CHAPTER 71.0

It was dawn, but no one in the Galactic Senate Building knew that unless they looked at the display boards in their floating representative platforms that all currently were magnetically attached to the rounded walls of the large, spacious chamber. Only hours ago several hundred of the floating platforms one at a time had approached the center, stationary dais that Supreme Chancellor resided at to oversee every bill submission, every debate, and every vote, to speak their mind about the bill that had been hotly debated and constantly put off for vote for the past two weeks. Exactly fifteen minutes ago the debates ended and finally everyone was allowed to vote on whether or not to rescind the Vhinech Sanctuary Act.

Supreme Chancellor Valorum rubbed his eyes to get over a fit of exhaustion. It had been practically another life since he had ever did a marathon session in the Republic Senate, during the Mid Rim Conflicts to be more precise. Back then it was whether or not the Senate should be the supreme commanders of the joint military operation to engage the terrorist who had taken over Evramora, a measure he was against because he felt like the minority of voting Senators did that Cade Hooley could have lead an successful military operation. 

The problem arose when the noted Naval Commander offered battle plans for a major ground assault featuring both mechanical and biological troops. Too many felt that was a farce in his overall strategy of using both aerospace and ground forces at the same time since he was a space commander and not a ground general. With that reasoning the Senate revoked his command authority and took over, and instantly Valorum saw the error of the majority’s ways when they actually thought they could vote on what to do next in the middle of a battle. Hooley excused himself from the battle to return to Coruscant before the bloodshed to give then Supreme Chancellor Baillus his resignation. 

That was another life, when he was a newly elected Senator with no balls, where someone like him couldn’t sneeze or they would be drummed out of the Senate, and Bendian Rapier ruled the political body with his ingenuity. Now there really was no established man above men, junior Senators were disavowed for coughing not sneezing, and he was now, in theory but not in practice, the very center of the Galactic Republic. Yet it has all come full circle; the Senate was doing a very stupid and uncompassionate thing.

But that was democracy. Like it or not the majority ruled, and like it or not the majority makes those rules, and like it or not the majority broke them.

The final vote was cast, but it didn’t really matter which way it went in Valorum’s view, or in anyone else’s for that matter. The idea of a close vote ended at exactly two seconds in the voting phase. For whatever reason that stuck in Valorum’s mind. Two seconds. Two seconds and 25,754 yea votes to zero against. Two seconds and the required majority had all ready ended the Vhinech Resolution. Two seconds and a promise was broke.

Two seconds. Not a new record when it comes to voting something, but it still carried a considerable amount of philosophical debate weight for years to come. Was it the fear that any one person could be a Vhinech, the fact that the Sanctuary Vhinech had somehow multiplied so fast and so quickly and somehow managed to escape, or was it the fact that racism was a convenient popularity contest when it was someone else other than the people who sponsored it? This was a racist motivated piece of legislation and it sickened Valorum. Unfortunately he had a job to do, and if he didn’t do it then it would take less than two seconds, if not just as long, to have him removed with a Vote of No Confidence and have Lott Dod do the honors. If there was any justice in this it would that he prevented Dod from making this a loud, roaring celebration.

Standing up, Chancellor Valorum stepped up to the podium and a very tired Mas Amedda shouted out through the use of a hidden amplifier in his vest robe, “ORDER! This body will come to ORDER!”

When some resemblance of quiet finally came, Valorum looked down at the status screen and cringed at the final total anyways. Looking out from his podium grimly he read the counts. “On the matter of TFSR 89302932891029103593, to dissolve the Vhinech Sanctuary Act, 95 percent for to 4 percent against, one percent abstaining. The yeas have it, and therefore the measure, GRS 89302932891029103593, is hereby passed and the Vhinech Sanctuary Act dissolved.” Having bared witness to the farce, Valorum had to put his thumbprint on it on an interactive screen; he had no choice. He did so with great trepidation.

Lott Dod’s floating platform was quick to the center podium, and the Trade Federation Representative was quick to act now. “Supreme Chancellor, I on behalf of the citizens of and the elected representative of the Trade Federation, would like to submit a motion of adjournment so the location of Sanctuary may be given as per the resolution.”

Asks Moe was racing up there also. “The people of Malestare concur and support the motion submitted by the Honorable Representative of the Trade Federation.”

Valorum bit back a retort, but he still thought it. Honorable my ass! This has nothing to do with honor, so how dare you say that! Instead he swallowed his pride and once again did his duty. “Very well. Without objection,” - he paused, looked around, and found his hopes for an objection melting faster than an ice cube on Nkklon – “we are adjourned.” 

He stepped back from the podium and actually waited for the Senate debating arena to be vacant before he left. Undoubtedly Lott Dod and the rest of the major anti-Vhinech consortium was going to be waiting for him when he stepped down from the podium like a bunch of children waiting outside a locker room for their favorite shock ball player to emerge so they could have his autograph. Well he was going to be a stuck up shock ball player; he was going to make the ‘kids’ wait.

In the meantime he did have to obey the law. Turning to his Mas Amedda he said quietly, “Notify the Jedi Council. Tell them the resolution has been dissolved. Have them send Jedi Master Enothchild Sarch to my office immediately.” 

Mas Amedda nodded and did what he was told. He looked very relieved. Valorum didn’t share in the majordomo’s jubilation. Not for one second.

CHAPTER 71.1

Not completely rested enough but ready to tackle anything, Ros dragged Casper out of bed upon being summoned by the Jedi Council and the two arrived in the Council Chamber with the morning sunlight glaring way to brightly this morning. The light, however, wasn’t enough to make the gloom of the room vanish in Ros’ estimation. For whatever reason he felt something was definitely far more wrong than expected. Granted the vote to end the Sanctuary resolution was a given. But the Twi’lek got a bad feeling about matters. There was something wrong in the Force this morning.

Master Yoda looked the worst for wear and he spoke for the Council first, as always. After greetings, he said, “Spoken the Senate has. Reveal the location of Sanctuary we must. You two will find Master Sarch and instruct him to go to the Supreme Chancellor’s office.”

“Forgive me Master, but you cannot reach him?” asked a puzzled Ros. 

“Answers his comlink he does not. Avoiding our mental summons he is.”

“He’s not at the Nubian Consulate either, but he is still on Coruscant,” added Mace Windu. “Late last night Lady Angelleia decided to end her examination and went home.”

Ros and Casper looked at one another, and Ros said, “I wasn’t aware Lady Angelleia had any plans on leaving. She was very eager to help us even with the vote. Forgive me, but did she ever say why she left?”

“No reason,” uttered Plo. Ros could read his friend’s ‘expressions’ even with his mask on and knew he was disappointed, and surprisingly sad. According to Juna two nights ago it seemed as if Plo disapproved of her. Ros didn’t agree with that assessment because it was Plo being Plo, cautious to a fault. But here…her leaving bothered the man and indeed his vote for approval was now clear. He would have accepted Juna without question. “Guardian Arnes sent a text message on Lady Angelleia’s behalf thanking us for indulging her.”

“Did she promise to continue to help us?” Ros stepped forward a little more. “We could still use her help. She was valuable to the investigation.”

“In her abruptness of leaving she left no indication as well as a reason why she was leaving,” said Ki-Adi-Mundi. “However that is the least of your concerns before you two.”

“Find Master Sarch and have him report to the Supreme Chancellor’s office without delay,” said Mace with finality. “May the Force be with you.”

Both Ros and Casper bowed and left, and as they entered the lift to go find Enothchild Casper said, “Do you think Master Enothchild will tell?”

Ros leaned against the back of the elevator, still puzzled by Lady Angelleia’s sudden departure. The young woman was a valuable help; so smart and so willing to help them. Such an attitude wasn’t found in a quitter or someone that didn’t care, and yet she got up and went without saying one word. And Enothchild not answering Master Yoda’s summons…

“Master?”

Ros looked at Casper with his brow line raised, realizing that he was just caught daydreaming. Replaying the asked question Ros said, “He will with great reluctance. He understands that his duty comes first.”

The Padawan Learner looked at him with a slight frown, and then he shook his head. “I disagree, Master. His heart comes first. It’s his nature.” He stood up a bit straighter. “I think you know that.”

Looking side long at Casper, Ros couldn’t believe he did say what he just said. Was he convincing himself again, as he did over and over the last few weeks, that Enothchild would follow the Code? Would his personal feelings interject themselves into the thinking process? Or did Ros look in the mirror and see himself as the Jedi Master he was becoming, and therefore was saying what needed to be said to get his Padawan Learner trained? Was that the safe bet, or was individualism better?

“What do you think he’ll do, Casper?” asked Ros.

Casper rocked back and forth his heels thinking of the answer. Not good when one is suppose to be certain of the answer to a simple question. Actually the boy had answered the question without knowing it. Instead he over thought it. “If his heart is the Code, then he will reveal where Sanctuary is. If it is not, then he won’t.”

Smirking, Ros said, “I would have accepted I don’t know because I don’t know anymore.” He crossed his arms and, with Casper’s look, he explained. “I mean Enothchild doesn’t like to hurt anyone. For some reason I get this odd feeling he did. You see Enothchild, if he could, would move a mountain if it meant to negate an avalanche from slaughtering a large city. You were right the first time his heart comes first.” He frowned a little at what he said, in which he went back to his original point. “So when he doesn’t say or do anything it’s because he feels he did something wrong. He punishes himself, more so than any Jedi.”

“Why?” Casper folded his arms together to mimic Ros’ stance. “Isn’t he a Jedi Master? Does he have any control of his feelings?”

“Prospectively look how he sees himself compared to everyone else; big, strong, smart, practically invulnerable, never been sick and never will get sick. As Jedi, for so long and in a way unfortunately too much, we are expected to have the solutions, save the day, rescue the airbus full of children. For him it’s worse because he can do just about what you and me can do without the Force, so the expectations are high where he can’t fail. On the other end of that spectrum is acceptance. He wears the robe of a Jedi, he expresses kindness, deeply caring, and yet people still fear him. Some loathe him enough to consider it hate. Again the pressure is on for him to succeed and at the same time not harm anyone. Like you.”

Casper blinked for a few moments. “Me?”

“You think you can do it all. Save everyone. But when the time came and you had no choice but to save yourself against that Vhinech child shooting at you…you had to harm someone innocent.” Ros put a firm hand on Casper’s slumped shoulders. “How did that make you feel? Terrible. How did you want to approach handling it? What ifs and what could have beens and crawl approaches to situations that require running. Why? Because you don’t want to harm anyone ever again.” 

Ros added examples. “You were spending great amounts of time going over Qualeggoes’ diary, making sure nothing else was leaked to the Vhinech and that, in some way, your inaction on the roof in not arresting Qualeggoes was the reason he got killed. Or that motherboard; what did you say; you wanted to make sure you weren’t a Sleeper Vhinech? You wanted to make sure not just for you but also for everyone else. You didn’t want anyone else to be hurt by you specifically. When you do wrong, Casper, you go into a shell of doubt filled with the need to figure out something before it ever comes to pass. Enothchild is the same way.”

Casper seemed to get the point. Ros finished up with, “Does he have any control of his feelings? I admit I worry that he doesn’t at times, but I do realize at times I don’t have control of my feelings either. If you think that erases all that he has accomplished, then he doesn’t deserve to be a Jedi Master. The same tight standard you are implying also means I wouldn’t be a Jedi Knight. And you wouldn’t be a Padawan.” 

Casper looked at him in surprise, than growing realization. Ros continued. “So you, me, and Enothchild would be tossed out. You might as well throw out Master Yoda, Master Mace, Master Plo…well why not all of us? You say it’s a loss of control with our feelings, when in fact…it’s our compassion interceding. You want to know a loss of control? Qualeggoes. Comparing between he and Enothchild, who would you rather acquaint yourself to?”

Casper didn’t think to long about that one. In fact the shock of watching Qualeggoes attacking Lady Angelleia had sobered the young man quite a bit. Ros’ Padawan had gone through a lot in one month and it pushed and pulled him in several directions from that path he wanted to take that mirrored Yoda’s too much; this whole affair had a silver lining to it. Casper Knightshade was able to confront those things that bothered him in his life; the most important of them was his own identity in the face of failure.

“Master Enothchild,” said Casper, “but I would like to believe I have my own compassion compass.”

“Good answer,” said Ros with a firm hand on Casper’s shoulder. “I can show you the way, but you still have to live the rest of your life. I’m glad you’ve realized it. I foresee you becoming a great Jedi.”

The lift doors opened and the two of them walked out into the lobby. As they walked, Casper said, “Master, you said that you felt Enothchild may have harmed someone. Do you think it was Lady Angelleia?”

Ros was thinking of that the entire time since they left the Jedi Council chamber. There was a problematic sensation in that he couldn’t lock on to over it that could affect the outcome in the whole crisis. It was there, hanging in the air for all with the hindsight to see it. The faces on the Jedi Council members said as much too; again they were hiding something as it relates to Juna Rapier. A few, not all, betrayed their favor in wanting Juna to become a Jedi with their somber expressions upon hearing again that she left.

Truth be told Ros’ opinion had changed too. Even if Nadja wanted the Nubian to be trained for selfish personal reasons, Ros felt the Jedi Order could benefit having such a person as a Jedi and infuse a much needed injection of compassionate wisdom. If not a Jedi than Juna could be a powerful ally to call upon during certain times with her ties to both politics and diplomacy, and more importantly she had a great attitude about helping people. In a way much of her life was a Jedi life all ready. The methods were different, the ways going about seemed irrational in a Code sense, but she ultimately achieved a positive objective every time it seemed.

Her abrupt departure was a stark contrast to the young woman Ros came to know. The Council felt the same way. Looking at Casper the Jedi Knight felt the Padawan shared in that thought. He told him, “Force, I hope not. For the sake of the Republic, and I don’t know what he could have done to hurt her, we need them both.”

CHAPTER 71.2

As news got around of the vote’s outcome, Enothchild didn’t waste anymore time walking around and avoiding people. He left the quiet meadow of Poet’s Center he had stayed all night at upon feeling Master Yoda’s summons, knowing what it was about. He skipped the summons and made the long walk across the way from his previous location for the Supreme Chancellor’s palace knowing what the Jedi Council and the Senate wanted him to do. For better or worse they wanted him to do his duty and serve the Republic’s best interests, a duty the Jedi long ago agreed to in order to allow them to have the policing powers granted to them. At times it was challenging, and more often than not it was for positive things. This, though, was the worst case scenario.

All morning he had thought about what happened last night and it haunted him. Enothchild spent all that time thinking back to every instance when he was with Juna from childhood to adulthood, searching for one hint, one tiny piece of evidence, he may had overlooked that betrayed Juna’s interest in him. It did bother him deeply that she viewed him so lovingly as a small child; although it didn’t affect her growth and development, it was somewhat creepy. 

The only thing that came to mind was Juna blushing around him from time to time, but shy girls blushed; they blushed out of fear, out of uncertainty, and out of whatever thought popped up in their head. Shy girls don’t obsess; and when he thought ‘obsess’, Enothchild quickly rethought that. Juna was…hopeful, she was patience, and she showed no signs of psychological depravity. Perhaps she had a crush on him that turned into that love. Perhaps she had dreams about him; when any child goes through puberty, they have behavioral changes that were constantly changing with their hormones. He did; there were still large tree in Millennium Park that had his horn rubbing scars in them when they really began to grow, irritating the hell out his skull; it was something the Force couldn’t curb because of biology the rubbing had to be done. Overall everything changes; little bodies became adult bodies, and imaginative dreams gave away to sexual fantasies.

The Force most definitely didn’t help then, it didn’t help him last night or the last 10 years. Enothchild did not find one blatantly obvious or obscure reference point to Juna loving him in a romantic way. Of course he wasn’t looking too hard in real life over the years. 

For crying out loud she was a baby he thought of course I wasn’t looking real hard! I’m no Magus Prophet for Force sakes! She was tiny until she turned 15! She didn’t flirt, she didn’t goggle and gawk like some of her Handmaidens did over boys and men, and she doesn’t slut herself out! Enothchild had to stop because he about crashed himself into a water fountain; he was so flustered only his shins banging hard into the raised partition saved him from taking a dip. 

Cupping his hands into the cold water, he splashed it into his face. Afterwards he leaned over the water and stared down into the settling waters, thinking. She still is a baby. As the water settled he watched the shadows and darken regions of the pool form an illusion that quickly dissipated; for a moment it was someone wearing a hooded black cloak. She’s Naressa’s baby.
For the first time in what seemed like forever Naressa was a fixture in his mind, hanging there in his conscious. It made what happened worse; Juna was struggling to come to grips with her emotions over losing her mother, and she just found out that the man she loved had slept with her; the side note was clearly obvious in Juna’s actions for she obviously told Naressa her feelings; all mothers and daughters as close as those two were do.

And just as simple as the sadden sigh that escaped his lips, Naressa vanished from his mind. It hurt; it felt like he was blowing her off like some wayward gigolo who found someone new and without any guilt just throws the current woman away. Or it felt like she found someone new and just left him alone. Strange it was, because it was the latter he felt. What they had was just like as unique as the heavy blizzard that trapped them inside Rapier Manor half a year ago: a seasonal occurrence that was meant to only happen once. Like a lost romantic he wouldn’t forget it, but he could feel himself moving on to the next season. She was too; apparently she and Bendian found each other in the Force. He hoped so.

Still, that left him with Juna. 

Enothchild began to walk again towards the palace, trying to sort out what to do about that. He felt her leave; good, she needed to leave, she needed to get away not just from him but also from everything else. He hoped she doesn’t go to Rapier Manor; the last place she needed to be was where her mother ruled. If Dizzy and Muriel had any sense they would take her some place off the beaten galactic trail where no Vhinech problem existed and Magus Prophet was the furthest thing on her mind. He didn’t want her to acquaint him with her mother; that look in her eyes told him Juna could do so very easily.

He got within a hundred meters from the steps when he heard Ros shout his name. Enothchild turned towards him, and at that moment he had to frown; something…wasn’t right. At the moment he couldn’t put his finger on it as Ros and Casper strolled up towards him. Ros said, “Well we didn’t have to look very hard after all. Enothchild, what in the hell happened last night?”

“Not here,” said Enothchild flatly. He continued up the stairs, giving glances other his shoulders. Ros and Casper joined him. “Too many ears, lots of loose lips.”

Talk to me this way then transmitted Ros telepathically. The Vhinech are going to have an ear on the HoloNet anyways.

It isn’t just that I’m worrying about! There isn’t anyone protecting Juna, and right now Prophet doesn’t know she’s gone.

So what happened last night?

“Just drop it, Ros,” said Enothchild calmly but directly. “I don’t want to talk about last night. Not now.” It wasn’t that he was afraid of the truth being let out, he just didn’t want to talk about it period. Ros’ displeasure was clear on his face as they entered the lift and took it up. “We’ll talk later once I’m finished here.”

“Assuming we do get to talk to you later,” said Ros a bit miffed.

The doors opened and Enothchild pulled out his lightsaber. He gave it to Ros and said, “We will be. Count on it.” 

Taking the weapon, Ros and Casper knew what Enothchild was going to say. Enothchild walked through the disserted lobby with them behind him. The doors to the Supreme Chancellor’s office were wide open and so they let themselves in. The office was filled with people, from Chancellor Valorum to Lott Dod. It also included Master Yoda, Master Windu, Master Plo and Master Ki-Adi-Mundi; apparently they left the Jedi Temple and came here after Ros and Casper left to go find him.

Lott Dod’s Neimoidian enthusiasm seemed like neutral response, but that was just how his kind acted when they were excited. At that moment one of Nadja’s dirty jokes popped in Enothchild’s mind about that and it caused a small grin to grace Enothchild’s face. Dod seemed taken aback at first, but his joy continued. “Ah, Master Sarch, so nice of you to join us all here.” He mused quietly when he got closer. “I told you, Jedi, you would be answering to me.”

Enothchild just gently brushed past him, but it was clear he didn’t care about Dod as the alien stumbled a bit. He stood before the Supreme Chancellor and gave him a customary bow. Valorum said, “I assume you know why you are here?”

“Indeed I do, Chancellor,” said Enothchild. 

“Then by the authority of the Senate, I hereby order you, with great regret,” Valorum said that to the person recording everything for public records, “to reveal the location of the political refugee colony of Sanctuary.”

Enothchild looked around quickly at the people in the room, and caught the sad look in Yoda’s eyes. The Jedi Master nodded his head towards him, reminding him that the Council had all ready agreed to such a revelation if required. However he had other plans. “Supreme Chancellor, I must regretfully and respectfully disobey that order in the interest of justice.” He looked right back at a gapped mouth Dod and smiled.

Dod stepped up towards Valorum’s desk and slammed his hand on the surface. “This is outrageous! I demand this Jedi reveal the location of Sanctuary now! Are you smiling, Chancellor?”

“And what if I am,” said Valorum, who’s smile vanished after that. Enothchild knew he would like the trick, but it was a trick that had consequences. “Master Yoda, he is your charge.”

“Master Sarch,” said Yoda, standing up and making himself a presence of authority as much as possible. “The Council has decided this issue. Reveal the location of Sanctuary you must.”

Enothchild looked at him and said, “I cannot, Master Yoda.” He looked at everyone else and was ready to drop a bomb no one expected. Sure Ros and the others had an idea he wasn’t going to give up Sanctuary’s location. Truth be told Enothchild didn’t know what he was going to do until this very morning. The Sanctuary Vhinech needed his protection as long as he could. Now he was going to guarantee it. “As of this moment, as you all are my witnesses, I insert my 34th right to protect myself from self-incrimination.”

The look of shock on Yoda’s face was worth reliving later; Enothchild knew Nadja had to be rolling on the astral plane holding her gut in laughter. Valorum’s eyes about popped out of his head. “Master Sarch, what on Coruscant are you talking about?”

“I cannot tell you, Supreme Chancellor, for the all ready stated reason.” 

“WHAT IS THIS CRAP!” Dod was all ready a shade of purple and that wasn’t good considering that his kind is normally green or gray. He pointed a stern finger in Enothchild’s face. “You will reveal the location of Sanctuary or face Contempt of Senate charges.”

“I cannot tell you, Senator Dod, for the all ready stated reason.”

Valorum looked to the Jedi contingent and asked, “What reasons? Do you know?”

“We can only guess,” said Mace Windu, a little bewildered. Enothchild couldn’t believe that: Mace Windu, bewildered.

Asks Moe acted like a goat grass junkie. “Guess? Use the Force and rip it out of his mind! For once use that power for something useful! The Senate orders it!”

“The Senate has to vote on it, but while they’re at it they will have to rewrite the Republic Constitution in order for us to proceed,” said Plo, looking at Enothchild and Enothchild felt the realization coming from him. “First of all it is against the Jedi Code, for Enothchild Sarch has not fallen. Also when a person inserts their 34th right against self-incrimination we can no longer perform any type of Force induced interrogation.” 

Ki-Adi-Mundi stepped forward and said, “By intruding into his mind to retrieve the location of Sanctuary, we will discover the elements of the crime he is referring to in question because there is a common link and thus violate his civil rights.” He gestured around him. “There are over 50 witnesses here that seen him insert his 34th right to remain silent. Whatever he says next can be used against him in a court of law. He has the right to protect himself under law.”

Dod stomped right up to Master Yoda and demanded with his full height as he tried to intimidate him. “You put him up to this! Order him to speak!!!”

Yoda’s ears curled back. “Enothchild’s own choice it is. I have ordered, and now I cannot order him to speak or he will incriminate himself in a crime.” Raising his stick he pointed it back in Dod’s face when the Trade Federation representative got too close. “Agent of the federal government I am. Burden of proof of his crimes are now on my shoulders.” 

Then to make another well-known point, the green Jedi Master said, “Years ago hid behind such protections did you not? Yes. Yes did you.”

Dod frowned, but Enothchild could see Yoda had enough of the Senator’s breath as well as his rhetoric. Yoda and the others did forget to mention one thing: Necessary Evil. This was a classic textbook example for it; a Jedi going against the Republic was what a rogue Jedi would do, doing something that put the Republic in jeopardy and not revealing it after capture. Necessary Evil was a secret and Asks Moe’s demands only a short time ago gave good reason; that’s why no politician brought it up. 

Yoda, on the other hand, didn’t volunteer it. As he figured, Yoda saw what he was doing: buying time. Not necessarily the best way to go about it, but he felt his disapproval simmering down.

“Our guess is that it has something to do with the Vhinphyc part of this whole sorry scene,” said Mace finally as Dod sulked back by Valorum’s side. “Evidence uncovered by Master Sarch, Knight Ofcheck and Padawan Knightshade suggests a grand conspiracy hatched by the Vhinphyc; more so than originally first thought.”

“Is this true, Enothchild?” asked Valorum.

Enothchild clasped his hands behind his back and repeated again, “I cannot tell you, Supreme Chancellor, for the all ready stated reason.”

Valorum looked at him with some trepidation, and then looked at the Senate leadership that was ready to blow a fuse. Enothchild knew he had no choice. None of them did. The Chancellor of the Republic looked towards his heavily clothed and armored protectors. “Guards, assemble and arrest Jedi Master Enothchild Sarch. The charge is Contempt of Senate. An independent committee will now take over any investigation that Master Sarch was involved in and investigate Master Sarch for any criminal activity that he may have taken part in.”

Without any regret, Enothchild reached up his sleeve and removed the wrist computer that controlled Helle’s ship. He gave it to the nearest guard and said, “You’ll be needing that then, Chancellor. The ship is part of the investigation, and I don’t want it to fall under the wrong hands. But I stress caution; do not try to enter the ship, or try and put that bracelet on. The ship will not recognize non-Vhinphyc without a Vhinphyc on board.”

Exasperated, Dod tried to get a win here. “Then tell the ship to allow non-Vhinphyc access.”

“I cannot do that, Senator Dod, for the all ready-.”

“Oh shut up!” Dod finally left in a fit with Asks Moe and the rest of the Senate crowd following behind him.

Plo Koon walked up to the surrounded Enothchild and said, “Are you absolutely mad?” Enothchild went to speak, but Plo pointed a finger at him to cut him off. “Don’t say it!”

“Won’t you reconsider what you are doing, Enothchild,” said Valorum pleadingly. “You’re ruining your life with this withholding of information and falsely accusing yourself of a crime.”

Enothchild smirked as he thought back to how he came to his decision. It wasn’t by any means easy at all because the whole timing of everything just absolutely worked against him. He had to keep the damage to a minimum and the only way he knew how was this way. It was a gamble but it was going to do its job. He said, “I will reconsider if, and only if, the Senate restores full, unchallengeable military power to the Supreme Chancellor’s chair until the emergency crisis is over. Until then I will not reveal the location of Sanctuary, and I promise not to use my powers while under arrest.”

Oh my-You sneaky son of a bitch! Valorum’s mind shout was so loud the Jedi in the room couldn’t ignore it. It was a plan that managed things on different fronts and one of them was restoring military control to the Valorum. That way the Trade Federation could not order the fleet protecting Sanctuary away from the planet so their battleships can freely sterilize the planet. Plus the unchallengeable clause was similar to Emergency Powers except it was designated to only one form of executive control. If the Senate gave back military command to the Chancellor they couldn’t turn around and vote themselves back into command until the Vhinech surrender or absolute defeat was achieved.

There were catches that were somewhat beneficial; one Valorum had to be the Supreme Chancellor here and keep Enothchild under arrest. If not then such a motion will not come to pass and even worse the Senate could remove Valorum if they sensed the ruse. The second fact was that if the Senate kept up it’s current trend then undoubtedly it will not bring the unchallengeable clause up for debate. With Enothchild not speaking added to it and you get one heck of a delaying tactic, giving scientist and programmers time to prevent a Legacy Virus attack. It was a dicey proposition with great risk, but Enothchild was saving innocent lives in the process; the drawback being that Prophet could attack at any time. 

But that was it Prophet wasn’t going to attack; convincing everyone else how he knew would take too much time. Something was amidst, and thus he had another reason for doing this.

“Very well,” said the Supreme Chancellor. “Take him to the detention center.”

The guard gestured for Enothchild to move and he did. As he walked past Ros, he transmitted to him telepathically. You’re off the investigation now. That means you’re free to do things, like you and Casper go to Naboo right now to protect Juna. Please just do it.
Enothchild didn’t bother to get a reaction or response out of Ros, but he felt he could count on his former Padawan to do it. Given that Juna hated him there was no chance for him at the moment to go to her and protect her from Prophet. By having a committee take over the investigation it freed Ros and Casper and the rest of the Jedi Order of the burden. However that didn’t mean they couldn’t pursue an independent investigation through the established resources and contacts like Rapier Technologies. So Ros and Casper continued their investigation, but unofficially; without any doubt the Council would tell them to do just that anyways.

He crossed his fingers; this was going to work, but only if things fell in his favor. He hoped last night was the only bad thing that could happen with the decisions he had made. 

CHAPTER 71.3

Magus Prophet’s arrival in the Tynna System was without incident, and that honestly surprised him. Although his original exit vector from Coruscant put him on a course for Gyndine, the planet Tynna itself was a potential hot target for danger and should have been protected. For one thing it was right next to the Corellian Run corridor, for another Tynna was home to the largest transportation company in the galaxy, and therefore was the central strategic transport hub of the Expansion Region. The luxury liners, which Prophet’s Roughrider passed by at a high rate of frequency, may have been fodder for the pirates, but they could be retrofitted for carrying arms and troops and in some cases fighter craft. Therefore he half expected several dozen war craft.

Instead Prophet’s ship, whose ship profile had to be everywhere, passed by the four Corellian corvettes unmolested. They were solid ships to have, but if a battleship entered into a battle with them it would take an experience admiral to utilize the corvettes main strength against the foe: maneuverability. Unfortunately Tynna was twice as worse as Uiennar, littered with metal in the form of luxury ships being built, repaired, arriving and departing. The congestion was not as bad as Coruscant, but the corvettes positioning close to the planet gave away the fact that the planet’s defense were terrible and if there were an attack on the outer perimeter the corvettes would have to maneuver through the junk. An uncaring foe would destroy the ships the corvettes were trying to avoid along with the corvettes themselves.

Prophet grimaced; because of idiots like this the Republic take over was going to be too easy.

An hour past, and just as the Tynna Port Authority actually realized that he was just cruising around, the Orpheus descended upon the system from hyperspace. Unlike Coruscant, however, no one panicked. In fact save for the corvettes everyone else stopped and killed power to their engines; the residence of Tynna were so use to being pirated they just naturally assume to give up. Ludicrous, but it did explain why anyone from Tynna paid the highest insurance rates in the galaxy for anything exported, entities or materials.

Prophet just calmly headed for the Orpheus while the corvettes tried to get around the standing still ships and upon landing in the spacious docking bay felt the modified Vhinphyc Galactic Dominator make the jump to hyperspace to secure zone 1138. It was better know as a blank spot in the universe located above the galactic center some 20,000 light years from Coruscant. It would take them only a day to get there, and from their vantage point they could be anywhere in the galaxy with the destroyer in short time. It also gave them a great sensor and tracking view of the galaxy, which was needed for the next part of Prophet’s plan.

The Vhinech leader entered the bridge immediately and was greeted there by both Admiral Hooley and Magus Servant, who he asked to remain there when he communicated with Servant with the Force. Upon arrival Prophet said, “Status.”

Hooley was the first to speak. “All ship functions are running at optimum efficiency. The last of the ysalamiri cloaking systems are in place and running at full. All repairs have been completed on the Moonhaulers. And in your absence we remained undetected and had no incidents.”

Magus Servant spoke next. “All our warriors are trained and ready. We have pulled the last of our agents out of the outer areas of the Republic. The ysalamiri war packs are completed and ready. Our slicers are still nowhere close to breaking into the Son disk to retrieve the Legacy Virus, but are still trying. The Republic Senate had voted in a super majority to end the Sanctuary Resolution.”

“As expected,” mused Prophet to interrupt Servant. “Their planning is so transparent it is absurd.”

“If your information is correct, my Magus, the location will not be revealed,” said Servant. “Also one of our covert vessels that you sent out reported that they detected a back up single burst pulse beacon from a missing Moonhauler that was lost in the fight over Uiennar.”

“Is there an exact location,” said Prophet with strong interest.

“Not yet, my Magus, but they are getting close. They last picked it up around the Faust System.”

Prophet stood silent for a few moments and then ordered, “Once when we reach 1138 I want full scans done on that system and I want ears wide open on the covert channels. The Faust System may be where the Sith are hiding.”

“Really? How can you conclude that?” Hooley looked very confused.

“I cannot really say for certain, but I believe Naressa Rapier was alive long enough to reach her Sithian brothers. She possibly piloted the ship to their stronghold, and that will be their undoing.”

Given everything that has happened both Hooley and Servant weren’t surprise to hear that. Servant showed his hope that indeed they found the Sith. “If it is the Sith’s stronghold, then I humbly beg to lead the fight against them, my Magus.”

“My best commander is needed for Sanctuary,” Prophet said in retort, and then looked away. “I have decided that we will take the war to our own people.” He took note of Servant’s face and let out a sorrowful sigh. “I know, it hurts me too, but we cannot do anything for them except give them Final Release.”

“There must be something we can do,” suggested Hooley quietly. “Those are a lot of Vhinech. Are you sure the Republic is going to use them against us?”

“It is the truth,” said Prophet, looking between both commanders under him with regretful eyes in his frowning face. “And the process cannot be reversed at all.”

“What if we intercept Rapier,” suggested Hooley. “You said she was going to be their contact with them. It will delay their use, buy us more time to break the Son disk.”

If Prophet was protectively obsessed with Juna Rapier he didn’t reveal it. He said, “That is not a sound idea since we need to know where Sanctuary is. When she leaves for Sanctuary we will be tracking her. If we destroy her ship, or intercept her, then we have no way in finding Sanctuary. Besides that, Rapier is mine. It is my honor right to end her.”

Servant nodded and then said, “Is there no other way to save our people on Sanctuary?”

“I assure you there is no other way, Servant,” said Prophet, his voice betraying his absolute belief in that.

“Then would I be pardoned from ending for suggesting that we do it on the ground, face to face,” asked Servant rather mutely. “They deserve a fighting chance.”

“You’re pardoned, Brother, and yes they deserve the right to fight back.” Prophet moved towards the holographic map of the galaxy that spun in the middle of the bridge. “They will only have primitive weapons, but they still possess knowledge of the Force, and if Qualeggoes was correct the people have multiplied in number considerably. Therefore I give you permission to make arrangements now for a ground assault.”

Servant nodded once and left Prophet’s side. That left the giant Vhinech and Hooley to talk. The Human cleared his throat and said, “My Magus, I…I owe you an apology.” Prophet turned towards him and peered down at him with a cocked eyebrow. “I thought you were only serving your own personal interests. That you were using us for unshared gain. I didn’t believe your sincerity in this operation and I only ask that you can spare my life so I can learn from it.”

Prophet eyed him carefully, and let his eyes take a look at the crewmembers on the bridge looking on with interest, especially the MerCon crew. The Vhinech members of the bridge crew seemed to know what was going to happen next and therefore just passed up on the soon to be bloody visual opportunity.

“I forgive you, Cade Hooley.” Prophet noted the turned heads from his kind. They would have never thought he would forgive a normal Human being like he would a Vhinech brother. He let his lips form a tight smile, one that didn’t bare his fanged teeth, and added, “After all, you’re only Human.”

Hooley nodded a little, but never returned the smile; he wasn’t sure whether or not to take what Prophet said as a compliment. The Vhinech didn’t give him a chance to think about it more as the giant turned and was leaving. However an intelligence-gathering officer rushed over to Hooley and as he spoke it stopped Prophet’s progress. “Admiral, word from the communication lines from the Trade Federation. Jedi Master Sarch has refused to reveal Sanctuary’s location and has been arrested.”

“How reliable is the source,” asked Hooley. Prophet held his ground and showed no real expression.

“The best source, Admiral: Lott Dod.”

Hooley shook his head and looked at Prophet and uttered a simple fact of reality both men knew too well. “Politicians; sometimes they don’t bother to encrypt their transmissions home.” 

That was a glaring fact of politics that every information broker in the galaxy capitalized on. Whenever a politician wanted to express a view about something or someone indirectly, or better known as an ‘unofficial, unidentified, and unnamed source from within the Senate/Senator’s Office’, they made transmissions with little or no encryptions where anyone with a substandard transceiver could hear every little detail. This made it possible for someone to express their view without identifying themselves, or in the realm of espionage get instructions delivered as well as interception. It was an old practice that everyone has done and exploited.

“Now we know that Qualeggoes was speaking the truth,” said Prophet, alluding to what he told Hooley and Servant a few days ago in his transmission. “Without question Lady Angelleia will now return home and make preparations for her departure as the Republic’s assigned ambassador if she has not all ready.” He let his one red-one yellow eyes lock on the officer. “Has there been any late night heavily encrypted transmissions to Naboo from Coruscant?”

The officer pulled out a small data pad and typed in the inquiry. The device chimed and the man’s eyebrows rose. “Yes, my Magus. One transmission, no decryption done and it lasted only thirty seconds.”

“Too long for a data exchange, too short for a casual conversation,” said Hooley. 

“Agreed,” said Prophet, who kept his face as stoic as possible. Inside he was smiling, happy at the results that were transpiring. Things were moving too well in his favor. “I want sharp eyes on Naboo with our long range sensors around the clock. I want reports sent to me every hour. Admiral Hooley, you have command.”

The Human nodded, and Prophet walked out of the bridge, heading for his private quarters. With a small grin on his face as he walked he made the beings he walked past, and at times through, them leery of him; they of course didn’t have a clue why he was smiling, but when something so dangerous does something so strange it puts everyone on edge. He couldn’t help to smile, for soon his private quarters weren’t just going to be his alone. He had to finish preparations to welcome his new bride and so increased his pace.

In a week, maybe two, Juna would be in his arms. Sooner than that the Sith would be destroyed by the forces he planned to send to their secret stronghold. From there, all Magus Prophet only had forever to look forward to with Juna secure and safe in his arms.

