CHAPTER 77.0

It was a saying, a joke some would say, irony some would say: in the Senate, nothing changes. Some laughed at that. Some were dismayed by the fact it was true. Just another way to put it, in terms of its bloated bureaucracy, its placation to the willing masses, and the illusion that all was in freedom: the more the Senate had change, the more it had remained the same. 
The election recess was over. 
Quite a few new faces occupied old and owned spaces. Optimism was always on high when such a high turnover occurred; a peaceful revolution one may call it, started by five Senators which four of them were no longer in power, and one had died. Some of those new Idealists saw Bly Coaxial as a martyr to a bigger cause. The rest of the Senate, lead by the unmoved and unchanged and unchallenged Senior Membership, had already quashed any attempts by anyone to even think of eulogizing the late Senator of Chandiss Prime. New business was the old business, reinforced promises made and were going to be kept once the Supreme Chancellor of the Republic made the formal and official announcement that the Senate of the Great Galactic Republic was once again back in business. As it stood, at this moment, the past was the past; the future was something else not considered; now was the time to exploit the new gifts given to the stalwarts of the Senate, and that was why it was called the present.
The more things changed, the more things stayed the same.

On time of arrival, Senator Onidas Grim found his booth, and for once those around him saw a change that matched up with the sameness found throughout the Arena. For days now, regardless of his current medical condition, Onidas just thrust himself ahead because, without work, he was going to go mad with guilt. He knew the differences just as his neighbors had noted the differences. These changes were just the tip of the iceberg, which Onidas really did not care to control.
In the wake of his friend’s death, Onidas was in the dark equally as well as anyone else about the circumstances of Bly’s assassination; worse, he had no chance to even complain about it, which made him to make some complete changes to his political and personal life style. It was not changes in beliefs, just in what people were accustomed to; virtually, he had no choice but to appear submissive to reality. He now traveled with a security detail and a few Prime Minister-appointed aides; his activities monitored for security purposes; he was followed where he went, short of inside his own apartment. Since his home world’s parliament had passed the law that required him of such security, he who obeyed the law complied.

What Onidas could control was considerable, even if little. Young Edendell, the young Narutan who had experienced the galaxy in a whole different way in such a short period of time, was offered citizenship on Godric after she chose not to return home; as Bly pointed out to Onidas before, Edendell was too beautiful to live in peace on her world, and would have been sold again into slavery. She felt safe around him as well, she told him through a protocol droid after Bly’s death. Although he assured her he did not expect, nor did he wanted, her to pay off some debt she believed she owed him, Edendell assured him that was not the case. Since it all was happening so fast, Onidas introduced Edendell to his parents and asked them to care for her as she adapted to society; as always, his parents were more than willing to help the young woman, even if she did have two tongues.
Onidas also changed what made him known throughout the galaxy. He ended his media relationship with the Bothans, and thus the Grim Show was over. He warned the Bothans as well to not let him be aware of their presence; he could no longer trust them, especially after what had happened. Grosse Pyiler’oya, his private security – an unbeknownst to Onidas a member of Si’ing – had just vanished from Godric physically and from any known computer network in the Republic; gone, just gone, as if he had not existed. This only infuriated Onidas more since it was Grosse’s plan that they go to Godric for a speech to cover up an assassination attempt on Bly’s life the first time. It was Grosse who claimed the other members of the Avenging Five were dead, but to date they were alive and well still. It was Grosse that had tackled him, who had prevented him going on the stage even though Bly’s head had already been viciously destroyed, and had pulled off his last, greatest trick of disappearing before dozens of witnesses in the form of Godric high security.
The Bothans had treated Grosse as if he were the myth that Si’ing was; even though he had spent the last five years with him, even though others knew who Grosse was, the Bothans just wondered who the heck their ‘Human Hope’ was talking about. That was the final straw to him with the Bothans, and for his part he severed all the ties he had to them. The Bothans, really and truly, acted horrified by his decision, but he left them an ultimatum: if they wanted him back in their good graces Grosse Pyiler’oya had to exist. So far, the Bothans had not responded to Onidas’ ultimatum. Clearly the Bothans were afraid what he would do to one of their citizens. Onidas could not blame them because their suspicions would be correct.
He left them to figure out how it would hurt them: for starters, the Bothans were on their own in terms of drumming up good will for them. He was not going to bad mouth them in public….yet, but that day they rue lying to him and using him to kill his best friend was going to a long, painful day. Because of such subterfuge, he was careful now more than ever not to trust anyone. 

Unfortunately he was not the only one to adopt that policy in this. Once Bly’s body was released from Godric custody, his wife ordered the body back to Chandiss Prime, and did not allow anyone to come to her privately held funeral for her husband. That pained Onidas, bothered him so even though he respected her wishes. When Bly won the election posthumously, and then his opponent claimed ownership of the seat which prompted the mysterious Nikki Coaxial to sue, Onidas sent messages through every channel Chandiss Prime possessed that he would offer his services and clout to make sure she was seated in his friend’s wake. She did not take up the offer, and no explanation was given why. Theory fitted fact: after losing her husband, who was the wife really going to trust, especially when Bly had died on Godric, before he was going to introduce the Senator of that world. Perhaps pleading to her was in bad taste under the circumstances.
Truly the court case on Chandiss Prime was the talk of the remains of the shortened Senate election recess. A living spouse or other direct family member replacing a recently deceased winner of an election was not without precedent, but even in the most blood-thirstiest of regions in the democracy it was rarer than fedarok leather. Usually it was such precedents that create the law; notions that appointed Senators would laugh about, noting how their systems had so little flaws in that regard. As it stood in its history, Chandiss Prime had never had a political conflict such as this, but clearly the will of the people was to the point: the late Senator had won in a sudden landslide; life for the beaten was just that unfair. 
A ‘mourning election’ at any level of the Republic’s many governments was just as good as any election, so said the appellate of Chandiss Prime. Of course it raised many unproven specters of conspiracy, and thus the lunatics of politics ignited a ‘plot fire’ that accused the Sith, Bly’s opponent, even his newly wedded wife of committing the assassination; for good measure, the Bothans were mentioned too, as well as the Trade Federation, all the rich people in the Republic, and someone the loonies referred to as Makalon, the Angry Fist.
Without the widow’s approval of help, without attending the funeral, without Grosse dead by his hands, Onidas found no beginning to his mourning. He could not bring himself to really look for his old friend’s booth to see if his wife had made it today; who would blame her if she didn’t show. Life, and his duty, had to go on. He accepted at least that. And he had to appear to have moved on.
In reality, he had not moved on. Onidas was determined to learn who was all responsible for Bly’s death. Grosse could not have acted alone, and others outside of Bothawui had to have participated. He had put his own plans into motion to uncover the truth; he had separate plans with his own government that had been long established before any of this tragedy to see who he could trust amongst them. And lastly, Onidas was going to get to the bottom of what exactly was transpiring between Bly and the Jedi Master Coy Madex, and how it related to the Jedi Order, the Trade Federation, the Sith, and to Lady Angelleia. Bly was killed unquestionably by what he done as it related to those factions; with patience, with time, and by hook and by crook if he must, he was going to learn what had actually transpired. Without the Bothans that was going to be hard; one of them, on the other hand, held some answer, and if responsible, they were going to pay too.

“Updates before the start of session, Senator” said one of the new aides. For the most part, Onidas tried to ignore them; all ready they had tried, badly, to get in his head. At the very least, because Grosse pulled off his disappearing act while detained by Godric forces, he did not trust them; at the most, he wanted to punch them. “Report from the Jedi Order: several Jedi Knights have died recently, their names being submitted for the Halls of Service. Names are Coy Madex, Beja Tu-.”
“I don’t care,” began Onidas, but then when the young man had stopped, he started up with, “Wait, what was that first name again?”

“Ah….oh….yes, Coy Madex, Jedi Master, Bothan, died in service on Bespin, in the Outer Rim,” said the aide after having to bring the screen back up. He frowned himself and asked, “Madex, where have I heard that name before?”

“Patch it on my terminal, and give me silence,” commanded Onidas; the last thing he needed was running commentary on what he was reading. On his private screen, he read the action report which had an attached Blue Harvest file from the Jedi Order. There was the Bothan, Coy Madex, Beja Tu Ramore his former Padawan, Jrimmer Dugal a former Padawan of Ramore’s, an Y’bith named Enfungo Nul, and their deaths were linked to a Healer Master named Zesha, who was Madex’s former Padawan as well, and Klatooians Avengus Ilikra and his former apprentice Ol Berdit. Each of them dying so close together was not what was unheard of; they had two things each in common, that based on their Blue Harvest service records they had allied themselves with Madex in the past, and the explanations that lead to their deaths were classified Code Secret, meaning the Jedi Council had asserted their Rights of Secrecy as it pertains to internal Jedi matters, or in protecting someone.
“Senator, another bit of news here,” annoyed another aide, defying his orders. “Arbiter of Inventories Hidu Bog had been removed from his office early this morning, and extradited to Corellia.” Onidas chose not to correct the man upon this news. “According to reports, he is charged with threatening the lives of CorSec officers.” He frowned. “That got him extradited?”

“The Federation does not want to piss off the Corellians,” noted Onidas, but even he thought that was weak. Nute Gunray had to have something to pull a grab root like Bog out of the thick, mucky, Trade Federation political ground. It couldn’t be for threatening the lives of CorSec. Perhaps enough was enough for the Directorate, and they feared Bly’s results would weaken them position-wise in the Senate. Even that, too, was weak to Onidas, but other reason could there be. And somehow, he knew Bog’s dismissal and arrest had something to do with Madex’s death. All of this relatively happening at the same time, given their shared contexts, was no coincidence.
“Senator, there is a message from Chancellor Palpatine,” said the first aide. “Shall I read it? Or shall you?”

Onidas found himself in indecision; he hadn’t gave Palpatine another thought since being thrown in that crate with Edendell. Peering at the central podium as it began to rise with Palpatine and his entourage in it, telling him that the message that was sent was just a recording, he slowly began to feel that he would not have the stomach to read it. After all that had happened, it appeared on the surface Palpatine had absolutely nothing to do with any of it. The man had appeared stunned at every appropriate place in the mystery, taken aback, dumbstruck, and afraid. And yet though some of those descriptions had genuinely worked, Onidas could not escape the fact the man patronized everything, and that message he sent would have been more of it. Whatever the sincerity that would be revealed in the message, Onidas felt Palpatine would not have not meant any word of it. Bly Coaxial had almost went on long enough to end Palpatine’s reign as Supreme Chancellor; something an old pro like Palpatine was never, ever going to forget or forgive. 
The voters had felt just as much as well, in combination of Onidas’ feelings and Bly’s deceptive musings based on the results. Even after the committee had been quashed, the Supreme Chancellor’s effectiveness numbers took a nose dive. Much of Palpatine’s reforms and new proposals discussed in the previous session of the Senate were at the very least not going to get passed with most of the newly elected freshmen in the Senate nearly having a majority; all of them attending a big party last night in Coruscant’s Poho District, and it was dubbed the ‘I Hate Palpy Party’. That was foreboding and not something that could be swept aside, for Poho had a high concentration of desperately powerful political influences on Coruscant. Onidas was certain no one was going to ask for a Vote of No Confidence right here, right now as the central podium reached its zenith, but there was always tomorrow.
For now, as with all the elected officials in the Arena, Onidas Grim stood up; the aides, the entourages, and everything else stayed seated and became very silent. Mas Amedda came forth ahead of Chancellor Palpatine, and through the amplifier on one he announced, “All will come to order, on this the Ninth Month, the Ninth Day of the Calendar Year Twenty Three Thousand and Eight of the Existence of the Great Galactic Republic, under the Democratic Control of the People of the Free Galaxy, under the appointed guidance of this, the Recognized Four Thousandth Session of the Galactic Republic Senate, under the leadership of the First Chair, the Supreme Chancellor of the Republic, Dace Lundgren Palpatine.’
Amedda stepped back as some of the Senate quietly clapped as Palpatine strolled forward. He looked a bit older, but still fresh and energized to all, including Onidas. He leaned back towards his aide and whispered, “Delete that message from the Supreme Chancellor.” Onidas went back to standing up, making up his mind once he took one look at Palpatine; the man was a lie. No matter what Onidas thought or tried, that man ready to commence with the swearing in of the Senate was a lie.

Palpatine gathered his arrangements before him, turning up the volume level a bit sense he had not Amedda’s impressively loud voice, and proceeded. “Gentlebeings, and Ladies of the House, Senators and Representatives, please place the appropriate appendages on your confirmation screens.” There were movements all around to do that; normally the screens just received yea or no votes, or created objections and second motions; for the moment, they acted as methods to assure that, in perfect galaxy, the elected officials were going to obey the law.
But something was amidst, and felt it. Something was going on in the Arena, and he wasn’t the only one that heard it. There was some kind of commotion going on, chatter it would seem. It was just too far away to hear right and somewhere above him where he could not see. Palpatine just ignored it.

Palpatine began, “To All Before Me, And Before the People of this Galactic Republic, Do You Swear on this Oath, And By The Laws of Your Home World, To Represent the People of Your Home World, and the People of the Galactic Republic, As Prescribed in the Founding Documents that have Created this Republic, and this Unified Sovereign Institution to the Best of Your Abilities to Obey the Laws, Here and Abroad, and Faithfully Execute Them, So Help You by signifying I Do.”

Collectively, the Senate, in one of those rare instances of agreement, said, “I Do!”

“Then on behalf of the people of the Republic, I welcome you, Senators and Representatives!” Palpatine smiled and lead everyone into self-serving applause. What happened next would be talked about for ages. 
Normally such celebration would end the day for the Senate: real business would begin tomorrow. However, the Senator of Dantooine had figured out how to override the Chancellor’s controls over the booths, which were hard docked for the swearing in ceremony, and charged in as if it had entered hyperspace. 
Palpatine was not amused, muttering over a hot microphone, “What the devil?”
When he realized his mic was on, and the Senate had slowly stopped applauding, Palpatine cleared his throat and said, “Do…you have business from Dantooine, Senator Howlland, that I am not aware of?”

From Onidas’ perspective, Senator Gris Howlland, who was a freshmen Senator that had regained his family’s Legacy Seat, looked liked he just been in a scuffle; his aides looked like they had been too; it was then realized the Senator and his aides had been physically fighting one another. Given that Dantooine’s booth was a few levels up, Onidas realized that was the source of all that noise from just a few moments ago, right before the swearing in of the Senate. No one looked damaged, but clearly their ruffled look and out-of-breath appearance just startled the chamber, as did his rush to and defiance of Palpatine.
“Chancellor,” began the Senator, “I beseech you, to open the Senate for business so I may make a motion.”

Onidas stood up at this and others made noises as well. To some this was a form of grandstanding, the kind they just got rid of in the form of Bly Coaxial. But for once Onidas had not seen this coming; he thought Senator Howlland was going to ask for a Vote of No Confidence?!?!

“Open business?” asked Palpatine. “Whatever for? I have many other swearing duties to perform in the lower courts.”

“Chancellor,” raised Howlland’s voice, “we have a traitor of the Republic in our midst that must be dealt with, and you have just sworn her in!”
That really got the chamber buzzing with voices. Palpatine said taken aback, “Traitor? That is a scandalous accusation to make, are you suggesting….someone in this Arena is a traitor of the Republic?”

“I’m not suggesting it: it’s true!” Howlland turned and thrust a very accusing finger towards a direction, which prompted him to hesitate. Onidas noted that it got everyone else on the Chancellor’s podium to hesitate as well. He looked where the pointing was, and was lost in looking until the Chandiss Prime booth was unlocked from dock and was allowed to proceed towards the podium. 

There, standing up while others were seated, was a blonde-haired woman, middle age but attractive; sharp features which possessed a pointed nose that actually worked for her appearance. Even from the distance, Onidas could see she had a rather nasty air about her despite of – her perhaps in spite of – her beauty; a kind of stoicism that in better circumstances would suggest regal blood, instead it suggested arrogance, as if she was beyond approach by any commoner; her perceived standing over everyone else was her apparent birthright. All of this turned Onidas off as far as any form of attraction was concern. He honestly had a problem believing Bly would actual marry such a vain-blood elitist like this woman projected herself to be.
Senator Coaxial, and for the moment that was all anyone else knew her as, said proudly, “The Honorable Representative of the Sovereign System of Chandiss Prime would like to be heard on this matter, for I know what the Honorable Representative” and here, she actually had the audacity to scoff nasally “of Dantooine is going to motion. Like my Husband’s opponent, he does not feel I am entitled to this seat.”

“You are not entitled to ANY SEAT in this Senate!” roared Howlland uncharacteristically. He raised his hard finger and pointed it right at her heart upon her booth’s arrival. And he said, “This woman is a Vesgevi!”

There was vocal pandemonium amongst the stalwarts of the Senate, and even the smarter freshmen Senators made noise. Onidas felt his jaw figuratively hit the floor of his booth, just as a collection of people at the Chancellor’s podium had done the same. Even Onidas’ less than witted aides were aghast, one of them saying, “She’s a Vesgevi? Oh my God. How could this had happened?”

Before Onidas could reflect this, she said, “My name is Nicconee Coaxial, and by the rights handed to me by my late Husband’s election victory, I represent the people of Chandiss Prime, who will no longer suffer under the oppressive thumb of the Galactic Republic, or by the likes of its others members in this corrupted body called the Senate! The Silent Minority is silent no more!”
The noise was deafening, and very unbecoming of the Senate most of the noise was very loud cheers; cheers all from those who had been elected early in Bly’s quest to ruin Juna and the Trade Federation. Mas Amedda was once again calling for “ORDER!” and getting none. Those who were not cheering, or jeering in the minority, were silent as if struck by lightening. No longer could anyone, especially Onidas, hear what was transpiring at the central podium but clearly all who where there were animated, all except the proud and in-the-right acting Nicconee Coaxial.

“But….but she’s a Vesgevi?” whined Onidas’ youngest aide. “She is a traitor. Her family had aided the Sith in the past from the Senate!” He then panicked, “No Vesgevi can ever hold an elected seat! No Vesgevi!”

“That’s quite enough,” instructed Onidas. He couldn’t handle whining at this point, snapping him back into thinking reality. To give them something to do, he said, “My official response is that I have no clue what is going on, and until further notice I have nothing to say until I learn more. Unofficial, my response is that I have no clue what is going on, and until further notice I have nothing to say until I learn more. Do you people get that? Good: don’t put any words in my mouth when you talk to anyone behind my back! I hear otherwise, I don’t care who, you’re all fired!”
The group nodded in unison. One of the aides said, “Senator, a message: you are wanted in the Chancellor’s office for an emergency meeting.”

Onidas looked back at the central podium, and noted it was retracting. Another alert came, signaling the session was silently adjourned. Both Dantooine’s and Chandiss Prime’s booths were going back to dock. Knowing his answers to so many questions were not going to be found anywhere else, Onidas said, “Let’s go.”

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

CHAPTER 77.1

The Chancellor’s Office was packed throughout; aides and pundits in the waiting room, relevant individuals on the inside, except Nicconee Coaxial had brought her entourage with her, refusing to give up any superior position she believed she was in. Along with her, the Senior Membership, with the return of Lott Dod in the fold, was in, and so were other relevant representatives such as Senators Bail Organa, Reece Kyle, Pal Lodger, Hein Nannakin, D’ira Nyart, Colo Minari, Whoop Heramadale, Borsk Fey'lya, Gris Howlland and Onidas Grim. Also joining the cabal, at Chancellor Palpatine’s request, was members of the Supreme Justice of the Republic Antanna and Junka Numeral Seven and Galactic Republic Attorney General Guysis Picolalie, from Dantooine himself, who went white when he saw the female from the Vesgevi clan wearing Chandiss Prime Senate clothing and thus understood the situation almost nearly straightaway.
Palpatine entered the office with his entourage and never made it to his chair; Senator Howlland intercepted him like a proton torpedo to a ship’s hold. “Chancellor, I tried to tell you not to give the oath! I tried, and now this woman-.”

“Senator, this is not the Arnea, this is my office!” said Palpatine in a calm, loud, firm voice. He pulled away, and decided to stand as close to his desk, and a relatively calm Senator Coaxial, and asked her, “Senator, is what this Senator Howlland claimed on the floor true?”

Casually she said, “I was born a Vesgevi, if that is what you mean. I live my life baring that name, until my marriage to my Husband recently.” She went quiet, appeared sad; it came off a bit convoluted; every Human could read it. “And as in all proper marriages I submitted my identity, and I am now a Coaxial. I fail to see the problem.”

“You are one of the Disallowed!” cried Howlland before anyone could say anything of merit. He reminded them all the facts. “The Vesgevis had conspired with the Sith in the past, through the Chair of Dantooine, with scores of others too numerous to recount! No Vesgevi can hold a seat of power, especially not in the Senate! That is the law!”
“Calm, Senator,” demanded Palpatine. “I am well aware of the law, and the history behind it.” He looked at Senator Coaxial. “Are you aware of this law, Madam?”

“How can I not be?” she said politely with no anger whatsoever. “All that history behind it, how it came about; I dare say many would have a right to profess the necessity of such a law. The Sith Conspirators of that dark past had existed for nearly all of that horrible war, serving in the Senate, unbeknownst to this gullible institution, eating away at the Republic from within.”
On that last sentence, Nicconee appeared to gain fire and said, “Your fears are a thousand years old, people! You few live in a past that only undermine the future of everyone else.”

“The punishment of the Vesgevi clan must go on, matching all the years they had wronged the Republic,” demanded Howlland. “No Vesgevi and their like in the Senate, period! End of discussion!”

“And I agree with you, Senator Howlland,” said Nicconee, hand to her chest. She looked at the others and expressed sincerely, “I agree that no Vesgevi whatsoever should be in the Senate. That is the law, and I am a law abiding citizen of the Republic. I will obey such a law.”

But she tilted her head and looked to Palpatine. “But I am no longer a Vesgevi, Chancellor, now am I? From a bureaucratic view I was reborn as this new person, this new Coaxial. Everything from my identification to my tax status is forever altered, and no longer bearing the name of my old birth. And as my home world’s court had ruled the First Amendment of the Republic is quite clear on this issue.” She turned her attention around, and she found Onidas. “Senator Grim, I need your help.”
For once, most of everyone really looked at Onidas in ways that suggested they wanted him to be their ally. No longer did they were faces of disdain and distrust when they took one look at him. No longer did they fear him, but fear what he might say. Apparently everyone had the same thought Onidas was having over this issue; something the male majority here had hoped no woman would ever uncover – Onidas didn’t necessarily exclude himself from such company. 

Certain where she was going with this, and given his reputation he stepped forth and said to Nicconee, “Yes, Senator.”
“My Husband, your good friend, said I should always trust you if I ever was in a pinch,” said Nicconee as if remembering such a conservation. “He also said you are an Originalist, that you firmly believe in the written word of our founding document and not in the opinions others have expressed in what it meant to say. I ask of you, what affect the First Amendment of the Republic has on recognized unified courtships, known generally as marriage.”

By and large everyone in the room was a legal scholar of the Republic’s Constitution, or also known as the Charter or Founding Charter; they had their own opinions of what it meant, of course. Onidas, indeed, believed in the precious articles as they were written, not in some spirit that they were not; it was not a living thing that changed with the scenery, or as it reflected the opinions of others. As it pertained to the issue at hand, Article One, better known as the First Amendment, spelled out in summary that all powers not regulated to the Galactic Republic through its leadership in the Senate was given to the individual worlds where their rule of law was to always be applied, and recognized by the Senate.
Onidas said, “The Republic has no authority over a system’s power over the recognition and regulation of marriage, so long as such marriage does not violate the Civil Rights Amendments.”

“That is correct,” said Justice of the High Court Junka Numeral Seven, in his Techno Guild manner. “The Republic does not regulate marriages, arranged unions, or marital bonds unless those involved were coerced or forced.”

Nicconee assured, “And Bly did not hold a blaster to my head.”

“That is not relevant,” squawked Howlland.

Onidas sighed and injected, “I’m afraid it is.” Everyone looked at him again; again, some of them were begging him to stop with their eyes. Onidas was conflicted by this, but at the same time he remembered that one of them, if not all of them, had hired assassins to kill Bly, and one of those assassins had wounded him. Besides that, he owed them nothing – what exactly could such legally-authorized scoundrels offer to such a highly principled man.
Onidas said, “Depending on the laws of a recognized sovereign system in the Republic, the Republic has no choice but to comply if Republic law is not specified correctly to attend to the specific problem.”

“And that would be Galt versus Taggert,” said Nicconee, ready with a memorized help file. “In that ruling by the Republic’s High Court, it was ruled that it was a requirement of the Republic that all balances and counterbalances in the law had to be specified, to the letter, in order to prevent a convoluted outcome that would be fair to one, and unfair to another the next time around in the absence of mutual agreement.”
Supreme Justice Antanna said, “That was over a claim of uninhabited property, during the Republic’s land expansion.”

“Yes, under the Colonial Act,” said Nicconee. “If you recall the outcome, the Senate had written that act with only three sentences. The parties involved laid claims to every system uninhabited at that time, whether they were in those systems or not. One of them claimed to be their own nation, independent of the Republic, because of it. The point of that ruling was very clear: the law of the Republic must be concise and comprehensible, thus leading to the passage of the 268th Amendment that, eight hundred years later, was finally passed as one of Chancellor Palpatine’s first actions after the Invasion of Naboo.”
Like an audience watching roloscotch, they turned their attentions directly towards Chancellor Palpatine. He said, “Well….yes…that law was long overdue….but the spirit of the law-.”
“Chancellor,” said Nicconee, to remind him, “under that 268th Amendment, there are no ‘spirits’ of the law, no intentions except those written. It is what you made to be, when you argued for its passage. In your adamancy, you were able to pass the adamant law.”
“This is a crisis,” bemoaned Senator Reece Kyle. “Can this be allowed to go further?”

“No, it must not!” demanded Howlland.

“Yes, it must,” said Nicconee calmly. “By the Amendments one and two six eight and the ruling, Chandiss Prime’s civil laws must be recognized. And under Chandiss Prime law it is very clear: by legal marriage and assuming the name of Coaxial, I am by that very definition a Coaxial; my people’s courts confirmed it so by affirming my right to take my husband’s place as their elected representative in the Senate.”

“I intend to verify that,” said Attorney General Picolalie, and clearly sided with Howlland. “And I demand proof that you are, or at least were, married to Senator Coaxial.”
Her face slowly became happy and she snipped, “I just knew one of you would ask.” She raised a hand, and immediately one of her aides placed an official, notarized document in it. Nicconee handed it to Picolalie. “Here is our marriage certificate. My aides here had witnessed the ceremony on Chandiss Prime.”

Picolalie handed the document over to Chancellor Palpatine and mused, “Clever of you woman to marry on the planet in question where the law will favor you most.”

“You should also know,” added Nicconee, “that the marriage also makes me a citizen of Chandiss Prime, the moment Bly and I had kissed: a fact also that was already taken care of in my court case a few days ago.”
Palpatine handed the document over to Howlland. He said to her, “It appears to be a legitimate document.”

“We were there,” said one of the aides. “So were members of her family, and of Mister Coaxial’s family and friends.”

“Senator Grim, were you there?” asked Senator Bail Organna, making his young voice heard for the first time.

Palpatine shared a look with Onidas, which Onidas wasn’t sure what it meant. Did the Chancellor want him to lie? What would the lie be: he was there, he was not there? All Onidas said was, “No, I was unfortunately occupied with official business.”

“A shame, too,” addressed Nicconee to Onidas, “he really wanted you there.”

To that, Onidas clamped his mouth shut. Right there, Nicconee was lying. As far as he knew, from Bly, the marriage was spontaneous. By the sounds of it from her it was a much larger gathering, and she was sure he got an invitation. He could not say that, because the reality was Bly did get married. This meeting was already starting to get petty as everyone was slowly beginning to realize she was in the right. It did not help that the Senior Membership, the most influential group in the room, said absolutely nothing.
As if the Senior Membership knew this….
“I can produce the clergy who married us, and enough digital evidence to placate you, Chancellor,” said Nicconee. “After all, this bloated bureaucracy loves paper.”

“It is careless to say such things,” remarked Colo Minari.

Nicconee shot back, “I wasn’t put in this Senate to love you, Colo, just screw you.”

Minari’s face got red fast. Palpatine handed her back the marriage license and got them all back on point. “Clearly a legal reckoning is upon us, one not anticipated by the original law written years ago to ban the Sith Conspirators.”

“And it so happens we have the return of the Sith,” pointed out Senator Howlland. “Why am I the only one that does not think this is a coincidence?”

“Perhaps,” began Borsk Fey'lya, uncharacteristically for any Bothan to push aside others in the Senate in this day in age, “because there is no Sith threat.”
Howlland let his mouth drop; some followed suite, others did not. Howlland asked, “Are you high, sir?”

“Oh, perhaps young and foolish,” said Senator Fey'lya, “but not stupid. I say the late Senator Coaxial made some very interesting points over a month ago, points that should be taken seriously in this session.”

“Meaning what exactly, Senator?” asked Organna.
“Meaning I would like to see the inquiry continued, to see whether there is validity to any of Senator Coaxial’s claims. Perhaps he lied about some, but told the truth about others; which is why it requires a much closer examination.”

“Are you mad!” barked Howlland. At that point, Onidas and Palpatine shared of look, agreeing to stay silent on what they knew. “That whole thing was a convoluted con!”

“I disagree,” said the lady Senator Coaxial. “Clearly it is evident that my Husband was right: he was assassinated. It would appear he was murdered because he was getting too close to the truth. Too close to the Sith.” She looked towards the Bothan in the room. “Are you suggesting he was wrong?”

“I am suggesting we need a further investigation into these claims,” stressed Fey’lya. “I for one will not stand for the silencing of any elected official. We are a democracy and a civilized society. Let those who think silence, and silencing, is golden, then let us reveal them as the immoral paupers they truly are. If her husband’s death is by the Sith then we owe her and the Republic as a whole an answer. Why silence our only avenue of investigation into the Sith while some of the evidence clearly shows the Sith threat COULD exist?””
“This is not the place to pontificate,” stressed Palpatine. He looked at Nicconee and said, “Besides that committee has been adjourned.”

“Officially,” said Nicconee. “But I intend to conduct inquires nonetheless without your approval, Chancellor. And if I must, to make the inquires official, I will do it through Minority Rule.”

Once again, the Senior Membership said nothing; the other Senators expected them to say something, for the woman formally known as Nicconee Vesgevi had just threatened a political coup. Minority Rule was a long standing procedure in the Senate that allowed those on the losing end of any voted-on issue ‘some weight’ in the process; a matter of perceived equality which in theory would let those in the minority a guaranteed stake in the revisions of the bill and louder voices in the committees. 
In practice, the procedure like all others in politics has been marginally politicized, and since the concept was created many over the years had used it as a form of peaceful, popular uprising. Many had said they wanted to do away with Minority Rule, wanting to go back to what was called the Old Rule where the simplest of majorities in votes was the beginning and the end of the debate. The problem, however, was that it required both a major reworking of Senate Rules, and enough honest Senators to vote in the Super Majority to overrule any attempt by Minority Rule to stop its end. Neither aspect was going to happen, not when the great many Senators of power, in and out of the Senior Membership, needed that desperate Ace of Staves in the form of Minority Rule to prevent defeat. As it stood, Minority Rule was unfortunately here to stay.
Palpatine dared forward, “You would invoke Minority Rule?” His question was both rhetorical and context properly given ‘The Game’. Minority Rule was always active; in ‘Game’ context, the question was in regards to using it for a specifically defined, partisan way to just make everyone else’s political lives hellish.
“I have the votes of the minority, I assure you,” stressed Nicconee. “We all had a blast at that party in Poho District last night: the ‘I-Hate-Palpy’ party to be exact.” More faces fell on that revelation than her citing Minority Rule. “I have many devoted followers of my Husband’s….let’s call it ‘religion’. The ‘religion’ will demand more hearings, into the Trade Federation, into the Invasion of Naboo, and into the activities of these Sith.
“And let me assure you, Chancellor, we are prepared to unseat you if this does not happen. If you dare challenge my seat in the Senate with these fools in the room, if you do not give me what I want, what we want, we will begin the process of making your final days in the Chancellor’s chair as uncomfortable and as irrelevant as Valorum’s final days were. There are enough wobble-kneed veterans in that Senate that saw my Husband’s results in the elections: they teeter on the brink of doing anything they can to hang onto the power they have.”

“You dare threaten us with such blackmail!” shot Senator Minari and a few others.

“Pipe down, fool,” said Senator Fey’lya. “This is the ‘Game’. Don’t like it, don’t play it.”
It was such taboo to do any of this: Nicconee’s threats, Fey’lya’s bolstering of what politics was all about. Bail Organna implored, “You’re not serious about this, any of you?”

Howlland broke in again, “But the law is CLEAR! She cannot be in the Senate!”

“Enough of this!” said finally one of the Senior Membership, and it was in form of Swar the Most Holy the Most Merciful. Lott Dod looked surprised and shot his fellow Senior Senator a look. Swar looked to Howlland and ordered, “Cite the law!”

Howlland said, “The law is clear!”

“Cite the LAW!” demanded Swar. He looked at the Justices. “Can anyone look at that law that bans Vesgevis and others like them and say it prevents them from ‘marrying’ out of the reach of the law? The Chancellor’s Amendment is quite clear regarding the exact interpretation of the law.”

“One moment,” said Junka Numeral Seven. He began to play with the knobs and switched on his chest plate while his eyes closed. The lights that were integrated into his visible brain lit up. He made a buzzing noise as he considered what was in memory. 
Finally, Junka went back to normal and said, “The law is a mutual agreement between the Republic and those who had conspired against it, brokered by the Jedi Order, thus enabling the Ninety-Second Amendment that recognizes such Jedi mediation as final. It only bans those who have the name that was placed on a list, giving no specifics as to circumstances not limited to a change of name at any time. That means, gentlebeings, that based on the 268th Amendment, a simple name change is all that one needs to get around the ban. That, too, would also mean a name change through marriage.”

Howlland blinked and said, “You’re joking?”

“No, I have no humor,” reminded Junka. “In this case, there is no specification of who is a Vesgevi, let alone what makes one a Vesgevi, or not a Vesgevi. The Jedi may intervene as to enforce the ban, but the law is clear that in order for them to do so there must be current, modern evidence that shows that this woman is breaking the law in which the Jedi are required to resolve. Marrying out of her maiden name does not fall under the Jedi’s authority.”
There was an unintended joke in there. One of the Senior Membership Senators snickered. He stopped when no one else laughed.

Onidas shook his head and said, “There is a presumption in this,” he stopped as they looked towards them, “that those named on this list would never regain any political power, not on the merits of their cursed names.” He threw up his hands and just said, “I am sorry, but that is the truth.”

“Then it is settled,” said Swar. “Put this nonsense to rest, Chancellor.”

“I protest!” The Senior Membership in unison looked at one of their own: Lott Dod. The Senator of the Trade Federation pointed at Nicconee and said, “If you think you will be allowed to carry on your husband’s fraudulent claim, you have brought hell upon you, Womb-man!”

“There is no need for such lack of civility,” warned Palpatine. “It was not right before, it isn’t right now.”

“What was done to us was not right!” Senator Dod stepped away from his fellows and said, “And you will let this happen to me! You would let in Minority Rule!” He looked back at Palpatine. “Shame on you, Nubian, who claim to be so tolerant and so wise!”
Hgear the Helmet blasted, “She has a right to this Senate, Senator. I see no reason to deny her that right.” He moved his massive body past the others and was close to Dod; the Neimoidian stook a few steps back. “I can see the wisdom of the law clearly now, as it was negotiated by the Jedi: why should we continue to punish the children of any criminals? I am not making light of the newest Sith threat, which I do believe exists, but is there any evidence to suggest any modern day Vesgevi is in league with them? What would be the point? The first place I would look if I was to hunt down the Sith would be the conspirators of the past.”

“Thank you for making my point for me, Senator,” said Howlland in sarcasm.

“I’m not,” stressed Hgear. “I merely pointing out the fact we cannot label any descendents of those who had conspired with the Sith in the past as guilty here in the present. Where does this end? How many Vesgevi women, for example, have married themselves out of their family name? Do we do heritage checks? Do we create family trees and if we find someone is a descendent of these conspirators we throw them out of office? What is the line that is drawn to determine that, an eighth blood descendent, quarter blood? Third? One-sixty-fourth? For all we know, Senator Howlland, you can be related to her!”
“HA!” laughed Nicconee, a form of laughter that made her appreciate how delicious the argument was. “I can see this log jamming the Republic for years.”

“Try only the next five,” said Howlland. “Your term only lasts that long.”

Nicconee teased, “I only need five years to set this Senate back a thousand. With Minority Rule, the great bulk of legislation will not get done. It will die in committees.” She looked at Palpatine and said, “Clearly, Chancellor, you should end this now and send everyone on their way. Otherwise, I think its time for new leadership, one that will end this nonsense.”

With audacity, Nicconee pointed, without looking, at Onidas, “And I will nominate him. With my word, my allies will vote him in, and with a few other votes, he’ll get your seat right quick.”

Onidas was struck dumb the moment she pointed at him. Quickly he said to every angry face looking at him, “I am not involved in this bullshit. And with all due respect, Madam Senator, I would withdraw myself from any process.”

Lott Dod said to cut off Nicconee’s response to Grim, “I have had enough of this!” He looked at the Senior Membership and declared, “I will form my own coalition! Good luck trying to get your measures through my financial committee!”

“Senator Dod!” called Palpatine, but the Neimoidian just stormed out of there. A few of the Senior Membership went after him. The rest of the Senior Membership conversed quietly to one another.
“This cannot be!” said Howlland. He said to Nicconee. “This is not over! Dantooine will not sit well with this.”

“Dantooine has no choice,” remarked Nicconee. “Last I checked, Chandiss Prime is not Dantooine’s pretty little bitch it can willfully slap around at her pleasure.”
Howlland gave Onidas a long stare, which Onidas just shot him a bad eye back. Howlland turned and stormed out of there as well. The other Senators still acted as if this was still too much to accept.
Palpatine looked at the others and just said simply, “Senator Hgear is correct as Senator Coaxial is correct. The law is what it is, and logically suppose some of us are descendents of such past wrong.” He looked at everyone in the room and said, “Consider the possibility of expanding Senator Coaxial’s Sith Hunt into other, and still personal, areas of the body politic.”
“I am not afraid of such search,” said Senator Organna.

“Neither am I,” offered Whoop Heramadale. He looked at Nicconee, however, with disapproving compound eyes. “But I do hope you fail terribly, Senator Coaxial. Your Game play skills are remarkable, but already you have overstayed your welcome.”
“Well, if this is business,” began Palpatine, and he looked at the others and could see no one was really in the mood to want to discuss the matter any longer. In fact, the rest of the Senior Membership was leaving. He said to Nicconee, “Welcome to the Senate, Madam Coaxial, and I am sorry for your loss. But know whatever power you may think you have presume not that I have less.”

That got everyone to stop from leaving. Nicconee smiled just a little and stood up from her chair. She said, “Given that you are still the Rapier Clan ‘droid polisher’,” and she sneered at him after insulting him, “I will take your threat very seriously and consider it in my investigation into the Sith.” She just turned and gave Onidas a wink before she departed; both look and wink lasted longer than necessary; a rather flirtatious move. Onidas only gave her the necessary attention.
Collective only Chancellor Palpatine, Attorney General Guysis Picolalie, and Senators Organa and Grim were all that remained in the office, watching the departure of the newest political problem. The gentlemen looked at one another, and then Picolalie said to Onidas in accusation, “Did you know of this?”
Onidas glared at him with the same look he gave Howlland that suggested he was prepared to deck him. He said, “I’m not under oath in a courtroom, sir, so turn your volume down. The answer is no, I didn’t.” Something did occur him after that tone had raised question in his mind – that, and her flirtatious look. “But I’ve met her before.”
Palpatine craned his head and, in curiosity, he asked, “Personally? When?”

Turning to the Chancellor, Onidas explained, “After you had become Chancellor and had assigned Bly his committee. By that week’s end Bly was throwing a shockball party. He had asked me to join his committee. I refused; we got in a bit of an argument over it. As I was leaving….” He turned his attention back towards the exit. “I bumped into her on the way out.”

“And that’s it?” said Picolalie in disappointment.

“They had a liberally open relationship,” offered Onidas. “Bly had gone through a bad divorce so he wasn’t looking for a commitment. According to him, she obliged; I don’t agree with it, but he was telling the truth on his behalf I felt. I only heard him refer to her as Nicky.”
“And that’s it?” repeated Picolalie.

Getting a bit more ticked off, Onidas said, “She was blonde, maybe from money, and from Dantooine. Beyond that, Attorney General, I didn’t have the faintest clue she was a Vesgevi. Besides that, Dantooine may be an agricultural realm, but it does have a significant wealth block in its population. I’m willing to bet she wasn’t the only blonde on the planet.”

“Guysis, please stop,” insisted Bail Organa. He could see why Picolalie was so upset, and what the natural response both personally and politically was. “You are fighting on the behalf of victims that just do not exist. Senator Grim was unaware of any of this, and frankly you have no evidence to suggest she had something to do with her husband’s death.”
“I was not making that accusation,” shot Picolalie.

“Please,” admonished Bail. It was clear that was what Picolalie was implying, he was looking for conspirators in one form or another. Since Coaxial was killed on Godric, and since his widow placed Onidas Grim on her pedestal of worship in the Chancellor’s office, the accusation was there, unspoken yet loud. 
“Yes, quite,” said Palpatine, looking at the man he had appointed to the Attorney General’s chair. “It would appear your investigation into Senator Coaxial’s assassination is starting right here in my office, Guysis.”

Picolalie paled a bit. He said, “I’m not implicating you in anything, Chancellor.”

“Quite since I had nothing to do with the assassination!”

“I meant to say…” Picolalie cleared his throat and adjusted his collar. “I meant to say all of this is just so suspicious! The return of the Sith. A descendant of the Sith conspirators marrying a Senator just days before he is assassinated.” He neglected to mention Onidas in that same vein this time. “My investigation has to begin somewhere, Dace.” To that, Onidas said nothing; he should have about the Bothans, but for his own reasons he kept the fact for himself.

“True,” said Palpatine with a nod. It was an easy Game move to level such a conspiracy upon Madam Coaxial; again the accusation was not true, but if it got the right results for all then the truth did not matter. “But you can’t treat this politically, Guysis. You can’t use the investigation as a means to drive her out of her office, it would be bad form.”
“But-.”

“I will not have any of my appointees stoop down to her levels of perversion,” instructed Palpatine harshly. “As it stands, Senator Grim’s story actually backs her.” He held up his hand to Onidas. “I’m not saying you’re lying for her, or a party to this mess. What I am saying is that, based on the facts, ‘Nicky’ Coaxial met her future husband five years ago, and after a long courtship they finally tied the knot.”

Shrugging his shoulders, Palpatine pointed out, “Honestly, it cannot be anymore innocent, if not morally correct, if anyone else had tried.”
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