her way through the snow to safety was a poor one indeed.

Sighing, Angelleia shut the weapon off and said to herself, “Any more ideas, hot shot?” She turned around to go back inside through the closed door. It did not open.

“Oh?” Unlike the doors in the house, the entrance – the only entrance to the home – was modern enough to require button pressing and, unfortunately for Angelleia right now, a code to unlock it. “Oh noes!” She kept pushing the OPEN button with no results. “Ah…okay, don’t panic. Think! Wait, I know!”

Calling upon her newly discovered ability, Angelleia reached out with her hand and touched the panel. She let her fingers group every touch pad key. She extended her energies through as taught and….

Nothing.

Angelleia concentrated again. She felt the power of the Force run through her, through her fingers, into the control, and….

Nothing.

“I don’t….I don’t get this” Angelleia forced herself to relax. She took several long breaths. It what was only a minute but felt like an hour, the Padawan Healer placed both her hands on the touch pad.
Nothing.

She gritted her teeth…

Nothing.

She forced as much as she could into the task. And then….

She farted.

“OH!” Angelleia let go of the Force and plugged her nose with her right hand and waved her left hand behind her. “Oh, that one’s terrible! Whew!” She, embarrassingly, had that happen before. Her cheeks flushed finally when the cold could not reddened them. “Force, I’m nasty. Oh butter rolls, why didn’t it work?”
Angelleia stared at the controls with no answers. Though she knew technology she was not as mechanically inclined as Casper, so she was not about to try and run a bypass on the controls, especially without tools. She would note this was some trick by Juna to catch her trying to escape, but for the moment there was no way back in without attracting attention to damage.

“Well, I guess I either wait outside, or just go,” mumbled Angelleia. She looked at her created slope and shook her head. That, of course, left one place: she realized the roof. “Okay.”
Summoning the Force, she jumped and somersaulted up and on the roof; she needed the Force for a little added strength and a hell of a lot of guidance. Angelleia nearly slipped on landing on the sloped structure, but her feet found the nailed rails that acted as steps and hand holds. Steady, she did her best to look out into the darkness to see how far the deep snow went. If she was lucky all she was encountering was a bad drift.

Before her, even in the moonless, sky covered night, she saw indistinguishable white for miles on end. No lights or illuminations of any kind in the deepening gloom. There were great hills that stretched over many miles that could have been hiding other homes. The bitter cold air held a familiar scent to her, but for the time being it was escaping her where she had smelled it before. But there was a feeling in Angelleia that this place was many miles away from any form of civilization. She really did not know how she knew that, the Force didn’t tell her; she just knew, just as she knew the rare and unique white quartz in her Father’s lightsaber was from Vhanba.

And with that realization, she felt compelled to turn around. The house was built up against a tall mesa, acting as a back stop and a foundational support. Angelleia, again, somehow knew it was done for defensive purposes as well. But something told her if she followed the wall of the mesa southerly the snow would not be as treacherous. She could even climb up the rock wall and walk on top of the mesa; the winds were stronger, colder, but Angelleia would be unaffected by the chill for a long period of time, and the unhindered drifting lessened the burden of travel.
Stowing the weapon, Angelleia rubbed her hands and boasted, “I haven’t met anything that I couldn’t climb with my eyes closed. Let’s just hope there are no avalanches.”

Springing up, Angelleia’s hands found purchase on the rocks. She forced herself to take her time. She felt she could scale the tall bluff in mere minutes, but she had to take the icing into account. If there was one thing to consider, the last thing she wanted to do was fall; not for her own health reasons, but for the health of the house. She wouldn’t want to put a hole through the roof when it was unwarranted.

Nevertheless, Angelleia’s climb was far quicker than most. She rolled over the top and found a foot of snow only, but indeed those winds that kept the amounts down was howling strong and swirling. She looked around the best she could all around, hoping to see just a hint of civilization somewhere even in the distance. None could be seen.
Something told her she should just go back, but Angelleia shook her head and pressed southward. She pulled her lightsaber out and turned it on for illumination. Unshaken, she trekked on without looking back.

A few hours would pass before Juna would return to the house. Upon appearing in her room, she immediately sensed Angelleia was not around. Since she would have felt that Angelleia was in immediate danger right away, she knew what had exactly happened.
“Well, it happened sooner rather than later,” mumbled Juna. She kept her Sithian robe on and casually strolled through the house to the front door. She opened it, and then used the Force to prop the door open, and examined what Angelleia had done. She mused, “Oh, it must be so cute to watch Padawans do Jedi things.” She had to chuckle at that, thinking of all the times she pretended to be a Jedi as a child. Still mused, she went back inside and then used the Dark Side to move the supplies from her bedroom to the kitchen. She did not have to be as quiet or reserved in her Force usage to put stuff away, but she took her time nonetheless, putting stuff away one item at a time.

Juna paced herself for two reasons. One of them was due to her frustration over recent events that were occurring in the outside universe and no way to address them. Casper’s lack of response really drove the frustration, making her think that perhaps Coy Madex and his fellow Jedi may have realized their mistake and went after Casper. Although it would had been a tactical dead end in different circumstances, Juna had told Angelleia that she was trying to contact Casper; in her little mind’s eye, Angelleia was hoping her adopted father was coming. As tonight showed, Angelleia had ran out of patience.

The second reason Juna took her time was to run her Daughter down. By going, Angelleia did so because she did not trust her. Confronting her now or in the near future made little sense; Angelleia could react aggressively. Although Juna could handle such a reaction with her abilities in a peaceful way she did not want to go that route. Her Gessa was a little too concerned for her own safety, and in a way she was protecting Juna by leaving. She had sensed Juna’s darkness, her deception, but unlike other Jedi who would react promptly and predictably Angelleia literally and figuratively took the high road. Either Angelleia’s Zesha was a great teacher of restraint, or at the very least Angelleia understood just a little of what Juna was trying to do. Therefore, instead of facing off against a rather tense and ready-for-anything Padawan Learner, Juna was going to let Angelleia wear herself down before confronting her. She already knew the winter would take three weeks to kill Angelleia; the cold, the wind, and any new storms would slow her down before then, drive her to one of the multitude of caves to the south. She guessed it would be before next nightfall that Angelleia would find a place to rest.

Finished stocking, Juna retired to the living room, sat down, and assumed a meditative pose to think about what to do as it related to Casper, what to say Angelleia, and to decide where exactly, which exact cave, Angelleia would stop to finally rest. 

