CHAPTER 32.0
Awakening from a deep trance refreshed but on some level restless, Casper dropped out of hyperspace in the ship he had borrowed from Hidu Bog and made damn sure to transmit to the planetary ground control who he was. Any obvious Trade Federation-based ship like his, called the Unome Hammer, would cause someone below to launch a few attack ships or contact the Royal Nubian Navy if he didn’t. Luckily one of old Jedi clearance codes from many years ago still worked, and that gave him permission to fly the ship to Juna’s property. It was not luck and he knew it: Casper was certain the Jedi Order reactivated his old codes in order to find him. Any number of Jedi could be waiting for him on the planet, or they were on their way; Mesuera was so far off the ‘beaten trails’ of the galaxy a patrol would have to be based out of there to be able to be there, ready, waiting for Juna. For the moment, years away from active duty, Casper could not tell, and therefore the risk of landing had to be taken.
During his meditation and subsequent trance, Casper could not see through the darkness that overwhelmed the Universal Force to find or feel Angelleia or Juna directly, but passively he knew Angelleia was alright. In all his years since Dagobah under Yoda’s tutelage, Casper had felt this great change in his outside perceptions, felt the great power and bright light that was the crisscrossing, linking strands of the Universal Force dim and be veiled in layers of darkness; seemingly one layer a year, covering all in shadow. He could remember clearly just after the rescue mission to Sanctuary sixteen years ago the known galaxy violently shifting into a more allusive dimension, and since then strands of darkness seemed to replace the strands of light he had perceived so long ago as a child. Other Jedi had not perceived it as badly as Casper did over the years, but he recalled how some in the Philosopher’s Guild began to notice a subtle, yet noticeable, change in the Force only in the past four years. It sometimes made him wonder why a creature of Light like himself with less years than the most powerful of Jedi Masters was far more sensitive to the dark side. He rarely, if ever, explored it. Now with Angelleia missing he wished he had; to find those responsible to attack her, and to find an elusive creature like Juna.
Still, he knew Angelleia was alive and though injured she was well. There it was, the fact glaring brightly in the forefront of his mind, and the wisdom of Yoda and his voice telling him again why he could no longer be who he was and no longer who he could have been. And Casper nodded his head now has he did back then in agreement. Others in the galaxy, if the knew such words and thoughts would undoubtedly be aghast that Casper the Jedi Knight agreed that Casper the Father was absolutely wrong in going after his foster Daughter Angelleia.
Outside of the Jedi Order, people always looked for what they called ‘those negatives’ in the Jedi Code, or better known as those things a Jedi could not accept, crave, or possess. All the normal citizenry saw was the written, what Casper had long ago memorized: There is no emotion, there is peace; there is no ignorance, there is knowledge; there is no passion, there is serenity; there is no chaos, there is harmony; there is no death, there is the Force. 
For too many that looked at such wise words as impossible they believed in the one of the many follies of absolutism: what is not written is not law; if it is not there, it does not apply. Often those were the people who shaded common sense to fit their wants and desires. Like the greatest of philosophies, the Jedi Code’s foundation was common sense, based in and strongly engrained with it. In short, without the application of common sense or even its existence, the Jedi Code would be the size, girth, and filled with the placating contradictions found in the Manual of the Galactic Republic Tax Code.
Some would not see what Casper and the Jedi Order could: the five parts of the Jedi Code were essentially the same, connected just as the Force bound everyone to everything in every place. The sin of attachment sought emotion, which often bred ignorance, sparked passion, created chaos, and sometimes it lead to death. In retrospect, Casper committed at least four out of five wrongs, and death could have come easily to Mace Windu, Plo Koon, and Adi Gallia and all those that had chased him or were just witnesses. And when he felt he knew Angelleia was alright, he still continued his foolishness. Such recklessness was not befitting a Jedi.
Although Casper had accepted the conditions that allowed Angelleia into the Order, the Jedi Council still explained why he could not be a serviceable Jedi. They pointed out that the parental commitment had to be taken as seriously as the Jedi commitment; by the Code, neither commitment could occupy the same body. Whereas the Jedi commitment held logic, peace, and understanding, the parental commitment possessed multiple mindsets of understanding and daring that altered and changed to fit the needs and solve the problems of the child. The Jedi commitment counted on the individual, through mentoring, to achieve the solitude of self control, as the parental commitment required deeper nurturing that often confused the child more than it helped; not early on but as the child reached maturity.
Casper understood those dangers, and he felt he did a tremendous job in raising Angelleia right along with her Initiate class. He allowed her to be needy of him, but as she grew up and understood things better she understood and demonstrated that she knew he was just her guardian, her father in name only. When the relationship was over, Angelleia did not cry and accepted her Padawan-in-Waiting position at the Padawan Learning Center. Casper recalled how happy he was she had made it, and he glad to have sacrificed everything to make it happen.

Upon feeling Angelleia in pain for the first time without him there, Casper saw himself act out of sorts. She had her tumbles and bumps growing up, but he had never reacted overzealously. He was certain Angelleia had other tough goes in her training just as he had and he didn’t feel them. But this time Casper the Father told Casper the Jedi to shut the smeck up and listen to him for once.
Casper the Jedi was in the right, but Casper the Father explained logically why this time Casper the Jedi had to go find Angelleia and defy the Jedi Council. Unlike the previous three years where undoubtedly she felt pain or went through the misery of training, Angelleia this time was attacked by an evil that threatened not just her but the entire universe, and thus it was why he saw it, and felt it, and felt her. Casper the Father explained that the Jedi Council just did not get it, that something else, something far worse, was happening and Angelleia was only part of it. Casper the Father sought  Angelleia the Padawan and Angelleia the Daughter both for the sake of the galaxy at large, for without Angelleia it was the galaxy’s loss. Casper the Father convinced Casper the Jedi that something very wrong was happening here, someone was forsaking someone for their desires, and they were using Angelleia for that. Casper the Jedi could not let that happen anymore than Casper the Father would.
At least that was what Casper had kept telling himself ever since he had calmed down after leaving Coruscant. He knew it was his excuse for himself. The Council would never accept his actions, or his explanation. For now, it did not matter anymore. The dark side threatened Angelleia: he circled the modest home of Juna Rapier and landed without hesitation. He was certain, as he felt Angelleia was safe, Juna had her, and this would be the place to perhaps begin to find them.
Exiting the ship, within the clutches of the Jagged Mountains, Casper used the Force to take in his surroundings and gain insight. There was no ship, but the valley he landed in showed signs of a ship having rested recently, so it stood to reason that Juna normally landed her ship in the valley instead of at the spaceport in nearby Parchedwood. He began the long walking climb up the large hill for the homestead on top to find out for certain.

Senses on full as he approached the domed entrance to the underground facility, flanked by a moisture vaporator, Casper could not sense Angelleia or Juna. Their lack of presence only gave the Jedi concern. The concern enlarged when he noted the entrance door was not right.
Casper intuitively dialed his senses back and pulled out his lightsaber. He trained his focus carefully on the metal sliding door and knew it was unlocked; he doubted very much Juna would leave her place so unsecured, not with such expensive and deadly possessions inside. He went to use the command panel to open the door....

The Force became disturbed…..

Lightsaber turned on; Casper hit the stud and went into a guard position. There was no one in his immediate sight line. He felt, however, someone was here. They were purposely hiding their presence in the Force. He cursed his luck, thinking he may have stumbled into something very serious. Needing answers about Angelleia, Casper proceeded carefully inside, his weapon in front of him, it’s green-white glow adding to the dim illumination. The glow and the noise the weapon made were going to tip off any threat in the place, but he preferred that at the moment.

A second later, two forms rose from the dimly lit living room across from the kitchen Casper had entered from the front door. Weapon poised, he demanded, “Hold! Who goes there! Identify yourselves now!”
There was another few seconds of contemplation, but then Casper suddenly felt their Jedi presences. And, he knew one of them. The smaller shadow asked, “Casper? Casper Knightshade?”
Casper considered how to answer: they were Jedi, no question. But were they there for him? Then again it made no sense to lie about his identity now, not when it occurred to him who was talking. He shut his weapon off and asked, “Enfungo Nul?”

“Yes! It’s me, Enfungo!” A glow stick came on and brightened the entire chamber, revealing the speaking Y’bith Jedi Master and his Human companion. He smiled and approached Casper, putting his free hand on Casper’s shoulder in greeting. “Force, Casper, you gave us a scare, I don’t recognize you at all!”

“I scare you?” chagrinned Casper as he stowed his weapon away and put a friendly hand on Nul’s shoulder to return the greeting. He could not help to notice, however, how tense the room was. “Its only been a few years.”
“A few years and several pounds of hair ago,” chuckled Nul, who flipped up Casper’s beard and tugged his long hair a little. “What is this, you becoming a Wookiee or what?”

“Funny,” smiled Casper. “What brings you here?”

“I would ask the same thing,” said the Human. His Jedi uniform revealed itself under his flowing robes as he approached and he bowed.

“My manners,” said Nul, “Master Beja Tu Ramore, my friend Jedi Casper Knightshade.” The two tall men, about the same size, bowed to each other respectfully. “While he was Master Ofcheck’s apprentice, we used to trade baseline codes and training horror stories over the years.” He looked at Casper and said regrettably, “I….never gave you my condolences for Ros’ loss. I’m sorry.”

“You just did,” assured Casper. “And it wasn’t your fault he died, so no need to apologize.”

“Indeed,” said Ramore. “It’s only been fifteen years since he passed.”

“Always in good cheer, Beja Tu,” sighed Nul. He made a thumbing gesture towards the dark haired-Human. “Don’t mind him: Corellian.”

Casper nodded in understanding. There were a few Corellian Jedi in the Order and even fewer of them that were friendly. Corellians seemed to be born with a certain desire for one thing, and when they knew what it was they stuck on it; it often made Corellians in general aloof. Clearly in Ramore’s case he desired his Jedi position and took it dead seriously more than the next Jedi. It was Casper’s wish all Corellian Jedi were more like Nejaa Halcyon; at least that guy had a sense of humor. But if wishes were true, he wished Angelleia would just appear before him right now, solid, alive, and well. It did not happen.
“You must know Nejaa Halcyon,” said Casper. “He is a good friend of mine.”

“I know of him, but not that well,” said Ramore. “I’m not a home body.”

“Ah, I see,” said Casper. Most Corellian Jedi traditional stayed close to their home port. Again, so serious about what he was, Ramore focused on the bigger picture of the galaxy. Even Casper knew he was this wound up tight when he was younger; not to the point of breaking. “So, Enfungo, what brings you two here?”

Before Ramore could inject again, Nul said, “You don’t know?”

“No,” shied Casper. It suddenly dawned on him that perhaps they weren’t here for him. The tension, however, was not going away. There just seemed to be too much going on for either him or the other two to become comfortable. It felt wrong, but since they were fighting him he just went along with it. In the meantime, he had to think of a good reason why he was here.
“Senator Coaxial’s speech a few days ago?” offered Nul as if to ring a bell.
“I heard about it, but not about it, if you know what I mean,” said Casper truthfully.
“Ah, well, the Senator made some astounding accusations,” began Nul. “Some were about Lady Angelleia, so the Jedi Council wanted us to reach out to her.”
Casper’s mind went blank: they had just used his excuse! It was not well known that Casper had moved to the Philosopher’s Guild, nor did every Jedi known he had raised a daughter. Since Nul and Ramore did not act as if they were there for him, he had thought to suggest he was there to investigate Senator Coaxial’s claims; so much for his good reason.
“Unfortunately,” continued Nul, gesturing around the place, “something wasn’t right when he arrived here on foot.”

“We,” began Ramore, cutting Nul off from speaking and drawing Casper’s attention, “flew by and sensed something off, so we landed in Parchedwood and approached the house carefully. We discovered the house was without main power, and the door was unlocked so we let ourselves in.”
Casper nodded in agreement, although what Ramore said was odd. It wasn’t in the details, or how he spoke; it was Ramore himself, who was very shielded in the Force at the moment. Playing along, Casper asked in curiosity, “Without an illuminator on?”
“We just got here and had entered the place, hoping to maybe surprise the perpetrator,” said Ramore quickly. “But then we heard repulsors and went into hiding. Perhaps a thief was returning with their starship or someone much worse.” He quickly covered up for that last quip. “It turned out to be your ship.”

“We wanted to surprise the bad guy,” said Nul, finally able to talk. “If it was Lady Angelleia-.”
“Then we hoped she would accept our apologies,” said Ramore.

“I see,” said Casper with a nod. He sighed and said, “As I recall, this place has its own power system; odd for it to have only emergency power on.”

“You’ve been here before?” asked Nul honestly.

“Once many years ago,” said Casper, who decided to walk over to the home’s main terminal. He pressed a finger against the touch screen, but nothing came on. Only emergency batteries for the dim lights were active; Juna’s security system, if she had not changed it since the last time he was here, would have required far more energy. It seemed to indicate that a warship-grade ion pulse had been used. “Ros and I came here to speak to Enothchild about a suspect on Tatooine.”
“Was not Lady Angelleia involved?” asked Ramore off hand.

Casper decided to play dumb to the facts. “No. Enothchild was just here to comfort Lady Angelleia from her terrible injuries.”

“By the way, Casper, you haven’t said why you were here,” said Ramore. The tension just did not let up at all.

Knowing that using the same excuse they did would had been stupid, Casper had to think of something that was not a lie; their story was suspicious as it was, so it made no sense for him to use the same story. He did not want his story to be equally as suspicious; because of Ord Mantell he had to make this an official visit.
“Well,” began Casper deciding on a glaring truth in his mind, “I’m on a case with a special investigator of the Senate named Branch Lur. Apparently the Trade Federation had developed an illegal weapon, and someone had gotten hold of it and has been killing Republic citizens with it.” He noted the two’s exchanged glances. “Apparently you have heard of the case?”
Nul looked and said, “Does it involve Ord Mantell?”

It was not hard for Casper to get a sinking feeling in his gut because it was real. “No, but then again I haven’t checked my messages since Investigator Lur and I split up.”

“Ord Mantell got struck by your Wettlespear killer,” said Nul. “We’re talking thousands of people killed.”

“Oh no, really?” Casper was deeply troubled by this news; it really bothered him that if that many died all at once he didn’t feel it in the Force. When he had time he was going to contact Branch. But in his state of trouble he took note of something odd at the moment in Nul’s response.

Casper rolled off his curiosity because that tension just was not going away. Something told him it was best to leave, but he still had to play it out. “I was coming here because Lady Angelleia had helped us in the past. Her company has created extraordinary technologies; she may have some knowledge about it. I mean in speculation, perhaps a means to counteract it.”
“Don’t we know it,” mumbled Nul. Casper looked at him, taking note of that….

“So she isn’t on Naboo?” asked Ramore.

Casper looked to him and said, “No. This was the first place I was going to. I mean I tried contacting her but I haven’t gotten through.”

“Yes, the Order had tried as well,” said Ramore. “But Rapier Technologies kept telling us she doesn’t own the company anymore.”

Doing a double take, Casper said, “Really? Since when?”

“Since that Senator Coaxial speech,” said Ramore. He eyed Casper queerly. “How long have you been in hyperspace?”

“A couple days out of Coruscant,” Casper answered honestly. “The tell you truth, I don’t pay attention to those other things while I’m a case. Politics especially: theater of the absurd.”
“No question about that,” said Nul.

Sensing they were just going around in circles, Casper said, “I guess I better head for Ord Mantell and contact Branch Lur along the way.” He turned and headed for the door, and as he did he released his hold on the Force. When his nose itched he rubbed it; that was the expected response he was looking for.
Turning back around at the door, Casper noted the two Jedi remained behind. He smiled and said, “If I happen to run into her, I’ll contact you through the Temple. And please, if you need to talk to me, I’ll be on comm channel Yup Too Thirteen Double Zero, or in message box Thousand Year Prey on the HoloNet Boards. May the Force with you two.”

They bowed to one another, and Casper took his leave. The tension never eased, not in those few minutes it took him to walk back down to his ship. The two Jedi were definitely not there for him, and he felt it had little to nothing to do with Coaxial’s speech. Their behavior mirrored the behavior of those that had tried to prevent his departure on Coruscant. Something was most definitely amidst.
-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 32.1

“I guess I better head for Ord Mantell and contact Branch Lur along the way,” said Knightshade. He turned and headed for the door. His hold on the Force, for useful purpose, was released, placing him in the state of relaxation. He feared nothing from the two Sith Hunter, allowing himself to itch his nose.

When Knightshade gave his back, Enfungo Nul looked at Beja Tu Ramore as he raised his hand towards Knightshade, ready to hit the Jedi Knight with a Force Shove. Beja Tu shook his head no and held his position. Enfungo followed suit and dropped his hand.

Turning back around at the door, Knightshade noted them, smiled, and said, “If I happen to run into her, I’ll contact you through the Temple. And please, if you need to talk to me, I’ll be on comm channel Yup Too Thirteen Double Zero, or in message box Thousand Year Prey on the HoloNet Boards. May the Force with you two.”
They bowed to one another, and Knightshade took his leave. The tension never eased, not in those few minutes that Beja Tu and Enfungo kept their eyes trained on the door, their senses extended and following Knightshade back to his ship. The whine of familiar repulsorlifts caused the one of the Hunters to sigh in relief.

“We pushed our luck there,” said Enfungo with a chagrin. “He didn’t seem to really give it much thought to why we were here.” Beja Tu was unmoving and unreleased. Enfungo asked, “Why?”

“He knows,” said Beja Tu in slow disgust. He turned his attention back to what they were originally doing. “You told him too much.”

“Me, what did I say?” demanded the Y’bith.

“If you don’t remember, then I’m not going to remind you,” said Beja Tu. He stood over the access way that lead to the downstairs and used the Force to scan the Saberhide door and frame that blocked their way. “He’s flying over the house, and he’s noted the impact point where we fired the ion cannon at the roof.”

“So, it’s a ‘lightening strike’,” remarked Enfungo dryly. “He can’t tell the difference.”
“Rapier’s a technologies expert, that is, or was, her line of work,” reminded Beja Tu. “I knew that before Casper brought it up. She has this place insulated against common lightening strikes at this level at the very least.” He stomped on the Saberhide door a couple of times. “Everything below this door is still fully powered. My guess, too, is that Rapier had this door rigged on a trip switch. To open it up here there must be power.”
“Clever,” noted Enfungo. “Then again we wouldn’t have been able to get in the house without the ion cannon.”

Beja Tu shook his head; as clever with technology as his friend was, the male was two dimensional with it. “Don’t you get it that she had it rigged this way on purpose? We don’t have a chance of getting into the house without using an ion cannon, but by using the ion cannon, we don’t have a chance of getting into the more private, secured stuff down below. She could be somewhere else, using the equipment downstairs right now.”
Enfungo gave it a thought and then remarked, “Oh.”

“Yeah, oh!” Beja Tu  put his hands against the door plate and really stretched his senses. He could feel how new the hardwood floor and the duracrete was that rested on top of the very large Saberhide plating that extended beyond the width of the house. Sighing, he said, “And since this house’s self-sustaining power source is beneath a lot of hassle, there’s no way we can shut stuff down in order to change the burnt out couplers in the upper level.”

“Wait,” started Enfungo. “She’s got to access it after this scenario, how does she do it? Radio command? The Force?”
Beja Tu sighed again and got off the door. “If you want to keep wasting your time here, be my guest. For all we know if we think she has this all rigged up to open via the Force it’s rigged sophisticatedly. It’s not going to be as easy as flipping a switch. Do it wrong, the whole mountain range could blow up.”
Enfungo strolled away and flopped down into a very big chair. The impact sound was unreal and the Y’bith let out a loan moan. “Ah Force.” He turned his light on the piece of furniture. “Check this: a rock chair?”

“Enothchild Sarch’s chair,” said Ramore, approaching it and admiring the smooth, polished, shaped boulder. “Probably from his old home on Alderaan, the one he shared with Master Moranna when they were married.” He looked at Enfungo and pointed out, “Casper, of course, thought we didn’t know about that little nugget. That wasn’t all he lied about. He knows the Jedi Order is looking for him. We took his lie from him.”
“And he knows why we are really here because of that?” said Enfungo.

“Oh no,” said Beja Tu. “I’m still not giving that away. Keep thinking it’ll come to you.” He shook his head again as he thought about that moment when Enfungo mentioned Wettlespear; for two Jedi who had supposedly ‘just arrived’ after being sent here directly based off of Coaxial’s speech they had a little too much information regarding Ord Mantell. It put Casper Knigthshade into suspicion mode.

Rubbing his nose, Nul asked, “Okay, so why not stop him?”

“Why would we?” asked Beja Tu in return. “Coy didn’t want him bothered with. Besides, given what we know, do you think he comes quietly? I’m not fighting a fellow Jedi, Enfungo.”
Encouraging Efungo to get up, Beja Tu turned his lightsaber on and he split the rock chair in half. Shutting down his weapon, he said, “That was what Sarch chose to do to Master Qualeggoes, for the benefit of that Sith whore of his. And look what that got him. Unlike Sarch, I will not betray my any of my Brothers if I can help it.” He actually cleared his throat and spat on the remains of the chair, turned, and proceeded to leave. Enfungo followed him a little bewildered.
Just as Beja Tu flipped his hood up to battle the cool wind from the surrounding mountains, a very familiar ship flew over the house and carefully landed down the hill. Enfungo was already running past Beja Tu when the Corellian Jedi started running, pulling out his lightsaber and drawing upon the Force. A hope formed in both Knights, and Beja Tu swore to himself that he would do anything – anything – to save Angelleia, for he had a hope that the Padawan Learner was still on board the ship. Master Coy Madex had made too many mistakes during the operation and putting Angelleia in pain-feeling status and losing her were two of the worst mistakes imaginable – losing the Blue Seed just edged those two mistakes out by a hair. At the very least, they could correct this wrong.
The ramp lowered and the hull opened on the Diamidas. Beja Tu urged Enfungo to get behind the ramp as he took to the foot. He began to shout, “COME ON OUT!” A small woman appeared, though, in the hatchway. “Remember me?”
“Of course I do, Jedi scum,” was her response, and he recognized her voice from that faceless armored foe he and the other Sith Hunters had faced. Dressed in a nice dress that could not house any weapons, the woman raised her hands and slowly walked down the ramp. “I surrender in peace. Do treat me as such.”
Beja Tu waited until she was at the foot of the ramp before grabbing the back of her neck and making her eat the ground. She moaned but did not move; he did not care if he hurt her, given what she had done. She had nearly killed them more than once, and the creature was no lady.
“Beja Tu!” exclaimed Enfungo. “What the hell are you doing!”

“Get up in that ship, check every centimeter, find Angelleia now!” When his partner hesitated, he yelled, “NOW!”

The Y’bith ran up the ramp, readied and determined. Beja Tu demanded, “Where is Angelleia?”
“With my mistress,” said Rose after she spit some grass out her mouth.

“Beja Tu, she’s not on board,” cried Enfungo from the hatchway. “It looks like a med bed was taken off the ship!” He came down part of the way on the ramp. “Master Ramore, let her up.”

Beja Tu instead gave Rose a shake by her neck, leaving her face down in the grass. “I say again, where’s Angelleia.”
“I say again: with my mistress,” replied Rose, turning her face towards the Sith Hunter to show him the blood that came from her nose. It did not shock him; he did not care.

“Then where’s your mistress!” demanded Ramore.

“I don’t know. She would not tell me.” Rose looked at him plainly and said, “She had ordered me to return home, and if you were here I was not to resist you.”

“Then stop resisting: tell me where Angelleia and Juna Rapier are!” Beja Tu was getting too frustrated.

“I said I don’t know, she would not tell me.”

“Beja Tu Ramore,” stated Nul, using every syllable in the Corellian’s name empathically. Beja Tu looked at his partner and noted the serious look on his face. “Please, let her up. Right now.”

Sighing, Beja Tu reached his hand out towards Enfungo. “Restraints.” Enfungo frowned. “Restraints!”

“Not on her!” cried Enfungo; just when he thought he could not be aghast, his friend proved him wrong. “Not with the restraints we have!”
“Restraints!” Beja Tu could not be anymore serious when he stared hard at Enfungo. He began to wonder what was going through the Y’bith’s head. Clearly shock because Enfungo fumbled to get the stun restraints out of his utility belt; he continued to shake as he put the electro-shock shackles around her delicate wrists, her hands behind her back, a belt to make certain wrists and hands were kept back there.
Satisfied now, Beja Tu guided Rose to her feet, and a slight slip up on his part caused the restraints to jolt them both with a paralyzing bite of energy. She yelped and stifled a scream while he let her fall again and shook his hand. The pain re-centered him and he squatted down, lifting her very gently up to her feet.

“As you can see,” said Beja Tu, “those restraints are not to be messed with. You tinker around, or if you run, the vibration stresses set off a concurrent charge.” He put a firm hand on her shaking arm and said, “They will come off when you are jailed in the Jedi Detention Center. How soon that happens depends on your cooperation. Do you understand?”

Rose said, “Yes, I do.”

“Then, again, tell me where your mistress is?” he asked politely.

Rose turned and said just as politely, “I do not know.”

Gritting his teeth, he made himself not throw her towards his partner and set off another jolt. “Hold her. I will check the ship.” Beja Tu guided her to Enfungo’s grasp. “She had to drop Angelleia off with Rapier somewhere.”
“Hijarna,” said Rose just as the Sith Hunter took a step on the ramp. “You will find that in my logs as well as in the navicomputer. You will also find several channels I would normally use to contact her available for you. Also my body armor is stored in the upper platform, my weapons stored in the lower hold, and something else very important in the kitchen.”

“What?” questioned Enfungo.

Rose said, “Slow bake rolls, in the oven, chocolate filled. I made some for you all, but if you don’t shut the oven off in a few minutes they’ll be ruined.”

Shaking his head, Beja Tu kept telling himself over and over that none of the stories about the Sith and their lackeys covered anything so diabolical. Enfungo just held onto Rose with a firm grip, but his compassion for her well being was very obvious to her. She only snuffed the blood dripping from her nose back up, and let her tongue roll around in her mouth to make certain none of her teeth were loosened by the Jedi’s overly aggressive tactics.
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 32.2

As Casper left Mesuera and got beyond its gravitational influence, he turned on his hyperspace transceiver and sent a text message to the old message account he knew Dizzy and Muriel Arnes had used in the past. The message itself just had the word ‘hi’ in it, but it would also have point-of-origin information, including the ship’s personalized comm frequency. To his glee, the text message was received: the account was not closed.
“Thank the Force,” said Casper, and his hope that Juna would contact him increased ten fold. He knew eventually Juna would once she deciphered his code he left behind in the house for her to hear.
With no back up power in the top floor of the home, Casper assumed a ship-based ion cannon had been used, and sure enough when he flew over the homestead he spotted the scorch strike on the roof next to the moisture vaporator power control. With the heavy tension in the room, he did not need to ask Beja Tu Ramore and Enfungo Nul if they had done it. They were there for Juna, but not to ask her friendly questions with the use of the ion cannon; something was incredibly off about that, but Casper couldn’t ask the Jedi Council currently why such aggressive measures were being allowed.

With information he did have on hand, Casper flew his borrowed ship over the prairie and towards the mountains in the north, and there he barely spotted it. He turned the ship around and over circularly towards the east and he spotted the first objects counterpart: black obelisks, electromagnetic control arrays for MITES. He knew there would be two or more in other directions, equal distant away from the home, powered by the unseen and heavily protected power generator in the lower levels of the hill where the house sat on.
When Casper let go of the Force after finishing up his conversation with his fellow Jedi, he felt the MITES tickle his nose, analyzing him. As he learned himself while staying at Rapier Manor, a Jedi could cloak themselves from the nanoscopic sensor probes by simply tapping the Force. Ramore and Nul were on full alert, fully in tune to the Force, but ignorance made them complacent because they thought the ion cannon took care of everything.

As he expected from anyone female with the last name Rapier, Juna had partitioned the power system in the event someone used an ion cannon to neutralize the above ground power grid. The strategy was brilliant, for the higher priority, more delicate systems were down below, sealed and shielded by Saberhide, and the only way to access them from the first floor is if power existed there; once neutralized, access from there was automatically cut off by the loss of power. Ramore and Nul would probably realize their folly eventually, maybe about the MITES as well.
To suggest cloaking from the MITES meant one was safe from MITES detection was a misnomer actually, Casper realized. He imagined the entire airspace within the circumference and the heights of the MITES arrays was actually a volume of space, and the MITES themselves was the water molecules that made up the ocean that occupied that space; trillions upon trillions upon trillions upon trillions of ‘molecules’ swimming undisturbed in the calm ‘ocean’, bouncing off stationary objects, filling void space. He then imagined life forms in the ‘ocean’, disturbing them, causing waves and wakes with mass and sound waves. Through such disturbances, ironically like Force disturbances, the ‘ocean’ changes, and the natural environment often responds to it by going towards it or away from it, and if one was to take a cup of the ‘ocean’ out the rest would fill the space. If something broke through the ‘water’, the ‘water’ just went around it, its course defined by the shape of the object. Essentially, that was how the MITES security system worked. The MITES themselves had the smallest sensor package of any known component, but their general purpose is just to float in position, under the command control of the electromagnetic arrays and the software that controls their functions and analyzes what bumps into them, and sometimes what they bump in to. A Jedi could bubble the MITES around them to obscure them from analysis, but the MITES would just be around the edges of the Force envelope. 

And Casper had remembered a conversation he and Juna had had with the Order of Guardians Belas Nowen fifteen years ago regarding the MITES. Nowen and his fellow Guardians had tried to use what small amount of MITES they had on hand to process sound waves in order to eavesdrop on radical Vhinech elements in New Paradasia. Nowen’s try had pretty much failed because he just did not have enough MITES. Nowen’s idea, Casper knew, stuck with Juna throughout their stay at Rapier Manor, and before they all went their separate ways Rapier Technologies had at that point created the software to do the trick. 
Fifteen years later, Casper was certain the MITES could register sound and the security system could record it. If so, Casper’s secret message to Juna about using the private message account Dizzy and Muriel had used exclusively from their YT-1300 series Corellian stock light freighter, the Millennium Falcon -- Yup Too Thirteen Double Zero, Thousand Year Prey – to contact him would reach her when she accessed her own security systems, be it on Mesuera, which he seriously doubted now, or from afar.
In the meantime, as he waited for something from Juna for the moment, Casper sent a holomessage to Branch Lur’s account. “Branch, its Casper. I heard about Ord Mantell. I have a prickly situation of my own at the moment, so I don’t know when I can help you again. I don’t know all the facts about what happened, but keep working with the Order and find that government list: our guy will stick to it. Whatever you hear about me, just keep working with the Order: the Wettlespear must be stopped. Until a later appropriate time you are on your own. I am sorry, I truly am. Stay safe, and may the Force be with you.”
When finished, Casper considered his options. He felt the Order was looking for him, but apparently either Ramore and Nul did not get the memo or Juna was a far more important. Until he knew the particulars he was only guessing; perhaps there was something more to Coaxial’s bluster this time and the Jedi Council had to take it seriously; based on Ramore and Nul’s use of ion cannon perhaps a bit too seriously. Nul’s mentioning the Wettlespear by name before he had told Casper had seemed to suggest the Council themselves had told them; a little odd considering Ord Mantell was far removed from Mesuera. Jedi were often flexible when it came to alerts, but something outside their specific mission profile the information they possessed should had been very vague. If the job of the two Jedi were to speak to Juna, it would make sense, but….
“Oh no,” realized Casper. Angelleia was in pain and in trouble; he felt it, and apparently so did Master Yoda – odd……

But Casper realized if he felt that Angelleia was safe, he felt that because she had to be with Juna. Suppose the two Jedi were on Mesuera because the Jedi Council felt the same way, and mistook it as a kidnapping; if what was said by Ramore and Nul were true Juna decided to leave her whole life behind after Coaxial’s speech. He frowned at the ludicrousness of it; Rapier Technologies was more than a responsibility to Juna, it was her life, and all she had left of her father Bendian. Still, why were those Jedi on the ground playing guess my intentions with him? Why did it feel so wrong to be around them, even as they showed no interest in him?

Making a decision, Casper plotted a course for Naboo. He then made another message and sent it to one person he hoped would explain everything. He had to hope the message would be responded to in time. Naboo was not Ord Mantell, he doubted Juna and Angelleia were there, but there just was nothing else he could see to do; he had to start somewhere.
