CHAPTER 31.0

With a purposeful shove by a Royal Guard, Pirus Krendel was kindly ‘shown in’ to the private room after being ‘safely escorted’ by his neck to the place set up for common criminals to speak to their legal representation. Dressed in prisoner blues all ready, the industrialist gave the Royal Guard a look of deep hatred and said, “It’s about smecking time I got to see a lawyer. One of the first things I’ll do when I get out is sue your ass for mistreatment.”

The Royal Guard just smiled and said, “My name is Panaka if that helps you. And when you sue someone in my position, you can only sue His Royal Highness in that same legal breath.” He kept that smile on Krendel until he closed and locked the door.

Krendel turned around and slammed his hands on the table hard in disgust. The frustration of being in jail was bad enough, and how he got here made it worse. The fact that his son was the King of Naboo, which should have been making him the happiest son of a bitch right now, was fresh in everyone’s mind and they couldn’t help themselves to point that out to him under the circumstances. They loved it; they loved every minute of it.

The lawyer from the law firm he had contracted by monthly retainer in the past before he went on the run was very, very late and not here; obviously he was being turned inside out by Palace guards and sensors. But whether or not it had been two days since his incarceration that they failed to arrive because of his Son’s influence, or perhaps even Rapier’s clout bugged him, and caused his blood pressure to spike nonetheless.

Tomas totally disappointed him. Vividly Krendel could close his eyes and see his Son grow up to the point of assuming the Throne, the very place he had strived to put his Son on, into the position of ultimate power on Naboo, and to have him turn against him was a stab in his heart. Krendel could only grit his teeth at that, for it had to be Rapier’s doing, influencing him and making him turn his back on him. Based on the news he heard between Royal Guards, it would be the bastard Rapier female that had a hold of his Son’s misguided heart.

The news of Naressa Rapier’s death did not tug on any sympathies he had. The woman had been Bendian Rapier’s whore while he was alive, and as it turned she was a genuine whore, having to sleep with another man in order to become pregnant. He told that red headed-marrying half breed witch Muriel Arnes that very thought as well when she attempted to interrogate him earlier in the day before her high-ass had left. Good riddance to the both of them. 

He found himself actually grinning a bit at the very thoughts; it was the perfect, appropriate end to a family clan riddled with righteousness agenda that conflicted with his own personal destiny. Now it was his time, his clan’s time. And although he may go to prison for the rest of his life, he knew with the controversy he created with the revelation was going to stick to Lady Angelleia like stink on shit. Given who she was, then that metaphor was absolutely perfect.

To keep his good vibe going, he re-thought about his suspicions on who the real father was. If he had his way, if he didn’t follow Magus Prophet’s orders to the letter and he discovered this material on his own, he would have openly suspected to the public that Rapier kissass Dace Palpatine. That still was an option; start a grapevine-like rumor about it and have it splashed all over the media. Why not; Naressa Rapier was not alive to deny it; she didn’t have a chance to deny his revelation if the rumors he heard were true while he was still on Uiennar. It was too good to pass up because he knew through the guards talking that Palpatine had quit the Senate. The pampas ass apparently feels he could get reelected in two years; well not if Krendel had anything to do with it. Two years is two years too long to make a comeback, and anything could happen between now and then.

If he weren’t here, Krendel would run and win. He knew he could. 

His good mood vanished; he had followed Prophet’s orders and where did that get him; jailed. Tomas didn’t even want to hug him. Krendel began to weigh the possibility of selling out Magus Prophet; it was obvious to him that with his press conference on Uiennar it was meant to draw Lady Angelleia out from the Palace and into the Vhinech’s awaiting arms; had he not promised to take the Rapiers out? This was that plan and it worked. She was not here in the Palace of Theed anymore, another news bit shared by the Royal Guards that thought of her as beings so special and kind and that they were going to miss her and all that other sentimental bullshit. 

He could ask for clemency. Some form of pardon from the Supreme Chancellor himself; after all, since this was a related Force matter with the Vhinech and the Jedi are hunting down the Vhinech. Under the circumstances the possibility was too juicy to pass up, and once his lawyer got here…

Finally the far door opened and immediately a stack of brief cases and a soft file legal caddy hit the floor. The annoyance was followed by an even more annoying voice and with one look Pirus Krendel felt his legal options vanish. 

“Oh, I sorry, so sorry,” said the greasy haired man in the lousy suit. His whiny voice, heavily Nubian accented, made Krendel cringe and fell ashamed of being a male Nubian. Worse the man was clumsier than a drunken gobber fish that walks into the hands of its prey; he would pick up a brief case, drop the other, pick that up, let his file folders fall again and scatter across the floor. Krendel even pitied the Royal Guard holding the door; the man’s exasperated look foretold a story of having to deal with the lawyer’s awkwardness from the check point entering the cell block to the door; a short trip made very long and it was filled with womanly-toned apologies. 

Collecting everything finally and leaving it by the door, the lawyer turned to the Royal Guard and said, “I bet you don’t deal with geniuses like me everyday, do ya!”

Do ya! Thought Krendel. His options just didn’t vanish they went into the darkest pits of the Planet Core. This aqua-monkey was a certified cargo park trash attorney! Just where did his money go?

For the first time since his arrival on Naboo, the Royal Guard became the first person to give him a sympathetic look and mean it. “Your lawyer, Mister Krendel.” As he turned to leave, Krendel heard him mutter under his breath, “Oceans have mercy on your soul.”

The door closed, and the slimy lawyer stood up with one of the briefcases and adjusted the wire frame glassed on his face with an annoying push of his finger. “Hello, Mister Krendel. My name is Shamus Popbum, I am your criminal attorney.” Suddenly, he snorted in short laughter. “Isn’t that a contradiction of terms? Criminal attorney. It sounds like a lawyer that committed a crime.” He then laughed like a Gamorrean, letting loose with pig noises from his nose. 

Krendel practically fell back in his seat. “I am in so much trouble.” He let his head lay in his hands. “I’m doomed. I am so doomed.”

Mister Popbum began to pace around the room with his single briefcase in hand. His voice riddled with lack of backbone characterization. “Indeed. Crimes against the Throne is a major, serious, and may I say major offense.”

Annoyed, Krendel shouted, “You said major twice, you idiot!”

“I did? Well, as you can see, it’s major times two.” He snorted in laughter again. “Or major squared.”

Krendel let his head fall hard on the table. “I am in so much trouble. Why me? Why me?”

Mister Popbum finished his parade around the room and set his briefcase down in front of Krendel. “I have an idea why you are in trouble, Mister Krendel. You see, where I grew up, I had to look towards divinity for my faith, which didn’t work because it only reinforced the fact that life reeked. It seemed to be a very cruel Gungan prostitute if you know what I mean. And I know, because I had one the other night. Talk about ‘smells like fish’.” He laughed and Krendel gave him a very deep, scolding look. Ignoring him, he continued. “Anyways I asked the same question you do. Why me? Then I realized something.”

“You’re a loser and you learned to live with it,” Krendel mumbled.

Popbum snickered little oink sounds. He pulled out his handkerchief and dabbed his sweaty forehead. Or was the overabundance of hair oil? “How’d you guess? Just kidding…well…that last part. Living with it? Yeah, I learned to live with it. You may say…spiritually, I am my own divinity. In fact, thanks to the grand plan of the law firm I represent, Sibyl, Seer, and Diviner,” he undid the lock hasps on his briefcase, “you will too.”

“Great, I have a clumsy lawyer that likes to preach. Wonderful.” Krendel sighed and threw up his hands. “This is what 100 grand a month gets me?” He then replayed some things in his mind, realizing he wasn’t paying attention. “Wait a second, you said Sibyl, Seer, and Diviner?” His face lit up. “You are not the law firm I’ve retained! Hey, you have the wrong person.”

Popbum closed his briefcase down, but did not lock it. He handed Krendel a digital notepad and said with a smile on his face, “Well that may be so, but call it divine intervention on my part because those losers weren’t going to get you out here like I’m going to. In fact, Sibyl, Seer, and Diviner promises that not only will you be free, and you will be free in exactly one hour. You’re only bill of payment is in the form of a favor that you are required to fulfill.” He opened his briefcase fully, and Krendel was shocked when Popbum showed him the internal contents.

In the raised portion of the lid was what appeared to be some type of large, worm-like creature wrapped around in a ball, protected and secured by the transparent casing built into the lid. There was nothing much in the bottom lid except blank pieces of paper and a little coin size metal disk that resembled a fastening washer. Popbum held up it up. “Once you are out of here on the King’s pardon, Sibyl, Seer, and Diviner would like you to put this in Lady Angelleia’s astromech droid. You will find it in her former room, in the process of being debugged of classified information. Just dump it into its R/W input slot, and walk away.”

Krendel didn’t take the thing. He eyed the object with confusion and content, wanting answers to the questions filled in his head. “Who are you?”

Popbum sat back and said in his wailing voice, “Just someone that is doing his job for Sibyl, Seer, and Diviner. And like me, you serve Sibyl, Seer, and Diviner. After all, Sibyl, Seer, and Diviner did get rid of the whore.”

Krendel heard that, and his flesh began to crawl a little in realization. Popbum continued. “He did promise that your son would be King and he is. Now I know this confine thing is a snag, but it’s a technical snag. A snag that will vanish with my meeting with him in a few minutes, in which a short time later you will be back in expensive clothes and you can work on getting fat again.” He let out another snorting laugh and held out the washer-thing. “Please, Sibyl, Seer, and Diviner have been there for you, now its time to be there for Sibyl, Seer, and Diviner. One last time, and then you can live you merry, happy life the way you want save for the outlines you agreed to previously in the deal you made with my employer.” 

Popbum leaned closer, and his voice and mannerisms totally changed to deadly serious, “Because if you do not do this, the next time you see your son is in a coffin at his funeral, or whatever is left of him that I alone choose for you to view.” 

Krendel was flabbergasted for a few seconds upon realization. “You’re a…a…”

Magus Servant leaned forward and with his free hand gestured towards Krendel. Krendel’s body was pulled forward to meet him over the table. Grabbing the Human’s hand, he forced it open and put the washer-thing in Krendel’s hand, then forced his hand closed. Holding Krendel’s hand with a ever slowly squeezing grip, he said with a slight sneer, “Now, now, Mister Krendel. Let us not say anything that will be misconstrued. Better yet, do not think of anything that could be mistaken as breaking your word, like telling certain spiritual monks in brown robes that you had a deal with Sibyl, Seer, and Diviner. The penalty for such a breech of contract in that regard, or in any of the regards you thought of, will mean I remove your son Tomas’ head and use for a shock ball.” 

Squeezing as hard as he could, he said, “Do we have an understanding, Mister Krendel? Or do I go upstairs and instead of making him let you go, I snap his worthless little neck?”

Krendel gritted his teeth against the sheering pain and he said, “I understand, completely.”

Servant went back to being Popbum. “Splendid!” He let go of Krendel’s hand and closed up the briefcase. “Now remember, this is a silent partnership in which the details and associative details never be betrayed. Understand?” He waited for Krendel to nod and the Human-Vhinech walked over to the door he came through and hit a call button next to it. “I mean let’s face it, if the tax man, or certain Ladyships of former Royalty, knew of this, you may find your fish hatcheries in a snare net. So hold tight, Mister Krendel. You will be out of here in no time at all. Oh, and that digital notepad is yours. Spend the next hour doodling.” 

With a snort and a struggle to hang on to his stuff, ‘Mister Popbum’ was escorted out of the room with instructions left to the guards to allow Krendel to keep the notepad; after all, it cleared inspection. The idea confused Krendel; how in the hell did Popbum get that worm thing into the cellblock? 

Something occurred to him when he went back to his cell, and so he turned on the digital notepad. He keyed in the words Sibyl, Seer, and Diviner, and asked for definitions of all three because they were clearly not Nubian names. Turned out they more or less had the same definitions of meaning. Curious, he ran it the words through a built in filter and asked if there was anything at all in common in the words.

The answer came back and turned him white: all three words were alternative synonyms for Prophet. 

