CHAPTER 29.0
It was twilight time where Juna had landed the Flora Noir and Rose had landed the Diamidas on Hijarna, settling down quickly in the deep valleys nestled by the surrounding high mountains to avoid detection from everyone. The planet, located in the Inner Rim, was discovered many years ago by the Fifth Alderaanian Expedition. It was a sour world with little life, bacteria-laden, stale air, and it’s only drawing card to those interested was the great Fortress of Hijarna, a super fortress made of very durable stone that had been built by the ancient society that had seemingly vanished thousands of years before. Since it did not have even a minor Republic interest in it, the world was left for undesirables to use it; mainly it was a meeting place for smugglers.
During her time as a smuggler, Rooney Tufuse had told Juna about Hijarna and she had stayed here once. Back then, as it was now as she left the Noir, the planet gave her legitimate creeps. Even in the short distance she ran she could feel the dead whispering with chilled voices in her ear, in languages never learned by anyone in many millennia. Such a place forever locked in spiritual damnation would hide her and Angelleia well from Force sensitive eyes. But none of that was Juna’s chief concern as her heart forced her to move fast and board Rose’s ship to attend to the only one that mattered now.
It had been fourteen years since Belladonna entered the galaxy and Juna could physically touch her for the first time, and around thirteen years since she had touched her for the last time. She no longer had the enhancements of a female Vhinphyc that came with carrying and caring for Bella, and yet on entering the ship Juna’s nose could suddenly smell her Gessa’s scent very, very strongly. An infinite number of thoughts and feelings flooded her heart, and at the same time she never considered any of them. Not stopping, Juna ran quickly to the med bed in the rear of the ship and collapsed her body upon her wounded, unconscious Gessa and wept.
There were times even as an adult Juna had thought she knew what her Mother had gone through with her during the worst of times. She felt how much Naressa clung to her after her ordeal with Jurivicious Pern, and she could imagine how Naressa had felt when they were separated from one another for good after Uiennar; although her Mother had saved her at Sanctuary and took care of her while in a coma, the coma more or less kept them a galaxy apart. She felt she knew how her Mother felt when she had the nightmare vision of Darth Rune forcing baby Bella to consume and in turn embrace the Dark Side. She felt she knew when she gave Bella to Casper to have her trained as a Jedi. She thought she knew how it all felt to be Naressa Rapier.
She was wrong.

Way wrong.

Even as she knew better, Juna just could not bare to see, as well as feel, her Gessa in such a state of obvious pain. Gone was her resolve, her ability to think, her rational calm, her courage, her bravery, her leadership, her understanding of things considered. Platitudes, titles, knowledge, training, family, friends: none of it mattered here and none of it helped. The Force was just a phrase containing two meaningless words trying to give definition to a universal construct that was supposed to explain the everything and the lack thereof. Past and future were insignificant happenings and suppositions of their own, and the present was removed from all known Juna existences. In their places was the swollen face, the reddening skin, the closed eyes, the low moaning with each exhale, and the dried blood that could not be cleaned off covering, disguising, hiding, and troubling her beautiful, precious, and dearest Gessa. Years and circumstances had kept them apart; it was just horrible to believe that pain like this would bring them together. It should never have.

Juna’s knees weakened badly and she had to lean herself against the bed. Just seeing Bella in her bad state brought back every moment she was weak, helpless, and in terrible pain. Her mind throbbed as if stabbed with spikes, caused by Pern’s Force intrusions. Her body ached as it did when the planet Vhanba blew up. Her shoulder felt separated as it did when Magus Prophet had tried to pull her from Enothchild’s grasp. Her face and stomach were inflamed by the pains of Prophet’s evil doings. Darth Rune’s deadly strike on Nal Hutta to her pelvis, just as Bella was forming there, hurt the worst of all given the connection between them; the feel of the lightsaber deep and through; the act of taking Enothchild’s life to save them both. She never, ever wanted her precious Gessa to ever experience such things now. Even when Juna knew that the life of a Jedi was difficult, that life for everyone was difficult, even as her very own was so hard, she never believed nor dared to believe it would happen in Bella’s life; it was a foolish notion, such things, mother wishes. There was no way to describe it until she realized, by feeling every pain she had ever experienced in her life that was horrendous, her mind and body was putting this in proper context; this was all her life’s pain all at once. Now she knew how her Mother really felt all those times.

Juna became aware of something as she wept silently on Bella’s chest. It took her such a long time to realize it, for her sorrow was just too much to comprehend anything. It was dynamically rhythmic, persistent, and strong the beating heart deep inside the young girl’s little chest. Its physical manifestation in of itself was impressive but unimportant. There was something else entirely happening, something Juna recognized, something Juna had not felt for a very long time, something she always tried to feel for when she wore her and Enothchild’s wedding rings that dangled now from the necklace around her neck, and now realizing how fruitless and insignificant that was. This heart, this heart that beat proudly in such a little form, thundered on with an unimaginable power that no one in the universe could ever comprehend. She had felt such a heart before, beating with a righteous thunder within the massive chest of Bella’s father.
This however was so much more indescribably powerful. It stopped the tears that flowed from Juna’s eyes. It shook the sorrow she felt deep within her heart. It exorcised the demons and the pain from her body. It returned her inner strength. And all the shadows and darkness and gloom that had been eclipsing her soul recently lifted, and all Juna felt was a vast, calming, innocent, peaceful warmth, a forever absolving Light that did more than the hundred stars of the Ramis Cluster could ever do in its multi-billion year life time. As she sighed deeply content and long, the relief upon her was greater than she had felt after selling Rapier Technologies yesterday. This relief was not of burden, not of responsibility, but of her very own soul.
Juna found her footing and lifted her body from the med bed to just look at Bella, and she squinted as if indeed she was staring into the Ramis Cluster. Some of worries, her fears, her dread, her sorrow, and her anger returned a little, but all of it was under the control of her rationale. She now imagined all those times how close her Mother, with her great power, came so very close to deciding that she was going to wipe out the entire galaxy with a mere thought. Such a thought should have been considered impossible, but Juna herself felt she could unleash such a command. She thanked the Force for her Gessa, and she quietly thanked her Gessa for saving her from deciding such a horrible fate for everyone else in the cosmos.
Her Gessa, her Light at the End of the Universe.

