CHAPTER 2.0
Four Months Later

“Oh hooray.”
With that, the Honorable Senator of Chandiss Prime Bly Coaxial, the Chairman of the Special Republic Senate Committee on Naboo Reconstruction Oversight, threw his harden order ball at the vocally sarcastic chamber droid with as much strength as he could will behind the throw. The fist-sized lead ore, used to being meetings to order, knocked a good size dent into the automation’s head, knocking the bi-pedal droid off its feet. It would have been a terrible sight to bare witness to, an embarrassing event for any elected public official to have lost any form of control over their emotion, an outburst that would question anyone’s sanity. Bly Coaxial did not care: there was absolutely no one else, and really nothing else that could witness it, in the room. For the sake of ending all debate in the matter: he was now officially all alone.
“You go to hell, too, you mouthy rust bucket!” Coaxial’s shout echoed considerably around the modest-size chamber located just under the Senate Rotunda, but neither shout nor outburst was enough to leave the room. As Coaxial gathered his data cards, data docs, his notes, and whatever else was there that was his or not, this very moment represented the very sum of his political career; a career filled with great promise and rhetoric that almost came to an end in the primaries four months ago, and was two months away from being over for good.
Finished with his upset packing, Coaxial stormed out of the empty chamber without telling the Senate, as required by law, that he had adjourned for the day. It did not matter really: the chamber droid had been broken, there was no staff or aides there like there should have been to help him in the proceedings, and open his exit none of the required Republic Guard patrols were present to notify the security channels about his departure. The ultimate slap in the face: Coaxial had to be the one to turn off the lights. There was no worse insult in all the Senate, but Coaxial had all but given up. He skipped taking his seat in the main Senate chamber and just spent the rest of the afternoon walking wondering what had gone wrong.
Gone was the young firebrand that had spoken about the social injustice brought upon by the most wealthy of Republic citizens, and had won his Chandiss Prime seat on the promise that he would get the number one violator of the people: the Rapier Clan Dynasty of Naboo. That election, so soon after the infamous Shut Down incident that involved the products produced by Rapier Technologies, saw an infusion of new Senators and their Representatives that promised so much change by ending the monopolies, the high profiteers, and to go after all responsible for the Shut Down and make them pay, and pay some more, and pay after that!
Gone was the young man, who suffered through the initial debates over his cause and continued to investigate Juna Rapier Angelleia long after the settlements had been reached, and the legal proceedings waned. He had gotten older sooner, got heavier quickly, ended his marriage abruptly, and he had thought his knowledge of this one particular subject helped him carry a conversation of importance in the Senate. It did so long as the first committee he had chaired was relevant, but it too aged as badly as Coaxial had.

Gone was the Senator’s influence, the friends that agreed with him. The colleagues that had been voted in at the same time he did slowly began to vanish from his side and from his sight. They lost their seats. They lost their interest in the common cause. They had become the very establishment they had vowed and succeeded in most cases in ruining. Revolution was just a political synonym for replacement, for the only thing in the corrupt institution that had changed was the people sitting in their respected Senate booths.
And gone was the favor of Supreme Chancellor Dace Palpatine. The favor meant more than what it normally had meant. It was Chancellor Palpatine that had given Coaxial his political rebirth; in exchange for voting for him, Palpatine gave Coaxial his current committee. The committee, formed to monitor the rebuilding effort on Naboo after the Trade Federation invasion, was Coaxial’s specialty because it was Rapier Technologies heading up the rebuilding effort. He brought back his rhetoric, and he examined everything bought, sold, used, and thrown away in the reconstruction effort. Queen Amidala, the leader of Naboo, had begged him to cease; Palpatine assured him to keep going. Coaxial won back the hearts of Chandiss Prime, but only because Cato Neimoidia, the capital member of the Trade Federation, was a trading partner. Nearly five years later, with no more pats on the back from Palpatine, with the Nubian rebuilding effort long finished, and the committee having no value whatsoever, Bly Coaxial won in the primary cycle of his planet by a mere ten votes. Palpatine saw him for one, full second after the Senate had returned from the primary recess: all that was communicated was a simple smile.
Gone was the man that had thought he knew what to do about it. And gone was the Bly Coaxial that did not know better. Today was the last straw: the eight hundred and forth session of his committee; perhaps the two hundredth session where no one bothered to show up at all; at least the fifth straight of just him and the droid; he had just lost count.
He tried, during his senseless walk, to blame others for his self-created misfortune. He found Juna Rapier high on his list: Rapier Technologies had slowly risen from the gutter that was the aftermath of the Shut Down, but the rebuilding effort clinched Rapier’s comeback financially and politically. Coaxial imagined her just buying judges and politicians off – especially the politicians that were supposed to be in his committee. Perhaps even murdering key witnesses, or at least ordering those witnesses he had subpoena to testify before him not to show up. He was certain she bought the ones that did talk. He would never know for sure: the Senate never enforced his Contempt of Senate charges against Rapier. That had to be Palpatine’s doing, the old Bendian Rapier beer drinking, skirt chasing buddy!
Coaxial was convinced that Palpatine was just rubbing his nose in pure bantha shit. He hated to admit it that once again Onidas Grim – a politician he philosophical disagreed with and his only remaining friend in the Senate -- was right. Grim had warned him nearly five years, when Grim was just a freshmen Senator newly elected, that Palpatine was setting him up to fail. Coaxial, the many-termed Senator that had seen all sorts of political betrayals had thought Grim was wrong, had told him so, and had secretly thought Grim to be an idiot. 
When Coaxial’s committee began to lose its importance Palpatine had kept it open. 
When the media lost interest in it Palpatine had kept it open. When the political junkies stopped coming around Palpatine had kept it open. 
When the other Senators of the committee stopped bothering to show up, Palpatine had kept it open. 
And yet where there was no one around to care, to notice, or worry, Palpatine had kept it open.
“What the hell are you waiting for, Palpatine, my resignation?” asked Coaxial aloud. A committee could only cease to function officially in two ways: by full adjournment of the committee or by the order of the Supreme Chancellor. There was a part of Coaxial that had wished he killed the committee a year ago, when he had at least a quorum to kill it. Palpatine knew what was going on, and still he authorized its existence; he really, really wanted Bly Coaxial to quit. To spite Palpatine, Coaxial just kept it going, but today he saw it for what it was: the making of a fool, and Coaxial was that fool.
Defiant to a fault as a matter of disbelief, Coaxial said “Screw you!” to no one in particular as crowds of people walked past him on the busy Coruscant walkways in Poet’s Center. No one had bothered to notice him before until his curse. When he noted the frowning faces when they passed, he chuckled and mused, “Maybe I should have insulted the people right from the start.”

Sighing, Coaxial checked his wrist band for the time – he had been walking for quite a long time – and checked the status of the Senate; normally an aide would be monitoring the Senate to see if an on Order of Session had been raised, or a vote was underway, or if a particular person was speaking. He told himself to fire his staff if – IF – he ever saw them again for their absence; at least he still had a secretary. The Senate Status read ‘Adjourned’.
“Short day today, ‘Palpy’,” cursed Coaxial. Sighing and alone, Coaxial hailed an air taxi to take him to the Consulate District, where he would surely find another lonely Senator but for completely different, and far more healthier, reasons.

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

CHAPTER 2.1

The Consulate District, not very far from the Senate House, housed many of the off-Coruscant elected and appointed officials and contained the majority of the Republic’s embassies. The stronger systems, much like the individually powerful political figures, has their own places elsewhere out of identity, pride, and the fact that it made it impossible for spies and saboteurs and assassins to cause problems for them from ‘next door’ as it were. And it made it easier for them to do all those things if need be and not be an immediate suspect. The many elected officials, as a matter of selfish simplicity, had their offices in the same building: Lo’Dain Tower. Coaxial exited the air taxi at the midlevel of the building, needing only to go one more floor up to reach Onidas Grim’s office. The hallways and corridors and recesses were filled with busy people, which some of them Coaxial knew were affectionately called the ‘paying beggars’: influential, spending lobbyists buying an election officials ‘time’. Coaxial used to have those paying beggars waiting for him outside of the office building he worked out of; sadly, very few now in the Lo’Dain hallways acknowledged him with just a curt, quick nod. Even the lobbyist knew his career was over; spending money on him would be a waste.
Throughout the halls of the complex were monitors that had continuous feeds of the HoloNet News Network on; since there were no holographic nodes, the images were presented in a two dimension format. Many, including the lobbyists, suddenly stopped to read the information on the monitors; Coaxial found a spot in the crowd and watched with some interest. The banner under the female Twi’lek reporter read ‘BREAKING NEWS: RAPIER TECH FAMILIES KIDNAPPED!’
The reporter was speaking, saying “…twenty-seven people, consisting of Rapier Technologies’ employees and their families, were on a year-long climate survey of the planet Geintaude, an uninhabited world that is a part of the Royal Nubian States but very close to the space under the influence of the Trade Federation. According to sources within Theed on the planet Naboo Rapier Technologies had lost contact with the survey team over twelve hours ago, and then six hours later they had received a message from the kidnappers stating their ransom demands. The details of the demands are unknown, and Queen Amidala has remained silent on this issue. Asked if the Trade Federation was likely involved, the source in Theed said it was ‘likely’. Calls to the various Trade Federation outlets have not been answered. To repeat….”
People either moved or did not move; those who moved were reacting quickly to the news, forming the information into their advantage. Coaxial shook his head and took the lift to the next floor. In the lift, the reporting continued; on the screen now, talking to the reporter, was a quick-fire expert that was on paid standby for H.N.N.…

“….there didn’t seem to be a reason for a need of an armed presence. This planet, Geintaude, is a full day’s distance from the Nubian-Trade Federation border and several days from any known Trade Federation military bases…”
The lift opened and Coaxial just shook his head again. He heard other tidbit as he approached the bare, no-one-there hall that lead to Grim’s office; the sounds fading in and out as he walked by the monitors:

“….only as little as ten years ago a millionaire on data doc could buy Rapier Technologies, that’s how bad they….Juna Rapier, their majority owner, pulled the stock….after the invasion of Naboo, Queen Amidala lead the people to reclaim their freedom, but it was the former Queen Angelleia, Miss Rapier that is, who rebuilt Naboo….this kidnapping coming just after a report had come out that….Technologies had made their first billion dollars in profit in fifteen years….”

Coaxial stopped just outside the closed door to the next lobby and straightened himself out by looking at the mirror that had been purposely set outside the offices of the Honorable Senator of the Sovereign System of Godric. As he stepped towards the door, he read the sign painted on it in multiple languages, from Basic to Binary code, which read as a warning: HAVE NO FEAR, YOUR VOTERS ARE WATCHING YOU. He entered, wondering how the hell Grim could have gotten anything done with this, his so called ‘open source’ philosophy.
Inside the lobby and the offices of Onidas Grim was a constantly on audio/video recording and distribution system that broadcasted Grim’s political work day, live. Through a very clever broadcasting rights deal, Senator Grim was on the air as he worked, the whole thing broadcasted back to his home world where at any time out of the billion plus people on the planet Godric over two hundred million tuned in to watch him. Wherever he went under what he deemed to be official Godric business Grim had a two-man crew follow him with holotransceivers to continue the broadcast live. Although the security measures and certain procedural rules prohibited unauthorized broadcasting, Grim still had his team record his time in the Senate chamber unless it was a classified session of the Senate; at night, the recorded time is broadcasted as Grim was asleep, or if it was a huge story it was broadcasted in a split transmission. Of course the so called ‘Grim Show’ was not on all the time and did not follow Grim everywhere: the bathrooms were off limits, so was his private quarters, and it was only on during his off times as Senator. Grim outlined the purpose for it right from the beginning, based on his campaign promise to his people: to have an open office, to know that he was working for them, and to show he was not one to make secret deals and make back door offers, or take bribes. That nonsense had been spewed before by so many politicians in the past; Onidas Grim just put his credits where his mouth was.
Of course, no one in politics liked this. Everyone from Senators to the bureaucrats to the lobbyist: from day one they had tried and failed repeatedly to cancel the Grim Show. Since this was being done during the course of public business, and it was being paid for out of Grim’s pocket as a private citizen, and so long as he obeyed the Rules of the Chamber, Chancellor Palpatine could not stop it. Palpatine was no fool either, and at least Coaxial had the foresight to also see that the Grim Show was the perfect political trap; it made unelected bureaucrats look like the overpaid fools that the public presumed them to be, and it made elected officials look as if they did have something to hide, and it made them look very elitist. Grim had taken the known and famous Nadja Moranna saying and applied it with the force of his own media creation: perception is nine-tenths reality. 
In fact, in praise to the Moranna philosophy, Grim had that saying engraved once on each wall and gave the late and controversial Jedi Master her proper credit for it. The ills of politics had tried to approach Grim off hours, but he would not deal with them until his recording crew arrived. Notes of bribery or other offers that were passed to him were later broadcasted for all of Godric to see. The inevitable eventually happened: other systems paid for the rights in order to broadcast the Grim Show in order to see if their elected officials were trying to do wrong around Grim, or in another way to look at whether they were willing for the common good of the Republic work with Grim. With the latter he gained leverage, and Grim was able to get five major pieces of galactic legislation passed: only Bendian Rapier had a better legislation-propose-to-passage average in his first term of office. On average, and this scared everyone on Coruscant, thirty billion unique households watched Onidas Grim; a fact that was measured during the broadcasts by Grim and the media at large, a factual number that was growing every day.
Bly Coaxial was not a fan of the videoing either, but he and Grim had become such unlikely good friends that he did his best to not notice them; he still kept a tight check on what he said. It was interesting to note that he received more letters of well wish and encouragement from Godric than he did his home world of Chandiss Prime. He had went to Godric once two years ago with Grim to catch the shock ball playoffs there – they were big shock ball fans – and the fandom for the both of them was very kind and cheerful. When the viewers saw he had a cold Coaxial had various cold medicines, remedies, and tissues from hundreds of worlds delivered to his office. And the odd curiosity: the people of Godric thought along the same lines as Coaxial, yet the openly conservative Grim was slated to win in two months by ninety points over his chosen foe. People, and Coaxial, had stopped trying to explain Grim.
In the lobby area there was, of course, no one waiting to see Grim. Coaxial took note that once again there was a brand new female secretary-receptionist at the desk. The secretaries that worked for Grim had a tendency of using the job as a spring board to better opportunities. She was a very cute young woman, perfect for the camera, but Grim would not have hired her because of her looks; they had to know what they were doing and they had to be very good at it. There had been older or unattractive women that had worked for him as secretary and they too had benefited in their own way.
Before the secretary could say anything the side room door just behind her on the right had opened and out popped Grim Show producer/editor, a male Bothan, Grosse Pyiler’oya. He gave a smile and a wave. “Hey, Bly, how are you doing?”

“Grosse,” said Coaxial with a smile. He knew the guys and gals that worked behind the scenes and they knew him. “So I take it Onidas is here if you’re here?”

“Of course!” Grosse jabbed the secretary in the arm. “That’s Senator Bly Coaxial, Pen, he’s Onidas’ guy.”

“I know who he is silly,” said Pen. “I’ve seen the broadcasts in the past. Senator, how are you?”

“I…well, I could be better,” Coaxial decided to honestly say. “When did you start?”

“Just last week,” said Pen.

“Oh, that’s right, Onidas had went to Sullust so you two didn’t get together last week,” said Grosse.
The doorway to Grim’s office had no door, so eventually Grim heard the conversation and appeared. Grim still looked like the navy hero that he was short of the nice, heavily decorated uniform, although the premature age lines from being in the Senate were starting to show on his young face. He still, though, was back strong and thin; the aging was only going to make him distinguished. “Bly! Hey, come on in my friend.”

Bly did not know what it was, but when Onidas said that it felt real. So called friends in politics was perhaps the greatest stretch of the truth ever told. When others have called him friend he just accepted it as off hand as an insult; even Palpatine’s glowings lacked an honesty after a while. His friend, and his friendship, had been honestly consistent.

“Pen, could you please perk up some fresh caffe, and see if the prod-crew would like some,” Onidas said to his secretary before letting Bly in. The office was just like Onidas’ political philosophy; small and filled with necessity and valor. He had hung his awards and his platitudes on the wall behind his desk, and they surrounded the multi-imager – a system that can broadcast standard, holographic, and multi-dimensional images -- that was broadcasting the H.N.N. feed featuring the breaking hostage story. On his wide desk were a two way multi-imager and a monitoring system that kept track of the Grim Show from the current displayed image to real-time view ratings – twenty-eight billion at the moment – and an interactive viewer’s comment section that anyone could see and in fact Onidas could respond to either by video or by text. The viewer’s comments currently showed that folks were trying to say hi to Bly.
Grim eyed the main monitor and shook his head. “That’s a tough one, the poor people. I’ve been looking into it and overall it’s not looking good.”

Coaxial had a seat. He said, “I just heard about it. What do you know?”

“As much as you do,” said Grim, taking his seat. “Although I know the Trade Federation didn’t kidnap those people. If they would have done it, they would have sent two battleships, but then what’s the gain?”

Shrugging his shoulders to buy himself time, Coaxial chose his words carefully. Quite frankly he could care less about anyone having to do with Rapier. “A planet in Nubian territory?”

“Naboo’s already has that planet secured; the Trade Federation is no where near there. And after that last hearing at the Supreme Justice they’re not going to do something this stupid.” Grim shook his head. “No, they’re not involved.”
“Maybe they hired it done,” reasoned Coaxial. Sometimes Grim’s certainties did unnerve him; he was more right than half right.

“But for what gain?”

And Coaxial was at a loss. Looking around to get his thoughts in order, he noticed the viewers’ comments were looking a little negative towards him. A few had began to post the fact that Coaxial hated the Rapiers. Shifting uncomfortably in his chair, he cleared his throat and said, “Well, I hope those innocent people aren’t harmed. In this galaxy nowadays, the violence appears less random. Whatever the ransom, I’m sure Lady Angelleia will pay it.”
Grim really eyed Coaxial and said nothing to that right away. Instead he shut off the viewer commentary and shut off the monitor behind him. He continued as before. “The Jedi Order is responding but they need to know where the hostages are before they can act. My guess the hostages were taking to the one of the system on the edge of the Outer Rim; either Breslin, or Coughcallin V.” Without saying it on an open air microphone, Grim was telling his friend that there were no Jedi remotely close to the danger area; the Jedi Order had never been busier.
Coaxial gestured and said, “We can’t be too sure about which planet they’re on. And besides, the Jedi can’t save the day all the time. Lady Angelleia will not miss the credits if she cares so deeply about her people, especially children.”
At that moment Grim shared a stare that communicated the same thought Coaxial had; to pay the hostages was a grave solution. The hostage takers could still hang on to the hostages and demand more money; an effective means for a terrorist group that needed funding, either holding on to the hostages or releasing them one at a time by terms of payment. It was not a few hostages; it was twenty-seven civilians consisting of men, women, and their children. A hostage taker with a brain would exploit the situation psychologically as much as possible. Each man in Grim’s office saw a different solution; Coaxial’s solution was all ready on the record.
Pen entered the office with the caffe, stored in a pot and two cups along side of it. She poured the dark stimulate in the cups and began to hand them out. She said to Coaxial, “I hope that lifts you up, Senator.”
“Thank you,” he said generously, and then he slipped a look at her bottom. He turned to see Grim was trying not to smile. “Oh what, like that isn’t a prerequisite here.”

Grim shrugged and said, “It’s nice to have such a talented young woman. She has some typos in her work, but she’ll improve.”

“Nothing like padding the resume.” Coaxial then mumbled with the cup near his lips. “I would like to pad her resume.”
Grim bit down on his cup to keep from laughing. He did find such humor amusing, but he really couldn’t bring himself to say such things. What they did was nothing new; they talked about women all the time. Coaxial was more the womanizer; Grim only really liked to look. If Grim had a fault it was that he did not care how he looked at women. He respected them and their opinion, but he was still a man.
“So,” began Grim again, “you’re down again?” Coaxial looked at him slightly confused. “Peninsula mentioned you were down?”
“Peninsu-Oh brother, you mean her full name is Peninsula?” Coaxial looked over his shoulder and then looked back. Grim was not going to change the subject. Dejectedly he said, “Yeah, you could say that. Today I….clocked the records droid with my order orb.”
Grim chuckled a little, which made Coaxial do the same thing. Coaxial continued on, saying, “The smecking thing, it made a wise crack right at the end…And I just had enough of that droid.”

“It had it coming,” mused Grim.

“You’re damn right it had it coming! They’re worse than protocol droids! ‘Oh Hooray’ it said. Crapes on a crust, where does this central government get those damn things! There I am, trying to run a committee….and the damn thing just has to smart off.”
Grim sat there and said nothing after Coaxial let off the steam that had been building up for amounted to the past five years. Everyone in the Senate knew what was happening, or what was not happening in Coaxial’s committee. Half of the committee Senators lounged around in the Senate chamber, while the other half having lost in their respected primaries decided to stay home and not finish out their terms. Bly Coaxial had barely won his primary; indications were the main election was going to be close. Grim knew Coaxial’s opponent was very weak: a moderate with zero experience that should be clubbed like a baby nuna by someone of Coaxial’s experience and his positions on things. Unfortunately Coaxial had turned himself into a one issue politician, and Juna Rapier was much sexier as a person than as an issue.
“Onidas, do you think I’m done?” asked Coaxial out of the blue. “Am I through?”
An odd feeling flooded through Grim; he had and had not expected the question from his friend. He was not sure why Coaxial was asking the question now. He spent the delay of time mulling over what to say. The truth was better than nothing, but one look at his opposite told Grim that it would kill him. Coaxial had seen better days, and worse days, but he looked so ashen and so tired and sounded so beaten up that initial greeting between them only a few minutes ago that had given him a boost had all ready exhausted itself. The truth: Bly Coaxial’s career was over.
Grim said instead, “I wouldn’t put too much faith in the polls, my friend. I’m up…what, by eighty, and I don’t believe it. As long as the campaign season is on, there’s still time to make something of yourself. Look there’s people that have been doing this a lot longer than you and I combined, and they can’t really compete with you.” Coaxial looked at him, showing annoyance. Grim knew the look and said, “Things can change for the better for you. Just don’t let them sit back and wait for it to happen.”

Coaxial drained the last of his caffe quick and set it down. He sighed and said, “Maybe you’re right. I…I don’t know what I need. Look, I gotta go and-.”

“Wait a minute, Bly,” commanded Grim, standing up quickly, beating Coaxial to a standing position. He understood that he was reaching out for some kind of help. Grim just didn’t know what to say to him, given how closed up Coaxial was about things. Instead he smiled and said, “I’m hosting the shock ball party. You’ve done it enough times; it’s about time a cheap skate like me pay my ‘fair share of the burden’.”
The little rub at the end was a joke, a comment made quite a few times by Coaxial, and Coaxial found himself chuckling again. “Who you going to invite?”
“Does it matter?” To Grim it did not. All those times he went to Coaxial’s gatherings and having the other guests frown at his invitation. He could care less: it was a party not a political arena. He kept the subject solely on matters not related to his chosen field; his favorite topic was women, of course.

“No, no, I guess it doesn’t matter.”

Grim felt he needed to say, “Just promise me you’ll be there. At least give me that.”

“Sure, I promise.” Coaxial then raised a hand. “I’ll see my way out. Thanks Onidas.”

“Sure Bly,” said Grim. He watched his friend leave by eyesight, and then he watched Coaxial leave via the monitor on his desk. Coaxial had kept a brave face all the way out, and he still kept it after he had thought that life was not all that bad.
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 2.2

After attending to some personal time in the bathroom not long after Bly Coaxial had left, Grim emerged from the private fresher station and said out the door, “Pen, why don’t you call it a day?”

As she got up the door behind her opened and Grim said to the boys, “Yeah, you all can go. I’ll call you if I need you.”

“Okay, Onidas,” said Grosse happily; his hairs bristled. “Remember, we got the new ongoing drive to transmit and record while we’re away, but please turn it off when you’re done.”

“I won’t forget. Good night guys.” Grim saw them out and locked the door behind them. Alone he went back to his desk and shut off the main monitor again; there was no news on the kidnapping, so there was no point in wasting power. He sat down and called up the commentary program to the Grim Show. He looked into the monitor, which had a transceiver device that broadcasted his image and spoke to the audience.

“My friends, is it a good thing or a bad thing when the day begins like any other, but ends so differently you don’t even recognize it? Of course it’s open to interpretation, all of it, but I think you know what I am talking about here. Bly Coaxial is a political rival, we don’t agree on anything in the arena of politics, but I found in him, as it is in me, that ability to separate politics from life. Or, at least I thought he had that ability. Looking back now, I see he didn’t. His career had become his whole life, and his career had been going after the Rapier Clan of Naboo. Therefore, his whole life was going after the Rapier Clan. And I’m afraid his life is over.
“Personally, I do not see why the Supreme Chancellor of the Republic is torturing him. Sure, Bly had made his bed, but Dace Palpatine supplied the mattress, the pillows, hell the blanket. I think Bly could have reinvented himself if the drug of political destruction hadn’t been given to him by the Chancellor. I see no difference between this and when the Trade Federation had given the Vhinech Order the very weapons to fight against them over twenty years ago.

“If you truly believe in the sanctity of life, especially your own, don’t buy into these vices. You can ruin so many lives, or worse you can ruin your own. I learned in the Republic Navy that you may be as good as the sailor next to you, but he’s relying on you too. We can’t work if we can’t get along. That is why I am Bly Coaxial’s friend and I will continue to be. I just wished I knew how to help him without compromise what principals he does have left. I guess all I can do is just be there for him. Unlike Chancellor Palpatine, I’m not going to let Coaxial suck space vacuum.
“Thank you for watching again. And again, I’ll try to read your comments and views. Next week’s schedule will be posted in two days time. Again, thank you…and good night.”

Grim shut off the feed, turned the main monitor on for news and noise purposes, and poured himself another cup of caffe. The news still had little information on the hostage situation, but he needed the sound to go over today’s events. Indeed, Coaxial had put himself in the position he was in: he believed in people being responsible for their actions. Indeed, Coaxial was very wrong to go after Rapier a second time, even if it hadn’t been offered; it made no sense to go after someone offering charity after such a terrible catastrophe like an invasion; the Trade Federation did not spare any expense on dealing out misery. And Rapier had lost quite a bit in the invasion as well; it should scare the hell out of people that one of the largest privately owned structures in the universe, Rapier Manor, was physically – physically, all of it! -- stolen from its home world.
Sipping his caffe, Onidas Grim hoped Palpatine’s men had still monitored his Grim Show, and he damned hoped the Nubian heard every word, and prayed he understood all the hidden attacks against him. He also knew Palpatine’s office was going to get slammed by a metric ton of messages by everyone that saw the broadcast, questioning him why he condoned torture. That was not the actually text, but Grim knew that as well as any great politician. There were people that listened and understood every word he said, and then there were the people that only listened to what they wanted to hear; the political groupies, who just lived in their parent’s mailbox, smoked their own toe nails, and listen to jammed and jarred all day for meaningful messages just ate stuff like this up and crapped it out with intentions of flinging it at their enemy of the moment.
Senator Grim never liked Dace Palpatine the first day he had met him. They had shared the same election cycle: Palpatine’s reelection after his comeback run five years before and of course Grim’s first term run. They met for the first time only hours before Queen Amidala had made the truthful accusation that the Trade Federation had invaded her home world and then requested a Vote of No Confidence in Chancellor Finis Valorum’s leadership; by that night, Palpatine was the leader of the Republic in spirit, and hours later he was leader by official vote. It was no secret that Grim’s first official votes as a Senator were a no vote for all the nominees for Chancellor; Bail Antilles of Alderaan had a heavy investment in a Trade Federation military project, Ali Teem of Malestare practically lived out of the Trade Federation’s back pocket; and Palpatine….
Grim had never liked professional politicians, and he never wanted anything to do with them. The pros lived on flexibility and open mindedness and they usually fawned about doing anything for the people, but only so long as it got them credits, power, and reelection. They prayed on populism and inherently kept there true feelings to themselves. Unfortunately true, they relied on heavily the short term memory storage of their constituents, and so long as the right constituents were made happy in legislation those sitting so cozy in their elected seats had nothing to worry about.

Palpatine was a damn good professional politician; after all, Palpatine had learned from the best, the late Bendian Rapier; the man made him look like solid gold without appearing remotely wealthy. That first time he had met him Grim could not return Palpatine’s platitudes. Palpatine’s greeting was a fake, his smile was a lie, and words carried a very dangerous meaning to them. His gray eyes held steady but they were looking for angles of approach and escape. He passed himself off as a man who rode a desk, but when Grim had shook his hand he knew Palpatine was hiding physical strength. Palpatine knew Coaxial hated rich people although he himself had become wealthy. Coaxial, in contrast, was as predictable as rain on Kamino; he made only adjustments to his political stances but he always held true to his word. He had a passion for what he was saying because he believed in what he was saying. He loved shock ball so much that he never lied about having ever played the game like some folks do. Grim disagreed with Coaxial a lot, but he respected the man and called him his friend because he never hid who he was; Palpatine just gave off the impression that he was figuratively trying to get in someone’s pants; an understatement given that Palpatine’s mentor, Senator Rapier, was apparently writing a book on the very subject if just one percent of his sex exploits were true. 
No matter how hard Grim had tried to get along with everyone, from every walk of life, there was just that one kind of person that he hated and could never be friendly with them. It was a gift, his mother had told him, to know who his true friends truly were. He honestly did not know how he knew to avoid certain people that eventually turned out to be trouble. He knew a few people personally that ran against his core beliefs, some of the people his father, a lawman, would have arrested, and he stayed away from some people that were given awards, platitudes, and warranted popular praise; deep down inside of him, he just….knew who he could trust and who was his enemy. The same gift helped him in his quick promotions through the ranks, and eventually hinting at him that the time was right to free those slaves held by the Hutts at the Battle of Chrubev. Although Grim had researched for the rescue mission and knew the patrols were weaker on Boonta Eve, he still needed that feeling it was time to act. It also helped that he knew, with his special insight, that Admiral Erdia was a good man that could not stand the injustice any longer. And that insight had told Grim to quit the military before the Senate made them their sock pocket, and run for the Senate to eventually lead the Republic out of the status quo.
Poor Palpatine; the fake was just in his way.

A chime from the comm station in his desk drew Grim’s attention away from his inward thought process. The first thing Grim did was turn on the Grim Show and activated the recorders. The second thing he did was acknowledged the transmission without looking at the system to tell him who was calling. He kept his attention on the main monitor and said, “Supreme Chancellor Palpatine, how are you tonight?”
There was a pause, but then the voice of the leader of the Republic came through the speaker. The tone of a peaceful, level headed man. “Senator Grim, I’m not surprised to ‘see’ you in your office.”

Grim smiled just a little as he read some of the updated news text on the hostage situation. Palpatine had to know he would turn the Grim Show on when he called – undoubtedly he was watching him now. Knowing what Palpatine was Grim could care less. He said, “Well this new hostage situation is getting disturbing. I’m curious, why were there no Republic Navy vessels in the general area to raise distress? Wait!” He turned and looked at his disk monitor, looked right into the transceiver. “That’s right, ever since the Shut Down, the Republic had stripped down its defense forces and had relied too heavily on the Jedi Order, taxing them. I’m sorry, Chancellor, I know that isn’t your fault.”
“I assume you have a solution to the overall situation,” said Palpatine.

“I do, but whether you’ll allow a vote on it or not is entirely up to. Oh well, you have five more years to correct the problem. Maybe.” Grim leaned closer to the monitor. “But the here and now is what I more focused on. How are we going to save your people?”

There was a long pause, and Grim could guess why. Palpatine did not want to talk about the hostage situation, he wanted to talk about what he had said earlier tonight about torturing Coaxial. As far as Grim was concerned, the professional politician was supposed to be the best at working with what they had. The secret to that was that the pro had to be able to control the dialogue. Grim was not going to concede his control. And if Palpatine wanted to take control back, the only way he could do it was talk about what Grim had said earlier tonight, and given the circumstances involving his people, the kidnapped Nubians, talking about his hurt pride was a recipe for disaster. Palpatine enjoyed what many called ‘paper approval’, and such confidence in him by the Senate was just as thin.
Palpatine said, “I am mobilizing elements of our Navy to the sector. It will take some time. I have contacted Queen Amidala, but I was informed that Lady Angelleia had ceased all contact with Theed in this matter.”
Grim let his eyes drew slightly closed in disapproval. Palpatine had given up a lot of information over a live transmission. It was doubtful the Grim Show was being watched by the terrorists, but it was split pot at the sabbaac table they were paying attention to the regular news outlets. Grim knew the risk as well as the rewards involved with his program, and so did the politicians and it was chiefly why they avoided him. Palpatine was trying to play a game.
“Godric has several ships that can be spared for the search effort,” said Grim. “I can get a few more ships from a few more places. I’ll get started on that right away, unless….you want to talk about something else.”

“Oh no, no, nothing else,” said Palpatine. “Thank you, Senator Grim.”

“Quite welcome, Chancellor.” Grim turned off the comm and shut off his show. After considering what had occurred, he muttered, “Evil son of bitch.” He turned his attention at getting an off-world transceiver, failing again to convince himself that Dace Palpatine had just not give the enemy assurance from the authorities. Once again, a tradition as old as the Senate itself had been played.
It was how ‘the Game’ was played.
