CHAPTER 110.0
It took several hyperdrive jumps for the Millennium Falcon to finally catch up with the Nubian fleet at the predetermined rendezvous point at the Rynastis Nebula; a journey that took nearly a full day to complete. During that time Naressa relented her private time she had with Juna so Muriel could tell Dizzy what to do next between jumps; eventually Ros took over the duties of piloting as Enothchild tended to Casper during those times, and since Enothchild - although he managed to pilot a blind ship across the galaxy - was still a lousy pilot and he wasn't in the best shape to do anything; more to the point the Jedi could do nothing for Juna the most seriously injured out of all of them. Naressa remained with her the entire time of the flight, and for the most part all was silent onboard; it was neither a time for casual conversation or short talk, let alone a proper time to play a thousand questions. Even Ros, the most curious of them all, didn't have the heart to start out of respect more than fear of how she would react; he was beginning to see little by little that she wasn't necessarily a threat, although he was still too leery of her.

Upon landing a med team rushed into the ship having been alerted beforehand of Lady Angelleia's condition; once the ship landed, the carrier was to send one last mission report before making the jump to light speed for a six day trip to Fondor for fuel. As preparations for transport took place onboard the Falcon, Ric Olie and readily alerted members of Bravo Squadron assembled in a loose group at the foot of the ship's ramp, and as time ticked pass one by one the stragglers ran - not walked, ran - in and joined the group. This was followed by another group of med techs and another repulsor bed, which only intensified the worries of the fighter group.
The med teams finally came down, pushing Juna down the ramp first. Ric and the others didn't realize it was her until someone said 'she' since her face was covered with miles of gauze and bandaging and the rest of her body had been subjected to emergency medicine wares by the carrier's medical personnel. Some of the squad members stayed silent, others spat out curses and took a walk, and Ric stood there thinking as the other did; in some way, they failed, and he looked down ashamed.
"It's not your fault," said a voice that brought Ric's face up. Before him stood a woman that had been following behind the med techs and had spoke in a voice he found familiar, but it didn't belong to this creature clothed in black and face of white. That is not at first. "You gave us the time to get to her; if you and the others hadn't been there, Ric, she would've been dead."

Ric looked into her yellow eyes after that, and suddenly her facial features clicked in his mind. He questioned, "Misses Rapier?" She gave him just a nod of acknowledgement and walked away without saying another word. He shivered with an unexplainable cold as he stared on, unable to say anything more, believing he just seen a ghost. He didn't for others around her reacted to her.
Casper came down on a med bed next, but wasn't too bad off as he was before on the Orpheus; his eyes were partially open and he breathed with little wheeze. Ros was with him and stayed with the barely conscious Padawan Learner. Ric seemed to snap out of it and saw them and asked in a stutter, "What the hell happened on that ship?"
"Lots of things, Captain Olie," was Ros' only sharp answer and he continued stay at his Padawan's side. Ric just stared on, realizing he just experienced a Jedi's form of rudeness, which was tame compared to other displays of rude statements, and he deserved it. What he asked was similar in context to what Governor Sio Bibble asked of the survivors of Bravo Squadron ten years ago after the Battle of Evramora.
"Get away from me!" Muriel shouted at the medics one last time at top of the ramp, and they finally took the hint to leave her alone when she added the cool stare of her purple eyes to go with her raised voice. Behind her came Dizzy with both his arms in loose slings, and lumbering behind them both was Enothchild, who had medics surrounding him still begging him to sit down somewhere, anywhere; the Vhinphyc looked like he needed to lie down than sit down with his beat up, pale skin appearance and the piece of metal that stuck out of his kneecap appeared to hold his leg together.
Their attentions drawn to one another, Muriel rubbed her bandaged ear and said to Ric with the authority granted to her by King Veruna as Royal Sheriff and on of the Lead Mission Planners, "Report Captain Olie."

Ric cleared his throat and began as the others stood behind Muriel. "We sustained some losses, twelve pilots to be exact. Some various damage to fighters and carriers, but all fixable. In all, pilots and crew, 49 dead, 20 wounded. Sensors indicate that all enemy combatants never had a chance to leave the doomed system. After we send initial reports we'll be going to Fondor for refueling; we can't make Naboo on our current tanks." He stepped side to side uncomfortably. "And we don't have a clue where your fellow Guardians are."
On that note Dizzy looked left….right….behind the Millennium Falcon….under the ventral surface…. "Hey! We didn't…leave them…." His thought trailed off quietly as his left eye began to flutter.
Muriel didn't acknowledge her husband or the other's concerns at the moment. She asked gently, "And Cessa and Deannta?"

Ric relaxed a little and took another quick look at the doors in which a supposedly dead Naressa Rapier had walked through to be with her daughter. The 'dead' coming back to life seemed to be a reoccurring theme today. "They're under observation in Sick Bay. The rescue squad got them on board here and then rejoined the battle." He shook his head. "Man this whole thing has been unbelievably wild." Remembering himself, he asked again, "But…the Guardians? The Sanctuary Vhinech? And what happened to the planet?"

"Good questions," said Enothchild finally after he thought about it. He looked at Muriel with a sly eye. "Where are they?"

Muriel smiled a little and said, "Safe."

"Safe?"

"Safe?" Ric questioned.

"Safe," said Muriel, her eyes drifting a bit. "Where? I don't know. And I don't want to know. And more importantly, Oggie didn't want others to know either, and I think the Vhinech would prefer it that way too." 
She could see in their eyes that they believed her, for truthfully she didn't know where they were. However, they waited to tell them what she did know just out of curiosity. "Oggie once told me 'secrets are like stars: it's improbable to chart every single one'. He brought it up to my attention again on the way to Sanctuary……and I thought it made sense. Pick any shiny dot at random away from civilization and head for it, and don't tell anyone where you're going for like a wary man desperate for a vacation that is when the vacation can go sour."
Dizzy giggled a bit, Enothchild smirked just a little, and Ric shook his head in amusement. Muriel shrugged her shoulders and said, "The Order of Guardians lost the legal right to protect and serve. The Sanctuary Vhinech's home was compromised and eventually attacked by the MerCons and such, and on top of that the Trade Federation. Hey, they're both are now nomadic, made so by greater powers of authority; a perfect fit for them to work together and start anew. Oggie made the point before: galactic-politically speaking, the Vhinech need to be safe and protected or else they'll be driven right back into fighting. It would be a war they can't win and a war the Republic can't agree on how to fight it; it would be a slaughter exchange, day in and day out, and when its over there wouldn't be a happy ending. Remember, the winners write the history books everyone reads, even if they're morally and ethically wrong in scope. Being the historian that he is, Oggie isn't going to let certain victors write volume one."
"I can't blame him," said Enothchild, nodding his head in agreement for in spirit it would have been exactly what he and - he firmly believed - the Jedi Council would have wanted anyways for the Vhinech; a continuation of the agreed upon cease fire, surrender, and treaty; to further the operation of keeping the Vhinech separated from the rest of the known galaxy that still hated them, more so now thanks to Magus Prophet, Helle, and the Legacy Virus.

"So you two decided to hide the Vhinech….and he and the other Guardians are the only ones that know where….and they'll be staying with them along with the secret of where they are, and that means no one will ever know where they are." Dizzy rattled off. Muriel nodded, and he raised an eye lid. "Without pay?"

"Actually Oggie decided, and there are bigger stakes involved, Honey," she said, "Oggie knows it, and so keeping the peace by protecting the Vhinech for nothing is award enough, and it gives the Order something to do now." She paused for a moment and finally said, "He's also looking out for his young grandchildren. The Guardians are looking out for their fellow Nubians and the Republic abroad. It's an honor and a duty for us to keep the peace and protect the innocent."

"And you do it quite well," Enothchild pointed out in admiration. "But you realize that you may be in trouble with some in the Republic for aiding in the escape of 'fugitives'."

Muriel shrugged her shoulders and put an assuring hand on Dizzy's tense with new worry shoulders. "I don't know a damn thing. Besides, I was acting as the King's commander in which I was in the middle of a rescue mission. I didn't have any control of what the Order of Guardians did save for the ones under my command. I'm free of any legal entanglements, although I suspect we'll have questions to answer in front of a Senate committee anyways."
Dizzy relaxed a little as he caught on and said, "And I don't think the Trade Federation isn't going to like that shit because they'll have to explain why they attacked us as well as the MerCons and the Vhinech."

"Oh, for sure," said Muriel slyly. "I'll bring it up constantly, over and over again if I am inquired."

"Damn right they do!" exclaimed Ric. They nodded in unison, and Ric asked as they were beginning to leave the docking bay, "And what of the planet?" They stopped and looked at him as one, looking a bit perplexed. "I mean….it was there, on the scopes, and then it just exploded. With thought you all died because, well, no one else came out of it alive on the sensors. What happened?"

Muriel turned and looked at Enothchild, and Dizzy did the same. Enothchild breathed in, thought for a few moments, and finally said, "Never underestimate the power of the Force, Captain Olie. At any time, it can surprise you."

"Oh," said Ric, and at first he didn't accept the explanation. Then again, Enothchild Sarch was a Jedi Master and he was only a fighter pilot. All he knew was what was in his cross hairs. "I guess you’re right." He looked at the doors again. "I hope that applies to Juna too."

Muriel grimaced just a little and said with some hope in her voice, "We all do."

There was some silence that was too eerie for them to let linger, so Ric looked at Enothchild and asked with a small smile, "I hope the other guy looks worse than you do."

Dizzy chuckled and said, "Well he tossed Prophet into a fiery abyss, so definitely he's worse off."

"Those who die are," remarked Muriel. She then noted the uncomfortable body language coming from Enothchild. She watched him lift his left arm which his forearm wore the Vhinphyckian wrist control Helle had worn. She remembered why he was so delayed. "Actually, given you looked like shit before you killed Prophet, it should be gal not guy looks worse."

"You mean….oh." Dizzy saw the wrist computer as well as Enothchild took it off. There was no activity registering on it as he held it up in his large hand. "Helle?"
Enothchild shook his head somberly and said, "I had to take her totally out of the equation. She was cold, and cruel, and she confirmed all of my fears. I left her on her ship in a deep, vegetative coma. She was too far gone to save."

"In every regard?" asked Muriel. Enothchild realized what she meant by that. It wasn't a question about Helle's poor health, but about her alliances. Jedi held out for some hope that anyone could change their minds in some matter, which was why death was always the last option.

"Yes," was the sure reply. Helle was so lost in hatred she was never going to change. No one did when they were all so sure of themselves; those were the ones so very hard to convince to change. 

Enothchild eyed the wrist computer again and now held it in both hands. "Helle and her ship were destroyed along with Prophet's vessel. And as wrong as it sounds I am glad she and her ship are gone. Both housed the essence of my people's hatred for outsiders, an extension of a deep seeded prejudice that had no merits and the terrible secrets created by such mindset to destroy life."

A twisting of his face, a grunt, a sound of metal weakening, and all at once the wrist computer was crushed over and over until it was an unusable paperweight ball; pieces of it dribbled from it and from his clasped together hands around it. "All the terrible secrets, the planning and the weapons, have gone the way of my people: they're now extinct, and forever they will remain that way." 
And like such subjects, Enothchild dropped the mess from his hands, letting it land in front of him, and he slowly took his limp leave; he was rejoined before long by the medical technicians who once again begged him to sit in the repulsor chair they brought for him. Instead he opened his senses and relied on them to guide him to the sick bay where destiny awaited him.
Dizzy bent down and picked up the piece of junk Enothchild left, examined it, and mused, "Well, unlike Bantha Head I'm not a litter bug. I recycle." Muriel and Ric looked at him oddly, so he gestured towards the Millennium Falcon with a throw of his head back towards it. "I need to work on my ship right away. I think this piece of scrap metal" he raised the crushed wrist computer "will patch up that blast divot near the bottom deuce. I mean, come on" he leaned in close and whispered "do we honestly want this lying around?"

"Good point," said Muriel with a nod. Although crushed, although ruined, and although rendered useless, that old axiom that 'a blaster is only dangerous in the hands of anyone' reared its ugly head in profound glory here. How often did she brought up in the history lessons she gave to little Juna about leaving things around for others to pick up be it a weapon or a burden and have it be used in a very immoral and unethical way? Too many times! The Republic was practically doomed to this repeat the failure over and over, and in fact it almost happened again with all the political garbage that took place on Coruscant. 
Noting her small, growing smile, Dizzy leaned in again and said, "Are you thinking that marrying me was the best idea you ever had? Who else can remind you of these little things?"

Noting his attempts at being a smart ass, she took the 'remind' part and spun it in its proper context. Muriel slyly replied, "Well, I couldn't marry the inventor of Post-It Notes or the publisher of 'The Short Guide to Republic History' so I settled on second place; the author of 'Memory Is Like Swus Cheese'."

Dizzy's large eyes squinted and he said, "I hear those tycoons you skipped out on are still single." Muriel gave him a playful swat on his shoulder and he mumbled, "And now I know why. OUCH!" That time she cuffed the back of his head. "Hey, I was just going to say, before I was rudely interrupted by battleship hands, that it's their loss."

"Oh sure, like that's going to -." Muriel was silenced when Dizzy reached up, pulled her down by the back of her neck and planted his lips onto hers. When they were finished, she cooed and wrapped her arms around his shoulders, pressing her face against his and saying, "It flies. It most certainly flies."
"I don't get it. I just don't get it," said Ric, and he turned his attention away for the moment. With a hint of awe and appreciation in his voice, Ric Olie told the husband and wife that watched Enothchild finally vanish behind the closing door, "There goes the toughest man I have ever seen in my life." He made the comment because of what little he knew of him and not because the Vhinphyc was walking around with a piece of metal holding his leg together sticking out of a barely bandaged wound. Because honestly he didn't know a lot about Enothchild Sarch. No really knew anyone unless they were blood, as in direct relations, or wedded mates. But just that little bit he knew of the Jedi Master as it relates to the now ended situation as a whole would cripple any mere man mentally, much worse than any broken bone or blaster wound or physical punishment. 
And the fact prompted Ric to finish by saying, "And I thank the Force he is on our side."

"That ain't no lie," Muriel said with a small nod, understanding where Ric was coming from, slipping into an area of speak foreign to Ric's ears. But no complained. Just everyone agreed.
Only a Vhinphyc was strong enough to carry such a heavy weight of burden.

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

CHAPTER 110.1

Far away, and within the day, the preliminary reports that the Nubian fleet sent to King Veruna through the HoloNet was read over and read over a few times with the startling revelations contained within them. Having read them quietly, Tomas Krendel kept it all to himself as he excused his Royal Court, not telling them what was reported or giving them a reason why he excused them. It told of many surprising things and the horrifying tragedy of Juna being severely injured; reasons which were unknown, but he made some assumptions given what was also mentioned in the transcript. The Trade Federation had attacked his people; attacked Bravo Squadron and whomever else happened to be there at the time from Naboo or was a part of Naboo's government. The very same Trade Federation of whom he gave the whereabouts of Sanctuary and promised him that no harm would come to Juna. Definitely the Trade Federation lied, lied like his Father did.
The guilt of it hung over the young King's head, and weight greater than any crown he could wear. He was afraid to transmit the report to Coruscant, but undoubtedly he had no choice in that regard. Supreme Chancellor Valorum all ready knew he had told the Trade Federation where Sanctuary was; he told him that himself. He remembered the face the appointed elder statesman of the Republic Senate gave him when he revealed such information. He remembered what he told him. Given that he transmitted the coordinates and the timetables, Valorum had a pretty damn good idea when the whole situation at Sanctuary would begin and end, and it was a given that the Jedi would somehow know about it; they probably knew about it before it happened if the lore about the bizarre and powerful religious fanatics were true. 
Valorum knew. He was waiting.

Tomas visualized that same look and same voice coming from a thousand Nubians. Even a million Nubians, all mad at him for putting their former and beloved Queen in even greater jeopardy than she did on her own. Over time his political paranoia kicked in as he looked over the reports again and again alone, realizing that without any effort of thought a layperson could conclude that Lady Angelleia, with her take charge, daring and fearless way of doing things, had gone to Sanctuary alone to save the Sanctuary Vhinech and to rescue the once believed dead Nubians, in no particular order, Cessa Evannava Ferngully, Deannta Desser (Corellian, but considered Nubian nonetheless by the people), and Naressa Rapier, her Ladyship's mother. He could see it being written up as a hero's story, of how a young former world leader and combat fighter pilot veteran against incredible odds went out alone to right the galaxy and save the people she loved so dearly from the clutches of a great evil that an entire Republic couldn't stop. The problem with such a story, though, was that such a tale could have been written like that if that was the outcome was that she did saved the galaxy, saved the people she loved including her mother - and wouldn't that just tickle people on Parent's Day - and got out without little damage to all involved.
Instead the story's outcome is the appearance of a young and naive King's stupid decision to ask the Trade Federation to go save a savior, a decision which may have factored in Lady Angelleia getting battered into her comatose state by her jailers. The report didn't say that, but others will think it. Supreme Chancellor Valorum chief among them for sure. And with Naressa Rapier alive, Tomas could only imagine her ire against him and that included the Throne; the matriarch of the Rapier Clan sued his father down to where he lived on only an allowance before he fled Naboo and had money to spare to hand out a billion credits worth of bonuses and stay in the black; oceans only knew what punishment befell onto him. That could be his saving grace, for he was the King, and lawsuits against the King became lawsuits against Naboo, and in turn lawsuits against the people.
Then again if she was just as bad as her late husband….

Tomas was just at a loss on what to do, and he found himself losing the courage and convictions he had two weeks ago when he told his father off and gave Muriel Thahada Arnes authority to lead the rescue mission to Sanctuary with her fellow Guardians and Bravo Squadron. He was afraid mostly of his next decision, and he didn't want to face the Supreme Chancellor with this report about the Trade Federation's involvement. 

As night began to settle upon Theed, Tomas went to his Royal Desk to answer and dismiss the call from one of the members of his Royal Court, and then attempted to contact former Senator Dace Palpatine for help. Alas, Palpatine's servants informed him that he was away on holiday with no specific time table for his return and no way to contact him. Tomas realized, however, that Palpatine quit because of him; through the Royal grapevine there was no secrets, and the adopted son of the Rapier Clan was most certainly not go to work with any Krendel on the Throne. After what happened over two weeks ago he was quite certain Lady Maltanaw would not help.
After a while, Tomas sat in his chair and just stared at the comm unit in front of him for hours, and finally with a lot of regret in his heart he made a very uneventful call for help to the only man that could help him. It took a great deal of time, going through servants and the like, but finally a familiar image appeared before Tomas in a small holoimage on his desk. "What?"

Swallowing his pride, Tomas answered back, "Father…I need your help."

With folding arms across his jacket and a smug smile on his face, Pirus Krendel chimed, "Do you now, your Highness?"

"Father."

"What's that, your Majesty? Oh, I can't believe a man such as yourself needs any help from someone that puts himself ahead of others, including his only son." Pirus folded his hands behind his back and snorted in contempt. "Spare me, you ungrateful bastard. I have new duties to perform tomorrow as the Trade Federation's business relations liaison to Naboo, unless you are informing me that you're actually going to bring charges against-."

"Then you know about what happened."

"Know what?"

"About what happened at Sanctuary? The Trade Federation attack on my ships and the loss of Trade Federation battleships?"

There were a few moments of quiet after that, and finally Pirus glared at his son suspiciously. "What do you mean an attack?"
Tomas blew out a long sigh and said, "Come off it, Father, you and the Federation are tight. Surely they told you about it, no one can keep a damn juicy secret like that one off the Frog's grapevine."

Pirus just frowned. "Son, believe me or not, I really don't care, but I know nothing about this. I am only their point man on business on Naboo. All I know is that Rapier took off for this Sanctuary place and her so called friends said it was a trap, a trap I was a part of. Allegedly I might add for the record."
"Well it was a trap," said Tomas flippantly. "Muriel, the Jedi, and the Bravos are bringing Juna home. She's hurt really, really bad, and I think the Trade Federation may be blamed for it."

Pirus eyed his son carefully and said, "And how is it that the Trade Federation got to this secret Vhinech hiding place? The Jedi know too well of the cool relationship between the Rapiers and my employers. So…you must have told Dod, didn't you?" Tomas said nothing, which prompted Pirus to laugh. "Oh Tomas, you fool! Or shall I say my Son, for although she isn't dead she deserved whatever happened to her, just like her moth-…"

"Father, Naressa Rapier is alive."

The hologram projection, any for that matter, have always shown beings in perfect definition of features, but their biggest problem was their omnipresent blue hue that surrounded the image for it distorted the person's actual skin color. Tomas, on the other hand, bore witness to a miracle as he could swear on any testament that his father's complexion became thin, old, and a deathly pale in just mere seconds; so fast he thought Pirus was going to croak right there.

"You…are joking," Pirus stuttered out, tugging on his collar, his bravado all gone.

Tomas' smirk wasn't one of appreciation for the fear his Father suddenly exhibited; in fact there was some hope that Pirus wouldn't suddenly become so ill to such news. "I can send you Captain Olie's and Muriel Arnes' reports. They're backed by signatures from the carrier commanders and the Jedi Knights. Naressa Rapier is alive and well." He then frowned at the hologram darkly as the thought passed his lips now, "Which means this Magus Prophet, whoever he was to you, failed completely, Father. Say what you want but your reaction to this news confirms what I suspected two weeks ago and everyone else did as well; you allied yourself with the Enemy!"

"I just can't believe…it." Pirus shook his head in disbelief, then realized with a head raising motion to look at his Son "Which means we're both in a spot of trouble."

"No shit, Dad," exclaimed Tomas with bitter defeat in his voice. "I told the Trade Federation where to go and it got pilots killed! It may have contributed to Juna getting hurt and the planet Sanctuary being destroyed!"
"Back that up: did you say a planet was destroyed?" When Tomas nodded, Pirus said, "Send me a copy of that report fast, Son."

Without delay, Tomas send an encrypted version through is private message line. He could see soon after Pirus reading the holographic version of the report with his darting head and moving eyes. Pirus questioned, "So…there is no reasonable explanation why the planet was destroyed."

"None and it also says the Sanctuary Vhinech got off before it occurred."

"But none of the rogue Vhinech?"

"Correct."

Pirus put a finger to his nose and tapped it repeatedly. "And my 'friends' didn't tell me. I wonder why they didn't."
"Isn't it obvious? They're going to bury what they did in that planet's rubble and blame it all on us!"
Pirus frowned. "I know that! Don't you know sarcasm when you see it?" He mumbled incoherently for a few moments, seemingly losing just a little sanity. Out loud, he said, "Knowing Rapier she will most certainly grill the both of us on this. We're going to have marks. And the Trade Federation thinks its going to use us as scapegoats? Oh no, I don't think so."

Tomas sighed heavily and said, "The ideas crossed my mind for the last several hours. I was supposed to transmit this to the Supreme Chancellor two hours ago. I can't! I'm afraid of the consequences! There hasn't been a public lynching of a Nubian leader since the end of the Nome Dynasty."
"And there won't be, Son, I'll assure you of that," said Pirus to calm him down. "No Krendel is going the way of the failures that preceded us. You're correct to call me. This will put us both in blame, even in the areas in which we took no part in. Now let me think…" His eyes suddenly tracked back up to look into Tomas' eyes. "But before I even give you a hand to save your neck, Tomas, we're going to make some agreements as gentlemen. You made it quite clear how you felt about me two weeks ago: that part of the relationship is over." Although he was venomous in that statement in his voice and expression, both Krendels hinted at remorse in some form or another; at least Tomas thought they did. "Now we're desperate men that have to come to an understanding that will benefit the both of us. It's starts by an assurance, by you officially but not necessarily publicly, that no legal action may be undertaken against me by any Nubian federal agency."
Tomas choked out a laugh. "You're asking a lot."

"If you want me to save you, you bastard son of mine, you will do it." Pirus raised a finger and pointed harshly with it. "Right now, it's you that will swing politically for such an error in judgment. And here's a reminder, Son: Rapier's lawsuit she had against me previously and being on the run cleaned me out! If she sues you, and she will for this snafu, you'll be lucky to last one year in court. And worse……she will sue you as the King, and that means the people's money will have to such a lawsuit."
"She'll be risking the people's ire for doing it." Tomas cut in and put his two hopeful credits in.

"Tomas, think! Naressa Rapier doesn't hold political office: She won't be the one raising taxes or diverting funds from key sectors of the budget or has to do both to pay for the lawsuit. She doesn't have to worry about votes, or Governor Inquires. And believe me she will ask her good friend Sio Bibble to initiate one against you. All it takes is three votes from five Governors to relieve you. Right now Tomas, despite not liking your job right now, that Throne is the only thing protecting you.
"Now, with your head finally out of your ass, let's get back to what I want. Again, you will make sure I am not criminally prosecuted and that I have political asylum."

"On your own world?" Tomas raised an eyebrow.

Pirus sighed, shook his head, and said, "The point is to make sure I don't get extradited, you idiot! Naboo has several thousand extradition treaties, but the whole process can be circumvented for those that don't. You see what I am about to do to save you is to screw my new employers and old friends the Trade Federation. By doing what I am about to have you do will make them look at me; you see, they can use the Republic Attorney Generals office through Coruscant to extradite me there, and then long the way I just 'vanish' in the bureaucracy.

"Mark my words, Tomas, I'm not going to become someone's spice bitch, nor am I going to get lost in space by the Trade Federation. I'm going to screw them before they screw me." Pirus licked his lips. "With your word, Son, I will make sure they don't screw the both of us. The question is are you a bitch or are you a King?"

Tomas worked his mouth for a few moments in thought, and finally he said, "I'm the King."

"Good," said Pirus with a little smile. "So long as you are the King, Tomas, your problems are few and far between; you hold cards against your enemies; they won't necessarily attack you so openly or without concern for the people, if they are so truly for the people that is." His smiled faded away and he said, "There are other conditions I want met in our little arrangement, but let's take care of the current problems first, shall we?"

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

CHAPTER 110.2

At first, to Valorum, and perhaps to the others in his office on Coruscant, the initial reports from Naboo about the rescue operation to Sanctuary took far, far too long to reach them; it was at the request of the Supreme Chancellor that such a report was to be passed along immediately, not a day and a half later, due to the possible Trade Federation involvement spurred on by King Veruna's very unwise - unbelievably stupid in Valorum's opinion - decision. Valorum felt that his demeanor and place in the galactic scheme of things were enough to sway the young King to do what he asked; he was in Tomas Krendel's shoes before once, a young man deathly afraid of what he should do during crisis; so unsure of himself that he would be willing to listen to the 'advice' of someone older and had been there themselves, or just listen to who they may believe to be a wiser man, or just follow the lead of someone with a bit more power; all to avoid the hanging rope that was the end of their just starting political high point. 
Was it a dirty tactic in politics to exploit the fears that fell upon such a young mind? Technically, Veruna could have told him to suckle on his male member, but that wasn't his nature when it came to father figures. Yes, he was exploiting another man's weakness, but under the circumstances in which the deep, underlying political aspects of the situation was threatening to splinter the Republic Union, Finnis Valorum was indeed going to stoop to such a low. A low he was going to continue until a teletype paper message was delivered to him by a non-diplomatic courier with Nubian diplomatic courier credentials that bared Veruna's Royal Coat of Arms. Such a move, though dated because of the advancement of technology, made sense to Valorum when he opened the wax sealed letter and read the first paragraph; indeed, what his highness was suggesting was not for all eyes or ears at the moment.
So, Valorum quietly called upon select members of the Senate who had not left Coruscant since the adjournment to his office to bear witness to what King Veruna was going to show. If the letter was any indication he wanted as many people he could get that would stand beside him when the truth hit the streets, which was when Nubian battle carriers reached Fondor in the next few days. The letter Veruna sent, conveniently enough, listed the names of key Senators that were still within earshot of the Supreme Chancellor's call out, either they were still on Coruscant or just a few hours away attempting to leave. He took Veruna's advice on another Senator, and with the advice Valorum indeed invited Asks Moe to the meeting. With his arrival, everyone was beginning to understand what was going on, while Valorum realized it all. The confirmation was going to come in the presentation.

With everyone situated down, a life size holo of King Veruna appeared before them in all his native Nubian Royal splendor. Unlike the Queens of Naboo his attires were not lavish, flowing affairs, just longer versions of male conservative suits in most cases like this now. He bore the Royal Face like his predecessors, the white face with the red split in the lips. The males had different levels of comfortability with such a visual, insecurity and prejudice much in the way of their thinking. Valorum himself, personally, couldn't see himself like that, however he had a deep respect for one's customs and traditions; diplomacy was often an adventure more than many realized and it does require a balanced mindset that doesn't favor either embracement or disgust; a hazard created by the living beings first prejudice.
"Your Highness," began Chancellor Valorum. "As you can see we are here as you have asked. I hope this is in regards to the rescue operation at the planet Sanctuary?"

"Thank you, Chancellor, and yes it has everything to do with the rescue operation," responded Veruna in perfect, Nubian bluster that made a few uptight; it sounded like he was trying to be more superior to them. "That is why I asked for the Senate to listen to what I have to say."

"Well, we could not get everyone back I'm afraid, but we do have ranking sub-chairmans and sub-sub chairmans. At any rate what you have to say cannot wait one month."

"Yes, I am afraid it cannot," said Veruna sadly. "I will begin with this, if I may be so bold." Once Valorum nodded, Veruna nodded to someone unseen on his end of the transmission, "This conversation takes place immediately after Senator Dod talked to you last, Chancellor." and suddenly his image was replaced with holographic presentation with him on the right and Senator Lott Dod on the left. Immediately, the holographic replay of their conversation began with Dod saying:

"Forgive me, your highness, the call went a little longer than I had hoped. I do not know why I put up with it; all the woman does is bitch and moan when she don’t get her own way."

“Please, sir, I have a high respect for the opposite sex.”
“I will wager that you won’t be saying that after a year of marriage, your highness. Now let’s get back to business, shall we? I have had many successful business dealings with your father in the past, and we have both profited well from them, that is until Lady Angelleia stepped in as Queen and ended those ventures. Do I assume you are calling in some sort of favor that we may owe your father? If so, I hate to tell you but we owe your father nothing. We have a balanced sheet in that regard”
“No, Senator Dod, I’m not calling in a marker. And my Father doesn’t care for Lady Angelleia’s welfare, and I know you don’t either. I, however, do care. And I also know how much you lost over the last ten years against the Vhinech Order, and therefore you would be willing to do anything to get such information."

“Really? Come now, Tomas, stop being naive. We do want the Vhinech dead, but believe me we have other means right now in progress to guarantee it.”

“But what I have will make the progress go faster.”

“Indeed, but our resources can’t be so easily swayed to aide your people so readily. Don’t get me wrong it isn’t I who would have a problem with this. The Viceroy and his contemporaries are looking to replace me, and a bad deal is all there is needed to engineer my own downfall. I need more than just the location of Sanctuary, your Highness. I need much more. Perhaps if you was to order all your forces to stand down in the sector and recall the patrols from the pirate lanes. Convince the other sovereign planets in the sector to do the same."

"This is blackmail, Senator. Only you have the military might to counteract the Vhinech terrorists."

"And why is that, my Nubian friend? Very simple: while the grazers graze we create the tools that plow the field they feed on when they are hungry and fear when the predators come sniffing around. That is how you stay a power, my friend; destroy the enemies that you create, if you know what I mean."
Dod sat back in his chair and continued. “Oh don’t go out of your way. Three lanes will do. I think you do know which ones.”
King Veruna sat there in contemplation, his face going over matters more and more and more and finally saying with a sigh, “Then I have your word. You will rescue Lady Angelleia if I give you the location?”

“I give you my word, as a friend of your father’s, that I will do whatever it takes to ensure her safe return.”

“System 45763, in the Unknown Regions.”

“If that is so, your highness, we will have your Lady returned to you in ten days time. I look forward to the new future we have.”

“Save it for a sound bite, Dod. I’m thankful, but this is the kind of deal that shouldn’t go public.”

“My lips are sealed. Goodbye, sir.”
The replay of the transmission ended with the imagine flickering out and immediately replaced by King Veruna. He said, looking at them one by one, "I see I have your undivided attention."

Valorum, who kind of had an idea what was going on, was really in great shock as he looked at the other statesmen in the room with various forms and versions of the shock on their faces. It wasn't what was necessarily said, but where it was said; in the private diplomatic forum. Private communiqués between world leaders, diplomats, ambassadors, senators and judges were much a sacred treasure like the mythical spoils of Xim the Despot. Such transmissions, yes, were sometimes leaked in tidbits and the rest was picked up based on intuition. Sometimes the spies were just too damn good, got it all, and gave their bosses all the deflector shielding they needed in a debate. 

However, this was different among gentlebeings of politics. More so than anything held sacred, such transmissions stayed within unspoken boundaries like the mistress on the side for some of them. It was the Ultimate Sin of Politics: full disclosure. There was a difference between that and the truth. A good example in their minds was then Queen Angelleia, who throughout her career was about as open one could get without actually inviting the media and more importantly the voters into her very life; her beliefs were out there, her true beliefs and opinions and agendas were there for all to see and judge her by. Politicians, those who play the game long enough, hard enough, and have more scars than deaths in the political arena, put on that face and agenda that has undersides to it; in some it's minute, while in others the undersides are so thick it can hold up a bulk cruiser without landing gear. The latter are the status quo acceptables. Someone like Angelleia was a rare gem amongst the coals. Not all politicians were so uncomfortable with themselves, but even Valorum had ideas and thoughts and aspirations that he didn't want others to see for, in the arena of spin, anything could be made from it.
In politics, the spin was always negative when it came from accusers. Of course in those cases it is only implied.

Not in this case. Not only did King Veruna violate the unspoken rule of speaking in private and potentially sunk Dod, but he sunk himself just as equally. Every single one of those statesmen bared witness to a growing rumor, and unfortunately if Veruna stayed in power, which Valorum doubted that very much now, no world leader or anyone in power was going to speak to him even in the arena of open opinion. The rumors will spread through the same communiqué line Veruna had just besmirched. The others, even Valorum, were sure the next thing Veruna was going to do was pull out a blaster and shoot himself in the head.
Instead, Veruna calmly continued his presentation. "And as you can see, Dod lied." He nodded again, and the evidence Valorum expected to see was now before them all. It showed not only the written reports from every single member of the rescue team - over three hundred individual reports scrolling from high to low - but sensor data from the operation itself that the young King declassified and a separate report from Jedi Knight Ros Ofcheck. "I all ready have affidavits swearing that the Trade Federation attacked us without provocation. These, of course, are not challengeable until these witnesses are sworn to testify by a Supreme Justice."
Asks Moe sputtered out as everyone began talking amongst themselves, "You're bringing this into an open forum????"

"An open PUBLIC forum, yes," said Veruna. 
The ramifications were so perplexing the entire office was in an uproar. Two extreme sides of it became exposed. On one hand, Veruna was putting his reign as King in jeopardy by exposing himself as partially responsible for the Trade Federation's wrong doing. On the other hand it was one world with practically no military clout coming out and pointing out the clear obvious of the wrongs of a much more powerful war machine very loudly; not necessarily a very diplomatic way of doing things, particularly given how such evidence of a double cross was about to be given and certain worlds governed by the principal of trust; especially when such a far stronger neighbor lived so close, even though the report has expressed the loss of a dozen battleships.
Valorum was surprised a little again and shouted, "QUIET, everyone!" He turned towards Veruna and reminded him, "Forgive me, your Majesty, you must not have thought this through. On its face you are committing career suicide with this allegation."

"Fact, sir," emphasized Veruna with more guts than anyone could remember him having. "It is fact, not allegation. There is a difference."

"Oh there most certainly is," said Valorum. "Allegation only embarrasses you right or wrong. Sometimes the facts provoke the wrong response from the accused party."

"That is so, but Lady Angelleia was a firm believer of the truth. I decided to adopt that ruling example." Veruna folded his hands before him confidently. "My people will forgive me and demand the Trade Federation, through its lie to me, pay with interest penalties for what they have done to our brave pilots attempting to rescue the Sanctuary Vhinech and our beloved Lady Angelleia."
"Your Highness, speaking on behalf of my people we would support such a decision," Senator Ewinis Farao of Corellian said. "However, being the Chairman of the Republic Defense Committee, I must ask of you to approach this with much lighter tones and consider what you are thinking."

Veruna seemed to glare at Farao. "Did my ears deceive me, or did a Corellian speak cowardly just now?"
Farao noticeably swallowed down whatever curse he was going to let loose out of his pride. "Your Highness, the Trade Federation at this time boasts the largest military apparatus in the Combined Republic Military, which I may add the CRM Alliance does not require them to take part in any Republic defense and security operation." He stepped forward and stressed heavily his words to ensure the deaf young man could hear him and read his lips as well. "If there is still a Legacy Virus threat still out there, and rogue Vhinech as well in possession of it, we will need the Trade Federation's help in the military aspect of it as well as the technological aspect. The report clearly says two things: that the Vhinech Order were destroyed on Sanctuary, which exploded for reasons unknown, and that no one can get a good sensor reading of the system in question. Logic says you set aside the arguments and confirm what only looks like a victory."
"I disagree, Senator," said Veruna. "I believe the word of the Jedi, of Bravo Squadron, and everyone else that was there that the Vhinech Order and the Mersader Conglomerate were defeated soundly by the destruction of Sanctuary. Perhaps the Trade Federation tested a weapon of mass destruction and had it backfire on them."
"Testing a weapon?!?" Farao stepped away in exasperation and said no more.

"Your Highness, I must point out that if you make that accusation along with this factually one you will discredit yourself," said Valorum blatantly. "Especially when it comes to weapons that do not exist."
King Veruna didn't seem to hear him, or stay on the point. He said, "Apex-Hyperbole 344 Breakable rifle." Some looked at him numb, while others knew what he was referring to. "The Trade Federation weapon used in the assassinations of the twenty world leaders over seven months ago. That was a weapon that supposedly did not exist any more."
"It has all ready been concluded that no one associated in the Trade Federation carried out those assassinations," Asks Moe pointed out. "Even the Jedi concluded that it was the Sleeping Vhinech that took those shots."

"Indeed. However I have also read the brief from Republic Intelligence Bureau. Chief Lockheart has reliable fringe sources that indicate that such obsolete weapons have been sold as recently as a year ago to various armed factions. And we know the Hutts have had great business ties to the Vhinech Order." Veruna looked around the room. "It doesn't take a lot of imagination to see how those Vhinech came across those weapons."
"Come on, you foolish boy!" shouted Moe, his eye stalks practically standing straight up in anger. Everyone knew, of course, he was doing it to stand up for his money train that started at Neimoidia. "Those weapons were planted there by Prophet and his goons! They came across old molds and designs perhaps! There are a thousand imaginative possibilities, and yet I don't know of one real fact you have claimed yet!"
"What I am implying, Senator, is purposeful continuation of the war," said Veruna carefully. "After much thought, and a review of all security measures in place in the past decade since the Republic authorized war against the Vhinech Order, I have noticed a pattern of trade abuse by very, many worlds. So did my predecessor Lady Angelleia when she was Queen. And Chancellor," he pointed a stern finger towards Valorum, "she told you about it on her only visit to Coruscant!"
Valorum suddenly remembered the occasion and said, "I remember, but-."

Veruna just continued. "But the Senate took care of it. How was it taken care of? At the behest of the Trade Federation they offered THEIR battleships to patrol those trouble areas. Then Queen Angelleia blocked their access to the trade routes near Naboo; the same three mentioned in my recorded conversation with him. Those trade routes run near or slightly near Nal Hutta to all points towards the Outer Rim, where RIB had concluded that the Vhinech Order were in those sectors where smugglers were running illegal stocks to. Who went to investigate that?" He waited, but answered for them anyways. "The Trade Federation."
"Are you implying that the Trade Federation was in cahoots with the Vhinech Order?" Farao asked. 

"No, what I am implying is that the Federation flooded the black market with weapons so the Vhinech Order will continue the fight," said Veruna. "In other words: they indirectly supplied their enemies so the conflict would continue, thus the justification that the military remain under Republic Senate control in which Senator Dod had the right to block reversal motions, in order to keep the standard military look outs and police agencies from keeping tabs on their normally assigned duties on the trade routes and watching the Hutts, who work interestingly enough as a middle man for both enemy combatants."
Veruna shuffled around a bit and said, "Now, the Trade Federation didn't know about the Sleeping Vhinech or any of this Magus Prophet's plans. But they only care about their bottom line."

"So, what, they eliminate a source of their income?" asked Moe.

"Yes, when it is convenient to do so, in order to eliminate another connection to their plot." Veruna nodded to someone off screen again, and the holo-display image changed to a business document with some interesting information on it. "I think you remember attorney for the Sovereign Remnant of Vhanba, Chancellor: Devorkain Kajac. This is his billing record, filed as required to my people's Superior Court, on behalf of his clients, the Trade Federation, only six months ago in a dispute over asteroid mining rights. It is one of several times the Trade Federation used his retained services." Soon, the Supreme Chancellor's office received a copy of the record in question. 

"And this is a holoimage" another image appeared, and this time is an image of Senator Dod and several senators - including Asks Moe, who suddenly let out a gasp - standing outside the Trade Federation consulate building on Coruscant, conversing with an all too familiar female Vhinphyc warrior "of Senator Dod conversing with the same female he had declared earlier as an enemy of his state."
Soon, the images changed and so did the picture of what was occurring. It showed both Helle and Dod entering the consulate, and then it showed an overhead view of them in an elevator, and finally in the office of the senator; based on the angles, all the images were captured by secret cameras. 

Veruna asked plaintively, "I didn't realize that such enemies of the Trade Federation were treated so cordially."

"How did you obtain these?" questioned Valorum, looking over the images a bit mystified; he was mainly because he never figured that Veruna was this sharp of a blade.

"I cannot say, but I will have audio for you to listen to of the conversation if all goes well very soon," said Veruna confidently. The reports appeared again and showed a highlighted portion of Knight Ofcheck's report. "Unfortunately, the female Vhinphyc in question was destroyed along with her ship."
"So there's no collaboration to this obvious spy information you have illegally obtained," said Farao as fact. "I hate to say it but this is all implication."
"Ah!" Asks Moe barked out, but then shrunk down nervously as everyone looked at him.

"King Veruna, what you have here I don't doubt its merits," said Valorum diplomatically to ease the tensions in the room; many were offended by what Veruna had done even though, in a rather radical way, it was the right thing. That is the right thing for a layman that happened to accidentally stumble across such information just lying around. Not a world leader who used sacred trusts and espionage, and freely admit to it, to shed light on a very delicate subject given the current state of the Republic. The war was over, but the bruises between worlds over the debates over the entire episode were still swollen and there was very little space left on the body of friendship for fresh injuries. "But this is not the time to have this aired out. I promise you, when we are sure that all is well, we will be vigilant in the pursuit of justice for your people."

"I do not doubt you will, Chancellor," said Veruna with an affirmative nod, showing that he knew he told the truth. "However, I must prevent the Trade Federation from covering their tracks. To do so, I must require that the vigilance be done swiftly. It's either that…"
Veruna nodded again, and another report appeared before the representatives labeled 'Survivors'; those who survived the rescue operation. It reached the subtitle 'Rescued', and four names appeared there, which the last one was highlighted. They were Cessa Evannava Ferngully, Deannta Desser, Lady Juna Rapier Angelleia I, and…

All the politicians in the room, every single one of them, turned to the proper shade of pale for their representative species when they read the name, highlighted and bold, of Naressa Rapier.

"…or the wife of the late, great Senator Bendian Rapier makes you," concluded Veruna. The senior men in the room were mouth opened in shock as some revelations dawned on them, while junior members weren't sure what to think other than a major player of industry was presumed in error to be dead and the Republic did not care. "And I think she will do it through GRS 45293482039202, better known as the Data Revival, Restitution and Modernization Amendment. I do believe some of you know what the withdraw provision is." 
That got the junior senators scrambling for their small data pads that were linked to Senate Archives. The others didn't need to look it up; they voted for the approval of the cursed thing not realizing the power they gave Bendian Rapier back then. They knew it carried over through his death to his successor at Rapier Technologies. 
Valorum knew if it was Juna she wouldn't stoop to such blackmail; in fact he had planned for the future to go to Naboo when things were all good and negotiate a deal to break the thousand-year, multi-trillion credit deal with an affordable lump sum payment or a smaller payout laid over a few years to a smaller pile of monies so it didn't bust the Republic budget; and Juna was philosophically conservative when it came to budgets, he knew she would be reasonable and willing.
The elusive, never seen or heard from Naressa Rapier on the other hand…
Finnis had heard many stories from a wide variety of sources, but they weren't truly creditable; for those he personally liked that had that rare opportunity to have done business with her said she was a very smart and very beautiful woman that was tenacious as well as considerate; and those he didn't, the very few that dealt with her, called her every single wrong word towards females known throughout the Republic, but still made the point about her beauty. Ten years ago he had the chance to meet her, but she wanted a private funeral for Bendian and didn't want her or Juna to be disturbed at the time.

The best source of information, the most credible, was Juna. When she was Queen and on Coruscant briefly Valorum managed to get a few words about her mother from her. She was concise and to the point: she's a beautiful woman, but don't cross her. Juna didn't elaborate on either point, so he took both points at their face value: high and informative.

The junior senator's gaffaws and curses brought Valorum out his slight daydream. "Your Highness, she may not be as vengeful as to sink this very institution into bankruptcy and send markets and worlds into a depression."

King Veruna was unmoved. "Dear Chancellor… that was what my Father thought too. She took him to court and kept him there, on purpose with lawyers, for nearly a decade, breaking his business, draining his assets, and leaving him with nothing. And all he did was bad mouth her late husband."
Asks Moe foolishly barked, "Well we can play that game too! We can have Oversight and Business Ethics hearings against Rapier Technologies…"

"Based on what exactly, Senator!" exclaimed Valorum; the rudeness was designed to shut the Garn from Malestare up, and it did so effectively for the moment. "We have no just cause to start such investigations and you know it! I won't have the Senate start a witch hunt, nor will I help you and the Trade Federation manufacture evidence either. The people will think we are covering things up."
"Aren't we if we pursue this obvious blackmail, that any citizen with enough money can just dictate the Republic Senate's agenda? We don't know what she will do." 
Everyone looked at Moe has if he just ate the potent Garn sweet goat grass, and in short time he kind of realized the irony of his statement and clamped his mouth shut. It was no secret - but it still burned voters every time it comes up - that those wealthy enough had some influence with their credits in the pockets of government officials; a practice that all the laws in the books on Coruscant and abroad still cannot prevent. Often, in unethical but unstoppable practice, was a heavily influential senator paying a poor and weak political senator off through money or shares of power, or in reverse the weak standing on the shirt tales of success and get taken along by their providers. Not everyone did it, but there was measures in which it could be seen that way; some like Asks Moe, who represented Malestare, a world that wasn't much of a player in the Republic until the Trade Federation began to add their name to their voting record.
"The question is gentlemen are you prepared to find out?" reasoned Veruna. "Is the Republic? I assure you she will demand satisfaction, and there's enough bicker and foolery that's all ready on the record to get it. If not, she has other methods of persuasion. I have all ready done the mathematics of what it would cost the Republic if she pulls out of the deal; it is exactly eleven thousand, three hundred and forty-four times more costly than it would be to retest every Republic citizen for the Sleeping Vhinech heredity gene, extended military and security missions, re-supply and restock of equipment, man hours, droid hours, reimbursements and investigations combined. The Vhinech situation has all ready put the Republic in the red this year and the next, and I know you are not borrowing fast enough from the Treasury to pay for it. And with that high interest rate, it will take just as many years concurrently to pay that off on top of what it will take to pay off the value of the original loans. Face it; we all here know we can't take such hits right now. And I think you see my point."

"You know, your Majesty," began Valorum. "The Trade Federation is quite capable of doing the same thing."

"I've checked. No, they can't afford to." Veruna nodded one more time, and a holographic report of financial figures appeared before them entitled 'Damage Assessment of Uiennar'. It was an official document, one some of the senators realized they didn't see when the Trade Federation was moaning about their losses at Uiennar. "The Vhinech attack on Uiennar was very devastating to their legitimate trade practices. There were goods on those ships as claimed, but alas they were not insured and neither were the ships. Both of those facts are in violation of the Free Trader Act of Besectai; the penalty for such violation is a million credits times the multiplier of what was loss per unit. So is covering up such information, but the Trade Federation figures that if they can pay those who lost so much double their loss it will not come up because the trade violations alone will red ink them for years. I ensure you Naressa Rapier will know about this too."
"Assuming she will bring any of this up," said Farao.

"Again, Senator Farao, I ask the Republic if they can afford to underestimate her."
"You're covering your ass with this," said Moe, regaining some courage. "If you get the ball rolling you will look favorable to your people and Rapier."

Veruna suddenly sported a very smug look on his face. "Whatever gave you that idea, sir?" He waved his hand towards them all and said, "The choice is yours. Either you bring up the Trade Federation's wrongdoings at Sanctuary and abroad, I will, or Naressa Rapier will, and take care of it in a proper fashion." 

The transmission ended once the young King finished his last statement, and for a few moments the room was full of mumblings as Chancellor Valorum weighed it all in his mind, walking very slowly towards the large transparisteel glass that gave him a view of the night time landscape of Coruscant.
Moe mumbled, "The little cur. Thinks he can talk to us like that just because he has some hair on his gentiles."

"Did it ever occur to you, Asks, why I called you here? Specific reason I mean." Valorum looked at the Garn, and the Garn's three eyes found no answer in the Human's two. "Well, then I won't say." He looked back over the city, as if looking over the entire galaxy. With a sigh, he dropped some of his political pretenses and said, "I want the Trade Federation to pay for what they done if they had no reason for attacking the Nubians, and I think they have no legitimate reason to have done so. We are at a quandary point, though: we do need the Trade Federation to aide us in the months to come to make damn sure this situation is finally over. Not just because of their ships but their technological resources as well. No one group can accomplish this, thus why the Republic is needed in union."

Valorum turned to the others and said, "With that said, I can't see how we can avoid slapping their hands because of this. Either we do it, or this union will crumble both politically and financially with Misses Rapier's influence."

"Can't…can't we like negotiate with her?" asked a junior senator in the back. "A buyout deal that isn't expensive to us."
"You don't become a paragon of business by appeasing your superior position to the opponent," said Farao somberly. "King Veruna will make hay."

"He will not be loud, I assure you," said Moe. "Naboo is a rather quiet planet."
"And that will prompt her to act, and the whispers will become roars," said Valorum. "Again, I will not have this Republic ruined, not after we have finally struggled out from under the thumb of Magus Prophet and nearly killed ourselves in the process. We can't let it happen." He glared at them with his pale eyes, looking at each and every single man in the room and daring them to just continue the lackluster denials. 

With a turn of their heads and looks of disappointments it told of a story about a great and long lived democracy that had been for too long surviving on politics and self interests. For years now, particularly the last few or so, it was catching up with the institution; the weight of bureaucracy was so much its fat gut showed when the lights of the truth fell upon any noble idea past or present and even the future; even the tiniest and thinnest of proposals grew up and grew out by the time it left a sub-sub committee nowadays, and if and when it got voted on by the main body of the Senate it looked like a grown up and bloated Hutt. Such fat body opposition was what got some of the senators elected or re-elected; the latter made on loud and compassionate (or desperate) promises to change it or the fight had to continue. For those veterans that used that tactic, it was clearly obvious that a majority of the people bought it. 

What they didn't need now for their own political careers and power was something that proved them to be liars. In reality, Valorum did worry about such things personally, and he could see in opinion polls and in other sources of finding out about the pulse of the people that most folks didn't care about the comings and goings of the Republic. In fact a good deal of politicians banked on it; they were possible votes that could remove them from office; if the status quo remains, those people wouldn't be participants because in their mind their vote wouldn't change a damn thing.
Sometimes a spark was needed to awaken the sleepers. Erstwhile politicians did that, though it was rare. Events did it much more quickly and depending how serious it was determined how deep it affected the people's conscious. The Trade Federation attacking the Nubians going to save their people against the Vhinech threat that had been putting people on the edge for the last few weeks had spark potential. Those with enough brains and common sense to see it know it, and beings with enough clout and leverage like Naressa Rapier would go out of her way to educate the masses through advertising, through hired and paid for political commentary, and of course through any old allies of her late husbands still in the Senate. And if they didn't act, all she had to do was pull the plug on the deal the Senate had foolishly made, and that wasn't just a spark that was a forest fire that was ready to spread.

"Will she do it?" Valorum said aloud to break the short silence. "Oh yes she will. Therefore we will now discuss what needs to be done because even the most innocent of this will take a hit if we don't. I got to admit King Veruna is much more shrewd than I give him credit for; he's passed the credit on us, for we're the only ones that can punish the Trade Federation. 

"Now, with that said, let's talk about it. And let's also talk about other intangibles that might play into this; we can't afford to leave them out either." 
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 110.3

As the Jedi Order went as the events unfolded they never once stood by and did nothing. 
Two pieces of news reached the Jedi Council, one being the return of his authority to command, the other the shocking revelation that Lady Juna Angelleia had gone off to Sanctuary alone and King Veruna knew about it; the young leader's withholding of such information had merit on one hand, but on the other it was asinine of him to have told the Trade Federation, thus defeating the purpose of the one hand merit. Many on the Council found themselves in a lather very fast when it was discovered that Ros Ofcheck and Casper Knightshade had gone with the Nubian rescue forces and didn't bother to tell them about it since by going with them apparently the two Jedi discovered where Sanctuary was!
It was a rarity, but there was a many Jedi Masters beside themselves. In fashion, however, they quickly acted. Taking into consideration the growing nexus of darkness, the Council concluded that it had to be centered on three bodies in the Force: the planet Sanctuary, Magus Prophet, and the Dark Hope of the Sith per the prophecy. They had analyzed the trend of growth for days and upon learning Sanctuary's location it all came together; where they felt the nexus, and because of their Light Side nature it was still hard to see even though it was a massive collection of Dark Force energy, was where the Sanctuary System was generally located. By that time, which was just shortly after learning the true location of Sanctuary, it was determined unanimously without debate that a sizable Jedi force was needed to go there to not only fight the Rogue Vhinech under Prophet's command but to counteract what they perceived to be a growing and great evil that had to be stopped once and for all before the darkness devoured them.
Taking point again as he did ten years ago at Evramora, Plo Koon was given command and with what Jedi were available at the Temple at the time they went to Fondor as a staging area; that was the main forces, one hundred and fifty Jedi strong that awaited at the staging point for another hundred that were within range of call and could get to Fondor in three days. As this occurred select Jedi that were scattered in that sector general direction of the galaxy or close to it were pulled off assignments, given the coordinates to Sanctuary, and were told one word: MOVE! They were the scant group, and their job was just to get there as soon as possible.
Honestly the odds were against them from the start. The Jedi Order as a whole still had their hands tied by the situation; do they save Juna the One or the galaxy the many? The time it took to get to Sanctuary was too long. The threat of another Sleeping Vhinech attack had to be considered and some Jedi had to remain at their respected assignments and duties to prevent or at least minimize that problem if it appeared; they were lucky to even get so many Jedi to leave Coruscant, but did so under the returned command authority of the Supreme Chancellor. And the darkness at its apex was so massive it blinded them all to what was happening; so powerful few on the Council admitted loudly that no number of Jedi could act against it if it came from one person. A few more doubted it but they didn't act as if it wasn't significant either. Others kept quiet and did the right thing: observed what they could, meditated on the problem, and come up with solutions in the event everything failed there. Whether it was Plo Koon at Fondor or the rest of the Council back on Coruscant they shared the idea that failure was a very real option as they prepared to meet the unknown which they thought they knew.
Then suddenly…it was gone. A distant ripple of disturbance within the massive build up of death……and after that it vanished from their collected 'sight'.

The Jedi Council immediately put everyone on hold and patiently waited. Soon they felt that matters at Sanctuary were 'all right', and once the initial report from the Nubian fleet reached Coruscant, the quick word before the preliminary report was transmitted by King Veruna a day and a half later, the Council breathed a sigh of some relief. But it was a short lived sigh. Because of what occurred the Council had Plo Koon and his fellow Jedi at Fondor stay there, and for the next two days after Sanctuary's destruction, something they didn't know about yet, there was much to discuss between the eleven remaining members of the Jedi Council. Much of it centered on what happened around the sudden disappearance of dark side growth that had finally betrayed Sanctuary's location.

Never in the annuals of Jedi History or the written history of the known universe on the subject of the Force had anything like the disappearance had occurred. 'Disappearance', along with other synonyms, was a figurative terms used to best describe the situation to a few on the Council because the dark side, like any part of the Force, just didn't simply vanish under such natural conditions and environments; it would take more ysalamiri than there is registered stars to accomplish that. However the majority of the Council used the word very liberally and very literally based on the experiences of the past several months, the past month or so in particular, of feeling the dark side just grow and grow all around them, suffocating the Light, and then just vanishing as if someone entered a completely dark room and flicked a switch to illuminate the surroundings. It just didn't happen.

The Force, like all energies, was bound to know physical laws; much of its limitations were found more in physics than it was in the individual. Even in the realm of metaphysics, where the Force generally existed in a more powerful, much harder to obtain form, there were limits to what energy could and could not do. Thus with all in mind theory and practical thought and common sense, as well as recorded history and stories passed down from Master to Padawan, logical and near guaranteed conclusions could be made with the occasional new, unknown discovery thrown in from time to time. In fact the true life mission of the Jedi was to continue their exploration into the Force; just because their training was done and they went on missions and trained Padawans didn't mean their learning years were far behind them; doubly in fact there was that hope that while on missions that such new undiscovered possibilities in the Force could be found; the kind of knowledge that was so unique that it would find its way to the Jedi Holocron for future generations of Jedi to learn about and use it for the benefit of many.
And then there were those new discoveries the Jedi needed to know about to prevent their use. Much of those discoveries rooted deeply in the dark side of the Force. Dangerous discoveries that more often than not seduced one too many Jedi down the dark path, never to return. If such dark knowledge could be discovered, recorded, then it was possible to educate those Jedi wise enough to use the Jedi Holocron on those dangerous methods so they, and perhaps their Padawans, would not use them. It was a knowledge tightrope, a gamble to be so open with such knowledge, but that was why the Holocron had such safeguards and by nature the Force was not so open. And the latter was what gave the Force some degree of predictability to go along with known scientific fact.
In this case, the dark side energies that built up in the Sanctuary System and the rest of the galaxy should not have just simply 'disappeared'. Or to expand on the reasoning to those on the Jedi Council it should have not just returned to levels they felt long before they were increasing in intensity. The intensity was so much that it should have done something other than 'vanish'.
When they finally got the preliminary report from the Supreme Chancellor's office, the Jedi Council reconvened once more with Plo Koon present via the HoloNet from a private room on Fondor. They took their time privately, going over the report and letting it set in, and when they were finished they looked at one another with the same thought on their minds: the intensity was so much that is should have done something more than destroy a planet!

There worries maintained themselves in the forefront because of three points. The first was the condition of Lady Angelleia; her condition was very grave. The second was the revelation that her mother Naressa Rapier was both alive and well; details of her survival were not in the preliminary report, nor was her involvement status; something Ros Ofcheck did not include in his portion of the report that included, to the Council's relief, both Casper and Enothchild was safe. The third point was actually very counterproductive towards finding the answers they wanted; an Executive Order by the Supreme Chancellor, by the powers given to him via the Republic Constitution, to the Jedi Order, executive officers of the Department of Justice and under the Supreme Chancellor's command, to remove all Jedi from Fondor and not to question or harass any citizen of Naboo until further notice with a writ of broad guarantee applied to it, meaning that anything said before the order could not be used unless said persons waived their guarantees of self-protection.
"Talk about solving the mystery by taking a wild guess!?!" exclaimed Plo Koon, and that got the discussion under way. "This kills any chance of an explanation. We can't even ask for the time."

"Doesn't the Supreme Chancellor understand our position here?" questioned Sifo-Dyas. "A great disturbance in the Force has occurred. Under Code and law we have an obligation to investigate it."

"We have kept the Chancellor appraised to elements in which the Code allows, including this strange and unusual occurrence; with what little we know of it that is" assured Mace Windu. "Remember we are still obligated to protect Lady Angelleia even when she is not under our care directly."
"But this order clearly ties our hands on purpose," retorted Sifo-Dyas with unsatisfied tones underwritten in his calm. "Especially if we are to investigate the Trade Federations part in this attack on the Nubians."

"Settled, that issue is." Everyone turned to look at Master Yoda, who was for the most part for the last few days very quiet. Of everyone, he was the most bothered. "One does not have to travel long to discover the root cause of our limits, or why the Trade Federation's punishment will come to pass."

Being the one with the most knowledge about the Senate, Mace said to the others, "The Senate made some very foolish decisions in the past. The decisions have come full circle; it started with Bendian Rapier's power ploy, it ends with Naressa Rapier's and Juna Rapier's presence in this unprovoked conflict. This order by Chancellor Valorum is to protect the Republic believe it or not. I don't like it either, but we are bound by our oath to the Supreme Chancellor to obey his wishes."

"Surely this occurrence in the Force must take precedent over such wish," quipped Yaddle with kicking feet. "The dark side nexus is there, now gone? How? Why?" She looked around and uttered, "Who?"
"Clearly the Dark Hope," Depa Boda said sternly. "That's who."

"Really?" reasoned Plo. "With so many Force users in that system we can't possibly pin it down to one individual."

"Then are you reversing your belief that Juna Rapier is the Dark Hope of the Sith?"

"What I'm suggesting, and only suggesting, is that there is a possibility that we could be wrong about her. For all we know Magus Prophet was responsible; after all, he had his Vhinech warriors he could have easily swayed over to the dark side."

Yarael Poof interjected. "That is a curious observation, Master Plo. You were so certain ten years ago after having listened and read Master Enothchild's report."

Plo shifted a bit and said, "Even he could be wrong, just like us. Look, if she was the one responsible for dragging the darkness to Sanctuary, and if she were dead, then I would understand the 'disappearance'. But she isn't dead. Comatose according to the report, but not brain dead. And an energy mass that size, connected strongly with the Universe Force by the way, just doesn't abruptly vanish. And I think we all agree it should have done more than destroy that planet IF it was the cause."

"It's too far away to feel any residuals," pointed out Yaddle.

"Exactly, which is why the scant groups should take a look before returning to Coruscant," Plo reasoned. "To see, as the Supreme Chancellor indicates in the reports here, if it was indeed a Trade Federation weapon that destroyed Sanctuary."
"I concur," said Mace steadfast with a lot of the Council nodding in unison. "If by chance it is such a weapon, the Trade Federation could be in violation of several Republic laws regarding weapons of mass destruction proliferation. Also this connection with between them and the Vhinphyc Sleeper needs to be looked into thoroughly." 

"Agreed," said Yoda with a nod. "Certain I am that Master Enothchild has that covered, so very interested I am in what he has to say." The others nodded again in agreement, and the Grand Jedi Master went back to the main topic. "But confess I must this new idea of yours, Master Plo. It is provocatively sudden."

Plo said sternly, "We have been wrong before: Dux Gheruit."

There was much silence for those who have been on the Council for quite a long time. Ki-Adi-Mundi, the lone Jedi Knight and still rather new to the Council, said, "Although that is a fact the situations are completely dissimilar."

"I disagree, it's far from it. But like I said it's just a suggestion," Plo repeated. "Because, again, I and we could be wrong."
"Merit your point has," Yoda said to cool the discussion. A few times over the past few days some of discussions had become debates, and the debates were a bit heated. He was going to head it off early so the discussions were constructive and focus was maintained. "Respect I do, but I agree I do not. I am very convinced that we have been in contact with the Destined One prophesized in the Enlightenments. However I am at a loss as well as to what happened."
"Its like we know the answer, but the question and how we reach the answer eludes us," Mace puzzled out.

"Now it has become where the question begins," Ki-Adi-Mundi pointed out. "One huge question, with many minor detail questions in between that has to be answered in order to justify the proper answer."

"That was more or less what I was implying before," stated Plo. "But thanks to the Supreme Chancellor we can't further the inquiry unless he changes his mind or the Nubians freely cooperate. And if our past suspicions are correct we can forget about talking to Naressa Rapier."
"If there is doubt that Lady Angelleia is the Dark Hope, then obviously the focus of our energies should be on the mother," Depa Boda said as a diplomatic compromise.

"But we cannot question her," reminded Yaddle. "The Supreme Chancellor has forbidden us. And we have no cause to question her about anything. At best we can only peer into her background."

"That was a complete dead end during Lady Angelleia's testing," said Mace with a shake of his head. "Just as it was ten years ago when we first heard of Naressa Rapier's name. The only records we have of her are basic, but very incomplete."

"It would appear as if she was deliberately hiding," said Yarael Poof. "If we believe her daughter to be a Sith Maiden, then obviously so is she. If she wishes no harm, then why the need for secrecy?"

Plo Koon shook his head, which caused the lousy holoprojector on Fondor to loose his image a bit as it did it's best to digitally capture all of his movements. "Because we all have been in enough investigations of the powerful and the wealthy to know that if someone doesn't want to be known they will take such steps. It doesn't make them a Sith; if that was the criteria, than about thirty percent of the Republic are Sith in hiding. Their behavior makes them look suspicious, which unfortunately doesn't give us much weight to convince the Supreme Chancellor, or even a judge, to make her an exception. Against a common thief yes. Someone with her clout: definitely not."

He then dipped his head to one side and said, "On the other hand, if I was to confront her and she was provocative-."
"The Chancellor has spoken," Yoda suddenly blurted out with a loud and commanding voice. "Master Plo Koon, you will order the Jedi back to their patrols and you will return to Coruscant immediately. Leave word with the Republic Liaison Officer on Fondor to instruct Jedi Master Sarch, Knight Ofcheck, and Padawan Knightshade to return to the Jedi Temple upon landing."
Whenever Yoda was so concise in his words not many questioned the wisdom behind it. Hesitation perhaps, silent disagreement, but never did they make challenge of his decision. Obviously something was on his mind and an explanation, to Plo anyways, would be given to him upon his return. Plo said, "Very well. May the Force be with you."

There was nods to him and Plo Koon's image vanished before them. Mace went against the norms and asked, "Are we giving up a potential forward position?"

Yoda sighed and said to the others, "A puzzle it all is. The true answers do not lie within the Rapier women. At least not yet. Simple it all seemed before……and yet……now it is not."

"So you are saying the answers we want can't be found from them?" asked Ki-Adi-Mundi. "Are they not the answer themselves?"
"Not as yet," Yoda repeated. "Not yet." He fell silent and let his mind drift in the Force. Once finished he let out a low, mumbling sigh first before continuing. "Puzzling. So certain was I. Master Plo Koon's observation…questions matters easily."
"No longer are the answers so certain," said Yaddle. "Something has changed."

"Yes!" Yoda's affirmative was a growing in volume word spoken with great enlightenment. "What could it be? What has changed?"
Mace Windu put his hand to his jaw and thought, and then finally he said, "Perhaps we should consider whether or not Master Enothchild was as forthcoming as we first thought." Yoda's face fell just a little, not quite liking what he heard. "If we can't get the answers we want now based on what we know, then we must start back from the beginning."

"But you are suggesting that Master Enothchild has lied or held back on purpose?" questioned Depa Boda. "Surely we would have sensed such betrayal."

Mace assured the others. "I'm just suggesting that, as Plo stated, that he could have been wrong about some bit of detail, something he thought irrelevant long ago. Now it's come full circle. Our options have been limited here by the Chancellor. If we are to take our roles in this Age of Darkness seriously, going back over everything and leading us to this moment may very well save us all and most importantly the live of innocent people in the form of the Rapier Women. Patience. Patience is needed."
Yoda nodded and said, "That is my feeling. Not just to go over what we know again, but to observe everything. To see what happens." His eyes narrowed. "To see who comes and goes."
"In any case, I submit that Enothchild Sarch's behavior throughout this situation has been…queer," said Sifo-Dyas. He folded his hands together in contemplation. "Especially since his wife became One with the Force twenty years ago. Beforehand his reputation has one of our greatest investigative minds had been impeccable."

"He is still a very capable investigator," said Mace quickly in defense. "I submit that although his attitude has been rather differently lately it appears to not have affected his work. He saved the innocent. It appears he has broken through the Vhinphyc angle and uncovered the conspiracy."

"Well we have questioned his skills all ready. Why not question the man himself?" Sifo-Dyas held up his hands to maintain his turn. "I will give in that his dedication and service has not been affected, except when it comes to Lady Angelleia and her family. That is where I see problems. I will even go as far to say that this Chancellor's order may be a blessing in disguise for him. It will separate him from the family in question, and perhaps with the time away we can discuss matters important to the Jedi Enlightenments with him, all the while he should see the errors of his ways with this attachment he has with these beings. If they are truly Maidens of the Sith, then he is in far greater danger the longer he is around them. We can't have one of our own siding with them." He looked towards Yoda and asked, "Would you agree, Master Yoda?"
Yoda looked at him with blinking eyes for a few moments, and then turned his attention towards Mace Windu. Mace honestly thought Yoda was looking for help, looking for an answer. However the dark skinned Human had an answer and stayed silent with it, indicating that he agreed with Sifo-Dyas' opinion. Many others in the Council Chamber shared the same feelings in silence; there seemed to be an underlying issue of attachment here between Enothchild and Lady Angelleia. It was evident in the condition in which Yoda's former Padawan, the Jedi Master Qualeggoes, was found in minus the violent removal of the Caamasi's head by Magus Prophet's deadly aim. 

"Yes," said Yoda in some pain. He looked down somberly and moved his walking stick in a circle before him, trying to comprehend everything that happened. A former Padawan Learner of his, a member of the Jedi Council, conspiring with the Enemy? One of the Jedi, once under his very care long ago, took measures that nearly killed his Jedi Brother? The destruction of a world? The banishment of the growing darkness? Those thought dead were alive and there to make the situation more enigmatic? Situations in which their hands were tied by those who have always asked of their council? This was now more the Age of Confusion than it was the Age of Darkness.
And that was what Yoda feared the most.

What was missing?

