CHAPTER 40.0
Angelleia did not think about stopping at any time during her day long trek. All through the night and right into a winter storm through the daylight hours, the Vhinphyc Healer just continued to push on in a southerly direction. Unhindered by the weather at all, she made very good progress when the snow levels were shallow or she was able to walk on top a snow pack. 

The way got even easier when Angelleia managed to follow the trail of a wild bantha herd, which lead her right to the tremendous group. Enormously magnificent in size, very hairy, and with great horns that trailed down from their massive heads, the banthas inspired awe or fear with their clear physical significance. It was still one of the greatest mysteries of the universe, of how the Common Bantha species was found on so many planets in so many different and far away systems long before the ancient colonies had ever settled; only theories of science and religions based on the bantha could fill the void where the logical answer should be. Fossils studies showed the bantha was also one of the oldest living forms of life as well.
As Angelleia approached the herd carefully, she recalled her Jedi evolution studies when she was eight, and how Casper guided her through them. Scientifically, it was shown that indeed the Vhinphyc had a common genetic association with banthas, thus many believe the Vhinphyc had evolved on Vhanba from the various forms of bantha that had lived on the world so long ago. Of course, to young Angelleia as she walked by them, she saw no resemblance.
“Just slipping by, Steak,” mused Angelleia to one of the larger males that had slowly approached her and made aggressive sounds. She breathed through her nose a lot as she made her way through the herd; who knew something that smelled so good out of the broiler smelled so bad before market. 
Past the herd, the visibility reduced significantly again, but not before she made out what she thought was a familiar landmark. She tried to head in that direction, but an hour later the visibility dropped even more with the wind in her face and the snow following right along with it. She gave up and used her instincts to guide her back in the right direction.
In the heavens, in the sky, lies the eye that is in your mind….
The wind had blown strangely, and in such crossing gusts, Angelleia heard someone talking. She stopped and looked around, tapping into the Force. As she scanned her surroundings, she shouted, “HELLO?!” The response was the same: nonsensical, but this time she swore she heard a choir backing up the sung words:
Sense of wonder, sense of despair

Young Padawan Learner must be aware.

Hunters of bounty who rule the Fringe

Will soon stalk ye Savior, their Money Binge.

Mind what ye will see

Purge it from your sight!

For your Mother justice must be

Thy Old Code Jedi Knight.

Sense of desire, sense of smell

Young Padawan Learner cannot tell

From ether, from either, from foe, from friend

Before long, her decision will be the end.

Collect what you have learned

Banish it with your might!

For the Bothan, distrust has been earned

Thy Old Code Jedi Knight.

Sense of harm, sense of fate

Young Padawan Learner will know hate

From her kinds, from her kinds
An obtuse collection of one track minds.

Unleash your power, the galaxy will heal
In a heart enclosed around you too tight!

The Hope of Darkness, a fate seal

Thy Old Code Jedi Knight.
Bewildered, Angelleia looked around again and again for the source of the voice and song, but as the wind normalized back to steady flow, all she heard was the constant mourning howl of the storm. She stretched out as much as she dared to with the Force, but it was now gone. The curiosities of hearing the verse about ‘Thy Old Code Jedi Knight’ – a play on ‘Thy Knight of the Old Code’ -- reminded her of her meeting with those dark side ‘Friends’ of hers on Alderaan, so it had to mean something important; at least she felt it was because she couldn’t say why logically.
Angelleia, unabated even after eighteen continuous hours of walking in foul conditions, finally met her match. The wind and snow was bad enough, and so was the drifts, but the atmosphere was warm enough to change the falling flakes into freezing rain droplets. She guessed she had another six hours of walking in her until the sleet permanently soaked her clothing worse than the wind-driven snow could ever had. Her body naturally responded, raising her core body temperature to one hundred and twelve Fahrenheit, but the heat was being generated by energy reserves that had not been replenished. Standing still and focused on the Force, Angelleia could be fine for a long time, but she guessed it would be weeks before the snow melted, and months before her dead body was found, if ever. She needed to find shelter to regroup.
The Force showed the young girl the way, leading her easterly back to the hard rock that lined the valley. It was very dark now, impossible to see with normal eyes. The Force though was with Angelleia, and another hour later she was nearly at the entrance of a large cave. Just as she was about to proceed towards it, she realized there was a dim glow coming from within the cave; it flickered as if it were fire. She found such a thing daffy, but then realized she was no better off than the stranger that was inside the cave, walking around out in the middle of nowhere with really no idea where she was going. She just sighed and proceeded ahead.

By the time she stepped within the wall of the rock, Angelleia caught the scent of fresh black roses. A thousand ideas entered her wet head. She turned on her heels.
“You should have gone east, not south,” said the voice of Juna Rapier from deep inside the cave. It stopped Angelleia and caused her to turn to around. “In this snow it would only be thirty days to the nearby town. Why don’t you warm up first and get something to eat.”

It was quiet after that, and only because Angelleia could not believe her luck. She would had thought to had felt Juna moving along parallel to her, or even hear the sound of a repulsorlift craft flying by before hand. Then again it worked on her last nerve that Juna was so easily getting around to begin with.
“Come on, now, stop being so stubborn,” came Juna’s voice again.

Sighing, Angelleia turned back around and stomped her way through the cave. She followed the flame light until she found Juna squated next to it, roasting a few connies on a spit. The smell of food was inviting, but her attention was focused more on her host. The leathery black cloak was just as ominous as anything Angelleia had felt off of Juna before. The rest of her black appearance as she stood up gave the young Padawan no comfort.

Juna smiled and said, “You look so miserable. Come now, sit by the fire: at least it will dry your clothes.”

Angelleia sensed her placation and when it mixed in with the doubts, she shook her wet head and said, “No. No, I’ve had enough of this! I don’t quite trust you!” Both her hands pulled the large lightsaber off her belt; she had stopped using it as a light when she felt she would need it in a fight. “I’m tired of your tricks, like disappearing without a trace! And you’re holding things from me!”

She did not turn the weapon on, but Angelleia pointed at Juna with it as if daring her to do something. “I want to know where I am, and I want to speak to my Father!”
“Is that all?” Juna gestured about her. “I mean, is that all you want to know. How I disappear? Where you are? Is that all you want to do, speak to Casper?”
Angelleia just wasn’t sure where Juna was going with her point, but she said, “Yes, that’s all.”
“Very well: you’re on Alderaan.” Juna reached out with her right hand and said, “Now let’s go talk to your father.”

“Alderaan?” Angelleia knew that Juna spoke the truth. The air did smell like Alderaan, and that landmark she saw had to be Cylon Tower; they were in the Merrymaine Plains. “You mean I’m only mere hours away from the Jedi Temple?!?”

“Yes,” assured Juna. She offered her black gloved-hand again. “Take my hand and we’ll try and contact Casper.”

Taken aback by the news now, the girl walked away and said, “I don’t believe this! I’m not far from home, and you have me here, held hostage!”
Juna dropped her hand and said disappointedly, “I’m protecting you, not holding you hostage.”

“I don’t….It makes no sense!” Angelleia was going to say she did not believe her, but something made her stop; a feeling that again Juna was telling her the truth. “You have me here, surrounded by bad weather, practically kept in that house back there, and you’re assuring me that it wasn’t my prison?” Juna nodded; again, Angelleia had a hard time accepting the fact it was the truth. “It makes no sense!”

“There are matters that are happening that make less sense than what I am doing right now,” stressed Juna. She extended her hand out again. “If you want to know more, you’re going to have to let me take you to my ship. We can’t contact your father this way.”
Angelleia just looked about and saw nothing to suggest how Juna had gotten here let alone anywhere. Sighing, Juna said, “I am trying to best explain how I got here, how I restocked the house by leaving without you knowing. The best way is to show you.” She gestured with her hand again. “So stop being a pain in the ass and take my hand. Please, Angelleia, do trust me, no matter what happens.”

Hunger and dampness gnawing on her just as much as her own caution and curiosity, Angelleia muttered, “Fine.” She stowed the large lightsaber away and marched over to the woman before her. “But I warn you, I’m not falling for your tricks, whatever they are.”

“Fair enough.” Juna let Angelleia take her hand. “Just relax, and whatever you do don’t let go.”

Angelleia nodded and waited, but she felt the sudden shift in the Force all around her. The energy was very dark and it filled her conscious, and it began to fill her body. She went to say something to Juna, but shrieked when she saw Juna’s eyes glowing terribly yellow with the dark side of the Force. In the next breath Angelleia closed her eyes and focused….
Suddenly, it was over, and when she opened her eyes Angelleia found herself completely alone. Not only was Juna gone, but so were the fire, the fire logs and the roasting varmint. Her wonder about imagining it ceased immediately as her nose could still smell the hints of Juna and the smoke from the fire and the odor of cooked meat. She looked at the bare dirt on the floor of the cave and saw Juna’s boot tracks where she had stood, and where she had walked around prior to her arrival. The Force energy buildup had dissipated no sooner had Juna vanished from Angelleia’s sight.

“What the heck?” asked Angelleia aloud; the scene caused her to take a walk back to the entrance of the cave. She was just overwhelmed with confusion more than with what she had saw and felt prior to Juna’s disappearance. She had felt something was supposed to happen, but apparently she had stopped it.

Strangely, it was like a gust of wind rushed through the cave, and through Angelleia, but this wind was Universal Force energy; and the energy was powerful, cold, and familiar. It accumulated behind her out of sight, but as she turned around and her nose was struck by a few hundred strange smells that were not there before, the perfuming smell of black roses returned.

It was followed by a desperate cry, “ANGELLEIA!”

Angelleia went quickly back to the rear of the cave, dumbfounded by what happened a second ago, just compounded the rest of her confusion. Before she could say anything, Juna emerged from the shadows, fell to her knees just before Angelleia, and squeezed a hug on her while letting out a watery sigh of relief. The young girl thought to shrug Juna off of her. Juna had just demonstrated her worse fears, and Angelleia was very afraid for her own safety. She was in the arms of a practitioner of the dark side, and perhaps in the arms of a Sith Lord. For a second, regardless of everything else that had occurred, Angelleia felt her life in mortal danger, and as a Jedi she had to act.

“Gessa moi.”

The mumbled words from Juna was followed by her sudden sob into Angelleia’s drenched chest, and with both words and action Angelleia’s thought of fight and flight faded away on their own. She could feel a great stirring in her own heart for Juna that was totally unexpected. She blinked, lost in her bewilderment on what had happened, and why she felt the way she did now towards Juna, and somehow knowing what Juna had said was meant for her; a deeply personal endearment.
Just as Angelleia was going to comfort Juna, the older woman pulled herself away at arm’s length. Her face showed both tears and hurt. “Are you alright? I didn’t mean to hurt you, truly!”
“I’m fine.”

“Are you sure?”

“Yes.”

Sighing again, Juna gave Angelleia’s face a caress and struggled to say, “You know I wouldn’t harm you, do you?”
Angelleia found herself nearly agreeing with Juna, but she stopped her mouth from opening wider and her throat from making the appropriate sound. She knew how sincere Juna was for her well being, but she had conflicting instincts; one that wanted to say yes, and her Jedi honed beliefs that wanted her to say no. So she said, “I don’t know.”
And yet, Angelleia reached up and wiped the tears from the right side of Juna’s face. She said, “Please don’t cry.” That just made Juna quietly weep more. Angelleia babbled on, “I’m alright, truly I am.”

“I should have just told you first,” said Juna, wiping her face. “It would not have scared you so, then. I don’t want you to be afraid of me, Gessa, no matter what you may think of me.”
Angelleia found herself asking a reasonable question. “You should have told me what you were trying to do, or you should have told me you have been seduced by the dark side of the Force?”
“I….” Juna stopped talking and wiped at her face more. Calming, she said clearly, “I will never harm you, Gessa. I swear it, I will never harm you. You mean too much to me.”
Angelleia caressed Juna’s hair, feeling that she should; she found it soothed the woman far more than her own words. She also felt this was just too complicated for her to understand, or accept. It seemed too easy, but the thought was the only solution she had. “If you feel that, then you should take me home.”
Juna chewed on her lower lip in thought. She stood up, but Angelleia grabbed hold of both her hands. Juna smiled at that, feeling that Angelleia was at least trying to be more compassionate in what was terribly confusing for her. She asked, “Can you trust me?”

Angelleia considered the request; small in word structure, but quite large in context. She let her small thumbs rub Juna’s fingers. “I would like to, and somehow I know you are a good person, but….but I think I need to go home.”
Sighing, Juna said rather relieved, “I understand.” She would gladly take this kind of rejection, no matter how it hurt, over the other kind that featured perhaps weapons combat. Her Daughter was just to suspicious, too savvy, to have the wool kept over her eyes. Yet for the sake of Angelleia’s training that was most certainly compromised, Juna could not tell Angelleia the whole truth about their real relationship.
“Let’s go to my ship,” said Juna with a nod. “It’s….quite far from here. We need to do it my way.”

“I understand,” said Angelleia.

Juna said to her with returned resolve, “Good, because you can’t let fear guide you. Trust me; I am an authority on the subject.” She gave Angelleia’s hands a squeeze. “This time, you must just let it happen. It will be over before you know it.”

Angelleia nodded, and once again she watched Juna’s eyes change into sickening, scary orbs. They felt the dark side of the Force just bubble and flow over them, and eventually through them. The Padawan shivered again, but this time she understood and kept herself focused. The shadows around them just came alive and dripped over them like melted chocolate, and at the apex of Juna’s power Angelleia felt herself suddenly become One with the Force!
At least that was the only way Angelleia could describe it: her entire being just felt like Force, felt like energy, free floating in concentration through time and space and thought, touching everything and everyone, or at least touching everything around her, and Juna right in front of her….

And suddenly, it was over. The air was slightly different to Angelleia’s nose, and it was colder, yet dryer. Juna’s eyes stopped glowing, and upon that their surrounding universe appeared. They were in a much larger cave, big enough to accommodate Juna’s ship that was centrally located within the opening and behind its owner. The fire from the original cave location was a few feet away from Angelleia’s right, and the cooked varmint was burning in the flames; all of it disheveled by the first trip Juna had taken because, in her frantic, she had to let go of it to go back for Angelleia.
Still, even with having gone through what was done through the Force in order to achieve it, Angelleia blinked and looked around in awe. Working her mouth, she asked, “What just happened?”

“Teleportation,” said Juna, smiling just a little and still getting over her sobs. “The ability to-.”

“Goodness!” Angelleia let go of Juna’s hands and just had to eye the fire, and the logs, and the blackened connies. She reached out with the Force to confirm what she was seeing, smelling, and feeling was all real, all true. She looked back at Juna and said, “How can this be?”

Juna smirked and said, “You sound like someone who had never felt the Force.” She lost her smirk. “That worries me, you know? You’re acting like this isn’t possible.”

“Possible?!?” Angelleia’s eyes could not have gotten any wider without cracking her own forehead. “You….you converted matter and bio-energy into the Force and, and, and…..you put it some-somewhere else?!?! You…you teleported?!?!”
Juna smiled. “Yes.”

Angelleia held up her little hands, but said again, “But you teleported?!?!”

“Why yes,” said Juna. She took off her fedarok cloak, revealing her black wears underneath, and her lightsaber on her belt. She put the cloak on Angelleia. “Unfortunately I brought the water soaking your clothes along with us. Would you like to dry in front of fire, or on board the ship?”
Angelleia accepted the cloak without a thought. She wasn’t cold, she did feel wet but she could care less. She looked between Juna and the ship, and then said, “But you teleported?!?!?!”

“The fire then,” said Juna, chuckling. She escorted Angelleia over to the flame and gently encouraged her to sit down. “Unfortunately your snack has been ruined. I have some stock in the ship if you want to eat before we transmit.” She drew the hood up over Angelleia’s head and asked, “What do you say?”

Angelleia turned towards Juna, still blinking, still wondering how the hell they got to where they were. She ignored the fact she had walked all day and night, through heavy snow, through wind, through cold, and with so much thinking going on in her mind. 
She just said, “But you teleported!?!?!”

“Now see, the hunger has put you in a data loop,” kidded Juna. Her Daughter’s mass bewilderment made her sadness go away, at least. “I’ll get the food. Just stay right here.”

As Juna left, the Padawan Learner watched her intently walk. Somewhat disappointed because her protector was just walking, Angelleia said after her, “But you teleported!?!?!”

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

CHAPTER 40.1

Juna watched Angelleia scarf down a ration kit of consumables ready to digest (CRD rations) before giving her the other four kits. Rubbing her arms for a little warmth more than for admiration for herself, Juna said, “Feeling better?”
“Om nom nom nom,” said Angelleia, mumbling with her mouth full.

“I didn’t have anything spectacular in the pantry on board, but the ration kits were not getting any use. Have to change them out every five years, supposedly.” Juna grabbed one of the lids, looked at the date, and cringed. “Yikes, this I got off the Lucinda’s Womb. I really need to pay more attention, that ship was given to Manivus Rapier Devuq Saint Ouer twelve years ago. The rations are much older than that.”
Burping, Angelleia said, “It stinks, but tastes very good.”

Juna took her word for as she watched Angelleia consume what she assumed to be nibbles in cheddar, but the nibbles looked to hairy and the sauce looked like green epoxy paste. Encouraging her stomach not to flip at the sight of it, Juna said, “Well, your father had to eat some very nasty stuff from time to time, and it helped him heal faster; I must say my cooking was not very good years ago. I doubt it’s really good now because I’m used to what I eat.”

Angelleia only shrugged her shoulders and said, “Your cooking tasted fine to me.”

“I think it would taste fine to any Vhinphyc, honestly,” said Juna with a smirk. “A great deal of the fine meals you have been eating before with me were prepared squares from some of the best eateries on Alderaan. I can make a mean mynock omelet, but everything else is an adventure.” She shrugged her shoulders and said, “Honest politician, tough business woman, good fighter, great pilot, and humble entity yes; so-so domestic goddess: not so much. I let Rose do a lot of that stuff.”

“Sounds like Rose can do a lot of things.” Angelleia opened the third tray and crinkled her nose. “Didn’t you say she rescued me?”

Juna noticeably moved away from the reek of the third tray. “Yes, she did.” It did occur to her that she had forgotten Rose, and had forgotten the young woman was in a bit of a jam. “After she became my ward Muriel and I….Muriel Arnes, my mentor….taught her much of the same things I was taught to become Royalty. But then it began to interfere with what I was doing with Muriel and….well, Muriel and I showed her so much more.”
Angelleia considered the statements and said, “You showed them both how to fight? Rose and Muriel?”
“Oh no, not Muriel!” Juna held up her hands in surrender. “Muriel was a Guardian, a group of Nubian warriors connected to the ancient past: a special operations commando of sorts, if you want to apply such a term to describe her, skilled in so many things, but especially skilled in combat. She knew at least a thousand ways to snap a neck before I showed her anything.”

“She sounds a bit too much like a warmonger,” noted Angelleia. “An unnecessary individual.”
Juna sniffed and smirked, “Ah, like you I was naïve once, thinking such an individual was unnecessary in a civilized universe. I’ll let you in on a secret, Angelleia.” 
On Juna’s leaning in, Angelleia followed suit, and the older woman whispered as if not to offend someone’s sensibilities, “There is no such thing as a civilized universe. It is the greatest trick ever devised, done by every good person and every bad person to be had, for the sake of gaining what they lose in their respected positions of power and prestige.” She waved her hand and mused, “It’s all an illusion.”

Leaning back on her rock near the fire, Juna said, “Anyways, Muriel was a very descent woman. Like me she strived for her own peace. She found it in her husband Dizzy, and then in her son Diggory. But Rose really got her to think that there was still a need for such creatures like her and I. And since Rose couldn’t use the Force, we knew she needed to have the best training against it, Muriel’s training. Muriel wanted Rose to have a plan to kill everyone she met.” She held up a hand when Angelleia frowned. “Not literally, you must understand. It’s just a thought of survival that is routinely trained out of us because society demands it, because society assumes laws and armies and Jedi alone are just enough to stop the worse. You know, and I most definitely know, such thinking is pelican droppings. Assuming evil will do nothing if you do nothing always amounts to evil inflicting damage and causalities in favor of that evil’s something.”
Flashing a smile, Juna rubbed her arms again. “It comes in handy, that thought.” She was alluding to Muriel’s ‘plan to kill’ point. “With the Sith back you never really know who to trust. One moment you pass an old lady; the next the old lady is behind you running a knife over your throat.”
Angelleia chewed slower in contemplation. She regarded Juna and asked, “Then what did you show Muriel?”

“How to use the Force,” said Juna. “She could feel it, and had used it from time to time. She firmly believes in the Notion of DeMtatticus, the old Jedi scholar, that said the Force can be-.”

“Mistakenly overused like a blaster, a computer, or a starship.” Angelleia finished the well versed and often repeated thought she had heard everyday during her Initiate life. “’The reliance on the inner and the outer, and not on yourself, either leads to weakness or abuse’.” She nodded and said, “Ten thousand years later, and Master DeMtatticus is still very wise.”
“Indeed she was,” said Juna, nodding. “One of the first female Jedi to be philosophically recognized; a shame, it should had not taken that long. Anyways….I showed Muriel a great many things to better her understanding of the Force.”

Angelleia chanced, “Like teleportation?”

Juna smiled, knowing that somehow Angelleia was going to get back to that. She pointed out, “You make it sound so wonderfully easy, that any Force user can do it. I can assure you it’s not.” She smirked. “I remember when I was so young and foolish and thought I could do it at any time after watching my Mother do it for years.”

“Your mother could do it?” asked Angelleia.

“Oh yes, my ancestry is very strong in the Force, and every child has been stronger than the mother. My mother could do things that would scare you out of your britches.” Juna stared at the fire. “First time I really did try teleporting was fifteen years ago or so. Heathen’s Pub on Tragonforth. Enothchild and I were there talking when Dagger Serpentine, one of the fastest gunslingers the galaxy had ever known, walked in and yelled at everyone he would pay them a million credits if they capture the both of us. As you can imagine, a place called Heathen’s Pub is not where old gentlemen go to sip brandy and talk about stocks. Chaos ensured, and right when it was at its worst, out of pure instinct, I grabbed your father and presto: I did it.”
Juna began to blush, and even in the firelight Angelleia could see the reddening of her face. “Well…..I transported Enothchild and myself, but not our clothes, and boots, and weapons…” Angelleia smiled a little. “We were in our birthwear on some lost highway, right in front of some old Talz couple.”

“You were naked?” snorted Angelleia.

“Oh yes, very naked,” mused Juna. The Padawan tried not to laugh; the giggles were infectious though. Juna cracked jokingly, “Oh, as if you can do so much better.”

Angelleia said nothing to that, only laughed. Juna smiled not only because of the memory, or because it made Angelleia laugh, but because of the kind of laugh Angelleia produced. It was horrible, just as bad as Enothchild; it was a very young, very feminine version of her Father’s snorting, snarking, blubbery noise. Years ago when Enothchild stayed in Rapier Manor and laughed at Juna’s ridiculous looking Jedi robe, he laughed so badly Bendian told someone it sounded like Nubian water life humping.

“I learned watching was far different than actually doing it,” mused Juna, rubbing her arms again. “I thought it required just moving the life source linked to the Force and the rest would follow. That is not how it is done.”

Noting Juna’s rubbing, Angelleia set her food down and took off the black leather cloak. She walked over and put it over Juna’s contemplating shoulders. Juna said, “Oh, I’m fine.”

“No you aren’t,” said Angelleia. “I don’t need it, I’m fine. Thank you, though.”

“You’re welcome,” said Juna, and she just let the fedarok slither on her body, trapping the heat the fire produced that reached the opening, and in no time she was warm again. But it was only her skin that was cold; talking was keeping her warm, the laughter and the joy of talking to her unsuspecting Gessa provided her an energy that made her figuratively glow. “I really do like this cloak. My mother loved them, she had many made out of the material, and other clothing. She…eh….well, let’s say she really liked the material more than I would.” She blushed again, recounting such wears, wondering again where the hell Naressa had learned to have such dirty thoughts.
After finishing her forth tray of rations, Angelleia used the Force to toss the empty trays into the fire. The usage of the Force prompted her to say, “Could you show me how to do it?” Juna looked at her. “Teleport?”

Inhaling and exhaling slowly, Juna shook her head and said, “As much as I would like to, I will not. For one thing I would be interfering in your training and quite frankly I’ve done that already and would not like to make it any worse. And another thing, teleportation is…well, it does require the normally unnecessary moving of energy and matter equal to the point of origin and the point of destination. Such a thing is unbecoming for a Jedi, for it affects the natural flow of the energies, and it requires more of the Force than they should have.”
Angelleia reluctantly said, “It is a dark side ability.”
Juna could understand her reluctance and said, “Yes. It is.” 
And that seemed to end the conversation right then, right there. Juna couldn’t blame Angelleia; when she was young and inexperienced in the Force she feared the Dark Side and all it represented; much of that fear instilled in her by her Mother’s doings, to prevent Juna from ever using the Force at all. After Jurivicious Pern’s dark Force violations, young Juna shuttered at the thought of ever talking about it. She didn’t need to look back on the past to understand why those who completed their Jedi training should be the only ones that speak of the Dark Side with no hesitation, and most importantly speak of it in fear. As much as any Jedi, and even Enothchild, could try to convince her, Juna knew every Jedi knew and felt fear; it was not expressed the same, it did not look the same, and it did feel differently from the Jedi, but there was no other appropriate name for it; it was fear. They just did not act on fear, or the other emotions of the Dark Side, alone, or use it to gain strength. It still was fear, no matter what.
“How…does it feel?”

Juna blinked when she realized Angelleia spoke. She had been staring at the fire for a while. The subject of Force Teleportation clearly was over, but another conversation was about to begin. “What’s that?”

“How does it feel?” asked Angelleia again, stopping far short from revealing the subject of the question. Juna wanted her to say the Dark Side, as a means to never fear it. Such in history such unspoken words have always paralyzed people enough to ignore the subject; thus it could be argued why no one had ever given the Sith a thought for a long time because hardly anyone put real thought in saying the word ‘Sith’. However, Juna was not going to make Angelleia say the Dark Side.
“It’s cold,” mused Juna. From there she just reflected from what she felt within. “Lonely.” Angelleia’s head craned at the unusual use of the word. “Isolating. Within me is, simply, a power I don’t want others to have, and because I don’t want others to have what I have and feel it completes a selfish circle; no matter what my intentions are in regards to that.”
Juna extended her hand towards the fire, and the fire just grew higher and hotter without any new physical fuel added to it. “It is power absolute, young Padawan. It is different from the Force you know, and feel. It is terrible, and therefore a terrible responsibility for anyone to have.”
Suddenly, Juna swiped her hand through the flames; all Angelleia saw was a flicker of something before she sensed the usage of the Force. Juna then showed her the flicker: a ball of flame, burning in the palm of her hand but not burning her fingers or her gloved hand. “It is also great. Tremendous. Almost omnipresent. Without compassion or mercy, feeling the Dark Side makes you think you are not just a god: it makes you thee God of all creation and circumstance!”

The flame suddenly vanished from Juna’s hand, making Angelleia flinch and sit back. “Betrayed.” That drew Angelleia’s attention back to Juna’s eyes. “The very power that can betray others will always betray its user. In one form or another, the betrayal is certain.” 
Juna slowly slipped her arms into the robe sleeves. “And it has betrayed me more than once, for its sick, cosmic pleasure.” She flipped her hood up, where Angelleia could barely see her face; only the lower part of her mouth and chin. “It is a curse, Angelleia, that I selfishly do not want anyone else to experience, for their sake as well as mine.”
“So,” began Angelleia, feeling a little comfortable again, “is the dark side stronger?”

Juna worked her mouth for a moment, and just said honestly, truthfully, factually, “Yes, it is.”

There was some silence between them that was broken by Juna. She tilted her head up and said, “The Force is many different things for many different people, Angelleia; what is true in reality must be true in the Force, that individuals make it as they see fit. The Jedi Philosophy is a good one, which asks one to do something no Sith could ever do: sacrifice. Give up the life you could so easily live; give up your passions, your lust, your pure individual self-worth; give up the right to have a totally free mind filled with self-fulfilling prophecy. Give in to duty, real responsibility, and reality by embracing what you are and giving up that lost cause know as doing what you want and desire. Sacrifice does not require death; it requires a commitment to difficulty, trial, and a form of conforming servitude that is very close to slavery.
“When you, and your fathers were given to the Jedi Order, that was in itself a sacrifice that requires of you to continue it. You grow up in a totally different society than the rest of us did, where your peers are one and the same philosophically: the Jedi society. But it only works when that first sacrifice of the parents giving their child over to the Force, and when a Jedi every second of every single day makes that one choice to continue the sacrifice.

“That is what it really means to exist in the Force, I have learned: it’s ultimately the choices you make. I fought, struggled…embraced, and dealt with the Dark Side of the Force all my life, and that often had me fighting myself at the worse possible times. My Mother, your father, my friends did everything they could to help me and in the end….it was just meant to be. I finally accepted who I was, who I am, and chose to accept my place on the Force’s grand stage.”
Not as concerned anymore, Angelleia said, “You were shown the dark side by my father?”

“Oh no, Angelleia, oh no,” assured Juna, pulling her hood down as she moved over and grabbed her hands. She implored, “Enothchild did his best where he had thought he was doing the right thing. In the end, however, I was more like my Mother, someone who could live with their Darkness, take on the overwhelming responsibility of not using it for the purposes of evil. He finally realized it, long before his end, what was best for me was what came naturally to me.” She looked up into Angelleia’s eyes. “I was born evil.”

“No one is born evil, Juna,” said Angelleia compassionately.

“And so I was born good, or innocent?” Juna smiled and shook her head. “Or was I just born? I was born from Darkness, Angelleia” she caressed her young face “and when I started down the Dark Path, forever it consumes me and affects every choice I make. So I do my best to make the right choices. I just be who I am.” She held up a finger and emphasized, “I will be who I am, not the evil creature everyone wants me to be.”

Juna stood up and said, “I can never be a Jedi, Angelleia. I am too old, and my life has been filled with great pains. All I can be is someone that defies the expectations, that denies the cliché of Dark Side equals Sith Lord. I doubt very much anyone else can do this. But it is what it is, and I accept it. I don’t expect you to accept it, or others to accept it, but it is what it is.”
She placed a hand on Angelleia’s shoulder and said, “Good people like you remind me of two things: my struggle is not so unique for I know the Jedi life is very difficult, and so long as you continue on I have more than one reason to keep being good and making the right choices.”

Angelleia blushed, finding such lofty praise to be both humbling and an incredible weight upon her tiny shoulders. She flushed, “So…I inspire you….to do good?”

“Oh yes,” said Juna. Angelleia got redder. “There is nothing wrong in inspiring good in people. Never be ashamed of yourself, and who and what you are in the Force, and what you mean to those who desire justice and peace.” She gave Angelleia’s little body a shake with her hand. “You inspire me, Angelleia, to do the right things.”
Angelleia got very still and quiet; her face could not get any redder. Juna continued, “So, when I lost you in that first teleport attempt, I so feared the worst. I had thought I killed you.” She shook her head and said, “I would not have lived with myself if I had caused your end. I don’t think I could live in this galaxy without you in it. I thought betrayed again by the Force.”
Angelleia looked up at her strangely, and Juna realized she may have said too much. She pulled her hand away and said, “Anyways, you seem well feed enough now. Let’s get on board and see if we can get a hold of Casper, shall we?”

Juna was leading the way, but stopped when she realized Angelleia had not followed. She turned to the Vhinphyc and said, “Come now, I wouldn’t want to keep you two apart, or from your religion any longer than necessary.”
Getting up, Angelleia proceeded towards the ship. Reaching the foot of the ramp, she stopped Juna from going up by embracing her again, her little arms around Juna’s thin waist. The pressure was pretty great, as if she was trying to squeeze the Darkness out.
“Oh dear,” said Juna sentimentally, caressing Angelleia’s head. “Do I deserve such bone breaking because I am so bad?”

Angelleia pulled away and just said, “I don’t know why, but I felt you needed that.”

“Thank you,” said Juna, holding back her tears again. “I did need that.”

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

CHAPTER 40.2

After a brief explanation about the ship, Juna lead Angelleia through the warm confines of the ship to the cockpit. She offered the younger the co-pilot seat. The view port was rather unusual for such a pricey-looking space vessel; it looked more suited for a bomber vessel.
“Years ago,” began Juna as she powered up the transceiver array, “Enothchild, Dizzy, Muriel, and I hid out from the Vhinech Order here. Dizzy parked his ship, the Millennium Falcon, here and we stayed in the house that belonged to your father through his marriage to the late Nadja Moranna.”
“You couldn’t go to the Jedi Temple?” asked Angelleia, intrigued by the story so far.

“It wasn’t Muriel’s first option,” said Juna. “She wanted to get me home. In hindsight it would have probably made my life less interesting. Besides, the Falcon was in bad shape and Dizzy had already set the coordinates. It couldn’t do another jump.”

“But you never sought any help after you landed?”

“We could have, but Enothchild had worries about me, and Muriel had worries about the Vhinech. The Vhinech threat back then when I was younger was as real as the Sith threat is right now. Until my kidnapping at Vhanba, many had never really given the severity of the Vhinech threat any real seriousness; they brushed off their genocidal campaign of the Vhinphyc, who was killing the Vhinech off in the first place, as some form of cosmic self-defense. And then after Evramora, it would take something terrible to snap people right back into reality, that the Vhinech threat was both real and had never gone away.”

Angelleia thought and said, “Much like the Sith War. People just kept forgetting that the worst was yet to come. When it was over, when it was finally over, I’m sure the most serious breathed a sigh of relief.”

Juna saw the transceiver was ready, but she held off to ask, “Was the war ever over?”

“What do you mean?”

“Think about it, Angelleia: the war was declared over because, allegedly, the last Sith Lord was killed. As you said, during the officially recognized five thousand years of the Sith War there were such strategic lulls the people forgot the threat; and at their most ignorant of reality the Sith struck, and the strike was always a death blow to millions. And now, the Sith are back, and have shown themselves to be back, and they are not some Dark Jedi pretenders that left the Order, they are the real thing, a very real threat.”
Juna peered as if looking deep into Angelleia’s own soul. “What really is the difference, be it a thousand seconds or a thousand years, when it comes to striking the next fatal blow in a war thought many times over before?”

Angelleia sat back and touched her right horn as she thought. Juna noted the action and smiled a little; just like Enothchild, only he was grabbing strands of Nadja’s hairs he had bonded to his horns; he had always done that to help him think. Angelleia said, “I suppose you’re right. I wonder, what have the Sith been doing after all this time?”

“Learning,” said Juna almost immediately, thinking how a quite dead Darth Rune had plotted her revenge against everyone. “They’re plotting, planning, and they have probably been up to no good over the last thousand years, and perhaps doing things to the Republic without the Republic ever knowing about it. Ultimately, they learned from their mistakes, and they’re learning about us. Siding with the Trade Federation to get them to do their dirty work is nothing new, but it still surprised everyone when the Battle of Naboo was over and Darth Maul was slain.”

“The lull,” said Angelleia. Juna nodded. “So what’s changed this time?”
Juna considered telling Angelleia that the change was her, the Dark Hope of the Sith. She had denied that fact for years and years every time the likes of Jurivicious Pern, Magus Prophet, Darth Rune, and Jedi Master Qualeggoes told her she was the cause of everything evil. She knew too that Enothchild believed in the fact so much, which was why he had done everything he could to keep her good. The slope of prevention was slippery compared to the level ground of acceptance; it just seemed like fate found ways to make sure Juna worked and achieved her destiny.
Juna instead said, “Once we know it, the Sith can be stopped.” She tuned her transceiver and accessed the abandoned Millennium Falcon account. “A message from your father Casper.” Accessing it, she only saw a familiar word.

“I know that word: that is Father,” said Angelleia excitedly. “Gessa, he called me that a few times when I was younger!”

“He did, really?” said Juna, who’s heart skipped. A part of her wanted to cry: sweet, dear Casper, how could he not say such a beautiful word to a beautiful child.

“Yeah, I never knew what it meant,” said Angelleia. “When I started exercising with the Moose Clan he told me he had to stop calling me that.” She seemed a little less enthusiastic. “It was also the day he wanted me to stop calling him father a lot.” She found herself making faces, realizing she had been breaking a promise she made. “I’ve….I’ve forgotten to stop lately.”

Juna said, “I won’t say anything; he’s your father just as Enothchild was. Just as Enothchild’s Jedi mother was just as real as his real mother.” She looked at the one word message and wondered, “Just exactly does he mean by this?”

“Maybe I should access his private account?” Angelleia took to the controls before Juna offered them to her. “By the looks of things, the account you accessed doesn’t allow for holo-.” She used the remembered user name and password, and once entered and activated, the account came up. “Yes, look: a message from himself, to himself. Accessing!” The anticipation was defeating her Jedi resolve, but it had been over three years since she had seen Casper, the only man she had ever truly loved.

Before them above the holographic array a top-half image of Casper appeared. Juna took in his appearance and smirked a little; he was looking more like a common street bum on Desolota than a poster boy for the Jedi Order. In all honestly he looked more like some fabled Jedi wizard found in ancient script docs that highlighted the first thousands years of the Jedian religion.

Casper cut right into it: “Juna, this is for both you and Angelleia: First, stay where you are! I repeat, stay right where you are, and do not tell me where you are!  When the time is right I will find you and hopefully matters have played themselves out and reason returns to the Jedi Order. I say this because in my attempt to go and save you, Angelleia, the Jedi Council attempted to vigorously stop me. It is turning out that your original suspicion, Juna, is very wrong: it isn’t the Sith that is setting you up; it appears to be the Jedi Order coming after you based on Bly Coaxial’s assumptions. I will be trying to get answers, but for the time being the both of you must not be seen!

“Angelleia, I want you to listen to me: do whatever Juna tells you to do. If you are seeing this message, I am telling you as both a father and a Knight to follow your heart, but listen and obey Juna. You may fear her, you may sense her to be wrong, but I can assure you, my Daughter, you are in far safer hands than my own. Remember to always protect yourself, and I pray you still have your lightsaber; if not, I know Juna will give you Enothchild Sarch’s lightsaber to use. Whatever the case, always listen to Juna.
“And listen to me, Angelleia, very carefully: a Jedi Master named Coy Madex set you and your Master up. He has other Jedi working along side of him. I do not know everything, on why he pursues Juna specifically, but he knew to get to Juna was to get to you. Do not, repeat, do not trust any Jedi Knight that approaches you. I will say this again, my Daughter: Do Not Trust Any Jedi That Approaches You!  I don’t care if you know them; I don’t care if they know me: do not trust them. Trust only in me, and in Juna Rapier, until we tell you to trust Jedi again. Coy Madex is operating on an unknown, misguided agenda and given the relationship between you and Juna, he will use it. I want to appeal to his better nature eventually, but first I need the Council to correct him.

“Juna….Juna, I leave it up to you what to tell Angelleia, but know what was done was the right thing to do. Beyond that, this is my plan for trying to resolve this great mistake. I will be meeting Jedi Master Plo Koon on Naboo, and if I am correct the best place to meet him would be at the ruins of Rapier Manor. My instincts tell me you will be able to listen, if not watch as well just as on Mesuera. It could very well be a trap for me, but this is a risk I must take. One way or another, we will have an answer. In any event if you do not hear from me for more than a week, assume the worse. Do not try to contact me, or come looking for me. I leave it up to you to take care of Angelleia from this moment on, for I feel Jedi Master Coy Madex has ruined Angelleia’s chance at becoming a Jedi with his actions. Hopefully, through my meeting with Plo Koon, perhaps we can correct this mistake.

“As for what you said about the Wettlespear, it’s shocking to know this ugly truth. I don’t know what all Bly Coaxial knows, and I don’t know how much you know about it, but this new knowledge about the Wettlespear cannot get into Coaxial’s hands; if it does, you’ll never be a free woman again. The Wettlespear is Hidu Bog’s creation from what I understand, but if it had Rapier Tech help it does not bode well for you. I may, after the meeting with Plo Koon, resume my search for it; currently a friend of mine, Branch Lur, is pursuing the killer who is using it, who I don’t think is a Sith agent. What we do know is that the killer is working off of a government list, killing people by alphabetical Basic in various locations out of the way of a normal nav path. To my knowledge, that list has not been found. Any help in any part of that would be appreciated; leave what you may in that Falcon message dump. Encoded in this transmission is my copy of the Wettlespear case file.
“Branch Lur intends to get the Wettlespear and expose Hidu Bog, but under the circumstances I intend to destroy it. Coaxial has a lot of bells and whistles going on, but it sounds a bit too put on, too much conjecture in his certainties. That’s why I don’t believe for one second, Juna, you had anything to do with the allegations against you. But if Coaxial uncovers the Wettlespear link between Bog and your father, it will take years to untangle the mess, and perhaps fuel the misunderstanding currently happening from the Jedi Council. I will destroy it; it will be tough on Branch, but the Trade Federation will suffer its due some other time.

“I implore the both of you to be patient and be vigilant on your guard. I will unravel the whole mystery as quickly as I can. What we do now will always be dangerous, but there is no other choice. If I don’t see you again, know I will never forget you both. Good luck, and may the Force be with you.”
When the transmission ended, Juna calmly sat back and considered what was said; liking most of it, not liking that Casper was putting himself on the line like he was. Angelleia, on the other hand, was distraught. “He wants me to stay here? Wh-Wha-Why?”
Angelleia turned in the seat and said to Juna, “Why is there a misunderstanding? Why would….” Her eyes began to well up with tears. “Why would the Jedi Order approve of such tactics? Why was I used? Why…”

Feeling betrayed, her head sagged along with their shoulders, “Why did they kill Master Zesha? What did she ever do to deserve….”

Sensing a troubling trend, Juna reached over and grabbed Angelleia’s shoulder. “Listen to me: this is no more your fault than it is mine.”

“But why did they kill Zesha?!?” Angelleia lifted her head up and pleaded tearfully again, “Why?!” She sobbed, and her Vhinphyckian blood tears began to appear.

At first Juna panicked and grabbed Angelleia very firmly and said, “Angelleia, I need to calm down for me. Please calm down.” She watched the blood tears dribble, and the blood was black, not red. The tension in Juna reached her hands and she squeezed the child’s shoulders harder. She figured she had no time left before whatever it was that killed Zesha would kill her too. “Please calm down, Angelleia. Please.”

“But why?” she begged again, sniffling, seemingly unaware of what was happening.

Silence as Juna just watched on and silently prayed. Her own heart was beating very loudly as the seconds just ticked on by terribly slow. However, she began to wonder if there was a real threat here. She dared to take her finger and wipe the blood tears from Angelleia’s face, and just looked at the blood, starring at it, daring it to do something. The Dark Side told her that the blood wanted to, through absorption of the skin, through spore in the air.

Nothing happened.

“Am…am I bleeding?” Angelleia wiped at her face in shock. “Where am I bleeding?”

“From your eyes,” remarked Juna. She watched the blood on her finger turn red; the blood Angelleia did not wipe off her face also turned red. She mused curiously, “You didn’t know you shed blood tears?”
“No,” said Angelleia. “I…I’ve only cried a few times before, but….but nothing like this.”

Sighing, Juna took Angelleia from her seat and proceeded towards the back. “Vhinphycs shed regular tears and blood tears; the greater the stress and emotional release, the likelihood the blood vessels contract enough around the tear duct.” 

They entered the kitchen area of the Flora Noir and Juna took a clean cloth to wipe Angelleia’s face. Juna continued on, “Your blood pressure increases, plus the muscular contraction around the duct, causes blood to squeeze out of the capillaries in the region from the ocular veins. Thus, blood tears.” She sighed again and said, “Casper knows this, why didn’t he tell you?”

“Why were you so worried before about my blood tears,” said Angelleia.

Cringing a bit, Juna said, “It wasn’t your tears I feared.” She put her hands on her shoulders and said, “Angelleia, I’m afraid I must show you some things, one of which you are not going to like. However, to put everything you know in a proper perspective given what you heard from Casper….you need to see all of it.”
Juna caressed Angelleia’s head in concern, but she said with a Jedi Master’s authority, “I need you to be calm and understand what will be shown to you. It’s serious, and I’m sorry you have to see it, but you must see it. Do you understand me?”

“Yes,” said Angelleia, remember Casper’s commands. “I understand.”

Juna showed her to the couch and gave her the holographic command pad. On the same pad she opened up some of her private files. She said, “Look at everything, and then give yourself time to think about it. When you are all done, come find me outside. Remember Angelleia who you are; don’t just act accordingly, be accordingly.”

Juna took the cloth and went to a command counsel and had the internal shipboard sensors do a complete analysis of what had occurred in the cockpit; she gave the sensor array at the counsel the cloth to scan. Finished, she went to the locker by the hatch and pulled out a big bag filled with remotes; spheres typically used for lightsaber training. Angelleia meanwhile, as Juna took her leave, figured out the controls quickly and began to access everything.

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

CHAPTER 40.3

The natural fire had long extinguished, but there were fires still burning.
In the cold and the darkness of the cave, an eerie red blade slashed through the gloom, blocking the occasional four to eight brief insurrections of tiny, yet very lethal light that lanced out from random locations. The lightsaber blocks were so skillful the wielder made certain the minor kill bolts never struck the other remotes around her, or even errantly strike the ship. For just a second all was still, and the tiny fires of red eyes shined from the krayt dragon caricature from which the main beam of fire emitted from its mouth.
The second past, and two volleys of laser fired, followed by more bolts in moments less than a second later.

The lightsaber could only tell so much of the story as it deflected the shots, again, harmlessly. As the whisper of cloth, the light tapping of foot falls on icy stone, and the occasional strain of leather managed to barely make known of the existence of the concert-stereo-loud weapon’s holder, they together in unison sometimes concealed and sometimes revealed the blazing fires of two focused suns; yellow, piercing flames that never wavered, flickered, or danced; always certain, always sure, and perpetual inevitability that should last billions of years, or live longer than any current society; only eclipsed by the occasional eye blink, head turn, or sackcloth of fedarok leather. They were flames of an eternal glory for the one who could so easily seek it and be given everything she desired.
All Juna Rapier desired was to redirect twenty-three shots in the next five seconds. That desire became instinct, the instinct movement, the movement the success; shot after shot after shot deflect, bent, scored harmless elsewhere, her lightsaber seemingly there before each individual shot happened, her body somewhere else both figuratively and literally every time. The next unpredictable sequence was even more intense; such a thing allowed the Krayt Dragon to think constructively, and gave the fierce inferno that scorched her soul from within a new forest to burn. 

Slash, dash, wreck and burn baby burn!
Reckless it did seem to take on such dangerous violence, but after years of practice and more practice, the staleness of the routines forced Juna to change. The number of remotes increased until that got boring. She changed their intelligence routines multiple times before she settled on close-to-self-awareness. It never seemed better until she took away the final element of safety and created remotes with a kill only setting; no matter how many times she tried to convince herself the stun bolts were lethal, her body and mind would never believe it and not perform properly in league with the Force. Just in the past year Juna had to create the challenges upon herself, like she was doing now making certain every deflected shot went where she wanted to go; it was challenging, but slowly she was becoming bored and complacent with that, so she extended the practice time as long as possible. She hated to admit it, but Juna enjoyed her actions on Breslin enough to want it again; it was even more fun than flying in a dangerous combat mission in the void of space.
As with such frustration with boring training and circular thinking, the fire inside finally consumed Juna and she let out her first vocal noise of the entire exercise. One after another nine of the ten remotes blew up from lightsaber strikes. Because of the aggressiveness of her attack, the remotes were programmed to counter-respond; the last one proved to very uncooperative and unleashed a frightening hail of fire that, unfortunately, drained its battery.
Juna’s strike stopped short of hitting the falling remote; instead she spun on her foot downward and, once stopped in a crouch, she caught the falling sphere. Her yellow eyes dimmed back into the nothingness of her cloak; her satisfaction was just as short lived. The fire still burned inside.
Angelleia emerged from the ship having spent the whole time reviewing what Juna had, and going over and over again the data collected from Rose on Zonloki the most. It should have taken at best twenty minutes to go over all the data twice, however Angelleia dwelled over Zonloki alone for well over an hour. Her mood did little to improve since the beginning of the day.
“Angelleia,” said Juna, slowing her breathing down to talk. She took off her sweaty gloves and pulled back her hood to let the cold air cool her from her exertion. “Are you alright?”

“No,” said Angelleia. She happened to reach above her and just inside of the hull where the ramp lifted inward she found a basic lighting control. Turning it on, bright light illuminated the entire bottom of the Flora Noir around the ramp. Juna, however, did not need the light to see some of the pain on her face.

“I’m not alright,” said Angelleia solemnly. “I just discovered that my immune system can kill people.” She hooked a thumb back up the ramp, a one time, lackadaisical gesture. “Your analysis completed an hour ago and I happened to read it.”
Stowing her weapon away, Juna tossed the remote up the ramp behind Angelleia and then placed a hand on her shoulder. “You should not tear yourself up inside over Zonloki. You could not control what happened there.”

“I know,” said Angelleia with a mournful sigh. “But Master Zesha did not deserve her fate.”
Recalling what the data had shown, Juna said, “She tried to save you, Angelleia, just as a mother would try and save her only child from anything.” Angelleia looked at her grimly. “It would had hurt her so if she did not do it. She died a hero: we can all be so lucky.”

“Death is the lucky one to claim so bold a Zesha,” said Angelleia stoically. Her face became a mask of determination. “You said this was a Sith ploy to get to you through me?”
Juna nodded and said, “Maybe, which would explain Master Madex’s ‘rudeness’.”

“But,” continued Angelleia, her disbelief of the truth filling her voice, “no Jedi would do a Sith’s bidding.”

“Not freely, no,” said Juna.

“You’re saying he’s doing it against his will?”

“Absolutely not!” Juna did not get angry; she really could not get angry with Angelleia, although by rights she should had if it was anyone else. The idea of not thinking through to another dimension when dealing with the Sith was very dangerous; Juna learned the hard way after having to deal with Dark Force entities like Darth Rune, Magus Prophet, and Jurivicious Pern.
“What I am saying,” continued Juna evenly, “is that this could all very well be a mistake. It’s like jumping blind. You know, jumping to light speed without the navicomputer having plot a safe course?” Angelleia understood the distinction. “The circumstances have to be right in order to get to a destination, but in such recklessness you don’t necessarily determine that destination. Based on some remarkable coincidences and undefined circumstances, probably figured out and planned by the Sith, Madex has become unsuspecting proxy of the Sith’s will. Remember your history, Young Jedi: such deceits have happened before.”
“Father was very certain about Senator Coaxial’s involvement,” reminded Angelleia. “Could he be the Sith Lord?”

“Oh that’s a splendid thought,” said Juna in exasperation. She looked at Angelleia and shook her head. “I have met, unfortunately, Coaxial: he’s no Sith. He is, however, an opportunist. I first thought he had nothing to do with this, but the more Coaxial talks and shows off, the more I think he is either aiding the Sith by choice or by no choice. In any event, with his style, this is playing to his voters quite nicely.”

“It’s a lot of information to consider,” said Angelleia, but she wanted to keep talking, keep thinking, because otherwise she would just dwell on the death that flowed through her body. “Surely there is no evidence whatsoever linking you to the invasion of Naboo.”
“Ah, young Padawan, you are living in a dream universe if you think the Sith fights clean,” noted Juna. “Bog’s past relationship with my Father is going to be a focal point because it’s politically true. There are circumstances that kind of give the conspiracy theory some weight.” She raised her eyebrows at it. “Namely I moving myself and everyone I knew off of Naboo days in advance of the blockade.”
“You did? Why?”

“I saw it. I had a vision of the blockade, I saw the ships, I saw the subsequent invasion: I did what I could to warn Theed, but no one under Queen Amidala would relay the warning to her. My first priority was to Queen and country, but after that it was to my people; my friends, and my employees for whom I felt responsible for. Coaxial tried to make hay before with it, but calling me a coward after the Queen, too, fled was poor style points. Now, by making me and Bog co-conspirators, he has a new theory to fit his facts.”
“But the Jedi Council would not blindly take the word of a Sith-fed Senator,” said Angelleia.

“I know,” said Juna carefully. “That’s what Casper’s going to figure out for us. It could also be a question whether Madex is acting on behalf of the Council or not.”

“No Jedi should act this way without the Council’s approval,” said Angelleia vehemently. “Not by using me, no way does Master Yoda condone it.”

“I know,” said Juna again. “In these growing dark times, Jedi are bound to overreact.” She noted Angelleia’s slight face. “It can happen to the best of us, as you know yourself with walking out in the middle of blizzard.”

Angelleia cringed just a little. She said, “Well….you locked me out. That panel wasn’t working from the outside.”

Chuckling, Juna said, “That’s because it wasn’t working when we got here. That panel’s been through several years of non-use.”

Chagrining, Angelleia cleared her throat and said, “So, does the Wettlespear change everything?”

Juna took a breath and admitted, “Yes it does.” She paced back and forth. “By itself it hurts the Trade Federation; paraphasic weapons are illegal. Coaxial could make a claim with it against me like before and not get much political mileage out of it, but with a Sith connation applied to me now the details to the public are meaningless. If he wanted to, with the right spin and enough other claims” she rolled her eyes “Coaxial can substantiate the idea that I put this terrible weapon out there to intentional distract him by murdering people. Its nonsense, but I’ve seen lousier, factually weaker arguments end lives. All part of the Game play.”
“Game play?”

“The Game: better known as politics. He’s just playing the Game that’s being given to him.”

Angelleia worked her mouth around and said, “This isn’t a game, we’re talking about your life here.”

“Don’t I know it,” said Juna firmly. “As I said before about such matters  it is what it is, whether you like it or not. I don’t like it, but I’m playing the Game right along with the rest of them.” She waved a hand to stop Angelleia. “It is what it is. As it stands right now, Coaxial is unaware of the Wettlespear connection between the Rapier clan and Hidu Bog. That could mean, if he is under the sway of the Sith, the Sith are unaware of the connection, thank God, that would be a disaster if they got their hands on it.”

“Then,” thought Angelleia “we have to go find the Wettlespear.”

“No, we do nothing,” admonished Juna. “We are staying here.”

“But Juna, we have to clear your name,” said Angelleia passionately. “You and Dad together could find it. All three of us could.”

“And Casper will find it,” assured Juna. “As soon as he uncovers exactly what is going on. We can do two things for him; stay here, and help him from here by finding that government list the killer is going by.”

Angelleia worked her mouth around. “But will it help you in the long run?”

“Probably not,” admitted Juna. “The fates of others in regards to the Wettlespear should take precedent over my reputation. It’s equal to protecting you.”
She gestured for Angelleia to move and she got on board the ship. “I will get some things here and we’ll go home. It’s rather late and I need a shower. Come along now.”

Angelleia sighed and followed the dark warrior up the ramp. As defeated as she might had felt for the time being, as sorry as she felt for causing the death of Master Zesha, another day had came and went filled with so much that seemed it would take a whole other life time to unravel. Unfortunately, there was tomorrow; unknowing like Juna, Angelleia was getting bored with doing nothing, and she was itching for some intrigue.
