CHAPTER 45.0
The promise of a bright, sunny day did nothing to improve Casper’s mood as he finally reached the Palace of Theed at sunrise. Sensing both Coy Madex and Beja Tu Ramore still in the Rapier Grounds area, Casper isolated himself in the woods and hid his presence from them in the Force for six hours; the drawback was that it blinded him to their presence and he would not have sensed their approach if they had gone to look and had found him. However, Casper guessed correctly they were telling the truth, that they chased them was just a distraction; by the time of that admission, Casper knew Yars Meek would have had enough time to scour his borrowed ship. There was no sense in hurrying back; he would not have gotten there in time to do anything. When time passed, he scoured the landscape until he found Rapier Grounds and followed the long wall back to his speeder. The long overnight trip made him rethink a lot of his thoughts.
Pulling into the Royal Motor Pool, the changing of the watch was occurring and the morning guards immediately recognized him. But both sets of day and night watch eyed Casper’s dingy, dirty, boot-ruined appearance. They slowly looked at him in confusion.

Casper had a ready made answer. “It’s a long story.” And with the facial expression that went along with the sentence, the guards said nothing, accepted his word, and let him go on his way into the Palace of Theed. An hour later, Casper was cleaned up and equipped with another pair of boots, and he proceeded to Unome Hammer.
Inside the ship, at first glance, all looked fine; with the Force, Casper knew it was anything but fine. Madex’s man had gone overboard, not just messing with the computer core and the transceiver system but searching through stuff as well; obviously done to cover up what specifically he had done. Casper just took his time and found the various tracking devices Meek had placed and the program Meek had installed improperly. Once those matters were put to rest, Casper did an index check on his data base and found Meek had scoured through everything. It was hard to tell if the Sith Hunter had got anything of importance. Because of that, Casper found himself right where Madex had hoped he would be. Casper could not communicate with Juna without jeopardizing her hiding place.
Just as he was going to meditate on the matter further, a young woman’s voice startled him from back at the hatchway. “Jedi Knightshade? Are you still on board?”

“Come aboard,” said Casper, the seat he was in at the auxiliary comm board not far from the hatch. The Nubian female was short and sported the clothing of a Royal Handmaiden. “Yes?”

“The guards reported your return to the Queen,” said the young woman. “They said it appeared you had a rough go out there in Rapier Grounds.”

To avoid a lengthy explanation, and layers of it, Casper just sighed and said, “I ran into some difficulty in the Garden of Mazes. The Dungeon Maze to be more precise. It was far more difficult than I thought.”
“Oh,” said the young woman. “Bad enough that you needed new boots?”

“Quite,” said Casper cryptically. He noted something in her face…. “You seem disappointed.”

“Forgive me, Master Jedi,” she said quickly. “The Queen thought perhaps you had run into some unnecessary problems. She wouldn’t have liked it if her guest had a bad time here on Naboo.”

“Frustration,” said Casper, “but nothing serious.” He sighed heavily and said, “Master Plo Koon had a change of plans. I need to leave this morning. I would like you to thank Queen Amidala for me for her hospitality. It was much appreciated.”

“Another mission?”

“No rest for me, I’m afraid.” Casper patted his lap with a loud smack. “Evil does not rest.”

The young woman pointed out, “So….are you going to use this ship? I thought you used it only to escape the Trade Federation?”

Remember the story he had told Amidala before about having ‘stole’ the ship, Casper only smiled at the young woman and said, “Well, I did. And unfortunately I might have to keep using this vessel, unless Her Highness has a spare.”

Smiling, the young woman said, “Follow me.” She waited for him at the hatch and added, “I’m Padmé by the way.”

Keeping his grin from growing, he said, “Call me Casper.” The much shorter Padmé nodded and lead him down the ramp. Casper took his time, letting her go down first to prevent him from accidentally kicking her with his longer legs on the way down the ramp.
“We have a Seovenear runabout, the Katlas Rise,” said Padmé, bringing the small yet versatile vessel in sight. “It is an old but valuable gift from the former Prime Minister Envandowd.”
“I know of it,” said Casper, remember the vessel quite clearly from his last visit to the Palace of Theed years ago. “When Lady Angelleia had Seovenear become a Nubian state, she made Envandowd their first prime minister. He gave her the ship in return.”

“Correct. Unfortunately since Queen Angelleia the ship has had no use.” Padmé showed sincere regret for that. “It has been maintained and properly prepped, but if it has at least one shake down flight a year it’s a miracle. The other day during his visit with Her Majesty, Minister Envandowd mentioned how unfortunate it didn’t get more use. Security procedure since the tragedy at Uiennar has limited the Queen’s options in regards to ship use.”
The ship itself was as uncommon as the relationship between the Nubians – the Surface Nubians anyways – and the Seovens. Whereas Nubian ships were very shiny, sleek and symmetrical -- particularly the more expensive Royal Vessels -- the Seovens ship designs were rather blocky and featured unusual offsets in the overall design that at first sight would suggest it would do more harm than good in flight performance; then again, runabouts were not meant to be snub fighters, and in space where aerodynamics meant nothing all that mattered to Casper was that the ship worked. The design was intentional, for the Seovens’ biology was strongly tied to their planet’s extreme environmental changes, thus the ships had to be designed to afford radical changes to the entire climate control system, allowing for huge additions or subtractions to the base design.
Entering the ship, which was three times the size of a Nubian N-One fighter, Casper and Padmé found the cockpit seats and turned the systems on. He looked at and said, “I hope you don’t think you’re coming with me, your Highness.”
Padmé looked back at him and blinked. “I’m sorry.”
Sighing, Casper said, “Every Jedi in the Order ranked Knight and above was made to read the after action report from Obi-Wan Kenobi about Naboo because of the appearance of Darth Maul. He happened to mention a certain Royal Handmaiden that just had to get involved in everything the Jedi did; on behalf of the Queen, of course.” He looked at her. “Even if you hadn’t revealed to yourself to Boss Nass or to my brothers, you forget I had spent some time with Juna Rapier; she told me a lot about Royal Form, protocol, and the occasional free time ‘procedures’ without the pomp and circumstance. From Terese Maltanaw to you, you Royals have this little tendency to…step out of character if you know what I mean.”

Padmé, Queen Amidala, blushed a bright shade of red. “So much for secrets.”

“I’ve known worse,” offered Casper diplomatically, smiling.

“I wasn’t going to come,” assured the young Queen, who acted and sounded far different than her elected alter ego. “I just wanted to make sure this ship was alright for you.”
“It’s fine,” nodded Casper. “Your generosity is equaled to your hospitality and your curiosity.”
Padmé smiled and glanced downward in mock shame. “I just want to see people doing their best, and if I can help then I’m going to do it.” She took a look at the systems and saw the diagnostic approvals. “Can you understand the readouts?”
“The layout is rather basic. I’m not the best pilot in the galaxy, but I’ll manage this ship.” Casper said slyly, “That is if the Queen approves of me taking it.”

“I approve of you taking it,” said Padmé, trying and failing to sound like Queen Amidala. She chuckled and said, “Oceans, I can’t do it without being in makeup and wardrobe.”

“Close enough to official,” assured Casper.

“Where will you go? Can you tell me?”

“I have to find a friend.” He had to say something, give her a reason other than the one that could contradict all he had said to Padmé just the other day. And yet, for now, he saw no alternative but to catch up with Branch Lur. Casper knew Juna picked up on what had happened at Rapier Grounds; by now she and Angelleia were fifty parsecs from Alderaan. If the Sith Hunters did figure out their prey’s hiding place it would be too late.

There were some very important, related issues Casper had to attend to. The Wettlespear had to be destroyed in order to shield Juna from further accusation. There was also his strong theory that the killer was using the Blue Seed; the Jedi Order had to be notified in order to surprise the killer at his next potential target, and that a possible breach of Temple Security had occurred. So many things he had to attend to, seemingly no time to waste any longer.
“He needs me,” continued Casper. “I had to abandon him, but since my business here is finished, there is no need to stick around.” He gave her a seated bow. “Thank you again, your Highness. I will return this ship once I am finished.”

“Use it as long as you deem it necessary,” instructed Padmé. “Its worth is equal to the wisdom you parted to me the other day.” She appeared sad. “There are indications that a much larger, more serious indictment of Juna’s intentions is forthcoming in a few days.”
Curious, Casper asked, “Anything specific?”

“I’m in contact with Supreme Chancellor Palpatine, as you may know,” said Padmé. “He’s says its Juna’s ward and assistant.” She shook her head with regret. “Those Senators are going to flay her alive for their own amusement. But the Chancellor can’t do anything about it. His political power has been cut off. I’m afraid to say this, but the only difference he and the previous Chancellor is that Coaxial, and not a million plus bureaucrats, holds his hand.”
“He lacks courage,” said Casper damningly, unabashed. “If I understand how things are going now he’s going to lose his seat by the end of the month.”

“It appears that way,” admitted Padmé. “Dace is hoping for a miracle. But Coaxial is not going to let that happen.”
“What kind of miracle, if I may ask?”

“The bad kind I’m afraid to say: one where Rose Faith betrays the woman who fostered her. That way, if it does happen, Dace can place himself in a better position politically. He cannot remain neutral on this subject for much longer.”
Casper gave it some thought and shook his head. “A trying time to be sure, but I have a feeling Rose will not take the easy way out.” He looked into the young woman’s brown eyes. “You shouldn’t either.”

“I will not,” said Padmé strongly, and that time she did sound like Queen Amidala – she was the Queen at that moment.

“That’s good, because to side against Juna on this is not only wrong, it’s dead wrong. This will blow up in Coaxial’s face. I know it. I have faith it will.”
Padmé gave him a look. “Faith? That’s not necessarily a thought I would think a Jedi would have: that hope things will turn out by mere belief.”

Casper snickered and said, “Oh….you won’t believe what we really believe when we’re ‘out of character’.” She smiled when he referenced to before. “I have faith in the Force, and through my belief in it I hope things will turn out for the better for all. I also have faith in Juna, for she showed me the Living Force I had often ignored, and because of her I have faith in everyone else to do the right thing.”
Padmé nodded and said finally, “Then I must let you do the right thing. I hold you up no longer. Good luck, Casper.”

“May the Force be with you, dear Padmé,” said Casper with a bow again. He watched the young woman rise and exit the ship. He then continued to watch her walk away a safe distance from the ship. He couldn’t help it that he was in awe of being around such a lovely presence in the Force and had to take a moment to cherish it.

“I can only hope my Angelleia turns out with a little bit of you in her,” said Casper to the woman that could not hear the compliment. “I sense a far greater destiny for you. The galaxy will benefit from it one day.”
Sealing the Katlas Rise up, Casper got the ship off the deck and with clearance granted right away he was in orbit in minutes. Once he broke through the ozone layer a thousand thoughts hit him at once. He picked one of them, and his comm system was calling Corellia.

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

CHAPTER 45.1

The city of Serdia was not as glamorous as Coronet with its grimier appearance in the city’s center, but the outlaying townships and the people that occupied the residential spaces had stout hearts of descent pride. They created the phrase ‘tough working’ to describe how much harder they worked than anyone else to make their living and to make their place on a world filled with its king’s share of heroes and foes. Little had changed here over the centuries; even less had changed since an infant named Naressa Jaina Solo was born at the modest two story homestead located at the edge of the industrial district of the modest city, address 6391 Cloverton Drive, Waterford Township to Jacen and Faradi Solo.
The current occupants of the old Solo flat were Lassiter and Miara Adsol, and their guest Jedi Master Nejaa Halcyon. It had been close to three weeks since the Adsol’s ‘near death experience’ that cost the lives of Ny and Neelay MacCab at the hands of McBain. Unfortunately for Nejaa, the honor of the boring job of protection came with the lovely perk of being unnaturally hated by Mrs. Adsol for reasons that were unknown to him. Mr. Adsol was so very apologetic every time; a nice guy who was should had been too emotionally exhausted to care about the feelings of others. Always the adventurer, Nejaa wanted to scream for it, but first he had to scream at Casper Knightshade for ever mentioning his name for the detail.

The assignment got bad right at the start: upon arriving at the flat to tell the Adsols how fortunate they were. Miara Adsol went off like a just dropped unstable thermodetonator. Lassiter Adsol explained to Nejaa what Nejaa had already deduced through the Force; poor Miara had been psychologically depressed ever since she had lost their daughter. The depression had made her have outbursts of other emotions; she was often afraid of being alone, and of course the rage that was her retort for everything she felt cornered her. The once vibrant blonde looked ten years older than she was because of it. Her husband moved them out of the old apartment in Coronet because she kept going on about seeing their Prudence, their little Pru Girl, their little gum drop. The move had made some of the problems better, but learning that they were the targets of a hit caused, in Lassiter’s opinion, serious set backs in her behavior. 

Then again, both people acted cryptically around Nejaa. He felt they were hiding something, but he exhausted every investigative avenue at his disposal. Questioning the Adsols was done, and given a choice between asking Miara a question and having his front teeth knocked out again like the first time on Miza VI, Nejaa was going to ask Miara to just punch him in the mouth. Lassiter had made some off the book bets, but nothing he couldn’t pay back. None had any connections to any crime elements like the Hutts or Black Sun, and since poor Miara was on disability they did no work that warranted their death; but perhaps, Nejaa often wondered, she pissed someone off with her wonderful, carefree disposition. A check of his many on and off world contacts came up so empty he believed it when every thug, fig, and Sarry said “Who” whenever he said the Adsols names.
To be honest with the situation at hand, Nejaa was no more an occupant of the place as he was a guest. He tried to be, and Lassiter was so accommodating, but after a few days and his Jedi patience pushed past the limit of tolerance, Miara had practically pushed Nejaa out. He spent more time outside, and that included sleeping; he was let in to use the fresher and get something to eat; on good days Miara let him eat with them, and let him sleep just inside the door when the weather got bad; Nejaa kept his intrusions to a minimum for the woman’s sake. In a good way guarding the place outside, making his Jedi presence known, could be viewed as an effective deterrent; the more word got around about Nejaa being there, the more likely the killer may hear about it and stay away. Although Ord Mantell had happened and would most likely put an end to the killer’s murderous streak with everyone looking for him, Nejaa knew some psychos were compulsive enough to keep going, and worse reverse back and try to take care of some missed opportunities.

The early summer skies were clear and promised a pleasant night that Nejaa knew he would enjoy. As he sat on the long steps to admire his surroundings, the door slid open behind him and Lassiter emerged. He sat down next to Nejaa, looking more worn down then ever. “I’m afraid the misses is not in a cooking mood tonight. We’re on our own.”

Nejaa wasn’t one to worry about eating under the circumstances, but he still bit his tongue to keep from asking when Miara was actually in a mood for anything. “Quite alright: I still have that take out place on my speed channel.” He pulled out his comlink. “Want to try the Weequey barbecue? My treat.”
“Sure,” sighed Lassiter. “But you better throw in a typical Corellian dinner plate; Miara won’t eat foreign food, as you may recall.”
“Right,” remembered Nejaa. He was very diplomatic in his stay, often ordering food for all three to eat, but he made the mistake two weeks ago of ordering an Alderaanian long plate platter. Miara never ate any of it, and later on the leftovers missed Nejaa’s head after she threw it all at him from the roof. In summary, Lassiter, Nejaa, and the stray animals ate well that night, and Miara Adsol did not like outer world food.
“I must admit, Nejaa,” said Lassiter, and they were on a first name bases for a long while now, “you’ve too understanding about my wife. I can’t tell you how many friends we have lost over the years.”

“You two should both try counseling again,” responded Nejaa. “She cannot go on like this.”
“I wish it was that simple.” Lassiter played with his hands. “How much longer will you be here?”

Nejaa knew he was part of the current problem. “I’m sure it won’t be for much longer. We’re getting cl-.” His comlink chimed quickly: four times within a second, indicating a redirected voice-only transmission from off world. Smiling, he said, “That could be Coruscant now, telling me it’s over.” Nejaa thumbed the comlink on. “Halcyon.”
“Nejaa, its Casper Knightshade,” said the familiar voice.

“Casper, buddy,” said the Jedi, standing up and taking a short walk away from the home he was watching. If it was over, Nejaa was certain the Jedi Order would be calling, not the Jedi Knight the Council had told other Jedi to be on the look out for. He quietly said, “What the hell is going on? Yoda and the others are like demanding you to return home immediately.” He then really got quiet and noted, “And thank you for the lousy job you put me on.”

“Never mind that, Nejaa: I broke the case.” The Corellian Jedi stood up straighter. “The killer is working off a Blue Seed list.”
“The Blue…” Nejaa got very pale. He said loudly, “The killer is working off the Blue Seed!?!”

“I’m certain of it.”

“How can you be so sure? Force, Casper, there is no way! Not the Blue Seed!” Nejaa turned his attention back to Lassiter; the man looked very worried and confused. Bringing his volume back down to normal, he said, “You must be mistaken.”

“There’s proof: ask the Adsols if they gave their child over to the Jedi Order. Ask to look at their Heritage Coin.”

As if a lightsaber came on in his head, Nejaa finally realized it even before Lassiter Adsol gasped to betray the fact. To confirm his own suspicions, Nejaa reached into his own utility belt, forgetting Casper for the moment, and pulled out a golden token, two inches in diameter, complete with intricate carvings and featuring the unique symbol of the Jedi Order upon it – very similar to the coin the Talz on Ord Mantell had she wore as a necklace. Nejaa had always carried his coin because he had lost his parents long ago.

Showing the coin to Lassiter, Nejaa said, “This is a Jedi Heritage Coin. It is given to those who submit their child to the Jedi Order.” He gestured with it. “Do you have one?”

Reluctantly at first, Lassiter shuffled his feet. He then shuddered and said, “Come with me.” The man lead the Jedi into his house. “Miara! Let me in the bedroom!” He reached the door and pounded on it. “Miara!”

The door slid open. “What is-What is he doing in the house!” Miara was as wild and wide-eyed as ever. “What is-.”

“Where’s the coin, Miara,” demanded Lassiter.

“The coin?”

“The coin! That coin that was sent to us! Where is it! The one the Jedi had sent to us ten years ago!”

Nejaa was going to interject at the point because Lassiter was being a little too aggressive. Before he could, Miara reached in her dress down pocket in front of her stomach and pulled it out. She said as if stunned, “It’s all I have left of her.”
Lassiter took it roughly from her hands and stared at it. He showed it Nejaa, but the show was brief; Miara snatched it violently from Lassiter’s hands with a growl and locked herself in the bathroom. She yelled, “I won’t let you take her from me! I won’t!”
But Nejaa had seen enough of the coin and spoke in his comlink. “You were right.”

Casper’s voice came back quickly. “Contact Coruscant and tell them to check the Blue Field. I’m on my way to Branch Lur’s location, once I find him. Casper out.”

As Nejaa did his best to absorb the shocking news, Lassiter said apologetically, “I thought you knew.” Nejaa found himself dumbfounded at first. “I thought you knew our Pru was one of you. We…gave her over ten years ago, and Miara was so happy about it then. But in time she got sadder and regretful for what she had done. She even begged the Jedi Order to give Pru back, but they said it was too late.”

Cringing, Nejaa had no real words of comfort for the man. Once the Jedi process had begun for any child, once the parents gave the child to the Order, it could not be undone. History had shown significant damage by those removed from the Jedi Initiate process far worse than any Jedi succumbing to the dark side of the Force later in life.

“When we got that coin,” continued Lassiter, “it put her over. She’s hid it for this long, I never knew….” He looked at Nejaa and asked, “What….what does this all mean?”

Nejaa could not really say to the man. Instead his shaking hand was making adjustments to his comlink. He was not about to call for food delivery.

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

CHAPTER 45.2
Anomid Jedi Master Narow strolled around his fellow Anomid and Padawan Learner Gaiala as she closed her eyes and focused deeply on her inner self. He thought to her telepathically, as their species was capable of doing Remember, your thoughts and your feelings alone can betray you, but bound together by wisdom they can be your ally.
Gaiala, frowned and thought Blah, blah, blah, blah, blah, blah, blah. Can’t you see I’m trying to focus on my inner self, Master? Are you going to be talking to me during my Trails? If so, could you do it in that voice of that guy in the starship insurance commercial? It would make things interesting.
Smart ass thought Narow. He caught Gaiala smiling. All four challenges of the Trails are difficult, but none is harder than the Trail of the Spirit. You must be prepared to face whatever you see from inside. My little interludes in your thoughts give me an idea how focused you are.

Then stop talking to me.

It will not be as easy…. Narow had gone on thinking loudly, but he realized that Gaiala had finally centered herself, blocking out his intrusion, and thus preventing outside Force sources from interfering, and perhaps altering, her inner perceptions. In five days, the real test will not be as easy.
Gaiala was preparing for the Trails of Knighthood, or known simply as the Jedi Trails, the ceremonies that would officially deem her a Knight of the Order. Overseen by the Jedi Council and Narow, Gaiala was to face the Trails in a special location within the Temple. Usually, a Padawan faced up to four tasks: the Trail of Skill that measured her ability to use the Force in special application or in lightsaber combat; the Trail of the Flesh that tested whether she could handle a physical or mental hardship or loss; the Trail of Courage which placed her in a situation with very little chance of victory or survival, which actually measured whether she would undertake the task; and the all too vital Trail of the Spirit where she had to take an inner journey of self-discovery that could be very daunting, if not sometimes dangerous. 

Sometimes, Padawan Learners did not need to do all the Trails for they may had faced them already in their travels and teachings from their Masters; Obi-Wan Kenobi, for example, became a Knight when he faced and defeated Darth Maul, dealt with the loss of Qui-Gon Jinn his Master, and pursued Anakin Skywalker’s apprenticeship rights, and all this a pure reflection of the Obi-Wan’s inner self. In the Trial Chambers, normally, the Council and Narow would review Gaiala’s significant successes in her Blue Harvest file and determine if any one particular Trial was not required of her to perform.
As Gaiala continued her meditations, Narow found a place to sit to reread her Blue Harvest service record; although he knew her accomplishments by heart, it helped that by reading the general summaries of their missions, and the reports she filed in her own words, he could gain specific insights into her development. He had learned this from his own Master in order to complete a Trail he had already faced; that was the norm in brighter times, and Narow could not see a change in policy. 
However rumor was since the return of the Sith on Naboo nearly five years ago the Jedi Council was overlooking Padawan’s greater accomplishments and having them face every Trail no matter what. Narow did not take the rumors to heart; for the most part, the Padawans in those rumors were not necessarily known for their abilities or successes. Although many a Jedi and apprentice were busy in the galaxy now more than ever the missions were not all glamorous or were not close to the most noted of Jedi exploits. In Narow’s not-alone view the Jedi were now too involved in local matters, which in some ways went beyond the scope of their mandate. As much as a Jedi was not supposed to crave adventure and excitement, there were Masters that would had liked better challenges for their students; at least something that threatened an entire world, or covered two systems.
Narow just stuck to his system, feeling Gaiala was ready for whatever was going to be placed in front her. Based on her record, perhaps the Trail of the Skill, but most certainly the Trail of the Spirit; she had faced the Trail of the Flesh and the Trail of Courage when they were separated for a month in the Rungo Cluster: she had thought she had lost Narow to death, and with brave determination she continued on by seeking ways to survive. He knew Gaiala was competent enough with her weapon to face whether hologram warrior was thrown at her in the Jedi Trails Chamber. It was that all important Trail of the Spirit that gave him the most worry; it was the Trail many Jedi failed at. Narow had suffered failure twice in the Trail of the Spirit, each time for failing to come to terms that, strangely, he was not alone. The third time he took the test, all he did was accept the fact he was not alone, telling himself that, and suddenly all was calm. The mystery escaped him for years, there was no answer for it, but the Jedi Council ordained him Knight anyhow. He kept that in mind with every Padawan he had trained; although failing the Trails at first, or second, was not the end for the Padawan, too many failures would mean complete failure in training, and at some point the Council could expel the Padawan, and that brought shame to the Master that failed them.
Because of his own failings long ago, Narow really took his time in training this Padawan. Gaiala was twenty-six, his apprentice for the better part of fifteen years. He was thrilled to had find a fellow Anomid available to train, and she was happy to have someone she could relate to train her. The Anomid’s lack of a natural voice box often lead to some unnerving times for Gaiala; unfortunately some of the modern vocalizer technology was too big for tiny children necks, so they were stuck with awkward looking and bad sounding rasping amplifiers; she sounded so terrible and so manly as she spoke, sometimes gaining the ridicule of others.

With Narow, Gaiala understood that a voice was nothing more than a measure of communication. The relationship transformed the quiet little girl into a strong minded wisenheimer, starting pretty much right at the moment she hit full puberty. Beyond those awkward times during her growth, they enjoyed the bond they had. Gaiala wanted to continue working with Master Narow after the Trials, and she too hoped she could train an Anomid to Knighthood sometime later on. It was something she hoped would never end, but she accepted that if the end came, it was the Will of the Force. She would never forget her time with Master Narow.
Upon the disturbance in the Force, Gaiala opened her yellow-brown eyes and said, “Master, something’s wrong. It’s coming this way.”
Narow had just sensed it and said, “Not it, who, and they don’t sound happy. Rise, Padawan, we’re about to have company.”

The door to their meditation chamber opened and Jedi Masters Plo Koon and Mace Windu entered. Both appeared controlled and in form, but both Anomid Jedi in the chamber had a feeling the two had been arguing. Bow before their Masters, Narow said, “Masters, I’m surprised you are here.”
“Don’t,” said Mace to Plo in a cryptic, unexplained plea.

Plo ignored him and said, “Master Narow, Apprentice Gaiala, would you come with me please? It is vitally urgent that you do.”

“Certainly Master,” said Narow. “Is there a problem? Gaiala has her Trails in a few days, and is preparing for them.”

“Her Trails are now,” said Plo with finality.

But Narow put his hands on his hips in disbelief and said, “Now? What do you mean, now?”

“You don’t have to do this,” instructed Mace to both Narow and Gaiala, but he still was talking to Plo as well. “Don’t do this.”

“It’s going to be done here, or wherever I take them, Mace,” said Plo strongly. “You can pull rank on me if you want, but it’s going to be done whether you or Master Yoda like it or not.” Before anyone said anything else, Plo stepped up to Gaiala and asked, “Are you ready, Padawan Gaiala, to face your destiny?”

“I am,” said Gaiala without hesitation. She had her doubts before when the Jedi Masters came, but she was determined now. She looked at Narow. “I am ready, Master. I will become a Jedi tonight!”

“Then come,” Plo instructed the two Anomid. He turned and said to Mace, “Come along if you want to.”

Again both Anomid looked at one another in worry; they never seen Council members debate so openly before; it was somewhat chilling. As the two ahead of them debated quietly, Narow said to Gaiala, “Are you sure?”

“I will face my Trials, Master,” said Gaiala. “But…what is going on with those two?”

“Don’t focus on them,” he instructed. “I don’t know what it is, but maintain your focus on the task soon to come to you.”

It was hard to ignore what was happening when Master Windu turned on Master Koon and said, “You didn’t!”

“I did!” Plo just left it at that and kept walking. Mace was at his side for a few more seconds, and then left the group with a clear, unhappy look on his face. Plo did not give him another look.

Narow could not help to think something terrible was actually not just awaiting Gaiala, but himself. He asked, “Is everything alright, Master?”

“You will soon find out,” was Plo’s cryptic answer. The walk was short, but their destination was a surprise: the Padawan Learning and Development Center, not the Jedi Trials Chamber.

“Master?” asked a confused Gaiala.

Plo turned to Gaiala and said, “Your Trials begin the moment you pass these doors. Do you understand?” She nodded, slowly. “Good. Then the both of you come with me.”

The two Anomid just gave up trying to figure out what was going on and followed Plo Koon inside. It was not long before they stopped at a desk to be greeted by the Caamasi Jedi Quvunox. But before Quvunox could say a word, Plo ordered, “Get me Sablene Nee now.”

Quvunox said nothing, getting up and going to physically fetch the Headmistress of the Padawan Learning and Development Center. Plo just crossed his big arms across his chest and waited. As it was in standard Trials, Narow asked, “May I consult with my Padawan during this Trial process?”

“No,” stressed Plo. He said nothing else as the wait continued. Ten minutes later, the ninety-seven year old Human female limped into the waiting area with a concern look on her face. The concern doubled when she noted the Anomid before her. “Headmistress, I need you to look up more names for me.”

“No,” she breathed out in shock, as if out of breath. “You….you wouldn’t….no.”

“Sablene, the names are Jassie Acendont, Prudence Adsol, and Agutan,” just continued Plo, unmoved by her suddenly pale complexion upon mentioning the two Humans and the Talz. “Once you find them, bring them to me right here.” Her blue eyes grew wide. “Right here, that’s an order!”
“But,” Sablene plead.

“Do it,” Plo nearly shouted. “Your innocence in this matter is already noted.”

Without another word, Sablene left the room and proceeded in her task. Plo just turned around and assumed his previous, defiant posture. The Anomid just looked on stunned, but the Council member just said, “There are times when matters are so beyond the pale of acceptable a Jedi cannot help to be angry.” He said nothing after that.
A few minutes passed, and a male Anomid entered the P.L.C. He caught sight of his kind and appeared confused. He then went to Plo and said, “Knight Rossuel reporting as ordered, Master.”

“Please,” said Plo, gesturing for the man to join his fellow Anomid. As Rossuel walked over to Narow and Gaiala, he asked, “Have you met?”

“Never. I am Narow, and this is my apprentice Gaiala,” said Narow in introduction; Gaiala gave Rossuel a bow of respect. “But I’m not surprised to find another Anomid in our humble, honorable ranks. There are just not enough of us here.”

“I feel the same way,” said Rossuel with a wink. He looked at Gaiala and said, “You look ready for the Trials, Padawan.”

She said, “My Trials are happening right now.”

The news unnerving Rossuel, he turned and looked at Plo. “Master…I don’t understand. I was on that search for the Ord Mantell killer when you pulled me off. Why….why am I involved in a Trial?”

Unable to wait for Sablene Nee to come back, Plo Koon let out a long sigh. There was no better way to put it, not after he read the first findings Sablene had sent the Jedi Council two hours ago after Nejaa Halcyon had communicated Casper’s findings. He found no other way to really break the news.
After another sigh, Plo Koon just said, “It is with deep regret that I inform you of the murders of your parents Dehar and Kila Aabracan, and of your youngest sister Aprin Aabracan.”
The three Anomid, totally confused, looked at one another. The Padawan was the first to ask, “Master Plo…what are you talking about? Who were you talking to?”

Another sigh, and Plo looked at all three of them individual before saying, “All of you.”

There was, without question, a very eerie silence that lasted longer than an breath cycle.

“Wait, what?” asked a bewildered Narow.

“The, the Aabracans....the first victims of the killer?” Rossuel looked at Narow, looked at Gaiala; the girl’s dismay could crack a mountain. “What do you mean ‘all of you’? All of us????”
“I mean all of you,” said Plo, evenly, truthfully. “Your parents and your youngest sister are dead. As is Narow’s, as is Gaiala’s.” He made it specific and clear. “You are siblings. Brothers, and sister.”

There was again a very eerie silence that was maintained by the exchanged glances between Narow and Rossuel, and their thrown looks towards a quite yellow, frozen Gaiala. Narow, the eldest, looked between Rossuel and Plo as if trying to compare the two for some Force awful reason. The disbelief was very thick and getting thicker, but as it grew so did the truth within the three of them. Each one could not really handle the news that was just given to them.
“We’re….we’re related?” asked Rossuel. “Blood related?”

“Yes,” assured Plo.

“Brother and sister?” asked Narow, gesturing towards Rossuel and Gaiala. He then noted Gaiala’s stiff appearance and consoled her. “Padawan, are you…” He stopped, his head shaking in both denial and to get it to stop spinning. He said to Plo, “I’ve been training my Sister!?!”

When Plo nodded, Narow left her side and got in Plo’s face. “I’ve been training my Sister!?!?! What the hell….Master…..What?” He went back to Gaiala, and suddenly he had a hard time consoling her. He snapped back at Plo, unable to keep civilized composure, opting for a more shipyard one, “What the frak, I’ve been training my Sister!?!”

“I don’t believe this,” said Rossuel softly, sitting down slowly on Sablene’s desk. “How can this be?”

“It can be,” said Plo. He then added to Rossuel, “You were there at HaSon when Knight Merkatus perished?”
“Why y-yes, yes I was,” said Rossuel. “He was a good friend of mine.” He did not catch the significance of the reminder.
“He was your younger brother, Rossuel,” said Plo. “Your parents, touched by blessings of the Force, submitted four children to the Order.”
“NO!” Rossuel shot up like a bolt of lightening. “NO, not him! Not Merkatus! He couldn’t be! He just….” He saw how serious Plo Koon was. “He was?!?!?!” Plo nodded. “No? No! No? He….couldn’t….” But his head bounced up and down, and not side to side on a swivel the longer the truth settled in.

“Did you ever meet your younger brother Merkatus?” asked Plo of Narow.

Narow shook his head. “I had heard of Merkatus. He had perfected the Triskillion Feint.” He put a hand to his forehead. “But he was my Brother, too?” Plo nodded again.
“He saved my life,” said Rossuel. “I was always grateful for what Merkatus had done.” He shook his head again. “But my Brother….”

“I never knew,” said Narow. “Why…why did you tell me this?”

“None of you had ever looked at your Blue Seed file when given the opportunity; Gaiala could not because she was a Padawan,” said Plo with regret. “But she could had possibly known the truth after she had taken the Trials and decided to exercise her one time right to look at her Blue Seed file. We had just learned that the killer Rossuel has been tracking has a copy of it. Your….family was indeed the killer’s first victims. You had to be told; I felt you had the right to know what had happened. The Blue Field was designed to prevent such tragedies from occurring, but it has been compromised. Our promise to your loved ones, for you have never known, was forfeited.”

Plo walked over to Gaiala and wrapped a strong arm her shoulders. She made no note of his gesture; she was just beyond the ability to speak or think her thoughts aloud and inwardly. He said to her and the others, “This is a terrible shock, and it’s unprecedented. We have had family before in the Jedi Order, but not so many here at once, and never would we have siblings work together or train together if we had known about it. That, unfortunately, was another flaw in our system; are lack of immediate, cross reference access to the Blue Seed to ensure it never happens.”

Plo said directly to Gaiala, “I assure you, as a member speaking on behalf of all the Jedi Council, your training is not for nothing because of this. You were trained by a competent Jedi Master, and until now that was all he was to you.” 
And on her behalf, somewhat half-heartedly, Narow let out a sigh of relief; her Master, her Brother, was still in shock, trying hard to wrap his conscious around the news he had originally received minutes ago. 
Continuing, Plo stressed, “But I must know, young Padawan, if you desire to continue your journey as a Jedi after hearing this information. After what you have just learned, can you function as a Jedi, as one who believes in the Jedi Code and all that it stands for, and what it requires of you?”
Blinking as if she had just awakened – a metaphor not far off the marks by being awaken to the truth – Gaiala looked to Plo Koon. Everything slowly flowed through her mind, every realization of truth one piece at a time. The future she had thought about was gone; all there was before her was the present. All that was before her was the truth, that the two Anomid males in the room with her, and one who was only with them in the Force, were her family.
Quietly, Gaiala said, “I can function as a Knight of the Jedi Order. The greater galaxy is of need of me, just as the greater galaxy is in need of my Jedi Brothers.” She stressed deeply. “All of my Jedi Brothers, and my Jedi Sisters, and our Fore Parents before us. I will always have a place for my family in my heart, but I cannot change what has come to past and therefore I proceed as I have done all my life; I live the Jedi way, for I am a Jedi.”
After some time of quiet, Plo Koon said to her, “And indeed, a Jedi you have become. You are a Padawan no more.”
“I am a Jedi?” she asked astounded. “Will I have my ceremony?”
“Yes, in a little while after I tell the Jedi Council of your passing of the Trials.” Plo looked at the two recently revealed brothers, who were slowly showing happiness that another Padawan, and their sister, had become a Jedi. “You two will attend the Knighting ceremony, of course. Afterwards, the Council will like a word with the three of you. For now, you’re all standing down from active duty.” He held up a hand to stop Narow and Rossuel from speaking. “It is only a delaying matter. This still is a shock to everyone here, I can tell. The Council just wants to assure you of your status in the religion and counsel you. The Council also must explain what had happened, how this matter had come to pass.”

Noting Sablene Nee’s arrival with two younglings, a Human and a Talz, and a baby in her arms, Plo instructed them, “For now, I have further Council business to conduct. Please excuse us; you may leave the center. But do not discuss what had happened here, and what was revealed to you, to anyone else.”

The three Anomid did not bow to their superior, but Plo could not blame them as he left them behind to tend to further business. The three took their leave, but they kept looking at one another, a thousand questions and an equal number of curiosities eating at their insides. They certainly were still Jedi, including Gaiala, but despite how strongly they all felt the surviving siblings of the Aabracan family could not help to think about who they truly were to each other.
A few hours would pass since the Aabracan revelation, and the Jedi Council would for the moment come together unified in the Hall of Knighthood to officially mark young Gaiala’s ascension to Knighthood. A normally welcomed time for the Jedi Council was made tense by the Blue Seed revelation and Plo’s actions afterwards. But what would really taken the preverbal cake for quite a few of the Council members, including Mace, was when the young Padawan Learner wanted to be known forever as a Jedi Knight by a different name.

Taking her little sister’s and mother’s names respectfully, Gaiala became Aprin Kila Aabracan, bypassing the Anomid Jedi norm of being referred to by a singular name. It was her prerogative to take her family name, and she had felt honored bound to take the names of her innocent non-Jedi family members who had sacrificed more than was required of them for the greater good of the galaxy. The newly honored Aprin Kila was followed in honor naming by her brother: Master Narow was now Narow Dehar Aabracan – Narow Dehar -- after their father, and Rossuel became Rossuel Merkatus Aabracan, or Ros Mer for short, taking the Jedi name of their departed brother.

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

CHAPTER 45.3

“You didn’t need to tell them,” said Mace Windu, raising his voice although Plo Koon was in the same room as him, only a few feet away. The Kel Dor just held his ground and said nothing as Yoda, Yaddle, and Ki Adi Mundi observed the new round of argument and felt before long they were going to get involved in it. The other members of the Jedi Council had had their fill of the subject matter for the day and had taken their leave once certain formalities were completed. This of course was after all was discussed between the Jedi Council and the Jedi survivors of the Aabracan clan about the Blue Seed. Although Aprin Kila, Narow Dehar, and Ros Mer all agreed to remain silent on the subject and not tell the other Jedi it did not cease the debate over it with the remains of the Jedi Council in the chamber just outside the Trials rooms.
“Young Gaiala I understand,” continued Mace, “but she would have only known about her parents, and by proxy her younger sister. Her Blue Seed file makes no reference to her brothers.”

“We screwed up, Mace, bigger than I can ever remember,” was Plo’s direct retort. “That family gave us four wonderful children in the Force: we owe it to those surviving children for creating the circumstances that lead to their parent’s and sibling’s death!”
“We are not responsible for their deaths,” shot Mace back.

“We promised those people, Mace, that they would always be protected at our end,” said Plo. “We had the perfect means to do it. We had! But we had to let it walk out of her in the hands of our chosen rogue!”

“Masters, there is no need to carry on in such a way,” said Ki Adi Mundi. “This has become a vicious circle.”
“I can’t help it, Ki Adi,” said Plo. “I went along with the return of the Sith Hunters. Everything they do wrong, whether I sanctioned it or not, I’m responsible for! We all are!”

“The question it is: betrayed us, the Sith Hunters have?” asked Yaddle honestly. “Reckless is their history, know this well we all do.”

“Not all of them,” said Yoda, injected his voice for the first time since Aprin Kila’s Knighting Ceremony. “All of their history it is not. Their intentions noble they were. What has happened here, a tragedy.”

“I’ll say,” said Plo.

“It still did not give you the right to tell them, or the other three their origins,” said Mace. “Perses Meama and Retun Vox are a few years away from Knight training.” By that, he was referring to Human once known as Prudence Adsol, and the Talz once known as Agutan respectfully.
“Because as a Council member I needed to let them know what I did to ruin the lives of their families and make promises to them that it would never, ever happen again,” said Plo. “And as for baby Jetson Lare,” formally Jassie Acendont, “I wanted to make sure he was alive and well, and when he’s old enough I’m going to tell him what had happened to his parents.”
Plo walked around to the others and continued. “We have an obligation to the Republic at large, but we can’t do it if our promises are not kept and our true identities have been compromised to every enemy of the Jedi, for our enemies are the Republic’s enemies. It may not seem like a big deal to those who don’t have direct family alive, who hold no attachments to them, but they are innocent people that we have sworn to protect. They are no different than the common strangers we serve everyday.”

“No one is disputing that,” argued Mace. “I don’t like the fact the killer is killing the family members of Jedi any more than you do.”

“Then pray tell, Mace, how the smeck did the killer get his hands on a super secret security doc and have the proper means to access it when it is supposedly safe and sound in the hands of one of our own!”

“I would like to know that myself,” stressed Mace. “I did not tell Coy Madex to just leave it lying about for someone else to pick up. If you do not mind, you can drop the pretense that I had more to do with this than is already known: the Sith Hunters were only to use the Blue Seed as a reference, not as a means to kill innocent people.”
“Peace!” stressed Yoda very sternly. He was upset enough to speak a straight sentence. “No one is accusing anyone on this Council of anything more than is known.”

Plo ignored Yoda and said, “You know who was after the Aabracans on the list?”

Ki Adi Mundi answered, “Abune.”

“Right, Omal Abune” stressed Plo calmly, evenly. “But she was known to us as Master Healer Zesha.”

There was a bit of silence, created by Plo to drive that very delicate and obvious point home. Plo said, “Zesha probably didn’t know it, but she had came from the same city as the Aabracans, only her parents were long dead. It would have been convenient for the killer to kill anyone with that last name on that world if someone had just given him a list on names on it.”
Taking a deep breath, Plo pointed out, “But the Blue Seed will have specifics about the parents that the killer would not know about unless he had access to the file. With access, the killer knew the parents were dead so he moved on to the next live name on the list!”
“Merit your assumption has,” said Yoda. “If means to access the Blue Seed that is. Alone, he may not be.”

Moving on that vital point, Plo Koon said, “That list is unsecured. If this McBain character is not a Sith agent, how long is it before the Sith learn that our most precious secret is out in the open?” He pushed on. “That man is the most dangerous being in the universe, in possession of two weapons now that the Dark Ones would seriously seek out to use against us.”
“Upon acquiring the Wettlespear, they will acquire the Blue Seed,” said Ki Adi Mundi. 
“And that is where our focus must be on,” injected Mace towards Plo. “Not how McBain had gotten the Blue Seed and how he accessed it, but where he is.”

“I agree,” said Yoda.
Disagreeing, Plo said, “With all due respect, this is about the operational behavior of the Sith Hunters: using a Padawan as bait, blackmailing Senators, chasing Rapier, now the Blue Seed on the loose: if it wasn’t for Casper we would have not known about the Blue Seed.”

“Not helping her innocence is Juna Rapier,” pointed out Yaddle. “Taken Angelleia from us she had not?”
“Return Angelleia she must,” said Yoda.

“Then let’s convey that somehow,” said Plo.

“And she must answer questions,” said Mace. “I have seen what the Sith Hunters have put together, you all have: she has a great deal of explaining to do.”

“Terrific,” agreed Plo. “Have Casper be our contact, have him reach out to her on our behalf.”

“No,” said Yoda sternly. “Return, Jedi Knightshade must to the Order. A promise he has made, a promise he will honor. Remove himself from this he must!”

Plo shook his head and said, “Forget the promise. He just showed he can do a far better and more effective job than Coy Madex.”

“You dare compare the two?” questioned Mace. “Jedi Knightshade is attached to Rapier.”
“And I believe Master Madex is attached to her as well,” retorted Plo.

“But of the two, who has adhered to the Jedi Code?”

“That is debatable,” interrupted Ki Adi Mundi before Plo raised his voice again. “The Sith Hunters are charged with sole mission of rooting out the Sith menace. They have proof of Rapier’s guilt and she continues to elude them with her daughter.”

“Angelleia was attacked,” accused Plo. “I’m sure that is how Rapier saw it in her mind’s eye. Do we forget how strong in the Force she is? We know what she is capable of.”
“Do we?” asked Yoda wisely. “Our experience of her a long time ago it is. Recall I do your denunciations during her examination. A Jedi she can never be, you said.”

“I hold true to that,” said Plo, recalling Juna’s attempt, with Enothchild’s endorsement, at joining the Jedi Order. Back then, over days of examination and questioning, she swore she could be a Jedi, convert fully to their ways, and believed she could handle the training and changes in her life. Plo Koon could not believe her; especially since she was testing only mere weeks after her mother had supposedly died by the hands of the same Magus Prophet that had killed her father ten years before that. The last thing Plo and the others wanted was create a weapon of vengeance.
“Those same reasons has lead her down the dark path,” said Yaddle. “Jedi Knightshade expressed the opinion as well.” She looked at the rest and said, “If suspicions of ours correct, our secrets she knows very well. The Blue Field included.” The others nodded their head in agreement; even Plo could not resist to nod, and he had no retort for that. “A genius, Juna Rapier is. In technology a mistress she is. Not a challenge for her the Blue Seed would be.”
Plo considered the point and said, “You think…she’s connected somehow to the killer?”

“She may be,” said Yaddle without apprehension. “Unless betray us, the Blue Field designer has?”

“No betrayal from within,” said Yoda with absolute certainty. “Master Madex lost the Blue Seed. The killer found it. To terrible effect, uses it. Get it back, we must.” He then unleashed the thought he had been thinking about ever since Nejaa Halcyon reported Casper’s findings. “If Rapier is Sith, and Sith connected to killer, and killer has Wettlespear and Blue Seed, then apprehend the killer the Sith Hunters must! From him, ascertain the whereabouts of his masters. If not an agent of the Sith, the killer’s power will soon be in their possession.”

“I disagree,” said Mace Windu. “The Sith Hunters priority is to save Angelleia Knightshade. That means tracking down Juna Rapier.”

“We couldn’t tell them what to do anyways,” reminded Plo. “The Sith Hunters have full operational discretion. They’re autonomous.”

“They are many,” reminded Yoda. “Question their wisdom of their Rapier suspicion I do.” He then stroked his chin. “Regardless, one life Angelleia Knightshade is. One too many lives the Wettlespear killer has taken. If the Sith Hunters do not track down the killer as a whole, then a majority of them must.”
“But Casper and Branch Lur is on that case now,” pointed out Mace before Plo could, which was surprising. Mace was one of the many on the Council that wanted Casper back in the Temple pronto. “Rapier is too powerful for a few to take her down.”

Sighing, Yoda said concisely, “Is two lives enough to stop that one that wields the unstoppable power of the Wettlespear?” He shook his head with finality. “It is not. Unfortunate, it is, many heroic lives must be spent to stop it. The bane of the Jedi it is.”

Pointing his walking stick at Mace, he said, “The Sith Hunters you must contact. The Wettlespear killer their number one priority: the Blue Seed they lost get back they must! Settle for nothing else we do!”

After a few moments, Mace Windu gave Yoda a bow of respect and did what was asked of him. He took his leave, leaving Plo Koon feeling somewhat victorious. Yoda added, “Nothing changes in the status of Lady Angelleia, Jedi and Padawan Knightshade. Her actions speak darkly.”
“Agreed,” said Ki Adi Mundi. “Regardless if she saw the attack in the Force, Master Koon, she and her allies responded to the matter rather darkly. And then there is her other activities. She must explain them.”

“I agree,” urged Plo. “Again, let Casper find her, bring her in.”

Exasperated, Yoda said with the stamping of his walking stick, “Casper Knightshade is to return to this temple at once! No contact will he have with his adopted daughter, and no further contact he will have with Lady Angelleia.” He pointed his stick at Plo. “Swore to us, and to you, he had; his Knighthood in exchange for his daughter’s Knighthood. Honor his oath he must, or a Jedi Angelleia Knightshade will never be. Final is the word of the Council on this. All in agreement of that we were before. Unchanged it is now.
The others nodded, but this time Plo did not agree. But he could tell he had pushed his points as far as they would go. The others were just tired of the debate, but tomorrow was a new day to start it afresh again. But Plo had to ask of his fellows an important question before they departed. “Masters, please….will Angelleia be welcomed back the longer this goes on?”

Yoda, Yaddle, and Ki Adi Mundi looked at one another. They took in consideration all that was discussed by themselves. Yoda, on the other hand, closed his eyes and let the Force flow through him. He said, “Unless Master Madex is wrong, too late it already is.”
