CHAPTER 78.0

With hints of the coming autumn evident with the mid-evening dew that haloed the three full moons of Naboo in the heavens above, the streets and waterways of Theed teemed with a festival-like life to it. The cool night offered a relief from the week’s worth of hazy, humid days, prompting many to enjoy what the night had to offer. The Theed River from afar appeared to have fireflies ruling it with the proliferation of boats, their yellow glowing lanterns they used to see dotting the channel; some moving romantically slow, some running annoying fast. Being southerly, Theed never got much snow, but rainfall made up for it during the winter season, so for many this night was one of the few remaining to them to enjoy without the need of extra clothing or a rain slicker. The perfect late summer night, where there was no care in the world to worry about. 

Despite the life and light there were still shadows, and at least the shadows moved without the aid of its antonym. No one paid attention to them for the crowds were large, the police present obvious, and the mood was too overwhelmingly good to dispel despite what occurred only a few days ago with the falling out between the Nubians and the Gungans, most in part due to King Veruna’s heavily assurances that such an event like the one that took place at Desenna Beach wouldn’t happen again.

If the shadows had anything to say about it, then the young King would be partially right. The shadows moved through the crowd, moving in ways that were planned and timed and with unseen purpose, throughout the land and water all over the capital of Naboo, through the allies and through the ducts, and in time the shadows found their way to the tallest and grandest structure of all the land, the Palace of Theed. The shadows seeped through various means past either no guards/sentry points, unsuspecting guards, and very rarely guards they had to immobilize and temporarily make silent. They found their way through the most unlikely of places, and places long forgotten, and place many felt were so secure they didn’t need guards because it would reveal their presence; the latter was not common knowledge to even the few, but it was to the select few.

Much was quiet, quiet in the way of calm, peaceful celebration to the unsuspecting citizens of Naboo, who would never truly know what actually occurred on this night.

Deep down in the Palace of Theed, in the Royal Infirmary, Eric Maltanaw awoke in his seat, startled by the feeling that something was wrong and immediately thought of his wife and daughter. Looking on the bed he found Terese and Jarah huddled together sound asleep and waved his troubled thoughts away as starfighter pilot paranoia; thirty years of being strapped in the cockpit as part of Bravo Squadron, one couldn’t help to feel a target lock on them from time to time. It wasn’t the Force but instinct, the kind one gets from being in combat and even for a Nubian he had seen a great share from the Mid-Rim Conflicts to Evramora.

Standing up and patting his daughter’s head, he couldn’t help to think another form of paranoia had him, and it was called being a father. He took another look at Terese, noting the fading away flash burns on her elderly face, and telling himself as he left after giving her a kiss on the forehead that she was getting too old for shit like this. He was relieved she was alive, but in a sense he was glad it, the treaty and the politics involved, were over.

Walking down the silent halls of the infirmary to the drinking fountain, Eric took a look around before bending down to drink. He took in large gulps, stood up, and noted the five large men in black standing around him with blaster rifles pointed at him. Gulping and putting his hands up, he said, “I didn’t realize this was your guy’s fountain.”

Back in Terese’s room, a hushed whisper startled the former Queen of Naboo awake, and with one look with her regained eyesight she thought she was having a nightmare. That changed when she went to scream and a black, metallic hand covered her mouth, and her movements stirred Jarah awake. Before Terese really threw a fit, her daughter looked at the assailant and said, “Muriel.” With Jarah’s words, Terese calmed down and Muriel moved her hand away. All around them were five Guardians, and entering the room was five more with Eric in tow.

“Muriel, what in the hell is this,” asked Terese with relief intermixed with worry, not quite sure what she was witnessing but at the same time her imagination providing some interesting ideas.

“An operation to make sure of things, first and foremost your safety,” said the red head, whose helmet like the others covered almost of her head and face and hid her locks with its medieval-design. “Are you all right?”

“Despite the burns and the broken ankle, and now the shocked nerves, I am well,” she said without strong assurance. “Just exactly what is going on here?”

“I think you can fathom a good guess.” Muriel looked at the other 10 Guardians, and all ten took positions all around the room. 

“I hope you’re just checking the security of the Palace,” said Eric, very leery of what was going on and not necessarily liking it.

“More like Naboo’s future, and for first time Political Guardians are going to get involved in it.” Muriel got between the husband and his wife and daughter and said, “The less you know, the less you are involved. You’re not prisoners, just under our protection until we can sort out the mess upstairs.”

Terese’s mouth dropped open, and even young Jarah understood what Muriel was indeed implying with hardly any words. “Muriel Thahada Arnes, you can’t do this. It’s treason! You can’t go against the King through physical force, my God.”

“It’s not the King we’re going after. It’s his father.” Muriel worked her mouth around thinking of Pirus Krendel with disgust. “The son of a bitch is deep in with the Vhinech. He set Juna and Naressa up at Uiennar with that speech.”

Both Eric and Terese looked at one another in silence, and the ex-fighter pilot took a few steps away from her bed in anger while she broadcasted a controlled rage that made her age stand out; no hint of her famous smile anytime soon. Terese drew Jarah tightly towards her bosom and stroke the child’s head protectively, motherly concern overriding her need to right a situation. Naressa was Terese’s good, non-political friend even though, when he was alive, she despised Bendian with a great passion; it was almost everyday that Queen Landana and Bendian Rapier metaphorically head butted with bloody results over even the smallest of political matters and details. From there both husband and wife Maltanaw were enable to enjoy a young Juna Rapier’s company, which the little girl so long ago stayed with them at the Palace of Theed from time to time. It created a strong friendship between the Maltanaw and Rapier clans in the long run, and it helped Eric and Terese towards wanting children, or at least one child, all the more.

Having heard this admission hurt them more personally than anyone else outside the Royal Court of Queen Angelleia than anyone could ever imagine. Gone was the pretense for the moment that what Muriel and the Guardians were doing was wrong. Terese asked, “Do you have proof of this treason?”

“Of that particular treason, not yet,” said Muriel with no regret. “But there’s evidence in the Royal Achieves that Krendel was aided by the Vhinech in getting Tomas to pardon him.”

“It better be strong evidence,” said Terese with some trepidation. “Because either he’ll go to prison for the rest of your life, or you will.”

“Given the choice of prison or being under the Pirus Krendel Empire, I rather take the cold cell at Longdurst.” Muriel smiled, and then listened to something through the micro-size transceiver in her ear. She turned to the other Guardians and said in Bothan, “[Open eyes. Stable rear. North Progress. Here put. Over Watch.]”

Muriel turned back towards the Maltanaws and gave Jarah a friendly pat on the head. “You three will be all right. Just stay here.”

“I should go with you,” said Eric. “Maybe talk to Ric and the rest of Bravo Squadron so they don’t get the wrong idea.”

Muriel grimaced. “It’s actually too late for that, Eric. But trust me, we need you right here. We have to know where everyone is at all times, especially the innocent.” She gestured towards Terese and Jarah, smiling. “Keep an eye on your girls.”

Defeated by her words, the elderly man nodded his head. Like a wraith, Muriel vanished in the shadows of the darken room, her exit only noted by the quick opening and closing of the door. It was a small, dark reminder to the family in the room that the Alderaanian-Nubian was more than just a killer of political debates.

Throughout the Palace of Theed the Guardians moved silently and stealthily one by one, bypassing guards and sentries sometimes with ease and sometimes by stun bolt, always heading upward, relying on Muriel’s firsthand knowledge as the former Royal Chief of Staff about the layout of governmental structure and its security protocols. Both criteria had not been changed in centuries; the general architecture of the Palace was understandable, but Muriel had insisted in a report before she left her office that more sentries had to be put into place, organic or robotic, and certain Royal Escape Routes had to be sealed off; the latter mentioned escape routes were obsolete in their value, and was used more for slipping in and out unnoticed by Juna’s Handmaidens; during her reign, Terese and Eric used them a few times just to ‘get out and get away’. Due to their obscurity, it was deemed prudent to leave the passageways with very little in the way of power and technology so only low watt lighting was installed. 

The Guardians took full advantage with Oggie’s planning. Muriel and Dizzy had contacted the Jedi Order again, but only to find out from Jedi Master Plo Koon that not only had Enothchild had been released from jail, but was missing and had not told anyone where Sanctuary was. It made Oggie and Muriel agree on this operation; to remove Pirus Krendel from the King’s ear, hence ensure that the Vhinech weren’t governing Naboo through puppet leaders, and uncover the evidence that shows such a treasonous union, and interrogate Krendel to see what he knew; perhaps Magus Prophet may have revealed many things, including Sanctuary, in whatever discussions they may have had. The latter was too much of a stretch, but with Enothchild gone Dizzy and Muriel had no other option; Juna had a full days head start.

Over time, and very quietly, positions were secured and locked down.

The Royal Hanger was one of the first positions that had to held; without the hanger, Krendel couldn’t escape. What was more it had the direct route between the hanger and the King’s living quarters and the Throne Room.

It started with a distress call. A small ship was sputtering to stay aloft and requested permission to land. Unfortunately it would not make it to the Royal Courtyard in its current condition, so one of the Bravo Squadron lieutenants on station that night made the call and the small ship was given permission to land in the hanger.

“I need fire teams down here, on the double!” exclaimed the lieutenant, he and about ten other Bravo pilots coming out of the command barracks with portable fire fighting gear. The ship in question, a Nubian Toadhopper – so named because it was practically only the size of a freighter size ore crate – came in slowly and hopped across the deck plating due to repulsorlift failure, skidding to a halt. The pilot, clearly visible through the transparisteel globe, fought with her controls and fought to get out; scared that the ship would blow.

The lieutenant knew better and went up to her, putting an assuring hand on her shoulder. “It’s all right, young lady. It’s not going to go up. We got everything under control here.”

The standing up right fuel tanks suddenly opened like clam shells and two by two Political Guardians leapt out and fired stun bolts at everyone within range. The lieutenant looked back at the supposedly frightened crash survivor and she casually inserted her Series Ten blaster, the one without the stun setting, in his mouth. She mused, “If everything is all right here, then let’s make a comm call.”

As the woman escorted her prisoner back into the office, another Guardian spoke through his wrist mounted communicator, and a few seconds later the Millennium Falcon arrived and landed. The hatch lowered, but Guardians were pouring out of it before the hatch touched the ground. Three of the Guardians, grayer in their armor color, ran over to the downed prisoners and began to check on them medically; the rest took positions on either side of the pilot enter/exit passageway and waited. 

Five minutes later, the sounds of footsteps could be heard, and just when Ric Olie and the rest of Bravo Squadron ran out, Ric was just saying, “Where the smeck is the emergency…alarm?” The last part came out slowly due to the fact they realized that there were 50 Guardians behind them and now surrounding them with weapons trained on them. Putting up his hands, he said, “Okay, now I know why.”

“It’s all right, Ric, you guys aren’t in trouble.” They turned towards the sound of the voice, and Dizzy squeezed his way through the tight Guardian crowd. “Just be cool and you won’t get stunned.”

“Dizzy, what in the hell is going on?”

“Well you know my wife she’s got to have her own way,” he chimed. “It gets worse when she has her monthly visit from dear Aunt Flo, but you didn’t hear that from me, mmmkay?” His smile faded just a tad and he crossed his arms. “Don’t worry, though, we’ll be out of your way in a bit. But answer me something. Why didn’t you acknowledge us when we returned home? Why the cold shoulder? To us, with Juna on board even?”

Ric sighed and put his hands down. The others of Bravo Squadron followed suit, and the Guardians didn’t object. “Dizzy, that’s been eating us up on the inside for three days. The King ordered broadcast silence so Lady Angelleia could be safe on her return home. I thought it stupid because we were escorting your ship; why would we do that if there wasn’t someone important on board?” He sighed again. “But King, or rather Chief of Staff Krendel, was insistent on it. Either we followed orders or suffer the consequences.” He looked around, and Ric’s face showed more concern. “Is Juna all right?”

“Far from it, and that’s why we’re here, but it’s not you or the other’s fault,” said Dizzy, accepting the unspoken apology on Juna’ behalf. With twenty Guardians breaking off from the group, Dizzy checked his heavy blaster and began walking towards them. He said over his shoulder at Ric and the others. “Just chill out. The King’s in no danger, and neither is anybody else.”

Upstairs the Guardians began to move more quickly while maintaining their active stealthy ways, and one by one they began to execute timed happenstances to ensure success. The bulk of the group came in through the secret passageways, the rush and hold group via the hanger, but the most important group of the three, the First Catch group, was nearing their scheduled destinations based on the running time of the operation. This group, made up of single individuals, was responsible for shutting down certain security backups, moving into fixed positions that could prevent anyone from escaping, the very top of the list make first contact with their main target, the Krendels.

Muriel’s group began walking up the stairs to the King’s living quarters section, a sea of black and gray in various layout patterns but all sported matching black helmets that bobbed up and down with every ascending step. Given the late hour there was bound to be no one of civilian authority wandering about. Reaching the top of the stairs she saw Oggie and his group holding bay with weapons drawn pointing at several dozen Nubian Palace Guards. 

The Headmaster of the Guardians said as another group of Guardians grabbed about six Palace Guards and took them away, “We’re dispersing the guards to quieter locations for the time being so they don’t get cute. First Catch is moving into position now. The shift change has already come to pass.”

“Then let’s go knock on the door shall we?” The two took the lead in front of the group as they walked through the interior corridor directly towards the King’s Wing. 

The group rounded a few empty corners that were created by the teams and then finally one filled with Nubian guards every twenty feet apart. Once standing at attention, the guards took note of the coming situation and began to react, taking positions behind the pillars they stood by. The Guardians just calmly continued towards them as the lead guardsman tried his comlink and got static. Furious, he said to the guard across from him, “Pass the word down, get a runner to go warn the King.”

“Right,” said the young man and quickly he ran right down the middle of the corridor. The Royal Guards raised their weapons and were ready to fire and die for their King. The young guard then turned around and fired stun bolts quickly into the last remaining guards on the block. All along the route, at alternate spots, ‘Royal Guards’ shot stun bolts into their fellow man or woman that was in front and of the side of them based on their position. 

The Guardians just calmly walked by the downed guards, a few breaking away and checking on their medical well being. The rest reached the waiting young guard while the Guardians posing as Royal Guards fell in with the marching group. The Guardian responsible for creating the diversion had his guard’s sleeve rolled up to reveal the Guardian wrist/sensor computer, going over the air with his armored hand with sensors imbedded inside the palm.

Oggie said, “Well?”

“Not good, sir, the mufflers couldn’t keep the acoustics of the shots down to the decibel levels you wanted,” said the young man disappointedly. “The King had to hear the shots.”

Muriel looked at her wrist computer, noting the time, and shook her head. “That’s all right. It doesn’t matter now.”

The group walked down the hall, and right at that moment Pirus Krendel emerged from the King’s room in a hurried huff. He turned, saw what was in front of him in the form of Guardians, and promptly fell on his ass in shock. Tomas Krendel and several of his bodyguards came running out not expecting the Guardians all ready there and the bodyguards pointed their weapons towards them. In response the Guardians pointed their weapons at them in quick order, but no shots were exchanged. It became clear to why the King was leaving his quarters; from the bathroom, or more to the point from under the toilet and shower stalls, were the First Catch crew, chasing the King and his father out of the secured room. From the other end came Dizzy and the rest of the Guardian contingent not assigned to security detail, effectively surrounding the Nubian leader save for one point of exit straight ahead of him.

“SHOOT THEM!” yelled Krendel, who stumbled back up to his feet. Muriel watched the coward purposely put his body ever so slowly behind his own son’s body. Ten men ready to take a blaster bolt surrounded the King, but still the gull of what he was doing made her stomach knot. Juna never asked for anyone to lay their life down for her well being while she was Queen, and for public officials it wasn’t exactly an honor to do so, however few privately would have but just wouldn’t tell her until it was too late. So this made everyone on the one side of the issue very ill not just because a father was putting his life ahead of his son’s. “SHOOT THEM, DAMN IT!”

“And start a war in this hallway,” mused one of the Royal Guards standing shoulder to shoulder with the bodyguards.

“No one is shooting anyone,” said Oggie. He slung his blaster rifle over his shoulder and held his hands up to signal truce. “Your Majesty, forgive us, but we have been asking for an audience with you for days and this was the only way we could get it.”

Veruna looked at him, then at Muriel, and then motioned with his hands for his Royal Guards to lower their weapons. The bodyguards, however, did no such thing; he was no fool. In full regal bluster that carried a great deal of his Southern Climate accent, he said, “I was not seeing anyone, Headmaster Newhausen, because I did not see the point of seeing anyone. This is exactly one of the reasons why I signed the writ to end the Order of Guardians.”

“We’re here peacefully, your Majesty, we swear it. It’s just that stronger measures had to be use to get your attention.”

“You’re nothing more than a well funded and supplied private army of the Rapier Clan who was conveniently rented out to the highest of bidders!” interjected Krendel loudly behind his son. “A special forces unit like yourselves have no place on a planet of peace, and it’s clear why! Rapier sent you here to overthrow the government!”

“Furthest from the truth, your Majesty,” said Muriel, taking a few steps closer to the Royal group. The Royal Guards raised their weapons, which Muriel dropped her blaster to the ground in response. “We’re here because Juna isn’t.”

Veruna blinked and frowned a little. “What are you talking about?”

“Juna’s gone, left last night without telling anyone, to go after the beast responsible for her mother’s death.” Muriel pointed right at Krendel. “We have reasons to believe that this is all an elaborate plan staged by the Rogue Vhinech leader Magus Prophet to lure Juna into a trap, and your father had a willing part in it.”

“What a bunch of bullshit!” yelled Krendel, who gained what appeared to be bravery and stepped out from behind his Son shield. “The Vhinech are our enemies! I wouldn’t dare take part in any scheme of there’s you lying bitch!”

“Oh, I JUST KNOW,” Everyone jumped around, and Dizzy was slowly pulling out his blaster, eyeing Krendel with a frown, “you didn’t call my wife a bitch! Nononononononono No you didn’t!” From his vantage point, which was behind the party, Krendel was a clear target for the Sullustan to hit. The bodyguards turned and pointed their blasters at him, but Dizzy didn’t back down has he pointed his blaster right at Krendel. “You call my wife a bitch again, Prick, and I won’t hesitate to drop you and your punk kid with a bolt each in your asses.”

“Dizzy, relax, Krendel’s just scared that his secret is going to be found out.” Muriel said, standing on her tiptoes to speak over the taller crowd. “It’s the only weapon he can throw at us.”

“Fine, I say we take daddy out back, cap his knees, and get him to squeal.”

“NO!” Veruna’s ordered, and everyone tensed up on his shout. The young King held his hands out calm everyone and said, “No one is going to hurt anyone. Muriel, what the hell are you talking about?”

“Tomas,” Muriel said calmly, “the proof we need is in the Royal Archives. We believe your father was visited by the Vhinech Order while he was incarcerated here, and the Vhinech…may have suggested to you to let your father go.”

“Suggested?” Veruna made a face. “No one suggested anything of the sort. I decided my father was tortured enough. Juna had him in exile for the better part of five years.” He put his hand on his father’s shoulder. “He did wrong, he learned from it, he’s sorry and he’s moving on. I’m sorry if Juna hasn’t.”

Oggie stepped up beside Muriel and pleaded, “Your Highness, if you have read any of the security reports you will know that the Vhinech use the Force just like the Jedi. They can use a technique known as Affect Mind-.”

“Actually the proper term, sir, is Altered Mind.”

Everyone turned towards the once empty, only-way-out hall, and found Ros Ofcheck and Casper Knightshade standing there. The full fledge Jedi of the two looked the entire scene and opened his robe. His Padawan followed suit. Ros said, “We just used the same technique to get past the Guardian sentries downstairs.”

Krendel barked out a laugh and pointed at Dizzy with a rude finger. “HA! I don’t have anything to throw at you.” He separated himself from the Royal assembly and gestured towards the two familiar beings in brown robes. “I think I have plenty to throw at you and at your red headed, stuck up, tight little bitch of a wife.”

From a layman’s point of view, and in a perfect universe, it appeared as if Krendel had a point. Ros and Casper, newly arrived on Naboo and checking in with the Nubian authorities as required by law, appeared to have stumbled right smack in the middle of a coup attempt, and the Guardians looked too much like the aggressors. Being agents of the Republic, sworn protectors of all that were protected under Republic law, the Jedi Code was very clear on this issue.

Everyone knew it. 

And for a few unhealthy seconds, everyone was holding their breaths. Krendel, on the other hand, exhaled all too easily. “Well don’t just stand there. Do your job.”

CHAPTER 78.1

Elsewhere, Helle did all she could to keep her composure while flying the Mer’de’Noms’Oiado while strapped inside the interface harness; her body shook a little in the growing excitement, for she and her fellow Vhinphyc Cexpoian were only a mere minute away from achieving the first of the many vengeances they sought. Responding to her twitches, the ship would shiver and shimmy as they streaked through hyperspace and made the normally smooth ride interesting. She had never been this beaming with joy since she was given her Prayer Sword when she was a little kit by her mother.

“[Perhaps I should sit this battle out],” mused Cexpoian. He still sat in the chair behind her, observing their flight towards their destiny. “[You have enough spirit to take out all the Ignorant].”

“[Forgive me, Brother, for my immaturity even at my age,]” she said. “[It’s just that I’ve waited for a very long time for this moment.]”

“[You are forgiven, and obviously you have every right to act like a child, a child that is going into the confection store and having everything and anything she wants.]”

Helle chuckled and said, “[Indeed I am. This is all too good to be true.]” Through her interface visor, the ship let her know through a countdown that they were coming out of hyperspace very soon. “[Now, Brother, do I understand correctly that their will be a Republic military presence here?]”

“[Yes, but they are no match against us, and any distress call will take too much time for them to respond to.]” Cexpoian crossed his arms and smirked. “[I could use a warm up on the weapon systems.]”

“[Unfortunately, Brother, the only control system for it is here in the pilot’s command harness,]” Helle informed him. “[The majority of anything having to do with this ship is found here.]” She smiled. “[However we could have some fun at their expense.]” 

Before she could elaborate, the hyperspace tunnel faded away to reveal a stellar nursery dead ahead in real space. “[Powering up weapon systems.]” Helle crowed, and guided the ship towards vague sensor readings that suggested that moving metallic objects were heading their way. Focusing with her eyes, the computer interface responded to the motion, and the fuzzy image zoomed in. Sure enough, three Republic ships appeared to be ready for battle. Beyond them was an orb of blue.

Sanctuary!

“[Activate razor shields,]” she ordered the ship, and the ship responded. Helle piloted the Mer’de’Noms’Oiado straight into the first ship, surprised that it didn’t fire on approach. Then again her sensors were better than theirs, and therefore if she could barely see they were more than likely blind as gawk bats. The impact of the razor shields, although not fully energized, still tore the unshielded ship to shreds. Turning faster and quicker than the other ships had a chance to, Helle fired her quantum infusion cannons and watched the second ship spin out of control; her ship was too close for the shot, and therefore the blast didn’t have a chance to expanded and completely destroy the ship. No matter to her as she swooped around and took aim on the last ship and let loose with her rapid engagement guns from under the ship. This time the ship returned fire after getting hit, but had no affect on her razor shields. In fact the yields didn’t even buzz the energy absorption meters a fraction.

“[Told you it was easy,]” remarked Cexpoian. Proudly he added, “[Why we as a people held back on attacking the Republic I will never ever know.]”

Helle looped slowly over, taking her time with the turn as she armed a concussion torpedo for launch. “[Stands to reason that past history was on the Republic’s side, Brother. A full assault by us would have been repelled, and with so little of us the Vhinech solution makes the most sense. Now so more than ever.]”

With the Republic battleship in site she unleashed more hellfire and then launched the torpedo at the bridge, giving it tons of cover fire. The torpedo struck; there was a delay of three seconds, and then a subspace concussion blast erupting from the bridge deck. The massive vessel slowly began to drift downward out of control, dying from the impact of the warhead, and the Mer’de’Noms’Oiado flew over the wreckage without a scratch.

“Mer’de’Noms’Oiado, [deep scans of the sector, best possible resolution.]” The ship responded, and in Helle’s helmeted visor view screen she was given a rough looking overview of the system. Much the information was incomplete and useless, but it still told her a great deal. “[Prophet’s Galactic Dominator is not within 20 light years of Sanctuary.]”

“[Remember, we are faster than them,]” said Cexpoian after a few moments of contemplation. “[And Prophet is using the Human girl to get to Sanctuary. Both will be days away.]” He smiled again. “[Of course we have the poor, useless Vhinech all to ourselves on Sanctuary. The question is do we destroy them now, or wait until Prophet arrives.]”

Helle thought for only a few moments. “[I say burn the trash so the trash collector investigates.]” She diverted her weapon’s energy to the engines with a wave of her hand over a control sensor, and with a gesture of her head sped towards the quiet, weaponless planet now drifting into her ship’s sights and into her revenge-filled mind. “[Every last one of them will burn, right down to ash and soot. Just like they did to our kind.]”

CHAPTER 78.2

“Well don’t just stand there. Do your job.”

Ros took a look at Pirus Krendel after he said that, took one more look at the group, and then he and Casper shared a glance. Muriel looked on tensely, not wanting to fight anyone at all here. However she couldn’t help to think if they were stopped here nothing will ever happen for Juna’s sake, and the young girl would be lost forever.

“Indeed I will,” said Ros, and he stepped up, put his hands out and everyone expected to be shoved down to the ground with a Force push; everyone grimaced, bared down, and waited for it. However his words ensured that such an act wasn’t going to occur. “Everyone come to truce!”

“What!” Krendel’s face dropped. 

Ros didn’t pay attention to him as he walked past him a step or two, and said, “If what the Guardians claim is true, that they are only here to ascertain the truth and safe guard Naboo from the Vhinech, they will surrender themselves to the King. The King in turn will hold them temporarily under the condition that the truth will be ascertained. If the Guardians are wrong, then they are prisoners to be charged with a crime. If they are right, then I hope the King will see it in his wisdom that their incarceration would be unwarranted and that an error in judgment was made.”

“We have no problem doing that,” said Muriel abruptly, with Oggie giving her a short-term look of disapproval. They exchanged glances, and suddenly he nodded and waved for them all to drop their weapons. The leader then spoke quietly in his transceiver, ordering the other Guardians to surrender. “In fact we will take it a step further and show the our good faith intentions were only about the truth and not about taking over the Throne.”

With that said, all the Guardians put their hands behind their heads and dropped first to their right knee, and then with their left knees. Dizzy shrugged his shoulders, dropped his blaster, but laid down on his side with his head propped up. The Royal Guards were too stunned to react, unsure what was going on.

King Veruna looked around him and said puzzled, “My guards, hold your ground.” He looked at his father, and then at Ros, and then between the two as he spoke. “And if I were to order them permanently arrested?”

Ros opened up his robe and said, “You don’t want that. Trust me.”

Krendel saw the lightsaber dangling there off Ros’ belt and said, “Are you threatening the King?”

“Nah,” he said with a small crack of a smile. “Just assuring him that everyone else’s word here is true and valid, so he should give everyone the benefit of the doubt.” Ros then stared at Krendel and said, “And no one is shot down dead on purpose. We all ready had that happen once on this adventure.”

“You have my word that I will here you all out,” said King Veruna after Ros gave his assurances. “You are aware of the Guardians claim to look through the Royal Archives?”

“No, actually,” said Ros, putting his hands down and stepping back so Pirus Krendel could be in front of him. “Undoubtedly there’s something there. For now I would like to talk to about your father and Uiennar. Casper?”

Casper walked and got between Veruna and Krendel before he began. “Your Majesty, for weeks we Jedi have been trying to develop other reasons why the Vhinech’s timely attack on Lady Angelleia at Uiennar was so precise and on target.” He gestured toward the elder man. “All we come up is the same result. This man, your father, makes a speech that incites then Queen Angelleia to leave the protection of this planet to a place that offered none from a Vhinech attack, an attack that happened just as she arrived. It leaves us with only one logical conclusion. Your father helped the Vhinech at Uiennar by giving that speech that lead to the deaths of all those Nubians.”

Krendel, furious, pointed a straight, stern finger in Casper’s face, causing the young Padawan to take a step back. “That’s a damn lie, Jedi! How dare you!”

Casper, however, reclaimed the step and by doing so forced Krendel’s finger actually to recoil back. In calm but in an elevated voice, the young man said with pure Jedi authority, “How dare you, sir! Have you have any shame! You’re no sir or even a man, but a spineless amoeba of a coward! People sacrificed their lives for their Queen, damn you, and one of them was her very own mother; by in far, they deserve greater respect now more than ever. Lady Angelleia, a good person and wise leader, deserves better respect, especially from you! She’s trying to save this galaxy, and you have done nothing but worried about your own ass!” 

The young man from Lonestar turned his attention back to Veruna. “Your Majesty, you know how much Juna Rapier loves her late father.” Veruna nodded apprehensively, and Casper continued. “Your father made a heart tearing accusation that goaded her and her mother into a trap. Juna is Force sensitive, and can detect any out right lie if she suspects someone of lying and can apply the Force to determine it.” His brown eyes locked on Krendel’s brown orbs. “And if what Krendel said was a lie, then Lady Angelleia would have never reacted so blindly with hate, would have never gone to Uiennar in the first place. So if your father’s claim that Bendian Rapier is not Juna Rapier’s father was true, then we should find out how he knows it to be true.”

Pirus Krendel laughed and turned his moving nervously eyes away from the accusing Jedi Knight’s stare. He kept his eyes off everyone else, but everyone else was looking at him and he could feel the stares. Dizzy and Muriel were looking between Krendel, Casper, and Ros trying to gauge what the Jedi were implying as far as the false accusation part. Muriel herself felt Krendel was too convincing when she saw a recording of that speech, and had wondered why she felt that way. 

It hit the married couple at the same time and they looked at each other in gawking silence. If it was true…

“This…this is absolute bullshit,” Krendel said in frustration. He walked up to King Veruna, who was looking at his father with the same look he gave him when Krendel was hauled in by the Guardians a few weeks ago in restraints: as a criminal. “Son, you can’t buy this. These Jedi know the Rapier Clan!”

“A Jedi is beyond the approach of politics and power, Prick, and sometimes even the power of friendship and alliances,” said Dizzy for the record. “Unlike you, the smelly salmon selling mother frakker you are, the Jedi put the truth before anything else.”

“This from a former smuggler; a bastion of principle.”

“Buddy, I didn’t whore myself to the devil like you did, so don’t tell me you’re even a leper in need of saving.”

“Tomas, this is beyond preposterous; you have the enemy giving themselves up and Jedi telling you what to do.” Krendel rested his hands on his Son’s shoulders. “Let’s do the right thing here and take care of this mess right now.”

Veruna looked at his father with some pain in his eyes and asked Ros, “Is there any way, Master Jedi, to prove your claim?”

“There is,” said Ros calmly. “If your father agrees to a mind probe, this will be taken care of very quickly. If your father has nothing to hide-.”

“NO!” The empathic answer from Krendel almost rivaled Naressa Rapier’s screams as the noise echoed up and down the halls. “I won’t let you Jedi twist my mind and make me admit to something I didn’t do.”

“Then just tell us where you got the information about Juna’s father so we can verify it?”

“I will do no such thing.” Krendel watched his son look at him oddly; surely how he came across the information was not that confidential; it wasn’t a national security secret. Krendel, though, was adamant; if he told a lie, the Jedi would surely discover it to be a lie. He had only one defense: his rights as a Republic citizen, since the Jedi were fishing and had no real evidence to take forced upon efforts. But they were fishing all too close to a trophy hole. “I don’t have to.”

“Tomas,” said Muriel from her kneeled position before him. He looked down at her. “You do care about Juna, don’t you?”

“Don’t listen to her.”

Muriel just continued to talk to him. “Juna is making another Uiennar mistake right now, and like Uiennar she doesn’t realize it. Juna is your best friend, and your only true friend; I know, because I am big enough to admit that I didn’t much care for you. But Juna saw in you a little bit of her, and she did everything she could to make you comfortable around people. She always went out of her way to be your friend and confidant, Tomas. She never used you, she never told you really what to do; she only was your guide down the path of decision.” 

She swallowed down some air and frowned when Veruna turned away from her purple gaze. “Don’t you dare, Tomas Krendel! I know what you’re thinking: two years ago, at her birthday, when she rejected you after you kissed her. You’re going to say it’s her fault for that, and this is just getting back at her. You mean to tell me your concern for her after her mother died was manufactured? Screw you, Tomas Krendel, if that’s what you are truly thinking! You’re no King of mine! You’re nothing more than your father!”

“Shut up!” Veruna said loudly, turning back around with a hot face and clenched fists. He shook his right hand in her face, and Dizzy began to stir. Muriel just gave him a quick look to shake him off. Sure enough Veruna uncoiled his fists and pointed a finger at her. “I loved Juna. Yes, she rejected me and it still hurts! It hurts like a son of a bitch!” He swallowed down a hint of bitterness. “We had one thing in common; parents that asked too much of us. She seemed to handle it better than I ever did. I grew fond of that.” He shook away the growing quietness of his voice. “But I will not stand here and have you say what you said! I was truly worried about her, damn it, and that’s the truth! If you don’t believe it, then I’ll prove it!”

He turned around in a flash towards his father and in a normal tone, not a regal one, Tomas Krendel said, “Father, why did you say what you said about Juna’s father? Is it true?”

“Son, don’t-.”

“I said,” and this time, King Veruna was in the room. For the first time for many they were seeing the King in action, in true action, “you will tell me the truth, Chief of Staff Krendel and you will tell me now! Is what you said true! And if so where did you learn it from!”

“Don’t you ever raise your voice to me young man,” instructed Krendel with a stern finger.

“I will, for I am the King of Naboo, and you will answer my questions!” Veruna stared down at his father for a very long time, not backing down. “Answer me, or I will never speak to you again!” Pirus Krendel shot a look of shock at his son. “You will be dead in my eyes, Father. I will be a bastard, a boy without a father. You won’t even be a footnote in my memoirs, as few and far as they are going to be.”

“You don’t mean that.”

“Oh, Father, I do. Unlike you, I will stand up and take responsibility. Unlike you I will be a man. If you don’t say anything, I will assume that everything Muriel and the Jedi have said is true, and that means you condone what the Vhinech have done to your only son.” Tomas took a few steps back, his body shaking from the highly charged emotions he was exhibiting. “Think hard about what I just said, about the fact that I will never forgive you for letting the Vhinech touch us all. One last time; is what you said true, and if so who told you?”

Pirus Krendel looked at him, looked at the Guardians, and then looked at the Jedi. He finally took one last good hard look at his Son. His mouth working around, he said with a face that suggested he was having a heart attack, “Son, please.”

Tomas Krendel stared at him hard and shook his head in disbelief after there was a considerable amount of silence. He said, “You put yourself ahead of everyone. Including me.” He waited for his father to say something, to say what he knew, but it didn’t come out; his father rather not satisfying his only son.

Veruna turned to his guards and said, “The Guardians are to be released. Escort my father quietly from the premises.”

“Tomas!”

“He is not allowed on these premises again. As of now, he is no longer Chief of Staff.” Veruna continued. He turned to his father and said regally, “As King I command it.” He held up a stern hand in front of his father’s face. “Not another word! I want nothing of you any more.”

Pirus Krendel finally threw up his hands and began walking in the opposite direction. Walking by Dizzy, the Sullustan made like he was going to hit him and the taller Human flinched terribly. He frowned at him, but Dizzy said with a nod to the guards, “You better hurry ‘cause once your out of their hands, I’ll be right down to kick your ass.”

As the situation began to normalize Veruna, on the other hand, had to lean against the wall to collect his wits. Dizzy, Muriel, Oggie, and Ros walked over to check on him, with Muriel putting a firm hand on the young man’s shoulders. He said, “He did this so I could be King. I can’t be King. Not this way. Not like this.” He looked at them all and wiped a tear from his eye. “I don’t deserve the Throne.”

“The circumstances in which you achieved the Throne were wrong,” said Oggie with a calm sternness that was his trademark. “But for now the leadership you just showed is needed on a broader battlefield, at least for a short time, your Majesty.” 

Tomas nodded his head and said, “What do you need?”

“Help for Juna; that’s all,” said Muriel. She turned away a little disappointed and looked at Ros and Casper. She asked a question she all ready knew the answer to. “Krendel didn’t know about Sanctuary, did he?”

“There was a minor belief,” admitted Ros. “But Prophet’s not that stupid. Krendel doesn’t know anything. He was just like all of us; a tool.” He looked around and asked, “Where’s Lady Angelleia?”

“And why the need to talk to Krendel when you can ask Master Enothchild where Sanctuary is?” asked Casper.

“Juna’s gone, she’s going to Sanctuary to get Prophet, but we think Prophet suckered her in going by using Krendel to find Sanctuary,” said Dizzy in one breath. What was more amazing, and that amazed him, was that he made sense. “As for Bantha Head; he’s gone too.”

“Gone?” Ros interjected. “What do you mean gone?” Being in hyperspace, it was obvious the two Jedi didn’t hear the news about Enothchild.

“We talked to Master Plo Koon before the siege,” said Muriel. “He split with Helle some time ago today. We held out our hopes on Pirus knowing about Sanctuary, but-.”

The Palace sirens came to life to interrupt them. Sighing, Oggie spoke in his transceiver. “Roscoe, this is Oggie, did you cross the wires again reattaching the security system?”

“No sir,” came the reply. “I just hooked the system back up and it began to holler.”

One of King Veruna’s Royal Court members came to the group in a rush and said, “Your Majesty, a warship of unknown origin has entered the system and it’s on its way to Naboo!”

“Show me!” Veruna ordered as everyone piled into his private quarters; the closest place to view a tactical hologram. After a few seconds the room was lit up with a hologram of the sector. “I need fighters scrambled!”

“Doh! The pilots!” Dizzy gave Oggie a friendly pat on the back. “Did you order their release there during the ‘surrender’?”

“Yes, but that ship is moving too fast,” Oggie pointed out with his finger. “It will take minutes for the fighters to be ready, and by the looks of it we don’t have time.”

“We have a visual,” called out the Royal Guard manning the screen controls. He brought it up… “It’s going weapons hot!”

“Ah shit!” exclaimed Casper, Dizzy, Muriel, and Ros all at the same time when the image of the ship appeared. 

It was all too familiar.

It was Helle’s ship, the Mer’de’Noms’Oiado.

And it began to open fire.
