CHAPTER 34.0
After the sale of Rapier Technologies and the rescue of Angelleia Juna had thought she was done being busy. After securing them in what she deemed the perfect place, on the other hand, Juna found herself having to take care of a lot of problems first before getting her Daughter to their temporary new home; problems she had thought left behind her until Senator Coaxial of Chandiss Prime had the audacity to detonate an Evramora-destruction-like explosive upon the entire galactic political process. She decided to do such business from the Flora Noir, that way it kept up the appearance that she was somewhere in the cosmos.

Many would vehemently disagree with her, but Juna took one look at Coaxial’s ‘Speech of the Dark Ages’ in holographic and text form and deemed far more destructive for her home world than the entire Trade Federation occupation of Naboo. In one of the greatest strokes of political villainy Juna had ever seen, written or heard about in her life and the years before, a beaten man filled with such diligent self-loathing and lackluster ineptitude had knowingly out of desperation for his political career unleashed a Hell – with a capital ‘H’ – so massive not even anyone mentioned in it was immune. The predictabilities that followed were just a taste of what an unconscionably inspired man could wrought.
All the markets immediately dove downward into a tail spinning crash. Rapier Technologies was the hardest hit obviously, but its associations and presumed alliances were just as pillared and whipped. Canus Rapier Biggio the Fifth sent her the most individual messages than anyone else in Juna’s message box, chronicling the disastrous decisions he had immediately made after she had sold her stake in the company to him; those decisions being his sale of the company stock over and again after the ‘Speech of the Dark Ages’. Each message laid the tracks of the emotional rollercoaster of the former majority owner of Rapier Technologies: anger, hate, despair, desperation, contempt, fury, scorn, depression, misery, gloom, resentment, rage, temper, rant and rave. Rapier Tech stock finished a few ticks below its original sales price, and several off world investors had a stake in it. Canus should have been happy in Juna’s opinion: he was going to get that coalition of power he always wanted. Thought it did bother Juna a little that her company was going to be in the hands of strangers, they were not going to get its best kept secrets, thanks to the deal Canus thought he had made. The secrets went with her.
Politically, Queen Amidala’s good will throughout the galaxy created by her valiant choices was either already exhausted or would be very soon. It was not her fault, but with Coaxial’s conspiratorial accusation, and then Amidala’s decision to choose Juna to rebuild Naboo, some were going to assume – wrongly – that she was in on the fix as well. Worse yet, such a conspiratorial thought would follow the concept of the ‘straight line river with no deviation’, named after the ignorant belief that rivers would always lead one straight and true: guilt by association, from Gunray to Bog to Juna to Amidala to Chancellor Palpatine. Or rather according to Coaxial Juna was the Sith Lord and everyone else right up to Palpatine were just following her dark lead. Juna knew there were more people than sense begging and pleading with the young Queen to condemn her in order to save herself. Juna would not had blamed Amidala if she did condemn her in some way, but the former Queen Angelleia had a feeling Amidala would stay stubborn to her decision, even if it may cost her at the very least influence beyond the sphere of Naboo.
The Thorn Party was also a victim of such terrible scrutiny out of association. As much as Jarah Maltanaw Prih was the face of the Thorns, politicians and their junkies were not stupid. To a person on Naboo, and soon throughout the galaxy, they knew Juna was a founding and current member of the growing strong political party. The Thorns running for public office were going to be hit with a batch of bad luck as that party’s momentum will surely slow. The others like Jarah and Cessa Fermeia were going to be stuck with trying to explain things they really had no clue about, placing them in the default, and lousy, position of political defense. Unfortunately Juna could not help them there.
Also Coaxial’s move pretty much transformed every different and unique local election into one super massive black hole of a galactic referendum on who was qualified to deal with the new Sith threat. Outside of Naboo and the Trade Federation, little was remembered by the Republic populace four years after the Battle for Naboo; even the fact that a Sith Lord was involved, though most likely the most remembered item of the subject, was a faded memory. Most of the galaxy gave a damn in the beginning, but like all stories with a political bent it had became old, and since it only affected one small planet the wider populace did not care in the first place. Since it had occurred just after the last major election cycle it had little impact the following year for the three, six, nine, and ten year term elections. Other issues, other events, would just create the new storyline for the people to pay attention, and whatever selfish needs their chosen candidates could promise to deliver. When Juna watched and heard the speech, this time Coaxial believed in what he was saying was true; in the past it was speculative rhetoric many people could see past; this time, even if he did not say he had the evidence, Coaxial’s words carried an undeniable passion.

Juna understood why those Senators rioted: they heard that passion too. Every plan, every scripted and rehearsed speech, every fixed debate, every campaign slogan, every piece of memorabilia that pushed either candidates or incumbents message: GONE! Blood, sweat, tears, and so much spent credits now meant nothing because of Bly Coaxial’s Game changing speech. Some of the short life species in the Senate had year-to-year terms and so spent their time on very selective issues and getting ready for the election next year; in comparison Legacy Seat and long term Senators had either one issue or a bonanza of issues that kept them in power; if none of their plans figure in the Sith in general or Coaxial’s accusations specifically – dealing with Juna and the Trade Federation respectfully – they were in serious political jeopardy. Appointed Senators were no safer: this issue affected even local and planetary governments that had no direct bearing on Republic matters except who they sent to represent them in the Senate. There were seats that were thought held that were going to now in play, and so those lazy Senators suddenly had to spend some currency and burn up political favors to regain traction. This really did not bode well for anyone in power, at any level, so long as Coaxial kept it going, and thanks – or rather no thanks in Juna’s personal opinion – to the subject matter it was going to take a full stoppage of Coaxial’s momentum in order for the Chancellor Palpatine to call for a Senate election cycle recess.
With some thought to the whole sorry situation, Juna honestly believed Dace Palpatine was blameless in this. She had never really cared for the man since she first had meant him before her second birthday. There was just something about him that was wrong, but for the light of her Juna could never get a handle on what it was. She never had the same feeling with anyone else that was a politician or anyone else at all; this feeling was unique to him exclusively, beyond how she felt towards crooks, felons, and dishonest hypocrites. She had valued him very little in her life and during her political career and when she was asked how she felt that a Nubian citizen led the Republic for the first time, Juna had no comment; she felt that totally indifferent about the man, and she knew the feeling was mutual. 
However, given what Coaxial had done Palpatine was in a real bind. She knew he could not stop it, for Coaxial’s momentum was too great, and too many seats in the Senate that was just slightly favorable of him were in jeopardy. His next political decision related to the Senate was hypercritical for all, including Juna, and it more likely than not meant the end of his time as Supreme Chancellor. How Palpatine was perceived by the electorate at large who will choose their representation was going to determine how much longer he had a political existence. Juna realized the easy play, the right play of a man of zero honest conviction, for a Realist Giver-Taker like Palpatine was to side with Coaxial and savage her right along with the Trade Federation.
In the final analysis, after Juna had researched all that she could in relation to this, Bly Coaxial was acting dangerously too desperate, even for a politician that had been statistically even with his anointed opponent ever since his opponent had been named three months ago; polls were normally deceptive, but every poll on Chandiss Prime had been remarkably consistent; the day-to-day polls since the ‘Speech’ gave him a two to three point advantage. Given his sudden need to start up his false pretenses again, but with incredible conviction behind it this time, Juna guessed someone was making him doing it.
Juna presumed the Sith were making Senator Coaxial do it.

It was obvious to Juna if not to anyone else. Through her friends Juna had been making significant headway in business, politics and behind the scenes; especially where it concerned those rigged elections with the so-called Sherwood program. Lately the reports on the hunt for more rigged elections were getting less and less in volume, telling Juna the Sith were changing tactics. Instead of rigging elections at the ballot box, the Sith were instead going to use Coaxial to make the election about ‘Juna the Sith’, using an old link between her Father and Hidu Bog to create the appearance that she had set up the invasion for profitability, that she had trained Darth Maul, that she had staged the hostage crisis on Breslin to make her look good in before the Rapier Technologies stock sale.
She smiled at such impossible odds, and Juna was so amused by these so called ‘multiple witness statements’; if they existed, it had to be from those she had sensed watching her, unless the counted that lone Garn she made armless as one of those witnesses. It would not surprise her if former Rapier employee and missing Nubian Noss Phetter’s name conveniently came up. And to add hydrogen to the star, Coaxial could bring up Project Wettlespear; why not since the sudden deaths of over twenty-five hundred people on Ord Mantell had yet to be explained; she did not know for certain yet. And yet in spite of the mounting evidence and growing pressure created by the Sith, Juna could not wait to repudiate it all and make Bly Coaxial look like the complete taun-taun’s ass that he was.
Juna was going to show Coaxial and the Sith by not participating in the process.

Switching off the main systems and setting the Flora Noir on standby mode, Juna stretched out and let a sigh of content and relief escape her mouth. Perhaps Coaxial was being persuaded by the Sith to do this, and the Sith was providing the damning details of the alleged conspiracy; plenty of lies and convoluted half-truths to be had. But what did that exactly mean for the Lady Juna Rapier Angelleia the First?
As Juna had learned from her mentor Muriel Thahada Arnes some of the biggest mistakes made in history in everything were when anyone participated in an epic historical event, because participation validated it. In that context, Senator Coaxial’s Sith hunt required participation, his committee the accusers, Juna and the Trade Federation the accused. In such show trials, the accused made the first mistake by participating. It was not a court of law that required a judge or lawyers or a jury of her peers: none of those Idiots on that committee, and the committee itself, represented the law as it was written.  They had the power of subpoena: in reality that meant little for the subpoena power only worked in their favor: participants would not see what evidence Coaxial’s group had on them. So ignoring the subpoena was only a contempt of Senate charge, something that could be remedied easily by a Court of Appeals. That is if Juna felt compelled to validate the Sith-inspired Coaxial Sithian assertions. She was simply not going to participate, comply, or freely admit to anything; she no longer cared. If this was how the Sith was going to get Juna off their back, she was more than content to tell the Sith they had accomplished their goal.
Juna had to wonder if it had occurred to the Sith or Coaxial yet that she was no longer participating in the affairs of the galaxy, let alone in their little dance routine in the Senate. She had sold Rapier Technologies. She had sold off the Galactic HoloNet Channel. She had untouchable, untraceable accounts so she was not going to miss the ones Coaxial had froze, and on top of that she had hard currency. She had the past secrets of Rapier Technologies that Canus had unknowingly given up and she could sell if she desired. She had her ship, the Flora Noir, and could go anywhere she chose; to be with friends she missed, to go to so many worlds unfound by Republic eyes. She could give up her war on the Sith now and let them win. She admitted it: she was not the Queen of Naboo, she was never a Jedi; perhaps it really indeed was her time to step away from the pursuit of justice and to right the perceived wrongs of her life.
Juna did not care anymore, for she had her beautiful, precious baby back in her life. Perhaps it was better this way, having her Bella, her Angelleia, her Gessa; all this time worrying about the lives of others who were not even helpless and not considering the only precious commodity in her life. Clearly the Jedi Order had thought very little of her and Angelleia by using her girl as bait for their ambush. She sighed, however, on the significance of the events that had occurred on Zonloki. It was as if the Jedi had bought the lies the Sith had told Coaxial to say. It made no sense to her why Master Yoda and the rest on the Jedi Council would so strongly act, or allow a Padawan to be used so violently. As much as Juna did not care any longer about the other things against her, her heart ached to know why the Jedi would betray her so.

And Juna realized that Angelleia was going to awaken soon to find a complete and total stranger looking over her. She had pondered the significance of no Casper Knightshade as Angelleia’s master, and from there she felt the Jedi Order had perhaps lied about who she really was. Some of that was expected, given she knew how the identities of Jedi were shrouded in secrecy. Juna presumed that Angelleia would not believe her if she told her she was her real mother. She had hoped at least they told her she was the daughter of Enothchild Sarch.

Such a revelation would undoubtedly limit what else Juna could reveal, one of which being that she had taken Enothchild’s life in over to save her and Angelleia. Even after all these years, Juna blamed herself very strongly for Enothchild’s end, even as he had asked her to do what had to be done. Even if Angelleia could handle one revelation, Juna doubted she could handle more than that, especially when Juna felt so guilty still in what she had done. Angelleia’s response to it could be beyond cruel.
Juna decided to keep the knowledge close to the vest for now, keep things limited. And like it or not Juna had to realize that Angelleia may want to go back to the Jedi Order. Juna could not stop her, it was not right to, but Juna wanted her to go back to an Order that was safe. That meant she had to do some investigating; that meant she had to inch her way back into the galaxy she had just told to drop dead.
With a sigh, Juna turned the systems back on. With the transceiver she got Mesuera and her home, and the data stream just poured in with information. The house had been attacked by an ship-based ion cannon, and shortly thereafter two almost undetectable entities had broken into the home. Juna knew who they were before the MITES audio system began playing the sound file, and a familiar voice from a third unknown said, “Hold! Who goes there! Identify yourselves now!”
“Casper? Casper Knightshade?”

And so it continued on, but Casper’s presence in this fiasco gave Juna a considerable amount of hope. Casper claimed to be looking for her, which Juna half believed for she knew Casper was also looking for the Daughter he felt in his heart was in pain; Casper went to the very first place he had thought to look for Angelleia. Supposedly the two Jedi that identified themselves as Enfungo Nul and Beja Tu Ramore were sent by Coaxial to get her, but Juna knew that was a lie. The tip off for her was Ramore, who she knew was the one time apprentice of Jedi Master Coy Madex. 
She knew exactly who Coy Madex was. 
She knew exactly what he was, too.
The conversation wound down and she had picked up on the tidbit that Casper was actually tracking down the Wettlespear down before Angelleia’s pain had diverted him. And then he said something and did something: he spoke a code for her to contact him, and then he allowed himself to be probed by the MITES. Imagine processing showed him to be tall, older, much shaggier version of the young man she knew years ago, but it was indeed him through old files on him in the data base. The Saberhide legs were a dead giveaway as well, but she was curious as to why he was walking around barefooted. Putting the exposed feet aside, Juna quickly went to the old message account of Dizzy and Muriel Arnes.
She noted the particulars of the origin information of the transmission and mused, “A Trade Federation vessel owned by Hidu Bog? Seesh, how coincidentally original!” Juna spoke sarcastically because sometimes it never failed: Jedi Knights always seemed to routinely find themselves improvising with the enemy’s equipment, often under ironic circumstances. This time Casper had somehow found a way to ‘link’ himself between Juna and Bog; given Coaxial’s need to bury the Jedi along with everyone else, such a thing if found out was the man’s drenched delusion.

Just as she was going to send the message, the MITES recorded the Rose’s landing and her subsequent apprehension by Ramore and Nul. Juna worked her mouth around as her blood pressure spiked, but she knew there was nothing she could do. Apprehension was going to happen, and since Rose threw some shots at the Jedi they were not going to take her down nice. Still, it frosted her and tested her rediscovered calm in many ways.
Juna kept the message in its simple text delivery, but had the computer turn her words in type. “I got your message, Casper, obviously. Angelleia is fine. Beja Tu Ramore and Enfungo Nul are allies of a Bothan Jedi Master named Coy Madex. Madex and his friends used Angelleia to draw me into a trap, and I firmly believe” she stopped to reconsider, but then nodded to herself and continued “I firmly believe this plan has nothing to do with Senator Bly Coaxial. I believe the Sith are trying to frame me: Coy Madex is operating off of that agenda unawares by his fellows for personal gain. The Sith are just helping him along.” 

After Juna did her best not to get more upset over the situation involving Rose, or Casper’s lack of training participation for Angelleia, she said, “I will not release Angelleia back to the care of the Jedi Order until Madex and his minions have been stopped. Do us a big favor until then: do not look for us. I promise to keep in touch with you, but not constantly. I will not transmit again until you have responded in kind.
“Another thing: I know about the Wettlespear. What I don’t know about it is the technical details of the device. If you have anything on it send it to me in your next message.” She thought for a moment and then realized something very terrible, “If you hear from your friend Branch Lur again, ask him if he knows that weapon has Plan Nine protection protocols on it. If it does, if it still does, then I’m afraid Hidu Bog has more than fooled you guys once from day one.” She sighed a little, “I can say that because, at the very least, the Wettlespear was a joint venture between Bog and my Father.”
Convinced she may have said too much, Juna continued, “Again, I won’t transmit until you do. And again Angelleia is not returning to the Jedi Order until Coy Madex and his pals are stopped. Contact Plo Koon to deliver that messages. And Casper,” she inhaled and exhaled, “the last thing I want to do is go to war with the Jedi Order as I fight the Sith as well. Please, tell them to get off my case, and at least stop if not punish Coy Madex for what he has done.”

Sighing again, Juna mumbled, “Love, Juna.” She sent the message and turned the transceiver off. She shook her head, wondering why she would send love to a man she would never seek out and to a man that would never return it. Perhaps, she figured, it was because in spite of the mess she and Angelleia were both in, Casper at least appeared to have done a fine job.

Yawning, Juna shook the cobwebs from her head and touched the Dark Side. She proceeded towards the back where Angelleia still laid on the med bed next to piles of supplies needed for the journey. Energies filling her, Juna carefully caressed her beautiful Gessa’s head. She said, “Nothing bad is ever going to happen to you again. I won’t allow it. I promise, and I promise to get to the bottom of this.”
Angelleia noticeably shuttered and Juna pulled her hand away in response. It was too easy for Juna to remember all those times she had felt and feared the Darkness. Back when she was so young, after Jurivicious Pern had weakened her will and had made her so vulnerable to the Dark Side’s seduction. How the energies back then kept poking at her, brushed her hair, tickled her ear, and told her and showed her things little girls were never to hear and see. How it frightened Juna when Angelleia was her tiny, defenseless little Bell, and the Dark Side from within her tried to taunt and seduce the innocent baby towards evil. How it gave Juna concern now, knowing the Dark Side of the Force was as natural to her as breathing, and it had always been that way even before Pern had ruined her childhood. 
Juna strongly believed her Gessa was the single greatest force of good in the known universe; she felt that way as a mother and as someone that had seen so much and could judge such things. Like her, on the other hand, Angelleia was a Sith Maiden, and perhaps just as likely to be sensitive to the very dark power that had been with her ancestors for many generations. But by the grace of Naressa Rapier’s own sacrifices and desires to do what was good with her evil, Juna had dared believed she had become a better version of her Mother, comparing herself to Naressa, and to her very evil Grandmother Darth Rune. She must believe that she could not poison her Gessa with her evil, for her Gessa was her father’s daughter: there could not be a single greater force of good in the known universe.
Juna promised herself to be careful around Angelleia; quite easy actually as with every beat of her heart Juna was struck with such pulses of purity it soothed her. It was very hard to use the Dark Side around Angelleia, but she managed a firm hold of it and placed her left hand in Angelleia’s, and laid her right hand on the med bed.

Smiling, Juna said, yellow eyes glowing, “I haven’t done this with two people in a long time. So…be thankful that you are asleep.” She focused and the shadows all around them rushed the duo and the med bed violently, consumed them all in a merciless swoop….
