CHAPTER 28.0
“What? How many?” For the second day in a row, Supreme Chancellor Palpatine was truly surprised. When he heard it again, his mind went numb because otherwise his Sithian rage would have been unleashed and blown the roof of the Senate House.
Coaxial’s ‘Speech for the Dark Ages’ and the rest of the embarrassing moments that occurred in the Senate and the crash of the markets were just about all the distractions Darth Sidious could handle today. Even while he and the Senior Membership had talked to the so-called Avenging Five, the Senate Chamber mayhem that had subsided when he shut the power down had flared up again with an apparent brawl between rival associates of elected officials. The small skirmishes then grew, and suddenly Senators were actually involved in the melee that got so bad the Republic Guard called for Jedi assistance, and that was after the fighting had lasted for nearly six hours! Forty Senators were in jail; over one hundred and eighty were wanted for questioning; thankfully no serious injuries and no one dead!
Ironically, this was why Sidious wanted to rig the elections, to be able to control every aspect of the Senate. He almost wanted to laugh about it because just the thought of it was utterly ludicrous. He never, ever considered the reason for such control was to prevent supposedly grown men, women, bi-genders and non-genders from clubbing each other with chairs, data pads, and in one instance, Sullustans: in the latter such things unfortunately could not be avoided when Wookiees took their life debts very seriously. The media was calling the too-ridiculous-but true event the ‘Senate Riots’ and they were making sure Palpatine got all the blame for them!
Palpatine issued a Continuum of Session in order to give Coaxial what he demanded, but also to cool the heads of Senators now trapped on Coruscant until Coaxial was finished and get the Senate repaired; the time was also needed for him to go over the arrest reports and determine whether to grant Writs of Legal Release to those Senators still held in jails or still being sought. He also needed the time to think how best to use this to his advantage, and perhaps how to shut down the Avenging Five. 
There were some curious things about them: for starters, and unbeknownst to the Supreme Chancellor of the Republic, a lot of information on the Naboo Reconstruction Committee members was gone: not just set aside, not just missing, gone! Such a vanishing act required Naressa’s slicer program or Sidious’ Sherwood, but with some checking none of those had been used to make those files disappear. Regular agents of Palpatine’s were supplemented by Sithian resources and they had scoured records from Coruscant all the way to their home worlds through Obroa-skai the capital of all information: there was not even a blank file with their names on it! Curious, for Sith records on them lifted independently were filling and accurate to their illegal activities, but those files were useless for everyday, bureaucratic use and couldn’t be passed as such in their current form. Sidious thought to have the Sith Order make Republic versions of those files until he considered why such a disappearing act occurred. He thought it to be a trap, a ruse of some kind; if he replaced the files with ones of his own to blackmail the Avenging Five, the removers of the files could make an appearance, proclaim they had the files all this time, and begin to track down who replaced the taken files in the first place. Sidious doubted Coaxial had someone take those files, or anyone in his little group of misfits.; they were all virtually done in the polls; their little stunt gave them new life but it wouldn’t sustain for very long. He had to be careful how to investigate those missing files.
The other problem he had born from the ‘Speech of the Dark Ages’ was the immediate crash of every market afterwards. Rapier Technologies stock was set to shatter a record on the lone market it was trading on, the Bothan Stock Exchange, until Coaxial’s speech. Half way through that speech, that stock started to plummet; by the end of the speech, the stock was trading below its initial public offering price. The markets adjusted badly for they betted heavy on this, the end of the Rapier comeback, and then when the news reached Coruscant that Juna had sold it all to her worthless cousin, the twenty-five percent crash in a half hour in all the markets combined froze all the treasuries in the Republic, save for Ord Mantell, and borrowers were caught flat footed and made broke. Canus Rapier Biggio the Fifth had to sell Rapier Technologies in order to have money in his life; the Nubian company was sold three more times after that after members of the Rapier Clan Dynasty had joined forces with other investors to buy the company, siding with off-planet, competitive interests.
In the end the markets made up some ground but billions were lost in the banks and in Rapier Technologies, which was now owned by three entities evenly, and only one of them was of Rapier blood. Queen Amidala had to suspend the protectionist laws of Naboo in order to recognize the new off-world ownership; she could ill afford to lose the tax revenue of such a large company that, even in its dark times, it was large enough to sustain the world’s public budgets. But Juna’s sale of the company marked the end of Rapier Technologies’ profitability, and it clearly painted a picture to Palpatine that she had became very serious about fighting the Sith. Whether she knew Coaxial was going to give his speech or not was unknown, but for the moment it did not matter. Juna loved that company as much as she had loved her ‘father’; selling it was selling his memory, letting go of what kept her tied down; truly, she was serious about going to war with him if he had not believed it before.
As it was midday, the news from Ord Mantell changed everything again. He asked for the third time because the first two times did not register. Palpatine was not alone; his assistance and Mas Amedda was helping him with the paperwork when the Prime Minister of Ord Mantell, Flask Vannon, called to tell him what had happened six hours ago. Everyone was speechless except Palpatine.

“How many?” asked Palpatine.

“Over twenty-five hundred souls, Chancellor,” said the usually bombastic Vannon, whose pale complexion and humbled appearance did not look that good in the life size holograph. The man had seen his fair share of battles over the years, Palpatine knew, but this time the man was just not shaken to the core, he was shattered. “Various species, various ages…causes unknown. No bomb, no massive destruction weapon was used. There is….numerous, unconfirmed reports about terrorists seen fleeing, about Mandalores and Hutts….Dace, the body count keeps rising because I don’t have enough people here to explore the casino and count all the bodies. This…no one is injured, there’s no one to tell us anything, the people here are either all alive or all dead, there’s no in between.”
“Calm down, Flask,” said Palpatine soothingly; as much as Sidious enjoyed such chaos because it fueled him through the Dark Side, it was still chaos he did not control. He had to be the leader, the man everyone had to look to help them. He had to play his part. “I need you to calm down so we can get to the bottom of this. Let’s start with what we do know: it’s been, what, six hours, has anyone claimed responsibility? Known terrorists organizations or organized crime?”
“Hundreds have,” said Vannon dispiritedly. “You know as well as I the Fringe deals with us a lot, and so do the Hutts and the rest of them. We’re still trying to sort through the crap that’s coming in, Dace, there’s too many of those loonies calling in and put their name on this.”

“And you said you don’t know how the people died?” asked Palpatine. “Isn’t there something there?”

Shoulders falling, Vannon said, “We’ve tested for everything: poisons, dioxins, radiation: there’s nothing. I want to say they all died of a heart attack because none of them have injuries that caused death that we can see. That’s just it, Dace, there’s no cause of death! They’re just dead!”

“Okay, okay, relax,” said Palpatine. Vannon had it he was useless; nothing Palpatine could say or do could rehabilitate the man. Vannon was not in the Sith’s plans either, so it wasn’t exactly a loss. The situation, on the other hand, was putting Palpatine in a precarious spot too soon in his Grand Master Plan. “Flask, I’m getting a Jedi contingent to you and I’ll ask your Corellian cousins to lend you some support. I will call for an emergency session of the Senate” he bit back ‘what remains of it’ “and get Republic aide and support to you as soon as possible. To satisfy any doubters abroad, I’ll ask Bilbringi, Anobis, Kuat and especially Alderaan to send a contingent party to you to placate them. From there, with luck, we’ll help you and your people get through this and we’ll find out who did this and get them.”

“Thank you, Dace, that means a lot,” said Vannon.

“I will have Mas Amedda contact you in an hour with more details. Please provide us with more information after that hour.” The two men nodded and the transmission ended. Palpatine said to the others, “Leave us.”

Once the others had left and it was just he and Amedda, Palpatine swore, “Smeck, I don’t need this on top of everything else!”

Amedda said, “Who do you think done it, Chancellor? Do you know?”

Palpatine could tell his Senate henchman was very worried; when things like this happened it was because the Sith caused it; seeing that his leader reacted as if he did not authorize it gave Amedda to doubt the power of the Dark Side. Palpatine had thought to remind Amedda of such an error, but at this point he would pop Amedda’s head right off.
“Hidu Bog’s doing if I understand it,” said Palpatine. “By proxy that is: don’t ask me the details, only know this is Bog’s fault!” He strolled around his desk and grimaced. “Damn Bog, he never listens.”

“He is already under suspicion for helping Juna Rapier: can we not use that on this in some way?” questioned Amedda.
“Absolutely not!” Palpatine caught himself for another reason; he did not want anyone to know Juna was his daughter. Nessie’s warning about Juna’s death resulting in him being exposed had just suddenly screamed back into the forefront of his mind. It was so suddenly it just got itself tangled with what Coaxial was up to. It would be bad enough politically for him now if he had an apparent child out of wedlock, but a child with a Coaxial-inspired Sith connection? He would lose the Supreme Chancellorship with no chance of ever getting it back even if Coaxial could not prove is claims. And if by some miracle Coaxial could prove his lie and have him involved in it, it spelled the end for the Sith as well. 

Palpatine cooled down, sorted out his thoughts and fears, and reminded Amedda, who should had known better, “I will not aide Bly Coaxial in his dirt quest. That man is being coached to do this, probably blackmailed into doing it; he’s trying to spin some votes for himself, he could care less about the others anyways.”

Once he got the rant out of the way, Palpatine still wished he was still a citizen and not a politician. He missed those days where he could walk so freely around and killed those who crossed the Sith. There was a few times, before he ran for the Senate again, just sending Darth Maul was not enough and Sidious took care of the problem. He was patient with Tyranus, but there were a few hiccups here and there that could have required the Sith Master’s ‘touch’. But he was stuck in the position of having to deal with every problem and issue by using what was giving to him; a weak position to be in for the moment, so long as something not in his control did not surprise him as these two recent issues had.
Palpatine continued, “If there is a speck of silver in this brand new dark cloud it should trump Coaxial’s Sith hunt in the headlines for a week.”
“Enough to get the recess called for?” good-questioned Amedda.

After some consideration, the secret Sith said, “No. This actually makes Coaxial look like an oracle now. If the Senate had recessed, no one would have come back here to deal with Ord Mantell, even if I called an emergency session. Sure, we could get a quorum, but that’s not the point now. The point is this: Coaxial forced the Senate to stay and work through the election cycle. The sniveling bastard will use that and Ord Mantell to his advantage if we do not get out in front of this.”
“He’s couldn’t possible do that, not this soon!” said Amedda.

“He will,” promised Palpatine. “He has nothing to lose but his Senate seat, or worse. Go; get the information out to our agents in the press. Get the lead on this right now.”

When Amedda had left, Palpatine turned on his private, secured holographic transceiver, activated the security screens and called for his Sithian robe. In less than a minute, the Lord Darth Sidious was in the room. Fifteen seconds later, the image of Viceroy Nute Gunray appeared before him. It was time for Sidious to remind his subordinates who ran things still.
“Yes my Lord,” Gunray said, bowing in fear on every word.
“Viceroy, our Hidu Bog situation has gotten out of control,” said Sidious viciously, coldly, and correctly. “I would like to know what you have been doing about it since you were told last time to take care of it.”

“Bog’s position has weakened sharply with his name mentioned by Senator Coaxial’s speech,” flubbed Gunray brilliantly.

“And yet Bog’s toy has now murdered twenty-five hundred idiots on Ord Mantell six hours ago!” Sidious worked his mouth over as Gunray shrieked and shrank in the holo. “Your failure to control Bog has lead to that unauthorized operation, Gunray!”
“I cannot help it!” cried Gunray. “My position has been shaken as well. I lost leverage with the Directorate.”

“I own the Directorate,” hissed Sidious. “Explain to them that I will be contacting them very soon, with instructions that they will remove Hidu Bog from his position.”

“B-B-But my L-Lord, their positions have been shaken as well.”

Unfortunately, Sidious had already figured that. That was the power of one fool’s speech: all the right accusations were made, all the right words were spoken, and all was rightfully affected. The freedom of speech was a destructive weapon; when he assumed control of the Republic, Sidious knew he would have to limit it, or eliminate free speech, altogether. He just said to his subordinate, “One way or the other, Viceroy Gunray: remove Bog, or I’ll remove you!”
“Y-Yes, Yes my Lord,” shuttered Gunray. Sidious shut down that transmission and queued another, understanding the risk of directly threatening one of his most valuable cards at this point. Gunray was gutless, though: he did not have the balls to defy him. He had to, though, accept the possibility that Gunray would be replaced, and if so plans had to be changed. Just another reason to kill Coaxial; every little thing he had done was making the Sith Master rethink large parts of his plan that took decades to pull off.
His next ‘appointment’ was to his best Sith’s Hand, Noss Phetter. The man was already on both his knees, head down in servitude when his image appeared before Sidious. “By your command, my Lord.”

“My Hand,” said Sidious, “have you found the time to hear the words of Senator Bly Coaxial yesterday.” It was not a question.

“I have my Lord,” said Phetter, still not looking up.
“And what do you think, my Hand,” said Sidious, “I should do about your name being mentioned in his speech.” Again, not a question.

As expected, Phetter hesitated to immediately answer; knowing one’s death was coming did that. He said, “You may do what you believe to be necessary, my Lord. This does not happen if I kill both the Bothan and the injured Garn. It was my error to have used my name. It is unfortunate.”

“Very unfortunate,” mused Sidious. “I could not have asked for a better outcome.” Phetter nearly raised his head but stopped, remembering his place. “It is not your failure until it becomes so, my Hand. As it stands, Coaxial’s words have very little merit towards me. I aim to maintain that status quo. I feel you are up to the task.”
“Yes, my Lord,” said Phetter humbly. “I do as you command.”

“I think you should pay our friends on Kessel a visit,” said Sidious dubiously. “I have a good feeling your injured Garn is hiding out there. Coaxial’s information must be from the Bothan from that Garn. See to it the Garn does not retell his tale.”
“And the pursuit of the mysterious Fauna Scarlet?” Phetter dared to ask.

Certainly, Juna’s operation against him was still a priority to defeat even with Coaxial breathing down her neck. “Maintain the trap for another two weeks,” ordered Sidious. “I trust you can also handle her as well as the Garn.”

“Yes, my Lord,” said Phetter. “I will not fail you.”

“Pray you do not, my Hand,” said Sidious and he ended the transmission by queuing another. He still had time to address one more individual. It was not long before Count Dooku appeared. “Lord Tyranus.”

“My Master,” said Darth Tyranus. “The removals of Sherwood are nearly completed.”

“Excellent,” said Sidious with no cheer in his voice. So damn close to ensuring his chosen fools would win their seats….“You saw Coaxial’s rant.”

“Indeed,” said Tyranus with a nod and a frown. “That Bothan Phetter let live must of given Coaxial the information that Garn had.”

“Yes, but why did Coaxial immediately assume Juna Rapier Angelleia?” That time Sidious was asking a fundamental question. At the same time, he was wondering why Tyranus was lying to him; a feeling Sidious had, over Tyranus and the Bothan. He ignored it for now. “Was it surely just because of happenstance?”
Tyranus thought for a moment and said, “I was there years ago in the Jedi Order when he made outrageous accusations against her: he did so without evidence, but he fooled his electorate with it.” Taking note in Sidious’ silent interest he continued with his political scouting report. “Chandiss Prime has always been a ‘what-have-you-done-lately’ world moved by popularism that decries the very capitalism it hopes and prays to live on. A new face has to give the same, tired perspective every fifteen years or so to keep the status quo alive. Coaxial should lose this election, unless he shows that he had been right about his and his people’s rhetoric all along. It is all about reaffirmation with them.”
“So, the Bothan chose Coaxial wisely for his gains,” said Sidious in understanding. “Be it of his own free will or not, Coaxial does not do this without real evidence.”

“You believe he is being blackmailed to do it?” questioned Tyranus.

“It has been done before, many times. What is imperative here is that in order to be convincing, he has to believe the evidence is real, and that he does have it.” Sidious folded his hands inside his sleeves as the thoughts just rolled off his mind. “That is, the Bothan chose Coaxial’s most targeted enemy before presenting the evidence as such.”

Tyranus nodded and said, “The Bothan had targeted Lady Angelleia all along.”

“Long before Breslin,” said Sidious. 
Tyranus said, “Very curious: I know the Bothans love her as one of their own, even after the stock market crash yesterday because of Coaxial’s speech.” He peered at his Master and asked, “Do you want me to go to Bothawui?”
That had been the first choice in Bothans matters for the past four years, especially when it had to do with finding out about Si’ing. Sidious had a much better, and much riskier, idea. “No, my friend, I want you to come here and go see some of your old friends at the Jedi Temple. I have this strange feeling that they know who are Bothan is.”
Tyranus’ looked very apprehensive to the idea, but he said, “Of course, my Master.”
“And I would like you to pay a visit to one of the members of Senator Coaxial’s committee,” said Sidious. “You do know one of them, do you?”

“Vaguely,” admitted Tyranus. “It will be done.”

“Excellent,” said Sidious, and he ended the transmission right there. 
As he removed his robe and put it away and slowly deactivated the security measures, the return of Dace Palpatine brought back a few unanswered the questions. Perhaps by sending Count Dooku back to the Jedi Temple he will get the old fool to loosen his tongue about that Bothan; there just seemed to be an undercurrent there, linking both Sith Lord and mystery male. Whenever he got this way, when it really bothered him, the Evil One paid attention to it and sought immediate answers. Tyranus, perhaps, had to be watched much closely. Perhaps there was nothing to it.

And as to other matters, the Sith Master did not send the Sith Order to hunt down the Wettlespear because very shortly the Jedi Order was going to do it for him. It made no sense to have Sith agents dodge the Jedi Order, or have them meet over the Wettlespear, not at this time. Plus Hidu Bog had someone looking for it as well, and that individual may already have Jedi help with him. There was going to be a bit too much attention paid over the Wettlespear now.
As Palpatine, he decided he had one more thing to do. Sitting in his chair, he turned on the holographic system and tuned in to the Grim Show. Floating in the air, in his office, Senator Grim was talking to his audience. To Palpatine’s advantage, the arrogant man was covering a topic of shared interest:

“....questions over and over, so I’ve got to address it again,” said Onidas Grim, showing his uncanny ease. “I really do not know what Bly was thinking, and worse I haven’t been able to reach him for the last few days. He’s shut himself in with the rest of his old in-crowd and so far as I can tell he’s not going to leave them. Is it an act of desperation? Personally, I believe he was going to quit as soon as the Senate recessed. He didn’t have that fight in him anymore, and quite frankly, strangely, I know he still doesn’t. This will not help him, or the others on the committee, so whatever happens don’t buy into the polls; something like this is not going to last unless the accused participates in the process.
“As for the accused, I would hope you folks out there, on Godric and abroad, you don’t jump on the Sith-chasing luxury liner; as you may remember, or perhaps not, a Sith Lord indeed was involved with the Trade Federation’s invasion of Naboo. Those are facts known in evidence, but that evidence is known. This is new information that I can assure you myself and everyone else in the Senate was unaware of. Nute Gunray, Viceroy of the Trade Federation, his crimes are well known and thus we have some right to find him guilty for what he did. The others that have been accused, Hidu Bog and Juna Rapier Angelleia, have not had any opportunity to respond these accusations. I ask and implore you all not to judge these people, for in the past millions, and let me repeat that strongly millions, of innocent people were persecuted for just being called Sith without the benefit of a trial. I am not suggesting that is what is going to happen, but even in civility we can go over the top and metaphorically kill the reputations and livelihoods of innocent beings caught in some political egomaniac’s bid for power. I’m sorry, Senator Coaxial, but I don’t know what else you call what you are doing until you show us the evidence.
“And finally, Bly Coaxial is not solely to blame for this. Supreme Chancellor Palpatine had given him the live feed of the Senate to make his speech. Unlike what I just said about Bog and Lady Angelleia, I find that to be extremely too coincidental. This may look bad for Chancellor Palpatine, given the speech and the Senate Riot afterwards, but in the end it won’t be. It amazes me how a committee, pretty much dead politically, rises from the grave just in time, right before an election recess, to give a speech designed to keep everyone working in the Senate. On top of that, Chancellor Palpatine gives this man the means to do it. So yes, I’m saying the Supreme Chancellor knew what the speech was. Until proven otherwise I will not apologize for accusing this man, who had a past with the Rapier Clan of Naboo until a falling out between them, of using Bly Coaxial to stick it to Lady Angelleia and at the same time rig elections.

“Yes, I said rig elections. There are several hundred Senators that needed this recess to sure up their positions. The Supreme Chancellor of the Republic has power so long as the Senate gives it to him; free and fair elections by you ensure you put the right people in power to keep Chancellor Palpatine in line. I have said in the past that to know who you are voting for, look at their record, and incumbents should be doing their job. There were laws and measures that could not be addressed until after the election because of the potential of turnover and how it affects the committees. So there is no need to stay here.
“Chancellor Palpatine, as I said, only has power when the Senate gives it to him. Therefore, as politicians like him always do, they stack the card deck in their favor in order to retain the power they have and gain power in the long run. Some folks he doesn’t like, including myself, he would like to see lose because they don’t agree with him. There are several candidates running in key worlds of the Republic Chancellor Palpatine would like to have in the Senate, but if they lose the election this year the Chancellor will not get the Senate he wants. In six years, unless we have a vote otherwise, Chancellor Palpatine must step down due to term limits on his position. This election is so important for what he wants to accomplish because with the Senate he has right now, he can’t do it. This is his last chance to assure his changes and gains more political clout the likes we haven’t seen in ages. This is just a ploy to sure up his position. If it isn’t, he has no problem shutting down Bly’s committee because, after all, he was given that power four years ago to do so. If this isn’t a stunt to consolidate your power, Chancellor, then go and do the right thing I have begged you to do a week ago….”
Palpatine shut the transmission off and fumed. He wanted to do more than that, but for now all he could do was be patient and take the abuse his foe Grim and his pal Coaxial threw at him. There was going to be hell for them to both pay. He could wait to deliver it.
