CHAPTER 54.0

The window reflected little, and revealed only the vast dots of stars against the backdrop veil of space, and therefore together it created an illusion, made it like some powerful mirror that revealed the truth within someone. At one time with her childish imagination Juna thought it was wizard, but it represented only allegory that whenever she looked into this special mirror, all she saw was her soul consumed by darkness. How she once enjoyed looking at the stars from space, but not anymore.
“Hey lady.” Juna turned around and noticed the large Ambigo male regarding her from the service counter of Hanso Communication Services. He and Juna were the only two customers, at that late hour on the space station orbiting Commenor, awaiting for service. Like every other overly ambitious business venture, someone decided that all day, all year message account and receivership was a great idea even when there was no need for it on a space station. Juna was already being served; the Ambigo was just waiting his turn. “Why you crying?”

Juna wiped at her face, sighed, and said, “I was thinking of an old friend who had died not too long ago. He was….well, he was my best friend.”

“Boyfriend?’ quizzed the Ambigo, frowning away from Juna to eyeball the floating HoloVid that was playing a live HoloNet News feed too brightly and too loudly for anyone’s sensibilities. “Damn thing. Anyways, was he your boyfriend?”

“No, he was just a special friend.” Juna wished she had her Sithian robe so she could have intimidated everyone from bothering her. She had weighed the risks, the time of ‘night’, her status of celebrity, and everyone possibly having Sith paranoia, and just realized she was thinking too much and just went out as is. Since leaving Alderaan, all Juna had done was think. In her thinking weariness, the anniversary of Dizzy’s death entered into her conscious. It was not the kind of respite she desired, but for whatever how long it was for her to stand there and reflect, it was somewhat welcomed.
“Usually you Human females weep like this over some guy that wasn’t worth it,” said the Ambigo. “You sure he wasn’t your boyfriend?”

“Oh yes, quite sure,” said Juna. The counter person had finally emerged from the backroom with data cards. “Thank you for caring.”

The Ambigo shrugged his large shoulders and said, “I don’t like to see dames hurt.”

Juna regarded him for just a moment longer, wondering just a little if Dizzy was reaching out to her because of what he just said. It was hard to tell, though, for the Ambigo was admiring her ass and figure and her ass – in that order – before he had figured out she was crying, and he was showing signs that her Sith Maiden pheromones were heightening his sexual interests in her. Since the Ambigo had no one, she assumed, it would affect him tremendously. She chose to ignore him leering at her buttocks as she went to the counter to receive the data cards.
“Okay, Miss, here it is: your new communication and message accounts,” said the cheery Human female, whose nametag labeled her Bascili. “They are activated and ready to go. Sorry it took so long; had a tech support issue to clear up.”

“Thank you,” said Juna, inspecting the data cards that would load the new information into the Flora Noir databanks and, in turn, grant her access to the new accounts opened for her on the HoloNet and the various other messaging centers in the galaxy. She figured as long as the Sith Hunters were monitoring her older message accounts to track her, she might as well see how quick they could adapt to her changing accounts. Before she could do more in terms of planning, she had to see how well the Sith Hunters reacted to her actions. Plus, she needed to contact Casper again, somehow, someway, and it was going to start with the new accounts.
“But can I give you some advice?” offered the counterperson. The Ambigo made a noise because, although he was enjoying the site of Juna’s ass, and would have liked to stare at her ample breasts as well, he had been waiting for quite a while. “You should change the perimeters of the outgoing source file. You know, change your identification.”
“And why is that?” asked Juna rhetorically, already knowing the answer but needing time to make sure the data cards were not damage before she left the counter.

“Well, a name like Juna Rapier nowadays is unpopular, you know?” The counter girl was one of those that when on a roll speaking wise, they kept going. “I’ve seen so many Junipers and Jasmines and Jai’Hais and Jades. And Juna Rapiers: I’ve seen them too. I’m pretty sure those Juna Rapiers are changing their outgoing I.D. as we speak.”
“Really?” mused Juna, as she just counted up the disks. In a perfect galaxy, everyone had their own unique name, but in this galaxy, where the Corellian children were named after the Corellian Goddess of Love Juna, it was a better than given odds bet that some of those Corellian and non-Corellian Junas alike were going to have the last name Rapier or close to it in name and sound. The name Rapier was not created in the Nubian colonial lexicon ages ago when Naboo was founded, so there was a great chance ultra-distance relatives existed in the galaxy that still bore the Rapier name, far removed from the Nome Royal Dynasty bloodlines that existed in the Rapier Nubians. In fact, Juna knew there were thousands that shared her first and last name – she looked it up a long time ago, and only half of them were Human.

The caveat of changing accounts was the over-regulation that was passed after the Shut Down had caused a stir to reform the Republic’s communication system from hardware to the access of it. Due to lost information and the scams born out of the Shut Down, open source telecommunication access and free roam messaging ended; from now on, if someone opened a new account, they had to supply their life story in the form of a verifiable credit report. There were ways around this, but it required Juna to go to the Outer Rim and wait for months, maybe a year, for the well paid integrators to slip the accounts in. Juna, perhaps, could have sliced her way in, but that required time she did not have. So, she opened new accounts legitimately.

“Ah yeah, they’ve been talking about it on the ‘Net,” continued the clerk. “She’s trouble, even if that idiot senator screwed things up yesterday. Folks on the ‘Net are figuring she’s going to get away with it again. They’re right, of course. The rich like her always do.” She heard something and turned to the HoloNet feed. “Oh, they’re talking about it in the replay cycle now.”

The Bothan reporter with fake hair manning a faux news desk pretended to read from a fake report the news he read so easily from the unseen line projector. “….the fiasco has called into question again why politicians of high office should be allowed to run for any reelection, and whether they are genuine in their sincerity about such dangers and problems the Republic faces on an almost daily basis. We go to our Coruscant correspondent No Ubeliski. No, good evening, what’s your take on this?”

A Coruscanti Human that would never connect with the common citizen of the Republic joined the Bothan commentator on a split screen. “Naluk, once again this is a very sad day for the Senate, one of many recently. Just as it appeared Senator Bly Coaxial and his fellow Senators had perhaps seized the day and were going to be vindicated for their years of struggle with exposing Juna Angelleia for the deceitful fraud that we all know she is, they blow it with this manufactured evidence.”
“Let me ask: we’re you rooting for them to succeed, you sound like you are?”

“Oh no, I wasn’t: all anyone wants is the truth in regards to such a powerful Human female like Lady Angelleia.”

“Come on, No, let’s be serious here: you just said ‘the deceitful fraud that WE all know she is’. First, I’m not part of this ‘we’ concept in this.”

“Then you are the only one.”

As the two wrangled back and forth, file footage was projected over the two combatants. Juna recognized the image: it was taken over four years ago, when Terese Maltanaw Landana was still alive; it showed Juna, Terese, and Jarah at Queen Amidala’s Royal Coronation. The sound of commentary was spoken over by the sudden sputtering from the counter girl and the Ambigo from behind Juna as the two finally realized who they were talking to.
Juna just dropped a few pieces of solid pure gold coins on the counter and mused, “You know…..you just can’t trust what you see and hear on the HoloNet these days.” Stowing the data cards in a frontal satchel hooked to her belt on her dress, she turned around to confront the Ambigo. Smiling as he stood there, mouth dropped open, she said politely, “Excuse me.”
The Ambigo blinked, and then stepped aside. Juna gave him a nod and glided past him without giving any of them another thought. She overpaid for the services rendered, but given the counter girl’s opinion of her she thought best to at least pay for the counter girl’s freely expressed opinion; it was, after all, her ‘two credits’ worth, and Juna would not wish to be thought of as being ‘too cheap’ to listen to someone’s misguided perceptions of her. 
The counter girl’s guffaw told an interesting story to Juna that required a skillful protocol droid in order to truly interpret it: either she pretended to hate Juna because everyone else hated her and did not want to be viewed as sympathetic or be left out of the bashing, or she truly hated Juna for any one of a few thousand reasons that entered her mind. Regardless which it was, it did not matter: pretend hate was hate; agreeing with hate was hate; pop culture hate was hate; media-influenced hate was hate; state-sponsored hate was hate. As far as Juna could tell, people hated her because she existed.

Walking on, Juna was still curious about the news concerning those committee meetings and eventually found a convenient all night eatery that broadcasted her former media company the Galactic HoloChannel. To pass the time listening to the news feed she ordered a considerable amount of take out; Angelleia was hold up in the Flora Noir and it had been hours since either female had ate anything. Since her Gessa was so unfairly stuck on the ship, at least Juna felt she could stuff her face with comfort food. And so she waited for the orders to be completed, and paid one of the waiters to go buy a cart so she could carry the stuff back to her ship, and absorbed all the information available to the public. By the time her order was completed and she pushed the cart out, Juna had a lot of new things to think about, which was better than wishing aimlessly that Dizzy had died.

By the time she had reached landing pad 81 in the lower economic class section of the space station and the Flora Noir’s ramp, Angelleia was descending it. She asked, “What took so long?”
“Recon,” said Juna, who was now in a hurry. She ordered, “Get back on the ship! Seriously!” She chased Angelleia back up the ramp with the cart and sealed the hatch. “Last thing we need right now is one of the snitches in the dark out there talking about spotting a Vhinphyc.”

Angelleia’s stomach complained at the same time as her mouth. “That is if any of them know what a Vhinphyc is anymore. Besides,” she gestured towards Juna, “you’re more famous than I am.”

“I’m hated more than you are,” corrected Juna. She fiddled with each of the fourteen bags to find her order, which was quite large by itself; the rest was for Angelleia. “People can swear they saw me tonight, and the hate the listeners will have for me will just pass it off as bullshit; no way does rich bitch Juna Rapier fly coach, stay in roach hotels, and hangs around in the bowels of Commenor space stations.”
Angelleia could sense the less-than-subtle shift in Juna’s calm, but said nothing as Juna said, “As for you, you are a Bothan Baron Coin, worth over a million credits alone in value, rarely dropped on the ground, rarely so out in the open, waiting for someone to pick you up. From the Senate to the Fringe, everyone knows Enothchild Sarch is dead, and the Vhinphyc race with him. When you start getting around the galaxy in the future, wielding your father’s lightsaber, it’s going to be terrible surprise for them. It’s best to keep it that way, for now. Besides that, the Sith Hunters have eyes and ears and would be very interested in any little Vhinphyc girl sightings.”
“Okay, I get it,” said Angelleia in frustration. She grabbed what appeared to be a pound of shredded beef in between a bun. Juna snatched that way from her, and the bag it came from.

“That’s mine,” said Juna. She guided the cart with the Dark Side to the table. Angelleia followed behind, grumbling. Sighing, Juna sat down and said, “I’m sorry, I’m being difficult because it’s been a difficult day.”

Angelleia sat down and said, “I expect nothing less from a civilian.” Juna looked at her funny. “It’s a joke.”

Juna finally got the joke, understanding that it was a thought a normal Jedi would have when dealing with a feeling, emotional entity, which compared to them that was everyone that was not a Jedi to begin with. Being around Angelleia again made Juna feel so good; another hour without her or around that counter girl and Juna was sure she would use Force Lightening on someone. The food helped her mood too, but it was nowhere close to the presence and undying Light that sat across from her.
Remembering why she went out, Juna pulled out the data cards and laid them out on the table. “The new accounts; all that needs to be done is program them into the ship. I would like to see how fast my pursuers will react to the switch.”

Angelleia mumbled something with her mouth full, sighed in content and realization, and finished chewing and swallowing her ample bites of taun-taun strip stake. She said, “Don’t you mean ‘our pursuers’?”

Juna smirked and said, “I don’t think they want to kill you, Angelleia, just use you to get to me.” She set her sandwich down. “There have been developments.” Angelleia stopped eating to listen. “Senator Coaxial had forced Rose to testify in his committee yesterday. It was a mess from the start, but it looked bad for me until one of the committee members was caught in a big lie. Apparently, I saved one extra body from Breslin that I forgot to mention.”

Angelleia frowned in confusion. Juna smirked again and said, “That’s a joke.” The Padawan nodded, and therefore Juna continued. “Supposedly, one of the hostages, one of my employees, had claimed he could identify Noss Phetter as the mastermind. The problem with that was the witness, this person, had not existed.”

“Manufactured witnesses?” quizzed Angelleia. After Juna nodded her head, she asked, “Who?”

“Coy Madex for sure; Bly Coaxial is too lazy to concoct an imaginary witness and the testimony along with it.”
In disdain, and even after learning what they both had learned from the events on Naboo recently through the MITES, Angelleia said, “I still cannot believe a Jedi would go so far as to do that. It’s not the truth, and it’s not justice.”
“I know,” agreed Juna, “but to be fair to Master Madex, he’s not a Jedi anymore, he’s a Sith Hunter. They’re kind of allowed such illegalities.”

“At your expense?” asked Angelleia.
“Oh, believe me, I’m not in favor of my demise,” assured Juna with a chuckle, but it did not soothe Angelleia one bit. She smirked again and pointed out, “You act as if Jedi don’t routinely wave a hand and have someone change their mind.”
Swallowing very little of her food this time, Angelleia mumbled, “Well….that’s different. It depends on the context.”

Juna smiled and said, “Right, as long as the chosen few only do it for the good of the galaxy, and do it to people who are wrong.” She held up her hands together to stop Angelleia’s certain retort about the Jedi being above the fray of bending morality as if bending a spoon in their mind. “For the good of the Republic it’s done. Believe me, I’m not complaining. I trust them to do it, be more responsible with it, than say someone like me, or someone like Bly Coaxial.”
After taking some more bites of her food, Juna said, “And so, Madex’s puppet in the Senate is done. In an ironic twist Senator Dod of the Trade Federation in so little words came to my defense.” Angelleia let her eyes bug out at that little nugget. “They dissolved the committee, ended the political aspect of the investigation, and recessed the Senate.”

“So it’s over!” Angelleia dropped her drip steak and slowly grinned.

“Afraid not,” said Juna. “In a week or two the hate for me will subside, my haters will go hibernate, but Madex’s overall goals are not tied into the Senate; they are tied into me being dead.” The thought of it and other matters made her put her push her food away. “The Sith are not going away either.”
Angelleia measured Juna’s reaction and stopped eating. She asked, “What’s the matter?”

Deflecting herself now, Juna rubbed her neck and said, “I was sure the Sith would had provided more fuel for the fire against me. Funnel in evidence or some witness to make me look bad; especially with the Sith controlling Coruscant.”
Because Juna had yet to clarify her point about the Sith on Coruscant, Angelleia just fumbled out, “But you said-.”

“That false statement witness was Coy Madex,” said Juna with certainty. “It was because the statement was tied to Breslin, something that could not be debunked if the Senators were not so put off by Rose’s assertive attack. My point is that this was an opportunity for the Sith to stop me and the Jedi for good from pursuing them. Or at least for a little while so they can do more harm throughout the galaxy.”
Choosing some of the thoughts she had debated in her head, Juna said, “I’m becoming a distraction for the Jedi. The Sith are counting on this; they want me out there looking guilty as hell so I can draw the likes of Madex to chase me. It keeps the Jedi distracted….and depending how close they are it keeps me away from carrying out my war against the Sith.”

Ravenous appetite shot to hell, Juna just slouched in the bench seat. Without even thinking about it, she pulled out her wedding rings necklace and played with the rings in her fingers with her eyes closed. Angelleia’s presence was still keeping her calm and grounded, keeping her from crying and getting upset, but she had to play with something in her frustrated hands other than food or her lightsaber. She could tell Angelleia was still not eating, and she knew the young girl was thinking and slowly accepting the truth she just echoed.

“So, what is next then, Juna?” asked Angelleia politely, and her feelings of concern for Juna coming out her mouth.

What was next for Juna was whether or not she should tell Angelleia the truth about who she really was to her. After hearing about the end of the Senate lizard monkey court, and seeing its end with her own eyes, every other thought she had featured that question. Coupled with the memory of Dizzy passing away that was still so fresh in her mind nearly five long years ago now, and how it occurred right in front of tiny, innocent Diggory, flooded Juna with ripe emotion and empathy and questioned all she had done to date. 
One would figure the Sith could not afford to have a Force-using rogue like her chasing them down and would gladly see her dead; the resistance they were putting up against Muriel early on proved that. She was the contradiction of Dark Expectations: Juna was not flocking to join the others in the Dark Side to ruin the galaxy, she was hell bent on using the Dark Side to stop them. The Sith were afraid enough of Juna that they haven’t even tried their traditional sales pitch of having her join them like they have been known to do in the past. Breslin revealed quite a bit to the Sith about Juna, just as Juna realized in the late evening of this day that the Sith revealed quite a bit about themselves. She had never doubted their abilities or the capacity for intelligent thought, but they were demonstrating a great deal of patience and were not afraid to employ different levels of process strategy. The Sith were borrowing heavily from Magus Prophet’s cause-and-effect playbook, but unlike Prophet who used the ‘engorged brain’ between his legs, the Sith Master was using the brain that mattered between his ears. 
No question now, the Sith knew the Sith Hunters were back, and with the Sith’s desires to wreck havoc in any way or form it was best to have someone like Juna running around and taking the blame than having her killed. As it stood right now, if and when the Sith did something evil, Juna was the patsy for it. The Sith actually were counting on her being alive and being able to survive, go on the run, so the Jedi would follow; they were showing some sick appreciation for her abilities that way. With the Sith Hunters, with Coy Madex running them blindly after Juna, the Sith were assured the pursuit would be ongoing. As much as Juna had some doubt that she could handle such a great responsibility forced upon her by her Sith enemies, thinking of Dizzy again threw a hydrospanner into the gearing. 

Once again Juna was forced to confront the reality that no matter how strong in the Dark Side she was, she was nothing compared to the power of unforeseeable destiny. Even when Juna was a Sith Maiden of Dark Purity, when she was much more powerful back then as compared to now, it was not enough to clearly see Enothchild’s death by her hands, prevent her Mother from being framed and going on the run, and stop Darth Rune for good. Dizzy’s natural death was not as sudden as others who had died to whom Juna could not have seen their ends, like when her Father was butchered by Prophet, but even with the heads up from the Force a full hour beforehand did nothing to change the outcome. Destiny was like someone reading a hard bound novel, where the future was hidden from sight until the present catches up with it by the turn of the page. It could be said that one could always take that novel and flip ahead to the end of the book to know the outcome of the story, but what prevents that in the Force as well as in story reading was the immediate anticipation for what was to come on the next page. In short, the Force would only reveal what was necessary for one to see.
But as Enothchild had told Juna so many times before it was the choices they made that determined the outcome of their own destinies. She could not deny that, because of her foolery, because of her belief that she was all powerful, Juna had recklessly charged into battle against a weaker in power opponent in Rune and eventually lost; that loss lead to that appointment in destiny where she Force Drained Enothchild to save her and their unborn Gessa. Her choices, her decisions, her free will: it all lead her to that foreseen moment. It all happened, destiny, and it happened even when she knew the outcome, and it happened because of those choices.

It was debatable, but without the Force Juna knew of two reasonable outcomes in her current situation: either she was going to die, or she was not going to die. It was all going to be based on what she decided to do next, and then off of every decision she made from there. Those two certainties, so general and without detail and not set in stone and lacking other intangibles surrounding it related to them one way or the other, scared her. Thus, she began to question her decision to keep Angelleia by her side now that Coaxial was finished, the Sith satisfied with her patsy status, and the Sith Hunters still bent on destroyer her. Like Dizzy, her life could end suddenly with no means for anyone to prevent it. What she did not want to happen is to die without Angelleia ever knowing the truth that she was her mother.
It was that question that kept Juna right where they were, doing nothing other than contemplating other matters that could not be figured out until that question was answered. Juna weighed the options. She could still not tell Angelleia, keep her by her side for protection, and chance the possibility that nothing bad would happen to either of them or both of them as the Sith Hunters continued their pursuit; anything could happen in the chase, and the Sith could easily change their minds.

She could still not tell Angelleia, and with Commenor so close to Coruscant Juna could either take her there herself, land discretely far away from the Jedi Temple, and just have her find her way home. She could also arrange Angelleia’s transportation, have her go on public transport, or hire a ship. She could perhaps have Angelleia contact the Jedi Order to have them pick her up.
Or she could tell Angelleia the truth.

Juna had a hard time believing the truth was the right way to go after all the lies she had told Angelleia. That girl was showing so much compassion for her, which was predicated on those lies she told. She feared how it would change things between them. Just as she feared dying without telling Angelleia the truth, she feared her possible negative reaction to the truth as well. She feared the response so much it scared Juna enough to ignore the presence of the Sith on Coruscant and just allow Angelleia to go back to the Jedi Temple.

Juna herself had reacted very wrongly to revelations in her own past; she sabotaged her political career to spite her parents because Bendian had lied about her authorization to go to Vhanba and because Naressa wanted Bendian to go to prison for doing it. And just as she was professing her true love for him, Juna discovered that Enothchild and Naressa had a secret one-time sexual affair beforehand that made her feel so betrayed by the both of them she slapped Enothchild, branding him with the curse that would mark his destined end by her hands. Before all of that, and after all of it, the truth was so very important to Juna and she lived her life by it. She believed that no matter how painful the truth hurt it had to be felt. But here Juna was now, hesitant to feel that pain, and not wanting Angelleia to feel the pain either.

Deflecting again, Juna continued the conversation that had only ceased for about thirty seconds. “I don’t really know. Every time I think I….I see my best friend Dizzy Arnes dying for…whatever reason. The anniversary of his death is close on hand, but… I….eh.” She played with her rings again, trying to get her thoughts together and out of her mouth. “Let’s just say back then, as now, it was not a good time for me.”

“I’m so sorry,” said Angelleia gently. “So he died before the invasion, right?” Juna nodded, and the young girl picked at her food. But she inhaled and said, “You do know he is at peace, don’t you?” Juna looked at her as if seeing her from afar. “He is in the Force now, where he had come from, returning home where he needs to be. You should not grieve for those who have found a better place to exist, free of pain and the burden of emotion. He is all around us, a part of the forever-.”
“Stop,” instructed Juna calmly and quietly. And suddenly, for the first time since Angelleia had dropped Enothchild’s lightsaber, she was emotionally and visibly becoming upset. “If you think such words comfort me, they don’t. Not because I am a being of Darkness, but because I live in reality.”

Angelleia sputtered and said, “I’m sorry.”

“You’re sorry, sure.” Juna forced herself to her feet and walked away from the table. Running her fingers through her hair to untangle her thoughts, she turned back around and said, “What the smeck was that coming out of your mouth!”

Mouth agape, Angelleia was confused. Juna just said, “Dizzy Arnes was in a better place, and at peace, when he alive and with his wife and his beautiful son. He’s dead, and he might be part of the Force, but he can never touch them like he did.”

“He touches them in different ways, now,” cried Angelleia.

“No!” Juna shouted and pointed a finger. “No, he can’t! It is not the same! You may think we walking, talking shells of existence are here only to hold our Force energies between stops on the road of enlightened infinity, but you are wrong to ever think the flesh, and the beating heart, are just some fairy tale and the great beyond is something we must all look forward to!”
Angelleia, in shock, said, “I didn’t say that!”

“You don’t have to! Just about every Jedi I have met or read about believed as you do. They talk about having compassion and love for those in the Force, but noticed it has nothing to do with the living and the dead. It sickens me every time I hear that. I know Dizzy Arnes and he would trade infinity in order to make love to Muriel and help her raise Diggory to become the very man he was, if not better! But he can’t do any of that! The Force won’t let him because it needs him? What kind of dogma is that to look forward to? He’s not in a better place, because he has to wait for Diggory and Muriel to die before he could know that happiness he had fought, and sacrificed, and killed to have! He was due every selfish thought and desire he wanted. To believe you, the Force took it all away because it needed him? One man? One good man? The Force could afford not to have all the good men, and good women, and good children in this universe; it does not have to take all that we hold dear, and love, at the time of its choosing! That’s not peace, that existence Angelleia, that’s HELL!”
Without anything she could say to stop Juna’s outburst, all Angelleia could say was, “I’m sorry.”

Frustrated by the word and by its use by Angelleia, Juna just scoffed, “No, you’re not.”

Finally reaching a breaking point in her trained and honed resolve herself, Angelleia just jumped up and walked off the ship with five bags of food in her hands.
Juna could only spat out, “SMECK!” But she realized that going after her was not going to solve the problem. Maybe, if she was lucky, Angelleia would make the decision for her and just keep walking.
----------------------------------------

CHAPTER 54.1
Whether it was because Juna used the dark side of the Force, or because Juna was a stressed out, overworked, overprotective, emotionally spent enigma reaching the end of her tractor beam tether, Angelleia just couldn’t stand her anymore. A Jedi was patient, but a Jedi had limits, and she felt she reached them. It was not what could be considered blasphemy – since the Jedi really do not believe in the concept of blasphemy – on Juna’s part for putting down what Angelleia believed in her heart was true; it was because Juna was right, Angelleia was not sorry.
Angelleia was upset enough to get out of there, but not too upset to forget how hungry she was. But she took a long walk to calm herself and find peace, and has always let the Force guide her towards someplace peaceful and quiet, and with any hope far away from the Flora Noir for a while. The space station had lots of room and at the late hour plenty of empty corridors and sitting benches. She found a place and finished eating she had brought with her as slow as possible so she could think.
Over time, Angelleia found on one hand that she had to consider the fact Juna was truly under a brutally terrible assault. Juna was not being bombarded from orbit or facing a legion of shock troops, but she was not getting any appreciation for all the right she did do, and she was getting cursed for all the wrongs she had allegedly done or never did at all. Angelleia had to open herself up to the reality that the psychological barrage had been hammering Juna not just in the past month and not in the past couple of years; it had been going on literally since the day she was born. She stood up and fought it, which brought new enemies down on her, which brought new reasons for the people that hated her to fight her. Ironically, because as far as Angelleia knew Juna had never killed such political and societal enemies, they just joined together and reproduced when those new reasons showed themselves. Juna did try to shed those ropses so she could fight a war against the Sith, but all it had done was just brought the last thirty plus years of her life crashing down on top of her. That meant every bad event in her life was multiplied that much more when it reflected on the current situation she was in. Juna was not broken, but she was pretty damn close in Angelleia’s estimation; she was in a never-ending cycle of having to prove her intentions.
On the other hand, Angelleia could see that Juna took on responsibilities when she never let go of any of her previous obligations completely. In a small way Juna let the doubters and the speculators dictate some of her moves by doing what they wanted or by doing the exact opposite. In Angelleia’s view, even in the current state of the galaxy, Juna had to let go. It was not that the galaxy and the people in it did not want her to be their savior; it was because Juna took on the responsibility when and where she was not needed. It became a habit, a process for Juna to repeat herself over and again, to be a hero, be a responsible person because either people want her to be or she feels she needs to be. As much as it was special for any Jedi to see someone do something positive in life, Juna was overdoing it. There was after all, in Angelleia’s view, twelve Jedi Masters leading the Jedi Order and not one with all that responsibility.
Angelleia took care of her trash, and although still hungry she kept walking away from the general vicinity of the Flora Noir; the station eventually curbed back around, another hour’s walk would take her back to her landing pad. Angelleia figured she needed just about that much time to think about things more just as Juna needed the time to relax, meditate, and not think. Angelleia had to admit, she never thought anyone could think about so much and so quickly as Juna could. And Juna’s great abilities and skills were just astounding, if not life shortening – the Vhinphyc Padawan was not going to get over those insane and insanity-inducing Force-lead blind jumps through hyperspace. It was genuinely a pity for Juna not to have been introduced to the Jedi Order as a baby; surely it would have saved her from so much grief, it would have made her someone else.
Only, Angelleia begin to think that if Juna had been trained traditionally, she definitely would not have become the person she was now, and that would have been bad. She began to see the error in her ways that lead Juna to react like she did, understanding that her version of tact was not just terrible, it was predicated on an assumed wrong. Often Angelleia was blind to the idea that not everyone was a Jedi; they did not think like a Jedi, act like a Jedi, and just because they wanted to be like a Jedi, or agreed with the Jedi about such things as peace, they were never going to be, think, act, or follow the Jedi way from the capital letter to the period in a sentence. Just because Juna was trained by her father Enothchild did not make her a Jedi, and without the dark side plaguing her it still would not make any difference to Angelleia’s view. As much as a Jedi could say not to grieve, people still have funerals to mourn the loss of their dead. As much as a Jedi could say never act out of anger, aggression happened anyways in the field of battle or on the floor of a bar because someone was going to act. As much as a Jedi could say never to fear they could not expect people not to have a healthy respect for danger. To be a Jedi, a proper Jedi, one had to be one all their life; in midstream it was impossible. Juna had felt and was guided by emotion all of her life, and the loss of a love one, and the potential losses of other loves ones, drove her emotionally to save them. Was it Angelleia’s place, then, to question it, doubt it, and at the worst possible moment expose Juna to a philosophy she truly did not believe in?
After another while, Angelleia wished her other Father Casper was there to help her. Personal matters like this were mind boggling to Angelleia, for they ran opposed to the basic tenets of the Jedi Code. She had never thought the Jedi way could ever hurt someone so; no one explained to her that it could, only that there would be disagreement, nothing more. As Casper used to say to her if the universe was that perfect, the Jedi would not be needed. If anything, Juna was good enough to explain the problem to her, but Angelleia really wanted her foster Father to tell her.
The next expanse was populated with some Humans lying about wherever they could find a place to rest; many were sleeping, some just laid awake because of paranoia, worry, despair, or whatever else crossed their minds that Angelleia could sense in the Force. The scattered about seemed to be all part of a group just waiting for the ticket counter for the Trans Corellian Flightliner Service to open; a rare sight to see a business not open for business on the space station, even with the lack of customers.
Seeing that perhaps it was not wise to walk through the area and disturb those who needed their rest, Angelleia took the adjacent corridor that would work around the congestion. To her surprise, it went upward to the next level. “That’s strange,” she said to herself. Right at the top of the ramp way she looked over the serene multi-corridor before her over and had a thought that it would be easy for someone to get lost if they did not go back the way they had come.

Angelleia sensed the despair before she smelled the tears. The station had a draft to it, provided by the small air recyclers creating artificial currents as it provided breathable atmosphere. The artificial wind did not carry the sound of sobs, but it carried the scent of water and the base proteins lactoferrin, lysozyme  and lacritin: mammalian bipedal Humanoid, and very young given the lack of maturation in the water molecules for it lacked the nectar wastes associated with pre-adults and older. She decided to track by the Force instead of her nose because unlike real wind the jet streams were all over the place. She found herself in that imagined scenario of being completely lost as she turned corners and found the same hall she had previously been in staring right back at her.
Not amused by the station designer’s sick sense of humor, Angelleia snatched her lightsaber from her belt and justified aloud, “I’m just an inspired decorator, desperate to get to work on the redecorating.” 

She ignited Enothchild’s old weapon and slashed cleanly through one of the corners of the four way corridor, knowing it would take her straight back and around to the ramp. Leaving the weapon on, she kept going, marking her way at every turn. Sure, the unnecessary vandalism was wrong, but Angelleia did not think it was right to create such a scenario of design that could accidentally bring harm to a child. And there was that feeling again in her, that feeling she had in what seemed to be so long ago on Desderanda X when she saw that innocent Anomid girl dead….
Turning another corner, Angelleia heard the sobs and located the source. A huddled form not that much smaller than she was pressed against the wall of the corridor. Shutting down the lightsaber and stowed it, Angelleia let the sobs register in her ears; a girl no doubt and she was praying. It made her stomach pitch forward as it again made Angelleia think about that dead Anomid girl, as she had imagined her in her final seconds of life hiding under her bed, frightened, praying for her parents to save her even though they were just killed….

Angelleia pressed ahead and fell back on all of her training to get through the moment. She tapped the frightened child’s shoulder and asked politely, “Hello there, what seems to be the matter, are you lost?”

The girl, Human, was at least six standard years of age, expressed a lot of emotions all at once, and in the Force Angelleia felt them all; it surprised her that a child could possess such an arraying ability of emotions when her primary one at the moment was fear. Since the girl did not appear to be able to talk, Angelleia said, “You no longer need to be afraid. I guess you can say I am a sheppard of wayward children. And judging by your clothing, you belong with the people down stairs. Would you like to come with me? I’ll take you to them.”
The girl played with her dress skirt and asked shyly, “Are you Presence?”

“Oh no, I’m here,” assured Angelleia, not quite getting the context of the response. She grabbed the girl’s hand. “See? Please come with me. I’m sure your parents are worried, or will be when they realize you are missing.”

The girl put up no resistance as Angelleia helped her up and escorted her gently back the way she came. The girl said, “My parents will be mad at me.”

“Don’t confuse their relief for anger,” stressed Angelleia. “Their fears will instill an overprotective reaction. I’m afraid you must bare it. But know that they do so because love you so and don’t want you to be hurt.”
As Angelleia lead the girl to the ramp, the girl broke away and ran down. She had thought to stop her, but she figured the girl realized where they were and she could get back to her parents. Angelleia was at least happy she could do something related to her services as a Jedi; it had been a long three weeks of really doing little. Even though this was not a life or death situation, it made Angelleia feel really good to help someone.
By the time Angelleia reached the end of the ramp and was back in the waiting area, the little girl had already awakened her asleep parents and she had successfully made them confused by her breathless telling of the story. She said to them excitedly, which was causing the others around the scene to be awakened, “And I did what you told me! I did! I did! I prayed and prayed, and look!” The girl pointed to Angelleia. “There’s Presence now!”

The parents were still confused when they followed their daughter’s pointing finger. The both looked at Angelleia as she approached them, and she noted that they took another moment to eye her careful again. Their eyes grew big; the mother’s mouth dropped open in shock. With the rest of the people that were awake looking oddly at her, Angelleia began to wish she had her Healer robe and could flip her hood back over her head. The situation was beginning to make her uncomfortable.
The girl’s father looked just as uncomfortable as he approached her and said, “You found my daughter?”
“Yes,” said Angelleia. She figured it was best to introduce herself. She bowed and said, “I’m Angelleia Knightshade, a Healer of the Jedi Order. I was just in the area when I sensed her desperation. I found her lost upstairs.”
“Th-Thank you,” said the man. He put his hand to his heart and said, “Linus Wegdim, husband of Calentara, father of precious Eldena. Pardon me from ending, Jedi, but are you not a Vhinphyc, a Child of Presence?”

It then made sense to Angelleia what little Eldena had asked before, given now the father’s religious-spoken requirement of inquiry and the other revelations. The group were believers of the Path, a religion born from the Vhinphyc home world of Vhanba, created by the being known as Presence who had ended the horrible evil reign of the one known as the Overlord and who finally afterwards laid the basis of unity through spirituality. Presence’s story of survival as a slave of the Overlord, and later her courage and wisdom that saved millions of Vhanbadian lives, had migrated from the isolationist world of Vhanba and had touched so many non-Vhinphycs throughout the galaxy with its philosophies regarding life, marriage, children, equality, and positive societal structure. Many of the Path off of Vhanba referred the Vhinphyc as Children of Presence.
Angelleia knew a little about the Path religion because her father Casper came from a family and colony that believed in the religion; he just taught her the basics since the Jedi religion should had been her only worry of study. She said, “There is no need to ask for forgiveness from me. Yes, I am a Vhinphyc, but I am a Jedi, first and foremost, at your humble service.”
“But you must pardon my child,” stressed the man, “I know a Jedi has much better things to do that chase down a wandering child.”

Angelleia shook her head. “Finding your daughter was no problem. Be thankful: no harm came to her, and I was able to find her in time. She’s learned her lesson: spend the rest of the time adoring her.”

“I will be thankful, and I will heed your advice,” said Linus. “We are believers of the Wisdom of the Wake, to embrace your wisdom that rolls in with the tide of knowledge, and to release our negative feelings that rolls out with the tide of ignorance.”
Confused and curious, Angelleia asked, “The Wisdom of the Wake?”

The wife and mother Calentara felt obligated to speak, for it was her equal right and equal responsibility to do so. “You are not familiar with the different forms of the Path? That is our philosophy in which we all here live by, that we are governed by the principals held dear to the metaphors of water and wind. In our Holy Savior Presence’s wisdom, she saw the need for acceptance as well as the need for release.”

Showing genuine, not fanatical, concern, Calentara asked, “You do not know of this?”

“Your pardon,” said Angelleia, “I only know so little. I was born many years after the destruction of Vhanba, and I was discovered as an orphan by the Jedi Knights. I follow the Path of the Jedi, so that is all I truly know.”
“I see,” said Calentara. She smiled and said, “Then you are blessed by Presence to follow the Jedi Path, even if she had never expressed such words in the Bible. It must be so, for you found our Eldena. This is a blessing for us by Presence as well; we have been waiting for so long to gain passage to the world of Elassasia; your arrival is a sign of good that we will be going there very soon.”

Finding herself embarrassed by the elation, Angelleia scratched the back of her head and humbly said, “I…was honestly just walking around.”

With a tear trickling down the woman’s face, she bent quickly down, grabbed Angelleia’s free hand and kissed the back of it. Angelleia really did not know what to do; she just let it happen and hoped nothing more of it would happen. The last thing she wanted to do was be mistaken for a deity of some kind to good, decent people. But that was all Calentara did, for she rose and retreated back to her husband and to her daughter; the others just watched on, some with hope and tears both in their eyes.

“Okay then,” said Angelleia in relief they totally missed. She gave them a bow and said, “Good luck, and May the Force be with you.”

“May Presence be your ally, Lady Jedi,” said Linus in return respect.
As Angelleia took her leave, she heard the little girl say to her mother, “But I did pray for Presence, and she came, she did!”

She heard the mother whisper, “Yes, she did.”

Angelleia felt she should not stay around longer to discuss the matter further; she did not need another entanglement on top of the other issues she still had to deal with. They were truly, indeed, good people, but she felt it wrong for them to place her on a pedestal of worship, and it would have made no difference if she told them not to do it. After all, it was against her religion, the Jedi religion, to downcast other faiths in principal. Spirituality, no matter how much science disproves it and other beings were annoyed by it, was often the backbone of civilized society and provided ways for followers to achieve serenity, and kindness, and intelligence. If such thoughts were able to inspire any good, then who were the Jedi, and Angelleia specifically, to say it was wrong? Therefore, in this situation, it was best to remove herself from their perceptions in the learned, practiced, and expected Jedi way: in peace, so all would remain so.
There was a part of Angelleia that did enjoy something from that exchange; she actually did something. Her original intent in finding the girl gave her a sense of achievement she had starving for; such hunger, she finally realized now, was far greater than what she felt in her stomach. Physical hunger, now that her good deed starvation was cured, came back to gnaw on her empty stomach. After dealing with the crisis presented to her, Angelleia felt much better and really wanted to get back to the Noir. She was certain Juna was done being upset by now, and she could see Juna’s point and the error of her own ways. It still did not quite explain things; she began to register that in her mind.
The sudden THUMP behind her after she had passed a collection of port accesses made Angelleia jump a figurative mile and made her mentally kick herself for not being more alert to her surroundings. Turning around in control, she noted a rather large, bald-headed Human man had collapsed face first on the floor. Her nose caught the bad smell of burnt flesh finally, driving her down to the ground beside him. With ease, she rolled the big, middle-aged man over; during the roll, she noticed his right arm was chard badly and so took care to ease him on his back.
Getting around the Human in two quick strides, Angelleia’s Healer training took over as she inspected the damaged appendage; it appeared at first glance the Human’s apparent prosthetic assist mechanism had horrible shorted out and cooked itself into his flesh. She shut down her sense of smell, for the odor was just churning her empty stomach.

“Sir,” said Angelleia, trying to get him awake with a shake of his face in both her hands. “Sir, are you with me?” She knew he was alive; the question was if he was in shock, or in a coma, or just out. It was important to know because it would help her decide what to do next. “Sir, if you can hear me I need you to open your eyes. Can you open your eyes for me? Just open your eyes and we’ll go from there. That’s it.”
The man’s eyes fluttered open and barely stayed open. Angelleia said, “Over here, can you see me? Over here, hey!” She drew his head by his chin over towards her. His eyes became a little more clear after another second, and then after another his blue eyes got wider. “Can you see me and hear me? You’re seriously injured. Can you acknowledge me?”
The man eyes locked open wide as if he was in horror, and he became just as stiff with fright. Angelleia assured him the best she could with a smile, “You’re lucky I was in the neighborhood. If I’m not mistaken,” she looked up at the corridor next to her and read the universal sign for hospital, “you were on your way to the emergency room.”

Seeing that he was too transfixed in the horror of suffering, Angelleia laid both her hands on his temples, breathed in, and upon her exhale she commanded, “Relax.” Her energies filled the man’s pain-panicked mind and quickly subdued him into a state of unconsciousness. When she knew he was out cold, Angelleia tested his ruined arm and just saw terrible damage that was beyond a Healer’s skill to repair adequately with the Force alone. The corrupted flesh was flaking off, exposing more than the red-pink new skin in other spots. Some of the damage went right to the bone.
“It’s your lucky day, big fellow,” said Angelleia. She thought to use the Force to move him, but instead she grabbed him, yanked him up, and then yanked him up again because he was quite heavy for a Human who was not fat. But she managed his weight finally just fine, throwing him over both her tiny, narrow shoulders in a Soldier’s Carry. “You fell behind someone that can treat your wounds and carry you to the hospital. Here we go.” She pumped as much healing energies she could wrap her focus around to stabilize him as she marched quickly and effortlessly for the hospital, which made her drop the block she had on her sense of smell. That charbroiled stench nearly pierced her concentration; she had to ignore it, and the other things her nose was telling her, such as the odd smell of blood she did not know belong to a Neimoidian.
Not that the Human, McBain, could tell Angelleia what he had done at the moment.
----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 54.2

Travakask would prove to be not only a cold location for McBain, but that it would become the least of Casper’s worries. The whole trip to Travakask was marred by his inability to access Branch’s message account, for which he knew the codes to do so. By the time he reached the system, Casper dared tried his own message accounts, the ones Coy Madex was perhaps tapped into, and discovered his messages accounts no longer existed.
“The hell?” wondered Casper to himself after having spent so much time trying Branch’s account in the hopes of uncovering some clues his late friend may have accumulated after having trouble in the beginning in accessing his own account. It was also possible that the killer McBain may have been using those accounts now as a new means of communication separate from audio and holographic transmission. As much as Casper wanted to believe that was the only reason why he was pursuing the matter it honestly preoccupied his mind, keeping him from looking at the damning data card Grimmer Dugal had given him back on HoloNet One.
Orbiting the minor primary world of Travaskask, which was a not what one would call the next great vacation spot in the Mid Rim, Casper began the process of contacting technical support about his and Branch’s accounts. Given the lateness of the standard time there was a chance he was going to be stuck waiting for a while. That left the Dugal data card leering at him on the dash board of the ship.

Quickly, to avoid the data card, Casper split the beam of his transmission and decided to contact Travakask Traffic Control. McBain’s injuries were going to be serious enough, and if Dugal was correct this was the nearest place to get help of any kind. The bright side of the whole situation was McBain’s taking of Branch’s ship. Casper had doubted very much McBain had any time to change the Jedi Joke’s profiles broadcasted by its identification transponder.
After some run around with one of the controllers, the supervisor came online and joined the conversation. “This is supervisor Dcorn, you say you are a Jedi?”

“Yes, Casper Knightshade of the Jedi Order, on board the Katlas Rise out of Naboo,” said Casper, repeating himself for the fifth time. “I am tracking the vicious killer responsible for Ord Mantell.”

“And you believe that maniac has come here?” Dcorn’s horror was genuine, as well as his quiet cussing out of his subordinate. “Please explain.”

Casper said, in short, “In the process of murdering a lawman on HoloNet One to steal his ship the suspect was badly injured. I have the identification profiles of that stolen ship, so I need you to please tell me it is there.”
“Standard procedure is to notify our authorities in regards of such matters,” said Dcorn, echoing the subordinates run-around point from before. Then he said, “But this is not a standard situation. Transmit what you have, Master Jedi: I will take full responsibility for the violation of this monsters ‘civil’ rights.”

“If he has not changed the identification profiles,” said Casper, skipping the Jedi required warning for people who put themselves in situations of risk, “the ship is called the Jedi Joke, its model a Corellian Sidewinder XL.”
“One moment; I will make further inquires with this information with the neighboring systems as a routine security check,” said Dcorn. “There is a good chance he may have skipped us.” And then all went silent.
Before Casper could even consider the other possibilities of where McBain and the Joke might be, the other part of his transmission beam reacted to an incoming transmission. It was coming from Commenor, and in the audio-only transmission, a young female voice announced, “This is Joi Bascili, customer service technician for the Hanso Communication Services out of Coruscant in the sector, how may I help you?”
“Yes, I have been trying to access my message accounts for the past six hours and I haven’t had any luck,” said Casper plainly. “I was hoping to get the Coruscant exchange to fix the problem at the source.”

“If it’s a hardware problem, then they are the ones to fix it,” said the young woman. “If it’s a matter of the accounts, than any customer service rep can help you. Just going by the protocol, sorry.”

“Very well,” said Casper, just a tad annoyed. In such matters it was better to clear up even a minor problem at the source, not by the outsource. Accepting his fate for the moment, he said, “One of my accounts is registered through the Jedi Order. Knightshade, Casper, account code seven, seven, three, one, one, one, two, one, five, password is in long key. My Day Word is Flush; my Night Word is Trinket.”

After some clearly audible typing silence followed, and then Bascili said, “Are you sure of that information, Sir, it says here it doesn’t exist.”

Rubbing his scratchy, bearded chin in curiosity, Casper said, “I am quite sure. My service number is my account number, and it is tied to the Jedi Order’s indent catalogue. The only way I know how it can be deleted is at the Jedi Temple. Please check it again: Knightshade with a K, first name Casper with a C, account seven-seven-three-one-one-one-two-one-five. Day Word Flush; Night Word Trinket.”
Again, the girl said, “I’m sorry, that account does not exist.”

A cold feeling had crept close enough to Casper’s perceptions to make him physically shake it off with the shaking of his hairy head. Jedi Order message accounts were locked in the Jedi Database; only the Jedi Council had the ability to alter it, add to it, and delete the account at will. It made no sense for the Council to delete his existence unless they thought he was dead. Or perhaps something far more sinister was at work; perhaps some form of Sith Hunter trickery.

Shaking his head again, Casper thought of another possibility. Although the Jedi message accounts were locked in at the Temple, the means to access them from the outside were not provided by the Jedi themselves. As well budgeted as a government agency, the Jedi Order still had to rely on other agencies and services to provide assistance. Casper’s accounts still existed in base, but the means to access them were perhaps cut off.

Without really knowing, Casper had to delve into a related matter. He said, “Very well, please check the status of another account for me: name on is Lur, Branch, password is l-i-e-i-n-i-a-zero-two-two-one-two-zero-zero-nine.” 

And Casper literally crossed his fingers. One of the possible hurdles in front of him was if the tech person asked for security verification for the account: he did not have it; Branch took those code answers with him. Of course, all he needed to know is if the account still existed, and if stonewalled it would give credence to the idea that someone was making Branch, and anyone associated with him, disappear. That someone, still holed up on Coruscant for all Casper knew, was Hidu Bog. It was given that if Bog had his sleazy hands in the Justice Department, he had them in various telecommunication areas.

“Strike three, Sir,” said Bascili after a few seconds. “That account does not exists either.”

“It had to,” insisted Casper, hoping to get more information if it were possible. He lied, “I was using it up to a week ago.”

“Well, I have tried all I know here, and it doesn’t even exist in archives,” said Bascili. “Are you sure your information is accurate?”

“Very,” said Casper. “Are you sure it isn’t a hardware problem.”

“It’s not. I’m in the process of opening a new account for some gal right now: network’s fine.”

“Very well, then. Thank you anyways.” Casper closed the transmission before being offered to have a new account opened. As perfect as any timing could be, the other beam became active.

“Master Jedi, its Dcorn.”

“Yes, go ahead.”

“I am sorry, but we haven’t had any ship by the name Jedi Joke, and haven’t had a Corellian Sidewinder XL land here either in the past seventy-two hours.” The regret in Dcorn’s voice was genuine. “I’m getting a lot of runaround from the other systems, but even if they cooperate it’s going to take time to get the information.”

“I understand,” assured Casper. “Could you do me a favor then? Could you have your authorities contact CorSec with the information I gave you? Tell them the dead lawman’s name is Branch Lur.”

“Yes, I can do that,” said Dcorn. “Do they know how to contact you?”

“Yes,” lied Casper. “And if you happen to have that ship land on your planet, please give me a call; contact me on this frequency and channel.”

“Will do, Master Jedi.”

“Thank you,” said Casper. The two exchanged their end trans and switched off. Once again, he found himself in a position he strongly hated with a passion, even when such thoughts went against his principals. Once again he was adrift in space, with no place to go, stuck with numerous problems to figure out, which none of them seem closer to solving, and which all of them just took him further away from Angelleia and Juna.
“Focus,” Casper told himself aloud, understanding he could not solve the riddles without considering them one agonizing point at a time. He just stared out at the cosmos, at the empty space that was sometimes interrupted by the abrupt passing of Travakask, and contemplated.

Casper knew what was right and for the best was to take the Republic’s safety first, and with Branch dead the responsibility of stopping McBain just fell completely on his shoulders. The Force even backed the idea; much of that feeling in it suggested that all matters were to be settled by the conclusion of this task laid upon him, a task he did not seek or ask for in the beginning. What Casper wanted was on the other hand; he desired to end the Sith Hunt on Juna, and to get Angelleia to safety at the very least. It was selfish to have that desire, he knew that, and still he kept trying to find ways to ditch his responsibility and pursue what he wanted.
His eyes drifted back to the data card Grimmer Dugal gave him. Casper looked at it, thought about putting it in a data pad to steer him clear of the Wettlespear case, to see what crazed reasons Coy Madex had in wanting to ruin two lives. Just as he reached for it, a ship passed by that made him look away. But the ship was gone.

Usually curious, Casper played with his ship’s controls and turned to starboard, but the ship that had passed in front of him was nowhere in sight. He sighed because, for just a moment, he was distracted from himself. That ship that had passed was, to him, somehow familiar. He just recalled sighting the bright glow and size and shape of the ion exhaust located in the rear of the ship, and it struck him how he recognized it, or at least he thought he had. However it was gone and he could no longer wrap his mind around where he had seen such a set up before.

Gone, also, were a lot of his thoughts; one stood out in the shadows of his mind. Frowning, he pondered aloud, “Why exactly are you making me and Branch disappear, Bog?” From that question, a few possibilities, questions, and answers entered into his focus, and once again the Force told him Angelleia and Juna were safe and sound.
On a whim, Casper activated the systems to get him the HoloNet and in no time he learned of the demise of Bly Coaxial and the end of political investigation into the conspiracy supposedly linking Juna to the Trade Federation through Hidu Bog. Riveted, Casper spent the next few hours pouring over everything that had happened, from the evidence the committee allowed the public to see right down to Rose Faith’s aggressive, fighting testimony that caused the committee to blow up right in front of the trillion plus Republic citizens that had watched the proceedings. 
The galaxy in its loudest and most powerful parts seemed crestfallen by the lack of Rapier’s severed head, but for the rest of the galaxy there were unheralded but spoken about positives: all the markets rallied, with Rapier stocks soaring, Queen Amidala was vindicated for sticking by the former Queen scoring greater political points in the process, and little Rose Faith, the Ward of Juna Angelleia, who vanished right after the proceedings according to all news reports, had become an instant cult hero for standing up and against repressive authority, which only gave Juna more credit for raising and teaching her to be strong in the face of such odds. Madex’s political-media-societal leverage against Juna was gone. That left him to question what Madex was going to do next, and would Juna emerge from hiding and perhaps hand Angelleia back.
Still it left that question about Hidu Bog’s track covering. It was apparent it was expanding to include those who were tracking the Wettlespear and not just the weapon itself. It was perhaps a knee-jerk response – albeit a profoundly exaggerated version – to Bly Coaxial’s probing of the Trade Federation, although Bog was in the process of making the Wettlespear disappear with having Branch hunt it down. Perhaps Bog had learned Branch was being aided by a Jedi and had decided to eliminate the both of them; the erasure of digital tracks made sense then because of what information Bog expected the two had shared. It at least explained to Casper why he was shuttered out from his own messaging account at the Jedi Temple; the Sith Hunters were still going to need to find Juna if she didn’t reappear and thus needed Casper to make a mistake and contact her, and the Jedi Order undoubtedly were still looking for him for running away and were going to track him by his account; even if he did tell them about Madex’s error with the Blue Seed.
There was another possibility Casper had not considered for quite a while: the Sith. The Trade Federation and the Sith were conjoined twins of happenstance no matter what Nute Gunray claimed. The Wettlespear appeared less and less like a Sith plot the longer it went on based on its undisciplined use and the rather conventional death of Branch Lur. It seemed to Casper that under the circumstances that had passed it would had been a huge opportunity for the Sith, if they possessed the knowledge of the Wettlespear in regards to who built it, to convincingly frame Juna with it, cement that suggested legacy union Senator Coaxial had often mentioned between the Rapier and the leadership of the Trade Federation. Perhaps the Sith could not because of Coy Madex’s engineering of the facts for Coaxial’s benefit, and perhaps the Sith Hunters were all over Coaxial’s committee, guarding it silently; Casper only knew of two Sith Hunters. Rose Faith’s appearance certainly gave credence to the possibility.
However, as the committee showed, false evidence and witnesses in a political show trial was very easy. The Sith could had easily had someone come forward with facts that could had went along with Madex’s off-colored portrait of Juna. But just as sinisterly simple as it could be, Casper realized what the risks could had been for the Sith. Madex’s plan with Coaxial’s committee was a heavily rigged game which the Jedi Master had controlled with whatever facts he possessed; a controlled experiment in a very tightly controlled vacuum. At the very least any interference with the committee from the Sith could leave a trail for the Sith Hunters to track. Was it then within the realm of the possible that Madex had actually set a trap with Coaxial and his cohorts to see if the Sith – Juna in Madex’s view; someone else maybe – would reveal themselves if they tinkered with the committee?
“Bold, Master Madex, very bold,” Casper had said to himself, beginning to understand how efficiently clever the Bothan Jedi Master was. He had not seen such careful forethought from anyone since Darth Rune, so it suggested that Madex at the least was playing the Sith’s game with the Sith’s rules, only he was so without the Sith’s arrogance, paranoia, and selfishness. But as Casper recalled the Sith Hunters were supposed to be that way.
As Casper could see it, Madex was sticking to all the traditions the Sith Hunters were known to have done, found in the deepest details of Jedi Lore. As much as their tactics were questioned over the years by many Jedi since, there was that statement of apology that always followed; ‘a different time’ was often the excuse Casper had heard many say during his stay at the Philosopher’s Guild. Frankly the old guild was where a lot of things could be discussed by the too old Jedi that would normally not be discussed any other time in their lives if not at least once, but the history and the importance of the Sith Hunters was a subject intentionally avoided. The original Sith Hunters were never again Jedi that reflected the values and representations of the Jedi Code, doing anything and everything – nothing was out of bounds – to put an end to the Sith. 

With that thought, Casper’s blue eyes tracked the Dugal data card. What did Madex know, and how did that knowledge convince so many other Jedi to follow him? Since Madex’s motivates are not revenge, then it was something, or a great deal of many things, that had unfortunately added up and made him summarize his fallacy. But if so, how could one Jedi be so fooled so well that it convinces how many untold numbers of Jedi to believe him, from those who Hunt right up to the Jedi Council themselves? It could not be possible that one error, one mistake, could affect a Jedi enough to drive him towards such insanity unless it was tremendously profound, or the most elaborate lie in the history of the galaxy. Then again, this was Dugal’s data card, which perhaps possessed the Bothan’s misconstrued points, or complete lies.
No longer able to avoid the inevitable, Casper loaded the data card into the ship’s computer as the Katlas Rise wide-orbited Travakask for the hundredth time. Accessing the card, the programming of the card took over and prevented Casper from accessing any other part of the card. At first he feared a trap, but then Casper realized that, like some over-the-counter game program it was doing a mandatory preloading; no matter what one did every time the information was loaded from the card this processed was required. There were ways to slice around it, but only if the individual was wise to the fact the data card had such programs and edited the filing sequence through a debugging programming in safety mode. The caveat was that such preloading programs could be just a layer of the entire saved file, and by altering it the files could be ruined and inaccessible.
The holographic projector read the preloaded program and came on, projecting a chest-to-head image. The holo-subject was familiar to Casper: it was the late Jedi Master Qualeggoes. The Caamasi, a Padawan Learner of Master Yoda and a long time fixture on the Jedi Council who had lead the Jedi Order when Yoda oversaw the first eight years of Casper’s Jedi life, was not a sight for Casper’s curious eyes for a great deal of reasons.

Caamasi were pretty ageless, or rather other species could not tell how old a Caamasi was by looking at them, so it was at first hard to say when the message was recorded; Qualeggoes had been dead for over fifteen years. So, unfortunately for Casper, he had to endure what Qualeggoes had to say in order to gleam much deeper understanding of the forthcoming context.
Qualeggoes began. “If you are watching this, then I am dead. I made this recording prior to my possible end because of what I must do and how others will do what is necessary for them to stop me. Because they will not listen, because they are blind to reality, it has been left to me, based on my conscious and the Code, to make a choice. It is a terrible choice, this task, but it is the only choice I have.
“The Jedi Council has been compromised by the promise of compassion. They are willing, despite all we know, to ignore known warnings and the Code because the one who is destined to kill us has come forth and is supposedly willing to be exposed to our ways. It is a lie; it can only be a lie, but the Council willingly chooses to ignore the lie. The Council is basing its decisions not on the Code, not the Enlightenments, but on the word of a ruined Jedi who is far too gone from our path because of his despair over the loss of his wife he should had never had. It begs to question why we would trust such a damaged Jedi, who claims the Messenger of the Force had told him to train this evil creature, when we do not trust a malfunctioning diagnostic component when it has analyzed a hyperdrive motivator and has deemed it safe for use. Master Enothchild Sarch, after the death of his wife Nadja Moranna, should have never been allowed to be in a position to diagnosis anything, or anyone, especially one the likes of the Dark Hope of the Sith. He was deeply affected by the Vhinphyc psychological condition known as the Longing, so there is no telling what he thought he saw was real and of the Force, whether it was just an idea constructed by his imbalanced mind, or whether he was cleverly manipulated by the Dark Ones without him knowing.”
Casper pinched the bridge of his nose and shook his head. He had some idea that Qualeggoes had thought this way when he attacked Juna on Coruscant long ago, trying to kill her. Hearing it from the Caamasi’s own lips, on the other hand, was disturbingly wrong. Casper had to admit that he had thought Enothchild’s reasons to have Juna trained were wrong, but he never thought about it with Qualeggoes’ paranoid depth. Qualeggoes was going so far as to say Enothchild was insane, and thus insane his will and Jedi defenses would be weak and he would be subject to manipulation by Juna, or Naressa, or even both. Without knowing Enothchild and Juna and Naressa like Casper did, any Jedi could at the very least subscribe to the idea if not believe it. A tough sell, still, for what Qualeggoes had done, which lead to his death by the hands of Magus Prophet, was well known to all in the Jedi Order and had left many confused if they did not outright denounce it. However, what was crazier in that aftermath, many Jedi actually looked at Enothchild in a worse light in comparison to Qualeggoes. All Enothchild had done was prevent a former Jedi Master from murdering – and it was going to be murder – an innocent woman, and yet some looked at him as the cause and perhaps the real killer of Qualeggoes and not Magus Prophet; it was as if those who did not like the Vhinphyc’s presence in the Jedi Order wanted a new excuse to express their reason why.
Qualeggoes, unfortunately, continued on. “Juna Rapier is a lie. Her good intentions in wanting to become a Jedi are a lie, and this attempt by her by itself sets a precedent not seen since the old days. With the reaffirmation of the Jedi Code, we had prevented many of the mistakes that came from the Sith War, even the mistake of the Sith Hunters and the allowance of Admiral Hetfield Ulrich, when he was a very old man, becoming a Jedi and leading that group. But in the name of man not of his right mind, supposedly listening to the dead spirit of some woman that was not of her right mind, and in the name of compassion, the Jedi Council did the unthinkable. Whether Juna Rapier succeeds or fails to enter the Jedi Order at her advanced age, a terrible tragedy has occurred, and the scars of it upon the flesh of this religion will be seen and felt for years. Others will be allowed to try and join so late in their life; that alone is ruination enough.”

Casper scratched his chin and had to admit that Qualeggoes either saw the future in the Force, or he made a very good guess. It was just a few years ago when a slave boy from Tatooine named Anakin Skywalker, nine-years-old at the time, was presented before the Jedi Council by Qui-Gon Jinn for training. Not a rebel like Nadja Moranna, but Qui-Gon enjoyed stirring up debates; figuratively he liked kicking baby gundarks just to see what kind of reaction he could get. But with Skywalker, Qui-Gon was serious; so much so, Plo would tell Casper, that he was ready to drop his apprentice Obi-Wan Kenobi to train the young boy. Alas, Qui-Gon died on Naboo, Obi-Wan became a Knight against Darth Maul and became young Skywalker’s Jedi Master. 

“Because of that compassion the Council feels, it is then impossible to convince them to think otherwise even when I know the truth, and even with evidence to back such truth. I fear my Master, my dear friend Yoda, believes he can alter the coming future and the known destiny, to prevent the horrors that will come. His solution, however, is predicated on compassion. I believe this goes much deeper than that, and now I realize he does what he does not because of mistakes he THINKS he made and allowed to happen, but because he has attached himself to someone he does love. As I said, the Council had been compromised by compassion; in that, Yoda has been compromised by his attachment to Enothchild Sarch. Therefore, Yoda has bought into the lie that is Juna Rapier.
“It is not entirely her fault. I doubt many who were born to become tyrants, overlords, and ruination saw themselves in their youths becoming agents of evil. Then again, they do not have the foresight to see it. For once, the Jedi Order does in the Dark Hope of the Sith, in Juna Rapier, so I believe it is our responsibility to stop her. But Yoda’s way will not work; death is the only solution, for all that unfolds is predicated on one lie that has become a thousand; the thousand lies that are Juna Rapier. Since no one on the Council will believe this lie, than I must kill the thousands of lies all at once. If I fail, then it is up to you to watch, and come to your own conclusions as to why, or you may take what I am about to tell you as the reason.
“Years ago, before she was ever conceived physically or in thought, I was called into a situation involving a woman who claimed to have carried and gave birth to Senator Bendian Rapier’s child. Over several months she had blackmailed him with the unproven facts, and in his apparent error he did pay her. It would turn out later on the payment was to ensure her future incarceration regardless how the rest of the events had played out. If it was not for me, the mother of the child would have been in prison.
“It all came to a head when she pressured Senator Rapier again to pay her, and this time she forced an unofficial arbitration. I was summoned, as a member of the Jedi Order, by her attorney to conduct an unbiased paternity test. I decided to do a comprehensive screening of all involved, including the Senator. In the end, Senator Rapier was not the father of the child.
“But it was to my surprise what would come next. The test revealed that Senator Rapier was incapable of having children; he was sterile. He then admitted to me that he had always known he was sterile down to the genetic level since his childhood; he boasted that was why he had so many illicit affairs with so many females. In spite what some believe is a miracle when childless parents have a child, Bendian Rapier could never, ever have children, not one. The results of that test are included in this file.”
Casper controlled himself as he forced to listen on. Qualeggoes said, “So it was to my surprise to learn, only a few years later, that Senator Rapier had quit the Senate and retired to private life because his wife Naressa was going to have his child. Something about that did not register as a miracle to me. I inquired, and much what I had learned made little sense to the facts, however Juna Rapier’s early birth did fit the story perimeters.

“But it was not until Enothchild had submitted her blood results to the Jedi Order after young Rapier’s return home did I learn that my first suspicions were indeed correct. Since Senator Rapier had left, his public health records went with him, but I still had in my possession the results of that paternity test. Unbeknownst to the others, I compared the genetic maps between alleged father and daughter, where she should have shared half of his genetic heritage, and they did not match.
“This pushed me to explore this suspicion further, and so I sliced into the records of Nue Cadabel to compare the young Rapier to a sample that apparently belonged to Naressa Rapier, and those comparisons did match. This verified the information that Magus Prophet had given me in exchange for the information I had given him.”

Casper shook himself out of his shock on the news that Qualeggoes had breached Nue’s records before the fight with Enothchild; that meant Qualeggoes had guessed long before Nue had figured out the mystery blood sample was Naressa’s blood. It demonstrated the lengths which Qualeggoes had gone to not just uncover the truth, but to cover it back up in order to carry out the murder! It also reiterated Qualeggoes’ treason to align himself with the dark side Prophet in the hopes that Prophet would kill Juna.

“That was a grave error,” admitted Qualeggoes glumly, as if reading Casper’s mind now from the past. “As I learned from the mother’s blood type she was pregnant, and I suspect Enothchild is the father of that baby. With this miracle being true, Magus Prophet is seeking Juna Rapier not just for power, but for reproduction. Given the power of the mother, and of the daughter, an offspring combination with Prophet would be a horrific disaster for this galaxy.”
“Understatement of the past century,” mumbled Casper in awe. It was easy to remember Faith, Juna’s surrogated offspring born from the womb of another, seeded by Magus Prophet. With what Faith had done to her enemies so easily horrific disaster was a very light word to describe it.

Qualeggoes continued. “With that said, I feel the mother alone does not provide young Rapier her power. Senator Rapier could not have even if he was part of the conception. The Senator could have been a victim of the mother, which explains why someone in his firmly cemented position of power, one day away from becoming Supreme Chancellor of the Republic, steps down and quits. Unlike the previous accusations, Naressa Rapier, I believe, had threatened to expose her adultery in order to ruin his career if he did not end it himself. I believe this was done in order to protect her, prevent the revelations of who she really is because as the wife of the Supreme Chancellor, Naressa Rapier’s private life would be closely scrutinized. The Sith cannot afford such scrutiny when they are so close to their destiny of destroying the Jedi and ruling the galaxy. She understood her place in destiny, and instead of being an agent of good and preventing it, she embraced it and brought forth the Dark Hope of the Sith. Thank the Force that she is dead.
“But we are stuck in many quandaries because of these revelations. The father, the real father, I believe is still out there, still alive. The real father may very well be a Sith Lord, but it is difficult to say given how secretive Naressa Rapier’s whole life had been, and her death seals that lid closed tight. It would not surprise me if he was still out there, basing his destiny off of his daughter, for the Enlightenments do reveal that. One day, some day, that truth will be revealed before it’s too late, and I hope I am the one that reveals it.

“However, since you are watching this, I know I am not the one who discovers the truth. I have failed at the very least in killing Juna Rapier. If she is not dead as I, then know this galaxy as you know it heads deeper and darker towards and into a foreseen death. The Republic will fall within thirty years of this message; the Jedi Council knows this, and they will do nothing about it as I see it. Therefore, so long as they turn a blind eye to the truth, I will not give them what I know. I implore you not – repeat, NOT – to share this information with the Jedi Council either. Share this with only those you can trust.
“This message, and the other information also contained on this file, was given to you for a reason and one reason only. I trust you will do what is necessary to save the galaxy, and that does mean the death of Juna Rapier. The end begins with her, and therefore it will end with her end. The Enlightenments have come true so far, and what has not been yet will. Her birth has brought forth this Age of Darkness; her death ends the Age of Darkness. It does not get any simpler than that.

“Trust when I say it is not just lies and blood tests and adultery and all that I have mentioned alone that drives me to encourage you towards this decision. There are other things you must see, and it is contained in the files. Some of it I found in the past few days since I left the Jedi Council through my late father’s contacts in the Senate. I hope, by the time you review this message, you will take the steps necessary to contact those people on the list I will provide to you, just like I know you will do what needs to be done. Whether Juna Rapier knows the truth about her parentage or not is irrelevant; it does not matter what good she does in the name of justice; her destiny is clear, to see the end of the galaxy as we know it. We cannot wait for the Chosen One to reveal themselves to save us for by then too many would have suffered. Like the Jedi Council, the Dragonslayer too has been compromised. In the name of Necessary Evil, as such an order is unofficial, the death of Juna Rapier, by any means, must be done.”
The message ended, and the data card installed a file point in the computer to necessitate the need to repeat the message again if the data card was read again. That suited a stunned Casper Knightshade just fine; once was enough! He really could not believe what he heard, and yet it added clarification as to why Qualeggoes had done what he attempted to do. It was not a good reason, or a legitimate reason within the realm of the Jedi Code, but it exposed a great deal of insight as to why he did it.
It had never occurred to Casper that Senator Rapier was not Juna’s father; he never met him, so it was fair to suggest Casper was unqualified to have an opinion in regards to the man. Ros Ofcheck admitted to Casper that he was stunned to learn Bendian had a daughter, let alone a child; his Master thought it was ironic that the womanizing Senator from Naboo was cursed with a girl. Qualeggoes’ supposition about the Force and if Bendian was able to have children not being the one to help supply Juna with her great power was rather poor; many parents with no Force heritage to speak of that the Jedi could trace in their family history gave their Force-sensitive children to the Jedi Order every day. And yet Casper found himself agreeing with Qualeggoes on that point: Juna’s power and abilities in the Force bucked the Jedi line that neither of those things mattered all that much. The presentation by Qualeggoes was so profound Casper thought for a second that Naressa was evil again!

“Do not get ahead of yourself, Knightshade,” said Casper to himself, and called up on his computer screen the other information contained in the data card. There was quite a bit, a considerable amount that would take time to get through. 
He also considered the source: Qualeggoes was dead certain that Juna was so no good he threw away his life as Jedi to kill her. Someone like Qualeggoes just did not do that on a whim. At the same time, the late Jedi Master was putting his faith in a future that was uncertain; no Jedi worth their weight did that. Unfortunately, there were Jedi now that did do just that. 
But as he saw it, with so much information to pour through, he had little choice. McBain had vanished out of the scope of the known universe, and until he or the Jedi Joke reappeared Casper had nothing to do and nowhere else to go.
And then what.

All the sudden, so many more questions than answers flooded through Casper’s mind. With this information, if what Qualeggoes claimed was true, what were his obligations? Eventually he would be with Angelleia and Juna again, but when that day came, and all was well, would he tell Juna this event even if it were the truth. 

Did the Jedi Council know this? Was that why the Sith Hunters were commissioned?
Why was not any of this used by Bly Coaxial? Why did Coy Madex hold this information back? What did Coy Madex hold back?

Too many questions: for now, plenty of time to answer them.
