CHAPTER 78.0
Never was there a doubt that it all had been a dream. Because if these dreams were real, if what was presented and represented was true, then Juna Rapier had been living within the realms of a dream all of her life. They were dreams, after all, and so discombobulated it made no sense. Visions were much more linear, clearer, and made more sense than these flashes of moments thrown together. The moments were all different in context of time, off colored mostly like the vision she had of the Jedi Council back on Coruscant last year save for select individuals. The select individuals were most of the time the common threads amongst the topics -- other times it made no sense. As Juna approached consciousness, her accelerated mind began to sift through the mess and attempted to put them in proper order. Through the attempt, some of it still made no sense.
The kaleidoscope of confusion began simply enough; the simple became the first dream in the organization. In the midst of a gray world, Juna’s mother stood out clearly on the porch of the most modest Nubian home a poor person could ever hope for. Juna knew it was Naressa, for she was standing right beside her, and she saw her as she remembered her prior to Uiennar. Naressa had her always youthful face, tan skin, brown hair and brown eyes, and sporting black attire which featured a hooded, sleeved robe; the Sithian robe was not made out fedarok, and it was nothing remotely close to expensive. She stared longingly at Naboo’s three moons, all out and in full phase. 

There was no content in Naressa’s face, nor was their despair, but Juna could not miss the edginess in the subtle body language her Mother’s cloak could not hide. It looked as if Naressa was looking towards the moons for guidance, for help; perhaps she was wishing on them. Juna never really knew what the lure was with the moons. Then again she never could explain why she and her Mother shared the same fetish for books either. 
A voice from inside the home, coming from the held open door, brought the attentions of both Sith Maidens towards the source; an old voice, male in nature. “Naressa, where are you?”

Naressa never gave Juna any notice when she turned full around towards her daughter. Juna followed her when she walked in, keeping a respectful distance back. Along the way they passed familiar items that were, to Juna’s knowledge, a staple of her mother’s room since she could remember. There were wooden furniture, handcrafted wares that in this particular time were not yet complete or had any finish applied to them. Some even had text docs on them, declaring that once finished they were the property of someone else; they would, too, find their way to Naressa. 

The man called for her again. The two entered the open doorway of another room to find the source, a bedridden old man. Naressa was quick to his side, falling to her knees along the low settled bed. She grabbed his old, hard hand, kissed the back of it, and rubbed her face against it with great affection. When she spoke, her voice carried a youth and tenderness that Juna swore she never heard her Mother speak before. “I’m here, Papa.”
Juna lost touch with the vision when she realized she had been looking at the Grandfather she had never seen much less knew. There were thousands, if not millions, of images of Bendian’s father Daniem Rapier, but her Mother had lost all known imagery of Jacen Solo, a single parent immigrant carpenter from Corellia, in an unexplained fire some time after he had died. She never knew the Grandfathers, they having died so many years before she was born, but Juna had always felt much sadder about never knowing Jacen. Naressa, though she loved him, never talked more about him than what Juna knew, which what Juna knew was verified by what she saw. But she lost focus, lost touch, and her mind went elsewhere…

Juna watched herself as a five year old girl running with recklessness on a crosswalk that stretched forever across the miles of work floor that was the underground industrial complex of Rapier Technologies. The plant and subsequent second locale above ground office and research building -- the first locale office, the primary office for all meetings and negotiations, was Rapier Manor -- was a hundred and one miles northeast of the home of the Rapier Clan; the building one floor and modestly long, while the underground complex was constantly growing longer and in many places taller and wider to accommodate new industries, placate old ideas, and handle any messes from processing. The remodeling included the crosswalk, which was extremely wide but had eliminated rail guards years ago; safety force fields were generated from under the crosswalk, blanketing the air between it and above the work area, designed to catch anyone who fell.
Still, trailing behind Juna, Naressa called out, “Juna, don’t run!” 
Little girl Juna did as she was told and slowed to walk. Not that it really mattered because she had reached the destination of where they were going. Present day Juna remembered this particular day. With newly appointed Political Guardian Muriel Thahada tying up her loose ends in Theed Juna’s parents brought her along to the plant to show her something. It was a new idea handed to Rapier R.D.S. -- Research, Development, and Success, the retooled R and D group Bendian had created when he inherited Rapier Technologies -- that Naressa had come up with, inspired by her visit to the Order of Guardians a full three months before Muriel moved in. Truth told Naressa always had the idea from her glances into books and data cards covering industrial chemistry over the years -- longer, considering back then her outright fear of the both the Jedi and the Sith hunting her down. Still, to five year old Juna, the idea was overly too intriguing, and having been told there was a breakthrough she couldn’t wait to see it.
Older Juna found herself tagging along with Juna, not really interested in the adults. They stopped together and looked down below them, down into a large vat containing a boiling, eerily black substance; best described as a glossy liquid vinyl like substance. Unlike the other heated substances in the plant the compound appeared to be in a molten state but gave up no odor, no vapor, and absolutely no heat.
The words of the grownups in the group caught up. Her parents were not alone; a man by the name of Gosten Crisiol accompanied them. Young Gosten was a Rapier Tech wunderkind, plucked from the obscurity of unemployment by Naressa. Though brilliant, Gosten was born without eardrums; even with technology a lack of natural senses made him a liability. Gosten sported a half halo device that fitted around the back of his head, starting and ending at the ears, that transferred sound into pulses that the implants in his brain could translate and induced into the brain itself for interpretation; looking, not the implants themselves, like a cyborg was another unfortunate strike against him in seeking employment. In the High Security and Defensive Technology Division, more integrated with R.D.S. than with Rapier Tech as a whole, as its junior member, a position Naressa immediately put him upon hire, Gosten was making the most unrealistic and improbable ideas anyone came up with into reality.
The young man’s voice trailed into both Juna’s ears. “…what it comes down to is nanovoltage via mono-magnetic pulsing. In short, we created a miniature pulsar capable of changing the molecular structure of polymers by carbon. It’s not entirely what you wanted, but what we’re doing generally requires cooling. Of course, you want the individual to move, not be frozen like a statue.”

“It appears to be reflecting light,” cited Naressa smartly. “By my calculations it shouldn’t be.”
“That’s actually the magnets in the stew,” Gosten quickly responded. “See, if the magnets weren’t active, like they are now with the pulses, we would lose approximately seven-eighths of it due to molecular hardening, when that happens, good luck trying to softening it.”

“Seven-eighths!” The man’s voice was familiar, but to the best of Juna’s memory she didn’t remember Dace Palpatine having accompanied the family on this field trip. The older Juna looked to the group, and to her puzzlement there were Gosten, Naressa, and Palpatine, but her Father Bendian was no where in sight. Palpatine spoke again. “That’s a very expensive loss if that happens. We’re several million in the red with this all ready.”

“A loss that will continue,” Naressa said casually. “This won’t be for sale anyways.” Palpatine sputtered, but Naressa cut him off with her attention to Gosten. “So it’s electrons in the true carbon?”
“Yes, they’re hyperexcited, but not to the point that fusion will occur or there is radioactive damage.” Gosten turned to it and said, “In fact once it’s in stage one form, the shell form it will be less radioactive than dirt. It will match curvatures and forms tightly once programmed to. The drawback is its inability to expand or contract within point zero three of tolerance.”
Once again, Palpatine spoke, taking the place of Bendian, confusing the hell out of Juna; he was saying what her Father said word for word. “How in the hell does one grow into it, let alone breathe?”

“It is why the central piece of the body armor will always be in stage one form,” stressed Naressa. “The chest and torso plating will allow wearers to breathe, and house the rest of the armor when retracted.”

“And each component will have what I call a growth control device, to keep the armor in its liquid state from ‘consuming’ the individual,” threw in Gosten. “Still, I wouldn’t recommend this for beings that are still maturing.”
Palpatine -- his presence in the place of Bendian was driving Juna nuts -- said, “Consuming?”

Gosten gulped a bit and said, “Well, we are talking about keeping artificial carbon between the states of growth and reduction. The energy provided can give it enough to expand it beyond rational limits. So both hardware and software will be vital in the control of how the molecules adhere to the shape of a wearer’s body. Meaning, shortly, a person cannot add more than three percent to their body mass.”
Bendian….no Palpatine sighed and said Naressa directly in disgust, “Great, a carbon based product that will outlast the body shape of its owner. How cost effective is that?!?”

Naressa just said coolly to him, “If it gives MY Daughter’s protector an advantage, than no cost is subject to discussion.” She walked away from him, past through the older Juna, and stood beside the younger Juna. She stroked the little girl’s head, eliciting a look from below, bringing a smile from above. She asked, “How many armor forms can you make from this one vat?”

“Easy, four hundred,” said Gosten. “The only problems to figure out are software, controls, and buyers.”

Palpatine, again in Bendian’s place, said, “At over a million a pop?”

“Actually,” said Naressa, “it’s twenty-five million a suit.”

“Twen-ty……five????” sputtered Palpatine. “No way am I giving it-!”

Naressa only smiled some more at her little Gessa and said, “Your Guardian is about to become the most indestructible protector in the entire galaxy.”

Before Juna could ever question the reason why such a real life event had changed so much, it all faded away and was replaced abruptly with a full grown adult large, gauntleted hand drilling her right in the stomach.
Immediately, Juna found herself without air, vomiting when she attempted to cry out. Strong hands had a hold of her arms, preventing her from dodging the blow; they let her go when she puked. In her misery she blinked away the tears and discovered some things as she tried to regain her ability to breathe. First, she was a little girl, or rather she occupied the body of a little girl, and this little girl body was not hers; she could feel it despite the shock to her stomach, yet the body felt familiar.

“Get her up,” said a very determined voice. Juna tried to look up, but no little child could shake off such a blow; coming from a honed hand, it nearly killed her, or rather nearly killed the body she occupied. All she did was fold herself in fetal position, hiccup painfully, finding it difficult to breathe. “I said get her little ass up.”

Without so much as a warning the men that held her before picked her roughly up by the arms again. One of them said, “Headmaster, she’s had her one shot.”

“Hold her tight,” said the one called Headmaster, a woman’s voice. “She can take it.”

An elderly woman’s voice from somewhere else was short, “And if she can’t, then she’s no use to this Order. I don’t care about the promise her mother made to us.”

“That’s enough,” came another voice, a stout man’s voice. Juna tried to lift the child’s head, but she just couldn’t, know matter how hard she tried. The new voice, however, was very familiar. “She’s taken a shot. She’s too small and not trained to take another.”

“When you finally replace me, Ogwa, then you will decide what is and what isn’t prudent,” said the First Voice, the Headmaster. “This is my last evaluation year. And this one, this one is tough enough to take whatever I dish out.”

Juna’s hair was nearly ripped out of head when the Headmaster pulled her head up. Gasping, she barely made out the image of a middle aged woman in the old and bulky Guardian armor, raising a red armored clenched fist over her right shoulder. She aimed for her face, her intent clear in eyes….

The fist never got past the shoulder. An armored hand in black caught it with a metallic thud that awoke the entire room filled with armored men and women; they did not look about to get into a fight between two of their own, but there was an attention to what was happening. 

The fist catcher, with a daring face, was Ogwa Newhausen. He did not look so old like he did the first time Juna had met him; they met after her Royal Coronation, and she found him to be such a kind man. Looks were obviously deceiving; the kind man was no where in his blue eyes: only a lethal coldness. He carefully spelled out, “Thahada’s had her one shot.”
The woman let Juna’s head go, and Juna let her head lull downward. The other men still held her up by the arms. She spat, “She’s a Thahada. Her father took three kicks to the crotch and asked for more.” She yanked her fist from Ogwa. “She can take three.”

Ogwa shook his head. “Muriel’s done, Najordomal. She’s had her one shot.” He let his blue eyes lock on the woman’s blue eyes. He understood what had to be done, with every recruit, but they were taking it too far because of one person. “I’m going to take her to recovery. Now.”

Najordomal smirked and noted, “You know what, Newhausen, you go do that. I’m certain every teacher you see around you here will just pick up where I left off.”

“Then,” noted Ogwa, yanking Juna hard from the other two Guardians, “as their new Headmaster, they will have to deal with me when that happens, won’t they?” He scooped up the girl and banged thick, metallic shoulders when the others purposely did not move. Juna had heard so much about the old warrior’s armor of the Order of Guardians, known as gravplast, and had only seen Muriel’s old helmet; the damn helmet, black, weighed twenty pounds. Seeing the rest of the armor made Juna realized why her Mother spared no expense in re-equipping the Guardians. When protecting their chargers the Guardians either wore the gravplast armor that was ridiculously too big, too heavy, and could only stop minor blasters, or little else.
It was at this time Juna hazard a good guess that she was in Muriel’s body, reliving a memory from Muriel, but she didn’t know how it got in her head. Upon realizing it, she did not fade out of the memory. Instead she lived it out with time slowly going by. Juna found herself quickly in a room with about fifteen girls and twenty-five boys in beds displaying their own gender-reserved roles of displeasure. The girls shared in Juna’s crying, fetal positioned agony, while the boys laid on their backs with ice packs and bruise reducers on their crotches. It was pass or fail day at the Order of Guardians some twenty-five years ago. Little girls were punched in the pelvis; little boys were kicked in the nuts; Muriel had told her that ‘orientation’ was never taken lightly. The object was simple: take it, stay, and get the best training next to the Jedi Order, or leave knowing that in the cold, cruel galaxy evil did not care for the single discomforts of little children. White flags on beds symbolized those who gave up; eleven beds were marked on the girl’s side, and twenty on the boy’s side.

Juna found herself suddenly saying, with breath returned, “I wanna go home.”
Ogwa said nothing as he gently laid her down on the bed and tended to something sight unseen. A Guardian female in nurse armor -- it was not as bulky and big as the standard old Guardian fair, but it still looked impractical to wear -- came over and placed a bruise reducer on Juna, or rather Muriel’s, pelvis. Immediately some of the pain went away, but it still hurt. In the nurse’s chain mail skirt pocket, clearly seen over its edge, were the white flags.

Juna, as little Muriel, whimpered, “I wanna go home.”

“Of course you do,” said the Guardian Nurse, who then turned and walked away. She did not put a flag on the bed. She had been pulled away because another little girl cried out the same request Muriel had made. Instantly, the nurse tied the white flag on.

“But I wanna go home.” Juna found herself looking at Ogwa, who was returning his attention towards her. “I don’t wanna be here.”

“Want to,” stressed Ogwa, pressing a damp cloth to her forehead. “The correct structure is ‘want to’. No judge, diplomat or foe will ever take you seriously if you speak words together like that.”

Muriel whimpered again, “I don’t wanna be here! I don’t!”

Sighing, Ogwa said to Muriel directly, “Quite frankly, I don’t want you here either. You are being punished because of what your father had done. That isn’t a reason for you to be here, it’s an excuse for revenge.” He took the cloth and wiped the tears off her face. “You will have to accept what is coming to you. I can only help you through it, but you must fight through this. You must go through it all. Do it for yourself and your mother.”
He put the cloth back on her forehead and said, “Trust me. This is a better life for you.” Ogwa smiled, and it was one of those smiles that one would never figure a warrior could give. Because of that, it was a genuine smile, one that had put Muriel, and Juna in spirit, at ease. There was a feeling in that room, though, where Muriel got her ‘shots’ as it were that Juna herself couldn’t shake; the feeling that Ogwa Newhausen was like all the other Guardians up until that very moment when Muriel was going to get pulverized for Mir Thahada’s crimes. Whatever suddenly switched the conscious monitor on in Ogwa’s head at that moment stayed lit. In the years Juna had known them both, Ogwa and Muriel were just as inseparably close as the red head was with her.
Before Juna knew it she left Muriel, Ogwa, the Order of Guardians, and Naboo far behind. She was herself again, a spirit viewing events not of her own choosing. This time, however, she was in what was easily described to be a bedroom. A few seconds later, she noted the in-ground bed, and lying in it was a large Vhinphyc. It was Nach in all his elder glory, thankfully covered up. He was sleeping, looking very restful for someone all alone. It was a funny way to look at it that way, but Juna couldn’t help to. She realized that this bedroom had to be on the ‘brio’s ship, wherever it was parked in the cosmos.

In time Nach stirred awake, blinking his tired eyes, stretching, and finally rising. Juna felt awkward in seeing Enothchild’s father like this; she tried not to look, but she had to admit for an old Vhinphyc he had a body on him. No sooner had her thoughts fell on Enothchild though Juna waned in her interest in what was happening in her mind’s eye. Unlike the other times she lost focus she found herself not leaving the vision, the memory, or whatever one would want to call it. Stewing over her loss, Nach’s return from the bathroom did nothing to stir her curiosity. Not his leaving of the room either.

After what seemed to be minutes, Nach returned and asked, “Anka-Dee?” His deep voice was light. His hard face bore confusion and worry was in his muscles. He called out again in his native language. “Anka-Dee, where are you?”
Without warning, unlike the previous shifts of memory, Juna found herself in another part of the ship, another time. Before her were Enothchild’s mothers, Anka-Dee attired in clothing similar to Valk, the Jedi sitting on the much larger female Vhinphyc’s lap; the clothing Anka-Dee wore had to be borrowed from Valk because they were much too big for the older Human’s body. Valk was comforting Anka-Dee while Nach appeared very busy, walking around a large holographic image of a Human DNA genome.

While the vision continued, Juna kept hearing hushed words spoken; not whispers, just the volume of speech was turned down by current events; a mess of a mix of what was happening before this current vision in her head and the one just previous of it where Nach was trying to find Anka-Dee. There was more to each moment, to each event, than Juna had bared witness to. Because of it, all of it tried to replay in her mind at the same time. Much of this was in some way Juna’s fault. The transformation into Dark Purity had weakened her will, and in turn it had weakened her ability to focus, which in turn renders her confused. Trying to sort out the many complexities in her mind did not help to heal the problem. Unbeknownst to Juna, the condition was getting worse the closer she came to consciousness. Her unconscious mind was against the clock, attempting to put all the pieces of the mystery in her head in an order to solve it. There was, in the backgrounds of ‘reality’ that were the visions, an imperative to it all.
No sooner than the ghosts of Anka-Dee had said, “I know” did Nach explain to her in Vhinphyckian, “The process was not so hard. I just did not realize the results would be so reaching or so long lasting.”

Valk was careful to squeeze Anka-Dee in her arms; the Human was still so fragile despite the changes. She said, “She will never be Human again?”

“Never,” said Nach with a regretful sigh. He added, “But this has prolonged her life, long enough for her to find us.”

Anka-Dee smiled a little, bringing out all the wrinkles of her over hundred year’s old face out; Juna couldn’t gage how old Anka-Dee was exactly, but Enothchild had told Juna that his Jedi mother was quite old when she left him in Coruscant. How long Anka-Dee had to search, how far she had to travel to find them, was unknown. Juna could only see elation in her eyes, not giving a damn about whatever was done to her. Clearly Nach was curious when it came to Anka-Dee, therefore suggesting that he had not counted on her being this alive after so many years.

Of the three in the room Valk wore the most disappointed of faces; her elation of joy of seeing Anka-Dee back in her and Nach’s lives replayed in the background of this scene as a layer, but clearly the joy was gone. She was unhappy, upset, and showed it even more by mournfully stroking Anka-Dee’s head. Anka-Dee did not need her Jedi abilities to know what was wrong; females just knew females.
“It’s all right,” Anka-Dee said to soothe her counterpart. Valk looked about to cry in deep sadness. “How else could I raise him?”

“It is wrong,” said Valk, looking bravely into Anka-Dee’s eyes. She looked at her husband disapprovingly, rubbing the second wife’s shoulders. “You said it was temporary.”

“It should have been,” said Nach with little scowl on his face. “The formulate attached to her genetic inner workings and it evolved her. Something it was not supposed to do.”

That gave Valk no comfort at all; Juna was left with the impression that Enothchild’s real mother thought a great crime had been committed, and not just this time but as if this was just another in a series of crimes; in the air was an edge that the Sith Maiden never would have expected with this group. The information, however, was short in coming because Anka-Dee did her best to soothe Valk even as Valk looked at Anka-Dee not as kindred, but as a victim. Juna knew that look all too well: how many people looked at her with such eyes when she was Queen of Naboo after they had learned of her past difficulties with Magus Prophet.
“Sometimes things just happen,” said Anka-Dee. “You two have done no harm to me. Like I said before, I know, and I understand…”

“Anka-Dee!” Nach’s shout startled Juna. They were no longer in the science room of the ship; they were back in the bedroom, where Juna had first arrived before the meeting. Nach, still naked, had just come from outside based on the melting snow on his body and in his graying hair. “Valk'ries'sol!” That was interesting to Juna: both females were gone.
Nach’s frantic gaze softened, lessened, and he looked back towards the bed. He held a sudden thought that would become a belief and a truth once he lifted the coverings. He dreaded it with every step, as if his feet were becoming heavier. He walked on the bed, where he had laid, squatted down, and lifted the sheets on his left…
There was a shift again of scenes. It was somewhere else on the ship, but it was dark all around Juna could not quite tell. The only illumination was a large holograph hovering in the middle of the room. It was a world shown in real image, in real time, surrounded by ongoing data statistics. She approached the hologram and traced some of the out points that were highlighted on the tactic forms; Trade Federation battleships, Republic heavy armament cruisers, and lastly rising from the surface Vhinphyc Galactic Dominators.

The planet was Vhanba, seconds away from its death. Juna remembered this all too clearly from her own experience; the twelve years that had past and the Dark Purity conversion had not entirely wiped out her most traumatic memories. This was clearly from Nach’s point of view, and therefore Enothchild’s father was aware of his home world’s destruction. Her eyes shifted about and she read the Vhinphyckian language in the hologram. A repetitive signal bugged her ears, and she felt such a signal was a beacon and that it had been going off for a very long time -- the signal indicating to the galaxy that the known and recognized government of Vhanba headed by the Vhinphyc had fallen -- there was more to the signal, even Juna knew it.
The planet shattered from within. The holoimage flickered and faded out as planetary debris struck whatever outbound sensor was transmitting the image to Nach’s ship. It was in the dead glow, the faded blue light indicating loss of signal, that Juna finally saw Nach; it was not a pretty sight -- what Nach looked like when the truly first met was far better than at this particular moment in the past -- Nach looked terribly older and smaller, well into the grips of the Longing. The loss of Vhanba and his people were nothing to him; the loss of the ones he loved was, as it was for any Vhinphyc.
Indicators before Nach went off and the Vhinphyc brought whatever it was up on the screen. It was a recording, featuring the last Premiere of Vhanba, speaking to those who were meant to see the message. Nach reacted slowly to the message, but there was a sudden light in his eyes that appeared to awaken him from his unknown number of years of despair.

Unfortunately for Juna she couldn’t hear the message. She tried to hear, but for reasons unknown to her the sound in this vision ceased. She couldn’t read the Premiere’s lips -- she couldn’t read lips period, but she was do desperate to hear what was being said. All she could was watch Nach’s face go into different levels of expression.
To this came a sudden revelation to Juna within herself. She asked herself aloud, “Why do I care?” 
Everything around her went dead black, but Juna never once considered the loss of vision, and for once never considered what she had seen. Closer to consciousness, confusions and conflicts were settling back in. She forgot and remembered who she was. She cared and didn’t care for the people she knew and didn’t know. She was all the emotions and just rage. There was only one constant: she knew, when she woke up, Enothchild would not be there to greet her. There was no Enothchild to hold her, caress her, kiss her, and talk to her. There was no Enothchild to protect her, and there was no Enothchild to protect. Just as she had found unconditional love for him, just as he had accepted it and returned it in kind, Enothchild was taken from her. There was nothing worth fighting for because, to her selfishly, Enothchild was the only one worth fighting for!
The smell of melting metal made her aware that she was once again in a vision. Strange it was, for all around her Juna was in black, rolling for no one could see through. Yet despite the impossibility of seeing anything, the black fog never rolled into or covered Juna. When she walked, the fog rolled away from her; always it was a foot away from her body. It did not give way to her always; it did not let her go her own way, making sure by becoming denser, unyielding; it caused Juna to flinch every time. For a while she walked until she yielded to the whims and demands of the black fog. Every step she took that the fog approved the more it gave her space and showed her the way. The fog was lifting; the smell worsened; there was finally a light she could see.

The fog retreated behind Juna when she reached the window of what was an apartment on Coruscant. It could have been any apartment on Coruscant, it did not matter. What did matter was that here, or regardless where she was to bare witness to it, she would watch Coruscant’s end…
“Naressa, where are you?” asked the elderly old man from behind Juna. Juna turned and no longer was she on Coruscant, but in the past again with her Grandfather and her young Mother on Naboo.

“I’m here, Papa,” said Naressa tenderly. She carefully sat down on the bed beside him. “I’m here.”

Jacen Solo had closed his eyes after speaking; he opened them, and no sooner than he had he wished he hadn’t. He let his head go side to side in disapproval. He admonished, “You thinking I’m dying tonight and having the funeral the following second? I told you before to stop dressing like that.”
Young Naressa’s face softened in unspoken language. She said, “I try, Papa. I don’t ever want to disappoint you. Not now, anyways.” She tugged at her poor looking cloak and muttered quietly, “But I feel so comfortable.”

“Women and their need to be: that’s why Misses Nando keeps having me make hope chests for her every year.” Old Jacen chuckled, and then coughed and coughed hard, prompting Naressa to dab his mouth with her cloak. When the fit stopped, he said, “Damn…felt like a loosened some sawdust there from my chest.”
Naressa smiled weakly, but it was a worthless smile. It could not light up the room. It could never ease the pains of her father. There was only knowing, knowing that he was going to die. She didn’t want him to die; Juna, though confused by the shifts of visions and times, didn’t want him to die either. There was, in her Mother’s eyes, a hope. It was a hope that she was struggling to utter. She feared his response to it.
Instead, Naressa grabbed a damp cloth from a filled wash basin and ran it over her father’s grizzled, old face. There was no magic in the water. The action would not save him. She knew it, smart that she was. She was wise enough to know that he was going to die. She could feel his death was coming tonight.

“I am sorry, Papa,” said Naressa, as to get back in his favor. “I will go change.”
Before she could he grabbed her hand. “Naressa Jaina,” said Jacen, in a rough voice she had never feared, “before I cash out, there’s some things I have to tell you….”

“I'm pregnant.” The scene at changed once again. It took Juna several seconds to realize the whole scene. She noted that she was at the entrance of the Garden of Mazes just outside Rapier Manor. She noted that it was night. She noted that she had just said what was said, and she had said it to -- again, causing her confusion -- Dace Palpatine, whose hand was on her lower pelvis until she said what she had said.
Palpatine’s response was instantaneous. He collapsed onto the floor in absolute horror. Juna, with no control over what was happening squatted down next to him, took his hand, and placed it on her stomach. Sure enough, he felt a bump pushing out her toned abdominal. Bewildered, Juna didn’t know what to make of this!


"How could you do this to me," he said in revulsion, pulling his hand away has if it was touching a hot plate. 


"Black is sliming, isn’t it," Juna found herself saying gleefully. “And the robe pads the growth well. Even when I and the queen hugged each other in greeting she didn't know." She smiled and said, “I’m a few months in." 


Palpatine closed his eyes in defeat. The last time he was home was around a year ago. Whenever a senator left Coruscant, and even if he or she could do it quietly, they had to file a travel plan with the Republic Guard military and Senate security and the chancellor. The only exception to that rule was during full adjournment, which was still three months away.

Juna, again, couldn’t even guess to what she was seeing. What was this vision? Was it the Force, and was the Force suggesting she was going to have Palpatine’s, or some else’s child? If so, why was it damaging him?


Juna found herself reminding him of the political jeopardy he was now in. “You know how Nubians frown upon adultery of any kind. Especially in politics. Imagine what people would say when they find out that I slept around and was carrying another man's baby. Imagine what the response will be when I tell them why I did it. But that won't matter because what kind of a man would marry a woman who sleeps around and knows about it. What does it say about his character? That's why I love this world. They are a people of honor. And wedding vows are as precious as metal here." 


Palpatine finally looked at her and asked, “This is not fair. All I have worked for......How can you be so...evil?"

Juna wanted to tell the man she wasn’t evil. True, she never liked Palpatine for she couldn’t trust him -- she couldn’t put other words together to describe the feeling, so distrust was the only word to explain it to herself and to others. Still whatever this was painted Juna with a brush that made her out to be a flirt, a homewrecker: then she remembered what she was ‘saying’ to Palpatine and gasped inwardly: THEY WERE MARRIED?!?


She studied him, and found herself saying, “I’ll make you a deal. One you will like and one I will agree to. Resign from the Senate tomorrow and I will guarantee you a legacy." This was now suggesting that Palpatine was once again a Senator of Naboo. Was this the future? How far into the future was it?


"How,” Palpatine whined out. 


"We're going to have a girl. With your influence, she will become the next queen. She will be our royal daughter. Yours and mine." Juna couldn’t believe herself: was she really going to strike up such a thing to bury a man she could run political circles around? Juna wondered if she had actually died and this was really hell.

              Palpatine seemed to set up a little straighter. He began to weigh it all against what he had accomplished. “You won't tell the truth about...the baby?" 


"I will tell them about OUR BABY if you agree, “said Juna, "Start thinking that way." She….she was a monster!


"What about the father? Who is he and will he know?" Yes that was an interesting question in Juna’s view.

"He doesn't and you will never ask me who he is again!” Again, Juna couldn’t believe herself! It was so, so wrong!! Not only had she cheated on a man she thought she would never love, but at the expense of another she would hide the truth. FOR WHAT GAIN!?! “As long as he remains anonymous, he is safe from you and the Sith. Clear!"

Just when Juna thought she couldn’t be anymore dumbstruck, the mentioning of the Sith buckled her knees spiritually. When was this all taking place? In a distant future? Where did she come across the Sith? Or was there so much more to it?
She waited for him to nod. “You will hand in your resignation to Queen Landana tomorrow…..”
“Landana!” Juna suddenly found herself saying, and all around her was dark again from the black fog. What had happened previously lingered in her thoughts. Lady Terese Maltanaw Landana could never be Queen of Naboo again, at least not electively; appointed to the Throne by the Governors of Naboo was the only way, in the event that King Veruna had lost effectiveness in rule during a great national crisis. Actually with Juna being the last ruler before Tomas Krendel would get the first consideration -- all accordance to Naboo’s Royal Doctrine Concerning Emergency Succession. Juna and Terese were still members of the Royal Court of Naboo; though with no real power tangibly, they were given every consideration as if they were still Royalty, in case Krendel or a future elected Royal Leader failed the people.

The practice of such focused concentration on what Juna had seen and what Juna knew slowly awoke Juna from her Dark Purity confusion. Little by little, the confusion that covered her like an unwelcome blanket slid of her body. Figuratively it started at the feet instead of the head, moving inch by inch upward to that most important of body parts. The black fog, the Dark Side of the Force and the future, once again cleared away when Juna approached it straight ahead, once again revealing a dying Coruscant.
The landscape was revealed by the dim glow of Coruscant’s faint sun, a world bathed in an orange light. There was no power in the city. Thousands upon thousands of air cabs and buses and ships and vessels were grounded, or were in the state of falling because of no power, or because they had sustained damage. The metallic landscape was melting under the hard rains that fell from the acidic clouds. There were bodies, bodies of every conceivable species of sentient being known to live on Coruscant, littering the streets in bloody, blobbing heaps. Their homes, the office buildings, the ships were not going to shelter them for very long. By some miracle they did, it changed as featureless, humanoid forms morphed from the gathering pools of acid rain and ran out in all directions. There intentions were to find survivors and kill them by splashing on their intended targets.
The rains stopped. The heavens were filled with the flashes of heavy laser fire. In and out of the clouds came various classes of old and outdated Republic warships, small and large, using every erg of their shield energy to repel the damaging affects of the clouds. They were targeting something unseen, but even with the bleakness that was Coruscant there were so many that thought it could be saved. Such bravery was foolish; at this point, Coruscant was clearly a loss. Then again, Juna found herself realizing that it wasn’t just Coruscant that was lost. This was not just Coruscant’s last gasp.
And it all changed again, and to her horror Juna was eight years old, surrounded by the massive debris. She was compelled to start shouting out for Enothchild and Naressa. Gone was everything that happened before this replay of memory. Everything she uncovered, every question that needed to be answered, vanished on little Juna’s desperate attempts at saving the Jedi Master and her Mother. In the back of her mind while it replayed, Juna kept telling herself to stop. She wanted to stop because she knew how this was going to end: Enothchild and Naressa were fine, but her Father Bendian Rapier was going to be murdered by Magus Prophet.

Unlike the other nightmares of this, little Juna went through the motions but instead of saying what she said twelve years ago, she said in her childish voice, “Stop, Juna, stop what you’re doing.” She began to move debris; she tried to stop her past from repeating again. “Stop yourself! Prophet’s coming at any moment.”

Juna could sense her Father coming up behind her, about to beg for her to stop…

Little Juna used the Force to move what debris should could. Juna spoke other words again. “Damn it, stop! Turn around you little idiot! I got to stop!” She kept telling herself in mind as well in voice to stop looking! She thought illogically: she thought that since she was in her past via memory, she could change what had happened and alter everything that has happened since. “STOP! STOP IT! STOP!!!!!!! THEY’RE ALIVE! ALIVE!!!!!!!”
The wetness of her Father’s blood hit her back.

“NO!” Juna wailed out in total disbelief. She had failed him again, all over again. Little Juna was replaced by present day Juna in all her Dark Purity when she turned around to confront the visual again that had haunted her for years. It meant little to her, being an adult, fully fallen Sith Maiden: the past was memory that could never, ever change what happened. No power could do that.

But the fact that the horrible day was happening again, or the fact that Juna realized she could not change it was not what stopped her sobbing and started another round of confusion. Before her, once again, was Palpatine playing Bendian Rapier’s dying part, from the bleeding, to the tear that left his right eye, to looking down to see the tips of Prophet’s horns penetrating his torso, to his attempt at reaching for Juna before Prophet raised up to rip him in half. She was totally stunned by this, totally did not understand what was going on…

A ball of flame streaked the sky violent, and the aftershock of it’s presence nearly ripped the entire planet apart -- the apartment Juna was in exploded, the fog that surrounded Juna pulled back; the more confused and uncaring she was, the more the black fog of the Dark Side lifted….
“I know it’s difficult, but at least you understand it now, don’t you.”

Juna found herself in the home of Jacen and Naressa Solo once more. She remembered her last appearance here: her Grandfather was going to tell her Mother a secret. Her Grandfather looked very sad but determined. Her Mother appeared quite shaken and had obviously been crying based on tear stains on her robe sleeve and the way her body just shook on exhales. Naressa’s right hand lingered on the top of her head, her fingers constantly probing something amongst the hairs…

Juna recognized her own room in Rapier Manor twelve years ago as soon as she finished blinking her eyes -- if she really did blink her eyes, it was a vision after all -- however she closed her eyes and found herself in the past, in her room, with her Mother. She immediately remembered this scene before it even began to play out. This was when she and Naressa had a disagreement over Enothchild staying at Rapier Manor just after he had brought Juna home.
Juna watched Naressa stood up, sat down next to her small child form on the bed, and said, "I want to show you something. It's a secret. Just between you and me. And maybe you will understand where I am coming from. Will you keep my secret?"

Juna nodded with no control over what was happening. Naressa said, "Stand up. Getting behind me and with your hands rummage through my hair until you reach my scalp and look at what you find there hard. And really think about it before saying another word."

Juna did what she was told to do and found the very faint lightsaber scar hidden under Naressa’s hair. At the time her Mother insisted in few words that a Jedi had left that mark….

Another blink of her eyes, and Juna was back in the Solo home right where she thought she had left them; Jacen dying in his bed, her Mother still probing the lightsaber wound on her scalp. It appeared -- for lack of a better way to explain it -- that they had been talking while Juna was ‘out’ because much of what Jacen expressed facially suggested it; he appeared winded from talking. He glared up at his daughter and said, “Promise me you won’t have children.”
Juna was behind her Mother when Naressa spoke as if the demand had taken her breath away; a quite whisper to illustrate the pain of such a death bed request. “Why?”

“After what I’ve told you, you should understand why; you’re smarter than you pretend to be around me,” stressed Jacen. “Your mother…had always wanted you.” He frowned, shook his head, and corrected the last statement. “Nah, she needed you. Needed you for god knows what exactly, but in the end it was for no good, for anyone, except her. I…just thought…the way she stared at herself every morning while you grew inside of her….she was just being overwhelmed with hormones and such things. But when she became…no….when she showed her real self that night she died, I realized it was her knowing what she wanted you to be. Like…you were a plot, a plan, I don’t know but something else than a normal girl! Those eyes…” He shook his head again, “so fricking deep with certainty, and with evil intentions for you.”
Jacen looked up at her again. “I’m not saying…she became evil because of you. She had always been evil. It was just…as if she got damned ambitious after she had you. And after what she told me before you got hurt, about this birthing of girls and dying father’s deal they all do, then her reasons for havin’ you wasn’t outta love.” He shook his head again. “She lied to me, and by having you she made us both victims.”
“But I don’t understand,” whispered Naressa delicately. Juna, on the other hand, knew she understood even with the details missing between her last two visits into this vision/memory. “Do you want me to be alone and without love?”
Juna expected sympathy from her Grandfather, as if asking Naressa to forgo love and motherhood was a burden he would never wish on his daughter let alone any other female in the galaxy, Human or not. She anticipated that he would give a dissertation about wanting her to be happy, but unfortunately based on the realities -- the ones Juna was not privy too -- it was not wise for Naressa Jaina Solo to share her heart with anyone. In the Dizzy Arnes point of view of it, he would want her to live like a nun -- that is don’t get nun, don’t want nun, don’t need nun.

Jacen did nothing that Juna had expected. His face was stern, and scowling. Naressa was afraid of her father; not that he was abusive or mean towards her, but when he got mad at her it was for good, sound reasons when she reviewed them. This was the natural fear any child had when a parent got angry with them, and for Naressa it was one of the few subjects she really feared, right up there with her fear of being on starship.
“You can’t trust anyone but yourself, Naressa,” spat Jacen, “and even that’s no guarantee. I’ve caught you a few times…doing things…after I told you not to do them. You got no control over…what you want to do. I’ve read some of that stuff you brought home. Some of it is crap…but some of it pretty damn clear to me.” He grabbed Naressa’s dress sleeve and pulled her towards him with unsuspecting strength. “You got a darkness in ya that no woman…no thing…should have. You must spend your life controlling that.”
Naressa said cursedly, “Like a Jedi.” Juna remembered such tones spoken by her Mother before, before Enothchild had come into both their lives. There was an unspoken but clear animus back then how of much she cared little for the Jedi Order.

Out of no where, causing Juna to even shriek, Jacen give Naressa a hard slap in the face. Naressa’s gasp spoke of not just her shock but her lack of angry glare, anger against him, and consideration whatsoever of retaliation. When she was punished for misdeeds, and it was for bad ones when she was a child, a firm slap on her buttocks and a grounding following it worked. A face slap was more direct, more personal, and something Naressa would have ever expected; so much so it ached her heart -- it never deterred her from slurring the Jedi in the future, but whenever she spoke in such ways the slap and its sting would return in her mind, fresh and painful.
“No more talk like that,” said Jacen with a pointing finger that figuratively if not literally stab his daughter dead. He was more than offended by her spoken feelings in what she had said. “Never again!” He pointed his finger at her a few times with renewed fire in his eyes; he was done explaining this to someone who was far smarter than he was. “It’s not just for your own good, but for everyone’s. The dark side will eat away the good in you like a cancer, kid. Life’s tough without added complications. Like it or not relationships and children are added complications. You may think you’re above those things, but you’re not. Trust me on that one: I’ve lived a life, you haven’t even begun yet!”
Jacen strained to grasp her shoulders. He squeezed them and said, “You’ve been a good girl so far. I wouldn’t trade you in for anything else, even personal freedom, or even for good health. It’s why I’ve worked so hard, worked to be there for you all the time. I want you to always be good, Naressa.”
“I try, Papa,” whimpered a woman Juna never would have thought could whimper.

“I know you try, and it’s that effort you got to keep your focus on.” Jacen touched Naressa’s face where he slapped her, and fought down a sad face. “You’ve read about good. You’ve learned about it. Many good people do one thing well, and that’s they keep their word. They make promises and they honor them. No matter the struggle, no matter the times, regardless what it means to their own lives: they always keep their word.”

Naressa nodded in agreement. It lead to Jacen saying, “So…on my death bed…swear to me right now. Swear to me you won’t have children. Swear to me you’ll live a life of…” he paused to find the right words “valiant solitude. Swear you will never, ever use the Force, no matter what.” He put both of his hands on her face and said gently, “Swear it.”

Juna just could not believe what she was seeing and hearing. She honestly couldn’t even begin to think about them, of what everything meant. Given her current hate for her Mother, these looks into Naressa’s past, though incoherent, did enough to shake the grips of rage she had for Naressa. What it did, though, was cloud up Juna’s perceptions. During a time for a need of clarity, all this did was raise very hard and difficult questions and issues. It was bewildering, confusing…

“I swear,” said Naressa. But to Juna, that wasn’t Naressa that said it. The voice was different. She looked to see only the back of her Mother’s head, a head that bent down and kissed her father on the cheek and nuzzled it. When she turned away for a moment, though, Juna could see who it really was: it was Faradi, and she had the most devious smile on her face…

Rapier Manor was in ruins again, and this time Juna was looking at her child self digging helplessly into the rubble. Once again, Palpatine was in Bendian’s place, and once again Prophet was going to kill Palpatine in Bendian’s place. But in this perspective everything looked even more different. In the pile little Juna was working so hard to dig through there was, on the opposite side, an opening. There, lying quietly and unmoving in the hole, was Naressa.
When little Juna began crying out for Enothchild and Naressa, modern day Juna watched her Mother stir, trying to regain consciousness. The Dark Hope walked closer to her Mother and cried desperately to her, forgetting that it was only a memory, “Get up! Get up, Mama, you can save Papa! Mama!”

The woman’s head rose, but again it wasn’t Naressa. Faradi this time looked right up at Juna and sneered. When the sounds of Magus Prophet’s horns planted themselves into Bendian, Faradi didn’t bother flashing a toothy smile, she broadcasted her joy in watching Juna go through another round of suffering…

All was dark, but in a second Juna recognized one of the many guest rooms that occupied Rapier Manor, and she realized, with heavy heart, that Enothchild was in the room, and here his face did not bare the Mark of the Flames. For the briefest of seconds Juna thought that everything to this point had been a dream; everything, not just his death. Since most of their time together had eventually lead to his fate of death she actually thought that in order to save him everything had to change. She wanted to tell him to go away, leave her life, save himself from a doom that in some way she had bestowed upon him. Enothchild had nearly died for her on top of the Tower Maze; he was going to die for her on Tatooine if she didn’t stop him now.
Before Juna could or say anything the door to the room opened. Naressa walked in and immediately Juna seized. It all came back to her, this moment, but unlike in thought this was taking its slow and easy going time playing out. Juna demanded in thought that she wanted to leave. She didn’t, and the horrible memory began to play out to her disgust; the memory of Naressa seducing Enothchild.

Naressa reached Enothchild and stared at him, the hood of her black cloak framing her beautiful face, giving it an omnipresence of power and mystic. Keeping her cloak closed and without hesitation, she moved towards him and straddled his lap, placing both her legs on either side of him, resting on her knees and his thighs. She wrapped her arms around his neck, and very gently tilted his head down with her hands. She let her nose rummage through his hair, and she put strong emphasizes of sniffing by the base of his horns. She didn’t smell anything, her nose wasn’t sensitive enough to, but it was the act that mattered. Enothchild acted very uncomfortably at first, but then appeared to accept Naressa’s pass.

Naressa said softly and huskily, “Is that how female Vhinphycs start the process of courtship? With the smelling of the glands on top to measure a male’s dominance and fertility?”

Enothchild said in a spacey tone, “Yeah, that’s how.” Shaking his head, he said, “Naressa-.”

“I need you to do something for me,” she said gently after placing her gloved finger on his lips to quiet him. “I need you to make love to me. Right now. Tonight.” Sensing his uncertainty, she continued. “Please. I need you. I need to feel you and kiss you and be with you.” Naressa began to rub her face against his. “I know you need this. I need this. We need each other. We are so much alike. It is only fitting that you and I join together and become one.” She pulled away and looked at him with teary eyes. She couldn’t help it she was so close to him now that this had to happen. “We’ve helped each other and we can do so again tonight.”

Juna wanted to scream. She did scream. Her scream went unheard; no sound came from her wide, parted lips, not from her straining throat.
Enothchild put his hands on Naressa’s face, cradling them in his grasp and looking at her. “I cannot deny that. I cannot deny that I need you too.” He looked down and said, “But it’s so hard to do this. I don’t want to betray my Nadja.”

Naressa’s tears came down softly but controlled. She put a hand to his face again and said, “You won’t be. I will never replace her or what you two had together, just like you couldn’t replace all the love in my life. She will always be with you in your heart. You will never forget her.” She placed her forehead against his bumpy forehead. “If you betray her, it will be in that you let her death scare you away from love. I didn’t know her, but I have a feeling she would have wanted you to find love again.” She grew quiet and said very silently, “I would like to be your love found again. Please?”

There was in a pause, a long pause from Enothchild that even made Juna personally uncomfortable. She had seen such a face on her late Husband before. It was the time she told him on Coruscant that she had loved him; it was the moment when she discovered this tryst that had occurred behind her back, a betrayal like no other. How she hated Enothchild in the beginning, but since then all the blame had fallen squarely on Naressa’s shoulders. Naressa knew Juna’s desires for Enothchild, yet she cared less for anything Juna ever wanted.
Juna covered her eyes because she knew what Enothchild was going to say. When he said “Yes” she silently screamed again with eyes squeezed tight behind covering hands. She kept telling herself afterwards that she wanted to wake up. This was a nightmare that made her hate her Mother all over again. How could her Mother betray her?

She angrily opened her eyes and saw the beginning of what was to coming playing out. Juna realized that something was different the moment she saw Faradi lying on the bed where Naressa was supposed to be. Faradi examined Enothchild, and then said Naressa’s lines. “I trust you.”

Enothchild said, “I’ll be gentle. You have my word.” He bent down to kiss her chest, and Faradi let her head roll a little to her left. Once again, Faradi was looking right into Juna’s eyes, and the most sinister smile on the Sith Maiden’s face to date goaded Juna. And then Faradi gave Juna a wink…
She heard a sound…

A thump…

And all was black.

The laughter of Faradi Nimh echoed loudly in Juna’s head as she came to, and when she came to she recognized the laughter, the moment, the betrayal, and the pain. So realistic was this more recent memory it was as if Juna was not just reliving the experience; it was as if everything that happened after it, the whole year’s worth of life she had nearly lived, was just a day dream created by agony; as if the year was her imagination, played out in a fraction of a second. Here, on board the Orpheus, where Faradi had duped her and Magus Prophet had just gored her head to finish the lethal beat down. All elation of victory over her nemesis was just as crushed as her skull, and her ribs, and hip, and her spirit. She could feel it all leaving her; she could feel it leaving with her dripping blood. Was it all a dream then? He had to be: this was the real end.
Faradi strolled around the corridor, admiring what she had done. She did not smile, but she was amused. She did not laugh, but she found humor in what she had done. She gloated because she could. “Insignificant, foolish, little Wannabewan! All your life, all of your life, the value of life which your mother strides for you to live, only weakened you! You are, and you can never be, a Jedi, or any so called hero of virtue! A Sith that denies their known passions is no Sith: they are the walking dead, waiting for someone to come along to end their miserable existence! Watching you all these years, fawning over that Vhinphyc, desiring to be holy warrior, be for the people: it made me SICK!
“You are a perversion! You are a freak! You, a foul thing, a toxic waste! You that pollutes the Dark Side of the Force with your…unselfish sacrifices and unrelenting misguided ways! All this time, you who desired to be what you cannot be! You desired to be the slave and not the mistress! You desired to be queen and not the empress; the leader, not the ruler! You, you who never exploits weakness and decries true strength! You who rebelled against her matron, only to embrace the path she wanted you to follow in the first place! You who chose the path to weakness!”

Faradi took a breath, held it, and exhaled with a smile, “Thank you.”

Juna struggled to look up at her, feeling a fire hidden deep within her defeated soul. She understood what Faradi had meant back then, and understood why the wicked spirit thanked her. She wanted so much to get up and begin dissecting Faradi with her bare hands, but Juna was in no shape to do anything except one thing -- it was nearing that time.

The folds of Faradi's cloak brushed across her face, and the Dark Side spirit squatted down directly in front of Juna. She made a face that suggested how nasty Juna's face had become. "Young fool. Only now do you understand." Faradi looked past her and said, "Excellent. He is coming to kill you now."

Again, Juna couldn't move, but she could see; the 'eyes' looked behind her to watch Prophet's hulking form struggled to stand up, and then finally he was on his feet in what seemed to take hours for him to do, when in fact it was only seconds. His mouth opened and he seemed to be roaring again, but it came out muffled and slow to match the cadence of the action. He finished and began to stalk towards her.

Without much thinking behind it, more like an afterthought of desperation, Juna 'looked' back at Faradi and her right hand twitched. It twitched again. Finally it moved towards Faradi, the hand opening so very slowly to reveal the palm, and she tried to reach out and touch her…

No, not touch Faradi: kill her! Strangle her! She begged for the spirit to put her neck in her palm so she could use the last of her strength to finish her! What did it matter that Faradi was all ready dead, that she was a ghost! But Juna realized something in this moment: she was not looking to strangle Faradi. Though in spirit she wanted to deep down it was the surface of her being that had given up all hope. She wanted Faradi’s help, and she was now going to beg for it.

Faradi cocked an eyebrow and was very amused. She said exasperated. "Oh, now you want my help. Didn't you hear anything I said to you before?" When she got no answer, she asked, "No?" Faradi heaved a sigh, and very nonchalantly stuck out her hand; she didn't bother to reach, and they were both a good six inches apart when measuring between the fingertips. "Oh very well then. Come on. Take my hand."

Juna silently begged for Faradi to reach out to her hand by shaking her hand…

No, she didn’t want Faradi’s help! With that thought deep in her heart, Juna began to realize that this was the past, it was not happening now. The past year did happen! She did marry Enothchild, she did lose him! She lost him to someone….someone Faradi had control over, she was sure of it…

"Come on, baby girl, that's it. Come to your Nana," said Faradi with sugary sweetness. It was followed by a tart, lemon like bitterness that did was intentionally insulting. "Crawl for me, like the baby girl you truly are: a helpless infant who can't stand."

A consciously heard grunt escaped her lips as Juna used all of her will to move her body to stretch…

Granddaughter? Nana? Juna remembered the words that Faradi had spoken during this time. It finally dawned on Juna: Faradi Nimh was her Grandmother! Faradi was the wife of Jacen Solo! The mother of Naressa! The Evil!
"That's it, come to me you helpless baby. And then there will be no more pain because your Nana will make it all go away."

Juna did all she could to pull her hand back; her body did the opposite, trying with more effort to reach for the Evil. She let out a growl and propped herself up the best she could with her good arm and threw her hand towards Faradi…

Faradi pulled her hand back at the very last moment. She glared down at Juna and said, “You know, I’ll take over your destiny in a much more powerful form, just as I planned since the beginning. And whatever happens to you…well, it just won’t affect the outcome of my plans.” She stood up and gloated back downward. “All of your years spent on weakening yourself now haunt you. No amount of power ascension will matter. Without living the virtues of Darkness, you, dear Juna, are no threat to anyone, especially me!”
Juna was roughly spun around by Magus Prophet; it was at that moment when it appeared he was going to kill her. Juna, however, was seeing things differently. Faradi walked casually through him, and then she squatted down next to him and fingered the case that held Juna’s harvested eggs. She then eyed Prophet longingly and mused, “There’s a lot of meat there to tenderize, but it’s the black magic within him I want to have. Magic the Black Witches of Amer’omora could have only begged for when the Warlocks of Ma’cul bottled their hearts. 
“It is that power we Force users have always taken for granted, and I must admit I paid no heed to its advantages.” She leered happily at Prophet. “But what advantages! This one, and only this one, did destiny allow him to have such power. Power you were destined to possess, by the way.”
Juna didn’t know what to make of that yet. Faradi just looked at her, shrugged her shoulders, and said, “If you don’t want it, then I’ll just take it.”

Juna was standing again as Faradi’s laughter shook the memory of the Orpheus away. She was back in the apartment surrounded by Dark Side fog. The fog lifted when she approached the window, in time to see the fireball crash right into Coruscant, and even then it was hard to engage its monumental size. It exploded, but it exploded like glass. Shards of glass did not rain down but shapeless, less transparent humanoids did. Hitting the ground gave them weight, and form, and being on the ground gave them a long awaited purpose. Anyone who was still alive, and there were many, many of them below the planet’s main surface, were in the eyes of these soldiers food to be consumed and there was so much to consume. They ruled Coruscant; they could not wait to eat; they the many the Dark Prophets of Vhanba born to do this great and evil deed for the masters of a dead race.
The Dark Side fog complete cleared away, and for the first time since the whole exercise began Juna could see she wasn’t in an apartment. She recognized most the landmarks that remained upright and imposing, in their locations and where she could see them in their arrangements based on where she exactly was. The interior of the windows she looked out from were spaciously wide, a part of a grand design meant to call upon more of the Force through the entire architecture. Where Juna was standing was the Council Chamber, the very top room and floor of the Jedi Temple.
Realizing where Juna was, she spun around in a panic, wondering why in the hell the Jedi Masters that made up the Council did nothing to prevent the horrors, or at least fight them. She thought there was still time to win, even though a significant part of her being told her that in reality Coruscant -- the Republic -- was finished. She believed, firmly and without doubt, that it was better to die fighting for all that was good than to sit back and let death just take them; make evil earn it, make Faradi, Prophet, or whomever pay a price, make them remember always from wherever they will forever gloat over their victory.

Juna stopped her search very quickly. She gasped, and then felt a great knot in her stomach, and a fear build up so much in her that it buckled her knees. Across from her, far from the windows, sitting in the only chair, was Master Yoda. He was alive, unharmed, and very quiet. It seemed as if he did not see her. Juna was at a total loss on what to do. Her mind went blank upon seeing him, and she couldn’t bear to look at him; worse, she hoped Yoda never looked at her because if he did she was going to collapse. She felt this way because she feared that Yoda would hate her for allowing Enothchild to leave the Jedi Order, and then allow him to die. She knew how close Enothchild and Yoda were, how so close they were that the Master of the Jedi called the Vhinphyc his son. Yoda, like any good Jedi, let go of his attachments before he considered them attachments. She had her doubts that Yoda let Enothchild go, no matter what Enothchild had told her during the last few months. How she could prove it went beyond saying; she just did not want Yoda to look at her, talk to, or even be in this imagined realm.
“Imagined, you think,” said Yoda, without looking up at Juna. Juna gasped and backed herself right up to the window. “The clouds of the future have all lifted. All is undone.”

The very moment Juna dread came: Yoda looked at her, right in her eyes. Juna trembled before him, unable to take such a stare that produced no means to kill or do great physical harm. It told of no feelings, those green eyes, yet Juna was terrified to the point she forgot to breathe. How she could not confront him, not after Enothchild’s passing.

“Pass, the prophecy has come,” said Yoda. “Die so many will, under the gaze of the Dark Hope.” A noise from beyond the Jedi Council Chamber door caused Juna to look towards it. Threatening sounds.

“Fear not this end,” said Yoda, bringing Juna to look back at him. “Fear not your beginning. What you will do, and how you do, define your true existence. The bookends of your life, studied hard by even the wisest of beings, do not measure. It is not the holders of books that draw the interested to read. Between them is where the content of interest lies. Your life, between the bookends it is.”
The door dented from a powerful fist. Another dent followed it, and several more from several hands follow them. Juna had no weapon, and Yoda did not seem to care. The Prophets were coming, coming to end the Republic as anyone knew it to be.

“Do nothing, there is no such thing,” wised Yoda, ignoring Juna’s back and forth head movements between him and the nearly destroyed door. “To do nothing is to do something with no results. I disagree.” He brought his hands together over the top of his cane and really gave Juna an eyeful of his glare. “To do or to do not, a result there must be. To end that I ask: what is your desired result?”
Juna couldn’t understand, and when the door busted open and a flood of Prophets entered there was no time….

Actually, there was little time left, but time nonetheless…
