CHAPTER 71.0

Time was lost on everyone save for one on the ship. Coy Madex had watched and heard everything Angelleia had done a few hours ago, which her attempt to save McBain had lasted an hour. He gave her another hour, and then went to the infirmary, relieving a guarding Novee Cet, assuring the young Sith Hunter he would be fine. He unsealed the door, entered, and resealed it, and before him was what he had last seen on the monitors in his room with one exception: Angelleia was lifting her head from her hands to look at him.

Angelleia regarded him from her high-positioned chair, which was next to McBain’s fully covered body. The blanket stretched all around the bed, the body underneath too still for someone to be asleep. The killer had arrested shortly after his last words. That did not matter to her much anymore, not when life was still unfolding around her; not when she was feeling that great weight again on her, on her mind, whenever Coy was around.

Standing up, Angelleia said without being asked, out of learned duty, “Master, McBain Poppythorn of Lone Star arrested at zero three thirty-seven, and died at zero four forty-one. Cause of death due to pre-existing massive biological infection. I recommend jettisoning the body to thwart any new or unforeseeable biological threat.”

Coy let his hands drift behind his back and in an officious manner he asked, “So there is no worry of infection for us?”

“None I can perceive for now,” said Angelleia. She gestured towards Jive Kring, who rested quietly in a healing coma. “I have monitored him and he shows no signs of Frog Pox, so your immunization is holding. It is just recommended operational procedure to get rid of body that has not been immunized against an infectious virus. Mutations have sometimes happened due to an infection in a dead, un-inoculated individual not properly….dealt with.” She never wanted to say ‘disposed of’; it would be wrong to say, even for killer like McBain. “Nature is unpredictable.”

Coy raised his eyebrows and said, “Indeed, nature is.” He hovered by Jive and looked at him. “I will see to it that it’s carried out as soon as possible, Padawan Knightshade, once we enter the Bespin System.”

Angelleia heard that, and somehow she just knew about Bespin, where it was, that it was a gas giant with twelve hour days and a habitat zone where great, floating cities existed, each with millions of people on them, mining the gas. Her knowledge of planets before the past month was as vague as anyone else’s knowledge of them, not really going beyond the key planets within the extent of the Mid Rim. She noted Coy observing her and he stopped silently contemplating her.
“Master, Bespin is too far away to do Master Kring any good,” pointed out Angelleia, in the hopes to begin reasoning with the Bothan. “Any of the Borderialis worlds near Ancesca would have competent surgeons and medical care.”

“I know,” said Coy, looking down at Jive and patting the Nikto’s shoulder. “Jive’s one of my best friends, I’ve known him fifty years.” He smiled just a little and noted, “One of those advantages to long life is long friendships.” With a short sigh, he said, “If this was any other time, any other circumstance, I would drop everything, anything, to save him right away.”
Coy gestured with his head towards McBain’s dead body and reminded, “Unfortunately you’re getting a crash course in learning how the Jedi life is a difficult life to live. We have so much compassion to give, and I would give it here, but never at the expense of others. This galaxy is facing a crisis I have every intention of putting an end to. We are left with making very difficult decisions all the time, and believe me, young Padawan, I’ve been making them. This one hurts me the most, but he’ll understand it, I know Jive will.”

Angelleia rubbed her forehead, straining to ignore that heavy weight upon her conscious. She dared to say, “I have my doubts about your sincerity, Master.”

Sighing again, Coy said, “I was afraid of that.” He stepped around the table Jive was on and leaned himself against it. He used the Force to pull the chair she was sitting in before scoot up behind her. She sensed the energy usage, even though he hadn’t made any gesture like many Jedi customarily did. “Have a seat. I’m sure you allowed yourself to be caught because you want to appeal to me about Juna Rapier’s good nature. Instead, let me do that.”
On her own venation, Angelleia did as he politely had asked. He said to her off-topically in point, “My Master showed me that.” She looked at him. “A flaw in the Jedi’s use of the Force; as Initiates to apprenticeship, we” he made a waving gesture with his left hand “use gestures as guides, as methods of both aiming and telling our minds exactly what we want to do with Force. As children it makes perfect sense, we really want to be right the first time, but as you know full well we fail anyways. So, we keep gesturing and gesturing until we get it right, we are comfortable enough with what we are doing. Before you know it” he gestured with his hand again “it becomes a habit, a bad habit like picking a nose. It becomes second nature, an instinct like animals mating. Even when it contradicts all that we know in how the Force works, on how we are linked to it, how the mutuality is done.”
Coy tapped the side of his head with his right index finger. “Master Qualeggoes reminded me that it was always here.” He put his hands together and said, “Off and on he had me bound to prevent me from gesturing, waving a hand, wiggling a finger: anything that hinted I was going to use the Force, any ‘tell’ card players would call it that I would give away, he trained it out of me. Or so he thought: I still, on rare occasions, do it. The point, however, was never lost on me on what he was trying to do. Do you know what that point was, Angelleia?”

“The point was never to ‘tell’,” she said, remembering having a similar conversation with Juna on Alderaan.

Coy nodded, getting her statement completely. “Exactly.” He smiled and related, “Master Qualeggoes learned the hard way, too, about this. See, he went after a dangerous bounty hunter named Jifh Krun, one of his first missions as a Jedi Knight, and he failed mightily against a Human with lackadaisical skills, few weapons, but had a very uncanny will. Krun knew a lot about the Jedi way, and used it against any Jedi he encountered, engaging them without blasters, trying really hard not to fight, but his one central asset was understanding how we thought, how we used the Force.” 
He gestured his hand again and mused, “Every single time my Master tried to subdue him with the Force, every time Krun had seen a gesture, a hint with the eyes, movement contradictory to the conditions of the situation, he knew to move, he knew how to avoid the energies against him, and he knew in most cases Jedi were vulnerable after such use of the abilities. So he learned great patience, and learned when to counterattack, when to strike, when to escape. He was not faster, or stronger, or better equipped in weapons, but without question his tactics were so superior he had managed to defeat many Jedi, including my Master on multiple occasions, and eventually he did succeed in killing one of us once with these techniques.”
Coy shrugged his shoulders and finished. “It took him a year, but Master Qualeggoes taught himself to eliminate gesturing, and then he learned one more thing from his previous encounters with Jifh Krun. When they met again, the fight was over after one move; just one move.” The Bothan held up a finger to indicate one move. “Qualeggoes struck him dead with his lightsaber, turning it on and using it the moment he and Krun confronted one another. He stopped giving up on his advantages and had stopped giving Krun all of his.”
Getting to the other point he was also trying to make, Coy leaned in and said, “Qualeggoes made a hard choice, deciding that it was wrong to keep giving such an enemy who spited every chance to….live and change his ways that was given to him. My Master swore to never concede to compassion for the sake of just hoping real evil will see the light.”
Angelleia said, “Even if he was wrong?”

Coy said, “Jifh Krun was unarmed and cornered, a full year removed from killing Master Ima Onea, when Qualeggoes ended him. The Council frowned deeply upon the action until he explained the reasoning behind it. The Council saw his point: Krun was given every opportunity to repent, and the Jedi as a whole gave him too much slack. Krun was never going to stop. Krun just kept hunting down innocent people; sometimes he was just satisfied with the taking of their heads.”
Angelleia pointed out, “A year removed from killing Master Onea?” With a few seconds of thought, she asked, “So Master Qualeggoes had prepped himself to murder Krun?” Coy let his head turn. “You said he took a year for him to learn not to gesture, and he had killed Krun a year after Master Onea had been killed. If what you say is true, I assume that all is related, he wasted time preparing a rational tactic while he could have always used the irrational one he always had on hand. He learned to use the Force without gesturing, yet he struck Krun down, as you pointed out, as his first move.”

Playing with her Padawan braid between her fingers, Angelleia said, “He learned to rationalize his planned action, his true intention. It’s murder.”

Sitting up, not happy, Coy stressed, “The Council never saw it that way, young one. They did not like the circumstances, but what had happened did happen, as the Force meant it to happen. The point is the Jedi gave that man every opportunity, and he kept throwing it away like a low card in a poker hand.” Soothing himself, he pointed out, “Of course, if you want to make a comparison with your point, we can start with you.” Angelleia sat up herself, confused. “You did kill Zesha after all.”
“I did not kill her!” said Angelleia loudly. When he made no motion, or emotion, she did the latter. “I didn’t know that my immune system can kill people! The Jedi Order didn’t know!”

“Yet with your reasoning, you would be held accountable, for a Jedi is to know themselves over all else: a very integral part of the Jedi Code,” stressed Coy.

“The Council didn’t know!” Angelleia was on the verge of crying, which she recalled what happens if she got too stressed as a Vhinphyc, cry blood. She made herself calm down.

“Don’t blame others for your shortcomings,” reminded Coy, relying on pointed Jedi dogma. He smiled, reached over, and slapped her knee. “Hey, take it easy here.” He sat back. “I’m just pointing out what you think, what you believe. I know you didn’t mean to kill Zesha, just as the Jedi Council is not responsible for not knowing your blood can kill untold numbers of people if they were exposed to it. I was just showing you how your logic just doesn’t jive.” He then threw a look at his unconscious friend and said, “Sorry, Jive, for the pun.”
Coy turned back to Angelleia, recognizing that he had a captive audience. His ploy to unbalance her had worked. He could feel her mind, read all the words crawling across the brain matter. He smiled and asked, “Did you know Zesha was my Padawan?”
Shocked, Angelleia said, “No. She never told me who her Master was.” She racked her brain as that pressing weight just got heavier and heavier. “Her Master Healer, but not Jedi Master.”

Nodding, Coy said, “Well, I have to tell you: I already knew that answer.” He waited for Angelleia to show bewilderment. “You see, because I told Zesha not to reveal to you that I was her Jedi Master. And as a Sith Hunter, as well as my former Padawan, she had to obey.”
Mouth dropping, Angelleia sucked in her shock noisily. She asked daringly, “What?”

“Okay, there’s really no way to put this so….well, Zesha was ordered by me to take you as her Padawan Learner, just as it was the Jedi Council’s mandate that you would only be trained to become a Healer.” Coy spread his hands out and said in fake joy, “Surprise!”

Flabbergasted, Angelleia just failed to put any of her thoughts into words. She could not see as a lie, for it was not a lie. She wanted to believe Coy had every reason to lie, every motivation to lie, to deceive her. The Bothan was telling the true, using the truth, just using his influence here to instill it deep in her mind. He was still exploring her through conversation, so he had to flesh out what she knew, and more importantly what she didn’t know.

Coy said, “Do you recall your disagreement with Zesha at Terra Terrace on Alderaan over a month ago?” Angelleia did a double take, looking at him with watery eyes. Sighing, he said, “You were speaking Sithian in your sleep and you lied about it, telling her you were speaking Vhinphyckian. She sensed you were engulfed in the dark side of the Force while you were speaking Sithian, and it terrified the shit out of her. We talked for hours, I had to literally kick her to go back to you and pretend it never happened.”
Frightened and doubtful, Angelleia said, “I…I…didn’t….”

Holding up his hand to stop her, smiling that he was gesturing for her to stop, he said, “You did. I quote, from your late Master, you said ‘Uoson nossa, we nossa. Yema me nossa. Peas alone vegi’.” 
Angelleia gasped, because she understood every word he had just said, and she remembered that she did indeed say it. It was what she told her Friends, those dark side spirits, the moment she realized what they were. She had told them, in translation, ‘you’re not fooling me, whoever you are. Go away. Leave me alone’.

Coy said, “Emotionally, you were frightened, therefore you spoke in the Chi’lin dialect of the multifaceted Sithinan language. Would you like me to recite the rest of it, going through the Slurve, H’tes, Von’chol dialects?” When Angelleia did not say anything, he just said, “You spoke those Sithian words. But I assured Zesha that it didn’t make you evil, it didn’t mean you fell, you….probably had visitors.” Angelleia looked at him again, blinking in bewilderment. “Any of them named….Luna by any chance?”
Just short-circuited, Angelleia could only say, “No. No, they didn’t tell me their names.” She sealed her lips when she felt she said too much. “I mean….”

Coy reached over again and patted her knee. “Hey, easy now. Easy, you’re not in trouble. Hey now.” He stood up and put reassuring hands on her shoulders. “It’s alright, you’re safe. I mean, I had my doubts about you after spending all that time with the Sith, but I can tell you’re still one of us. Look how scared you are: don’t be.” He rubbed her shoulders and arms. “You just…don’t know what’s really going on, that’s all, and it terrifies you. Who wouldn’t be afraid of the unknown, or better put who wouldn’t be afraid of the dark side if it entered into their life intimately? Just relax, I’ll explain everything to you, and I want to explain it. You deserve it.”

Coy sat back as Angelleia sat there shaken, thinking dully about all of this. The Bothan placed his hands together and said, “Starting from the beginning, the Jedi Council, years ago, made a decision regarding letting a known Sith live amongst the populace. Now, all was well so long as she never used the dark side, which….apparently” he chuckled dryly at the thought “they thought if she stopped breathing by holding her breath, she could live with us in peace. But the inevitable happened: she seduced one of us, tricked one of us, in turn tricked all of us, and assumed dead she had plotted to ruin all of us.” He asked her, “Do you know who I am talking about?”
“Juna?” questioned Angelleia.

“ANNNCK! Wrong. Close, but wrong.” Coy made a noise of incorrect that people usually made imitating some sound from a quiz show whenever someone answered wrong. “Her name was Luna, LUNA, not Juna.”

Confused, Angelleia said, “I don’t get it.”

“That’s because you’re not a Knight, and thus you don’t get to read the knowledge porn the Jedi Holocron has to offer on the Sith and our own history associated with it,” said Coy. “Let me explain. See, those years ago, those hundreds of years ago….nay, let’s say just a shade over a thousand years ago, a young girl about your age named Luna Mystery was captured by the original Sith Hunters. She was imprisoned in the Jedi Temple, under the guidance of Dor-Li Nimh. Grand Master Nimh…hehehe, that’s a cool sounding title isn’t it, Grand Master Nimh? 

“Okay, anyways, this was right after the Sith War, after Nimh had unearthed the Sith conspirators in the Senate, thus in an official capacity ending the war. In time, he commissioned the Sith Hunters to hunt down and destroy the remnants of the Sith, to prevent them ever being a threat in the galaxy again. Most importantly the hunt was done to prevent the Sith from infiltrating the Senate again, to which the war had went on for far too long because of their hold on the Senate.
“Anyways, little Luna Mystery became a ward of sorts of the Jedi Order because she was merely a blind, legless, mentally brutalized child that had been beaten and forced to embrace the dark side. Nimh took pity on her, did everything he could to reconcile her with her past. But something bad happened, something the others on the Jedi Council could not just let go on the wayside. You see, when she became older, Luna had sensed a disturbing turmoil in Dor-Li Nimh, and without him realizing it she had taken his dark emotions away from him. He could no longer feel anger, sadness or fear.”
Angelleia blinked and wondered aloud, “How? I mean, how?”

“Who knows how?” Coy just shook his head. “But she did.”

Still just bonked out, she asked, “If she had removed the dark side from him, as you say, how is that bad?”

“That wasn’t the problem. First, it was that Nimh allowed himself to be compromised like that because, secondly, he had gotten too close to Luna. He became attached to her. The Council could not have the leader of the Jedi Order at the whims of a woman who called herself a Sith with the same undeniable conviction I would have calling myself a Bothan. She truly believed she was a Sith, not just in name but an actual species of that name.

“Anyways, Luna agreed to be purged of the Force by the Council. Dor-Li Nimh would not stand for that, and so he took her with him and they both ran away. She left behind many things in her wake, including an item we honestly thought could teach us the complex Sith language.” Coy shook his head and noted, “On that note, it took a thousand years and Casper to figure out how to really use that thing, and discover it wasn’t some sophisticated language device but an actual, living Sith. Did he ever tell you that?”
Angelleia shook her head. Coy shrugged his shoulders and said, “The damn thing reads emotions, and therefore presents you with the calm dialect of the Sith language, called the Slurve. So whenever any of us tried to use the damn thing, we approached it with Jedi calm, and so all it showed us was ‘calm words’.

“Okay, back to the past: some time later, Nimh reappeared with a very pregnant Luna, and he called himself Darth Nefarious. He told those he had confronted that he would take revenge upon us in the name of the Sith, as a means to repent for his sins, for ordering the deaths of so many Sith in the wake of the war. He said his wife, Luna, carried their seed that would lead to both the Jedi’s and the Republic’s end. Balance in the Force, Nefarious assured everyone, had to be restored. So, the Republic took the threat seriously, and upon his departure in a truce, the Republic broke the truce and fired upon his ship, destroying it, and in many minds for a thousand years that ended the Sith we had all grown to hate. Or so we were lead to believe.”

Coy relaxed, sighed and said to Angelleia plainly, “And when I say that, of course, I’m not talking about Darth Maul during the Naboo invasion. I’m talking about the circumstances that lead to the revelation that our perceptions were incorrect. Events that were prophesized have unfolded, and misinterpreted, but let’s face it when does any prophecy make sense to the people that didn’t write it. You have to go back years; over a hundred to be exact.
“A murder had taken place on Corellia. What was different about this murder was that it would bare no significance to us until fifteen years ago. It’s important, because the murder had vanished, from official records, for decades until the Shut Down fifteen years ago, to which upon restoration of data bases this murder case got the Jedi’s attention very suddenly fast. It did because of the unique circumstances which the body was found, the investigator notes, and all that eventually lead to the name of the murder victim, which was Faradi Solo. That’s key, because you see, Casper, your father, and your so-called protector had fought someone named Faradi on Nal Hutta, who also went by the name Darth Rune, an apparent spirit that had found a body and came back to life.

“Now bare with me here, Angelleia, it’s about to get even more confusing, if not shocking. Upon further review of matters, it was determined that the dead woman on Corellia, and the just killed Sith Lord on Nal Hutta was one and the same. Who knows how that trick was pulled off? No one could explain why her body was not were it was buried by Corellian officials when the Jedi investigated it. No one could understand why her records would just disappear, and then reappear like it did back then, at the time. But all of it, all of it, would eventually have one common factor, and she explains everything.”

“She?” questioned Angelleia.

Coy said, “She was born Naressa Jaina Solo.” Angelleia revealed her understanding now with wide eyes. “Yes, the future Misses Naressa J. Rapier. Her mother was Faradi, who over fifty years after she was dead was very much alive, and supposedly, according to your adopted father, this same Faradi, this same Rune, had set both Naressa and Juna Rapier up to take the rap for what had happened in the Republic. As an apparent ghost, using the body of a Vhinphyc-Vhinech hybrid, she laid the foundations that would incriminate both Rapier women of wrong doing. Only, both this hybrid and this Darth Rune were stopped. At Nal Hutta.”
Angelleia let that sink in, and she suddenly understood the significance of the tale as it related to her. The Vhinphyc-Vhinech hybrid could only have been her mother, the one that had betrayed her father Enothchild. She mumbled, “I heard this part of your story before.”
Huffing, he said, “I bet.” It drew her attention back to him. “I think you’ve heard more than this part of the story before.” She eyed him indifferently, so Coy said, “Leading right up to Naboo, the Senate was doing some very anti-democratic things that, eventually, lead to Naboo’s invasion, and the Senate’s subsequent refusal to really do anything about it. It continues, unabated, unchallenged; a slow, creeping end to a system of governance that relies more on ignorance than it does respect. Factions are forming because of it. Out here, away from the deafening noise of Coruscant, I’ve seen the major powers of the Republic getting ready for war. That war, Angelleia, is not against any known threat except one: from within.

“It’s a thousand years ago all over again. See, you know the story about Luna before I even told you because we’re reliving it; we’re in it right now. It’s a repeat of events of the past, only this time it’s the present. What is happening now is also relevant because it relates to the point about that murder case on Corellia no one cared about until after the Shut Down. You see, the record of the DNA still matched, it matched the DNA taken from Naressa Rapier when she was arrested on Dantooine before her escape. That in turn matched a blood test the Jedi Order had done on Juna Rapier when she applied for Jedi Training and was denied.”
Inhaling deeply, at to bring forth reality and to really get himself ingrained Angelleia’s mesmerized head, Coy said, “All three of those genetic blood types matched another, long lost set of records in the Jedi Archieves; barely, but it could easily be argued that time, and new genetic introductions into the family line, would have an affect on the results. All three – Faradi, Naressa, and Juna – are relative blood descendants of one Luna Mystery Nimh, believed killed along with Darth Nefarious, and along with her unborn child.”

Angelleia found her head wrapping around and squeezing that factoid to death like some serpent that had to crush its kill to swallow it. Her knowledge of biology and medicine as it pertained to genetics and DNA transition came into play, and what he said without looking at these tests made perfect sense. If it was true! But she could deny him; she could feel he wasn’t lying, nor was he lying. This news, on the other hand, was incredible.

“Assuming the Sith don’t play fair,” joked Coy, “Luna Nimh had faked her death, while Darth Nefarious died to protect her, and in the long term protect the future of the Sith.” He became serious. “A future that is a thousand smecking years in the making, because the Jedi Order became too complacent and accepted what they saw, all the way up until that long lost Luna report magically appeared out of nowhere. At the same time Faradi’s murder report had also surfaced; both surfacing when the Shut Down, Naressa Rapier’s Shut Down, had ended Rapier control over everything in this galaxy!”
“No,” said Angelleia quietly, shaking her head. “You are implying-.”

“Implying!” He stood up, furious. “Implying! I imply nothing! I’m making the accusation, and trust me, Angelleia, there are eleven members of the Jedi Council that came up with the exact thought I have now fifteen years ago!” He pointed as if to point towards Coruscant. “Naressa Rapier had married the most powerful non-Force user in the galaxy, used his clout to install stealth technology everywhere, and control information about herself and her past. She owned and controlled the lives of others through such technology to her benefit. And through that same clout she began to expand the Sith’s influence again into the Senate. Even with her husband out of the way she continued, and then localized it with the ascension of her daughter. Make no mistake: Naressa Rapier told many people she used and pretended to be friends with that she foresaw a Madam Chancellor Rapier one day.

“And yes, Rapier Technology had penetrated the Jedi Order! It’s why we’ve spent years retooling the central core of the Temple, and eliminated file sharing with the Senate outside of Blue Harvest! She had slithered into the Temple digitally, changed everything, rearranged many things, and did it with the intent of hiding! What Mama Rapier never counted on was the Vhinech taking Daughter Rapier, and Enothchild Sarch getting involved. From that point on, the Sith’s hidden agenda began to be revealed, if not unravel.
“Your father, your real father, I knew him very well; he was very smart, very wise. He had sniffed the Rapiers out….but something happened to him. The Jedi Council knew something had happened to him. I know this because as a Sith Hunter I can see anything I want, including private Council records on the matter. The Jedi Council was scared to death that Enothchild was compromised as a Jedi, but still, STILL, they let him tend to the Rapiers. 
“According to your father he had some suspicions about him that needed to be explored. He assured the Council, however, that the Rapiers were not malicious. That assurance raised flags with everyone on the Council. The likes of Jurivicious Pern, a former Jedi, and Magus Prophet did not spend vast amounts of their power and resources to go after some meager Force user. Master Yoda tempered his fears about this, and trusted Enothchild would not only keep an eye on the Rapiers, but that he would also do the right thing when the time came to destroy them. Enothchild did everything he could to remain in their trust, hoping that some break would come. But something happen to him; he began to betray us.”
“I don’t believe that,” said Angelleia. This alone was something she had suddenly felt in her own heart; not something that was an opinion born from her time with Juna. “He would never do such a thing.”
“What, you mean espionage? Spying? Lying? Cheating? Double-crossing?” Coy threw up his hands and moaned, “By the Force, how do you suppose we Jedi actually get good things done around here?” He shook his head. “Angelleia, in the beginning Juna was fooled; she was fooled by a very clever Jedi. But the Sith found out.”

“No, I don’t believe that! I won’t believe that!” Angelleia got up and walked away from Coy. “Repeat it all you want, but you will not find this Padawan believing a word you say!”

Undeterred by Angelleia’s refusal, and her renewed resolve to not accept what he was instilling in her, Coy just said, “Whatever: you don’t know your father. I did.” He just said towards her back. “Enothchild Sarch did more for the Republic than the Jedi Order had ever done in that time. Now that’s the truth, call me a liar on that!” 
Coy noted her head turned just a little towards him, but her back was still to him. “He did a lot before he even started Jedi Training under Nadja Moranna, his specialty the defense of the civilized Republic. What he did, what he had done over and again after he became a Knight, fills this room and that’s the non-official, not on the books stuff he did with Republic Intelligence, with the Defense Department, and other areas. I’ll tell you, like Nadja Moranna, the people didn’t really miss him until he was really gone, only those same people never appreciated a man like that, and tragically they never will! If he were alive today, if he had not lied about his involvement with the Sith, he heads the Sith Hunters.”
Angelleia turned around and Coy said to her, “Maybe by the end of his life, he’s the Grand Jedi Master of the Jedi Order. He was that good for us, for everyone. But those Sith took him away from us, not just you, from us. That alone should be a crime. You can stand there, your back turn, all huffy, all deaf, but the facts right now are the facts right now. What you’re going to have to do is stand there, listen, and grow the hell up!”

She turned around fully to eye him with contempt, arms cross her body in defiance. He just crossed his arms in equal defiance, mocking her, and also showing he had more than she could ever have. He said, “Juna came to the Temple, with Enothchild, and through him tried to become a Jedi. But that, literally, got all shot to hell. But during those examinations, unfortunately, a lot of your father’s lies were revealed and thrown back in Juna’s face. The Council had a field day, every day she went in. She then did something that really put the fear of the Force in them: she had taken some of Master Yoda’s knowledge.”
Angelleia frowned, and her body was less tense. Coy explained, “Juna’s an asilamorph in the Force, with the ability to-.”

“Absorb Force energy, thus reading the history of objects she touches, reads people, and so on,” said Angelleia. “She told me of it, because I have such abilities.”

“Yeah, well, did she happen to tell you she can steal the Force from people?” Coy waited for an answer. “Well, she did from Yoda. I know she took knowledge from Enothchild, perhaps from Casper too, and so many others. All it takes is one touch, and Angelleia, when she gets this power, it’s hers forever. She grows in power, for it is a dark side trait. Her midi-chlorians just have this ability to leech and hold power, and so again such creatures are susceptible to the dark side because of it.”
“She warned me of that,” noted Angelleia, admitting too much by saying too little.

Nodding, Coy said, “I bet she did, AFTER she showed you how. See that’s how the Sith work.”

She questioned, however, “But this is something natural in me. Why was I not told of this, by anyone?” Angelleia then moaned, “Why hadn’t Casper or Zesha told me?”

“Because the Council did not want you to know about it, which in my opinion was a bad idea,” said Coy. “Casper was told not to tell you, and Zesha never knew, I never told her. I mean she was apprehensive in having you as her Padawan.” Angelleia looked at him sadly. “Come on, girl: it occurred to you that you and Zesha made a bad pairing. You felt it, you two were not meant to be together.”
“It does not make me think less of her,” said Angelleia. “Even if she was told by you and the Council to be my Master and to spy on me, even if she was afraid of me, she was still my Master.”

“Disasters happen with such pairings,” reminded Coy. “But it had to happen, after Naboo the Council’s suspicions were raised. Clearly for the reason that perhaps Juna had changed her mind and after losing Darth Maul, and it was years later now, she could just recruit her daughter away from the Jedi Order.”

Angelleia unfurled her arms, her mouth dropped open, and she took a step towards Coy in astonishment. “She….has a daughter in the Jedi Order?”

“Oh, she didn’t tell you? Well, she does.” Looking around, he noted a terminal by a lab. Coy went over to it and turned it on. But then he realized something, snapped his fingers, and pulled the Blue Seed from his pocket. “I forgot about this. You want to hang on to this, or shall I?”
Angelleia stopped herself from telling Coy that McBain admitted to transmitting the Blue Seed and had no apparent, provable connection to Juna. The Bothan suddenly turned around, made a movement with his hand, and suddenly he was choking. He turned around with a raised hand to stop her from helping. It was apparent to her that Coy had eaten and swallowed the Blue Seed. With her hopes dashed, she wished he choke on it.
“Not that….” Coy coughed, cleared his throat, and repeated, “Not that…such things don’t matter much. A Jedi should never know where they came from, or have such attachments like family in their life.” He dabbed his mouth. “What you and Casper had should have never happened.”

“My father Casper performed a duty given to him by the Jedi Order,” said Angelleia. She was lying big time.

“I don’t think Casper was that good of a liar, Angelleia,” said Coy. “Not as good as Enothchild.” She frowned at him, so he held his hands up. “But let’s not repeat that, fine, I get it. But Casper violated so many mandates, so many oaths he took, in order to have you trained, and in the end he ignored the Council and ran off.”

“To get the Wettelspear!”

“To save you!”

“But when Juna saved me, he no longer came for me.”

“Right.”

The two of them just shared a stare. Coy said, “The Council knows your adopted father was compromised, too. They couldn’t trust him, another Jedi the Rapiers feared.” He sighed and said, “Casper Knightshade was supposed to be leading us.” Angelleia tilted her head at him. “When the Jedi Holocron was asked who to run this shindig, his name was first.”

“He…a Sith Hunter?”

“Was supposed to be, but his deal with Rapier scrubbed that idea.” Coy rolled his eyes. “Unfortunately, the Jedi Council had to settle on second best, but second best had upped and quit before they could ask him. The best swordsman in a generation, Count Dooku, got ticked off. What had happened on Naboo was the final straw for him, and I for one can’t blame that guy for getting mad. But quitting….whew, the short straws were all but wiped out. They needed third best, someone with Dooku-like resources, with Casper-like know how, and with Enothchild-like experience and abilities to recruit. That would be me if you’re not keeping up.”
Angelleia was intrigued by the events, but she had focused on something said before. She said, “Casper made a deal with Juna?”

“For her daughter,” said Coy in remembrance. “Of course, Rapier didn’t count on a new deal made between him and the Council, one that would involve certain things to occur.” He turned the terminal around, and he followed it, not showing Angelleia the screen; a turn of her having turned her back to him. He said, “Council secrets, I have to keep them. You understand.” He fiddled with the terminal for a few more seconds, and then looked up at her. He said seriously, “She’s right here. On the screen. Along with it our associated genetic patterns to confirm what I have told you. Understand if I show this to you, it is a truth that cannot be denied, one no one outside this ship can know. After all, it’s my job to ensure Rapier never gets her hands on her daughter to turn her against us.”

“I understand,” remarked Angelleia. She walked over to the terminal and flipped it around. 
On the screen was not a Blue Harvest file, but several profiles with corresponding genetic test patterns that showed everyone on the screen was related. An old, but viable image of a young girl with yellow eyes was labeled Luna Mystery. 
Another image showed a passport image of Faradi Solo, complete with brown hairs and brown eyes very similar to Juna’s characteristics; save for the stern look, she could have passed for Juna. 
The next image was an odd visual that gave her pause, it was labeled Naressa Rapier: a very beautiful woman with incredibly white skin, deepest darkest black hair, and had Luna Mystery’s yellow eyes, but these eyes clearly were glowing; it was an arrest and booking image from Dantooine; just as the subject matter and the subject was disturbing, a measurable amount of assurance entered her mind about Naressa, a feeling she would never harm her. 
The next was a group of images featuring Juna as a little girl, as Queen of Naboo, and at some society function; in those images, Angelleia could see in Juna’s eyes the transformation from innocent girl at age six in the first image to the last image as an adult; a hardness, that just got harder; someone that had seen too much and knew too much of it.
The last image showed Angelleia Knightshade.

Certain genetic markers among all of them all matched.
Her markers matched the closest to Juna’s genetic markers.

“Oh no, this can’t be right,” said Angelleia dryly. She looked at Coy and pointed out, “There’s no way I am related to these women. I’m a Vhinphyc. I’m-.”

“Aging at the normal pace of a Human female,” began Coy. “Never exhibited the feelings of terror all Vhinphyc children exhibit, including Enothchild when he was young. Magus Prophet, it turns out, had that same problem too. But not you, not very Human you.” Angelleia blinked silently at him. “Possesses the ability to read the Force through touch, which now with you I can confirm four with the ability to do that: Mystery, Rapiers, and you! Asilamorphic abilities are passed by common genetic heritages.”
“It can’t be!” she stated strongly, not liking his unmoving, unafraid look at her. “It is impossible!”
“Has the ability to speak in the Sithian tongue even though she never learned the language. Rapier demonstrated that, hell both mother and daughter showed it. I got a conversation between them, years ago, yucking it up in Sithian! You want to hear it? Translate it yourself!”

“This is foolery!” Angelleia backed away from him.

“Belladonna Naressa Rapier!”

Angelleia felt her heart leap just as it sunk on hearing that name. She somehow knew that name. How did she know that name? Why did have an affect on her?
“You have your mother’s perfect memory to boot: that was what Juna had named you the day you were born, named after your great grandmother on Bendian Rapier’s side and your grandmother, Naressa.”

“This is some trick you are pulling! Some intrigue!”

“Funny thing, intrigues, you don’t know what’s what. So I’m going to just keep raining the truth on you until you accept it.” Coy stood up and literally chased after her; Angelleia was walking away from him. “You mother can talk to the dead!”

Angelleia stopped very suddenly when he said that. Coy said, “Converse with spirits of any kind, Jedi, Sith, otherwise.  You know, that ability to touch and learn things, and take from people, she can access that at any time. She can touch a lightsaber!” The Bothan turned Angelleia around to make her look at him. He repeated, “She can TOUCH A LIGHTSABER!” Angelleia pulled away from him, but still looked at him. “And learn not only the history of that weapon, not only learn how to use it, but then use it as its owner would use it. She can do all these things, and so much more, just like her mother could. Just like you can!”
“Stop it!” she shouted at him. It was feeling overwhelming, and she didn’t know why. “I…I was….”

“Not saved from a ship in the Annoat System.”

“I know that! I know that! Juna told me, she told me, told me, my mother had betrayed and murdered my father! She had to remove me from the womb! That my mother had sided with Darth Rune……and….”

Coy asked, “What’s your mother’s name?”

“What?!?”

“I said what was your mother’s name? I’m sure something like that would want to make me ask. What, did Rapier conveniently forget this betrayer’s name, or did she happen to forget-.”

“Stop it!”

“She-.”

“Stop!”

“Was the one-.”

“STOP!”

“That murdered your father!”

Angelleia’s hands just snapped up and grabbed Madex by the throat, stopping him very quickly; her hands moved fast, and her hands were a lot more powerful than he had imagined. She did not squeeze hard, just enough to stop him from talking, paralyzing him with the reality that short of a miracle she could snap his neck easily, or suffocate him, or for a real gruesome show squeeze until his head popped off. But she was not going to do that: her face just showed that she wanted him to stop talking, just stop with what he saying.

But he didn’t heed her warning. Coy said, not fighting her, “Such a response by you is very unbecoming. It is not very Jedi-like. Very much like what your ancestors, and your mother, would do. And believe me….I’ve talked to people that have suffered such fates.”

As if realizing what she was doing finally, Angelleia abrupt let Coy go. He fell back, catching himself, not realizing she had lifted him off the ground. She looked at her little hands, which did not seem so small anymore. Something just came over them, she thought to herself. The stupidity of that thought made her frown at herself, as she realized she was the one that had attacked the Jedi Master, not her hands.

Getting over the situation fast, and lying his ass off because she was too upset to realize the truth, just as he had planned it, Coy said, “She killed him because he understood what was really going on; all these Sith were in on the biggest scam in the history of the Republic, but like all great dark side plans there’s a betrayal. It was just another Sith versus Sith double cross, just another grab for power; their history is littered with it. Sith can’t stand sharing power, so all of them got in a clustersmeck, only your mother was smart enough to use the Jedi. It obviously served two purposes: to eliminate her fellow Sith, and to fool the Jedi in believing she was on their side. But Juna became wounded, and Enothchild was convenient prey. Enothchild had been used once; he was used one last time.”
Pausing to rub his neck, he then said afterwards, “I know of this truth because of two testimonies. The first was from Casper; when your mother drained your father of life, it had weakened her. She won, she defeated Rune, she had the Republic, Enothchild was out of the way and he could no longer reveal the truth, but she was made weak by saving your life. Apparently when something so evil drains someone who was a greater good it has a tendency to weaken that evil, regardless of gain. That gives me hope that your father did not betray us; he just ran his investigation close to the vest. In the end, he just didn’t realize anyone, even the one he loved, would betray him.

“So she was done of the fight, and relented. Weak in the Force, and eventually in political and financial power because the Republic was going to recover from this scheme, she just patiently waited and plotted her next move, suspecting the Jedi Order was still suspicious of her. All that I made Bly Coaxial say and do, Angelleia, was just predicated on Casper Knightshade’s own words!”

Taking a breath, he said, “The second was from the only verifiable source there was: you.” Angelleia eyed him with teary eyes. “Yes you. When the Council examined you, they sensed where Rune’s death strike had pierced your skull. You and Juna were virtually dead until she drained your father to keep the both of you alive, to keep her aspirations for domination alive. The fight, in the Force, against the others, the ruination of her political and economic power: no way could she carry on what she and her mother wanted to do. Conveniently her mother went on the run, drawing our attentions towards her, which made the Council totally ignore your mother because, after all, your grandmother admitted her guilt in a plethora of crimes. And the remaining Rapier supposedly saved the galaxy.”
Angelleia looked down. Coy grabbed her chin and made her look at him, only releasing her when he felt she was not going to look down. “But you came along, arousing the Council’s suspicions. A little, but enough for them to keep one eye on your mother while keeping an eye on the rest of the galaxy. Trust me, you came from Juna Rapier; I can show you the notes from every log of every Council Member of that time to verify it. You see, it was not just her power Magus Prophet was interested in back then; he knew Juna could bare his offspring, just as Naressa had at some point carried Enothchild’s own until she very conveniently disappeared, and then reappeared without-.”
“No more,” begged Angelleia, pulling away from him again and retreating towards McBain’s table. “No more. I can’t take much more of this. It’s too much!”

“I know, it’s a lot, and it’s crazy! It does not make it less true! You must know this, for you must be strong!” Angelleia looked at him with disdain. Calmly, Coy said, “The Council rolled the dice on you, knowing full well what taking you in meant: Juna potentially having a hold of the Jedi Order, in some way, again. But you were Enothchild’s daughter, and even if you weren’t his daughter you didn’t deserve to be sent back to your dark mother. Steps were taken, strategy by the Council put into place; many I was involved in personally. These were precautions back then, when they still had hope she would never become the greatest threat the galaxy will ever face.”
Coy calmed more even as Angelleia was not even close to be calm. He just had to turn the screw tigher, and he lied, “The Invasion of Naboo had settled it. Darth Maul was too good; he wasn’t just some pretender, he was trained by a very accomplished Force user. But he was expendable nonetheless; you were coming along in age after all. The Sith’s hand tipping with Maul was just a peek at the coming future.

“The Sith Hunters were activated, and right away I found Juna’s resurrected political and financial clout, her messing around with elections, she owns a Justice, all sorts of things, too many to list. The affects were mounting heavily into her favor, and when I got wind of that stock sale, I had no choice; I had to stop it, all that madness. We were about to fund her war against us. We had, once again, gave a threat too much slack. We had to change that; this time, we had to stop it.
“My biggest gamble was you, and it still is now. I couldn’t count on Rapier being anywhere I wanted her to be, but if I did use her biggest asset, if I put her grand future in serious jeopardy, it would bring her running. Unfortunately, your blood killed Zesha and just altered the flow of the trap.” He sighed deeply, regrettably, and pressed, “I’m sorry for that, for putting you in that kind of harm, for what had happened to my Zesha, I take full responsibility, but it had to be done. Rapier had to be taken down, where no one else beyond Jedi could get hurt, but she proved too resourceful and too damn lucky. This time, it will be different.”
Angelleia looked at him appalled and asked, “Different?!?”

He just said to her, “She will be coming for you, Angelleia. You’re the only asset in this galaxy she has left that she can count on as I stop or block everything else she has. Casper’s going to come around, and hopefully he isn’t with her when he does because she’ll kill him. Her minions can’t all help her here. With you, we can stop her; we can stop this evil once and for all.”
She shook her head, and the Bothan groaned and persisted, “If the truth doesn’t hurt her, Angelleia, why didn’t she tell you it!” Angelleia cradled herself, but she just as soon stopped on her own when Coy had dared asked that fundamental question. “Why didn’t she tell you she was your mother? Was it because you would never believe it, or because she had killed the one man you have always looked up to since you can remember?” He ‘stabbed’ her again. “Do you dare let her do it again on Casper?”
A bit winded from talking more than projecting himself into her mind and having his neck held onto, Coy tried one last trick up his sleeve. She was teetering on a precarious edge, so he had to bring her away from it with classic Jedi wisdom. “Search your feelings, young Padawan, you know what I say is true.”
Angelleia closed her eyes, feeling still so conflicted against the wave of emotions she had thought she could control, had thought she could prevent from overwhelming her. The betrayal by Juna was just that great. Still, she did not want to believe Coy Madex, even with such a convincing argument. She had just discovered her whole life had been a ploy; worse, she did not know who to blame for it, Juna, or the Jedi Order? For certain – thanks to Coy’s manipulations telepathically – she could not longer blame the Bothan messenger for anything.
“Search my feelings?” waned Angelleia to herself quietly, wiping clear tears from her face. “I’m a malevolent storm of feelings. What am I looking for?” She closed her eyes and reached for the only thing she could trust the most. The Force found her, unafraid of her emotional turmoil, ready and at her service. She just let her mind go ….

The answers came to her were pretty profound, starting with the fact that Juna knew so much about Jedi protocol, perhaps a bit too much. Knowing about the Blue Field system, with what she knew now, was now disheartening. Knowing that training habits of Initiates and Padawans with starships and lightsabers and Force usage was just as disturbing; she just knew so much about that, as if she had lived the life of a Jedi apprentice. And yet, Juna was married to Enothchild Sarch, and thus he could have told her everything.

Or, as Coy spelled out, she could have just as easily taken it from him. Enothchild did leave the Jedi Order. Juna did say he had kept much of her confidences. But either he was still with the Jedi and acting on orders from the Council, or he truly did succumb to the wills of the dark side creature Juna was. Thinking about that gave her a headache, and as before she kept seeing lightsaber-like flashes before her eyes in the process.
There were Juna’s outbursts that scared Angelleia, but there were others that were profoundly unexplainable. One kind that occurred a few times was when she said the word ‘gessa’ where a name should have been applied. When her first attempt at Force Teleportation had failed, and when Juna came back for her, she recalled how much Juna used that word as a great, important endearment. It was too important of an endearment to be used on someone else’s child. It meant something, something deeply connecting and personal. Angelleia just could not understand what that word meant.
There were other little things Angelleia never put any thought to at the time. One such remark was Juna mentioning her ancestry was strong in the Force. Clearly given the array of individuals Coy was showing her that wasn’t a lie, but the truth was not told in its entirety either. In terms of the truth, on the other hand, Angelleia was apparently tied to such an evil ancestry.
It occurred to her then, the memories of Juna asking Angelleia not to cry while she had stressed over Casper’s transmission to them while on the Flora Noir on Alderaan. After hearing her adopted father tell her to never trust the Jedi, never trust Madex, and why, it made everything that had happened on Zonloki monumentally significant. It made her cry; it made her shed blood tears.

Her blood, her terrible blood, her immune system, had killed her Zesha as if she was an invading foreign body, a virus, a cold, and something lethal. She had seen that analysis of her blood, of its structures, of its migrations and what it can do outside of her body as well as within, and by no means did her tears neutralize the power her blood had to kill. It could become airborne, be inhaled from a distance, and it would kill just easily as if a gallon of her blood had made contact with flesh.  Juna had wiped those blood tears from her face, on her hands, and on a cloth. While studying the data, Angelleia saw that very same cloth experience a ‘death’ as well, essentially dissolving over a long period of time.
Juna, on the other hand, remained totally unaffected. She had touched with bare hands. She did not succumb to death.

Gasping, Angelleia whispered, “No.” She blinked, realizing how she had missed something so obvious. She turned and noted Coy waiting for her to say something. She hated him, but she could not stop herself from saying, “I shed blood tears….and she had touched them with no ill affects.” Saying that, she had to rub her chest because it felt like her heart had shattered. She felt about herself some more and said, “She’s immune to me, so….she’s the catalyst.”
“That’s the theory we assumed after Zesha had died,” said Coy honestly. “We don’t know for sure why your blood does that, or whether Rapier had manipulated your DNA to do this.”

Angelleia found herself stumbling over to a chair, her legs just weakened by the revelations. She sat down with a heavy thump. Her hands covered her face.

Coy tampered his smile with a grimace. “Angelleia, I’m not sorry. I’m not sorry I had to tell you the truth. No one else in your life, from the Jedi Council right down to Rapier herself, had the guts to tell you. All you can do now is realize that your mother has manipulated you this whole time.”
Walking over, Coy placed his hands on Angelleia’s chair from behind her and he said to her, “It’s my regret to say your career as a Jedi is over. Clearly you cannot go on beyond this point, you’re too emotionally invested in so many areas of the lie that’s been your life, and I’m sorry for that. The Jedi Council is just as much to blame for the end of your career as your mother is. A shame, really: Zesha said many times you would have made for a great Healer of the Force.”

Angelleia emerged from her hands with clear tears staining her face. In despair, she asked, “Then what happens to me, after all of this?”

“Likely the Council of Reassignment will place you in the Medical Corps,” said Coy, mentioning one of the few options failed Padawans and unclaimed Initiates had in the Jedi Order, being placed in the Jedi Service Corps. He smiled only to reassure her, “You’ll finish your medical training through them, and at the very least you’ll become a valuable physician.” He stepped around her and showed a worried face. “But that’s not what is important at the moment. You have one last thing to do as a Jedi.” She looked at him with a blanched face. He sighed and said, “Yes, just this last thing at Bespin. To be honest, you don’t have to ‘be there’ when it goes down, but I leave it up to you. At the very least put a period at the end of this story, not a question mark.”
Saying nothing else, Coy left, which upon exiting the infirmary he found that Novee Cet had returned. Jive Kring’s apprentice asked him, “Why are you smiling?”

Sealing the room again, he just mused, “McBain’s dead, but Jive’s going to make it.” He then added boldly, without really knowing for certain, “And Angelleia has agreed to help us when her mother comes to try and take her back.”

“Really?” Novee absorbed all the news, and then said, “I’ll believe it when I see it.”

“Oh sure: faith is only a construct like luck,” said Coy. “But trust me: I bet you that not only will Angelleia help us, Rapier will surrender peacefully because of it.”

“That’s bold.”

“You will believe it, when you see it.” Weary, Coy just turned and walked way from the room without giving it, or Angelleia, another thought.

That was because, still inside the room, Angelleia just sat in her chair again, her eyes moving back and forth, her mind working just as hard. She stopped using her nose. She stopped using all that she had learned. She stopped using the Force. All she wanted to do was think, just think, like any regular, normal person would in the galaxy. It was rather difficult to do with that terminal still displaying the collection of her relatives. All of them, related to her; Juna, her mother; all of them….

Evil….
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