CHAPTER 24.0
Never did Senator Coaxial look and feel so nervous; he had never done so before. He never was that day he intentionally started a riot in order to elevate his standing amongst his peers. He never was when he spoke at a forum that gained his candidacy. He never was when he gave his acceptance speech. He never was when he spoke to the rest of the Senate, before the live feed. On this day, at least it would be noted in the private book he kept in his heart, Bly Coaxial had never felt this helpless; so helpless he had wished he had never been born.
The other Senators of the Special Republic Senate Committee on Naboo Reconstruction Oversight did not look so healthy either; they looked worse than their polling numbers. At eleven fifty-eight, one by one from follow to lead, the four subordinates entered their chamber to no audience except for their staff and a Senate holovid droid floating in the middle of the aisle with it’s over-the-channel broadcast light coming on; a suddenly frighteningly glow of evil that dared them to look and to accept the consequences regardless if they did or not. It was the tradition, all part of a ceremony, of how committees like this began, and yet they entered the chamber as if condemned prisoners about to face a firing squad of marksmen trained only to fire upon their beating cold crooked hearts.
Coaxial took an extra heart beat to move; convincing himself for exactly the two thousandth time what he was about to do was nothing new. In his hands, his clammy hands, was his notes on the speech Coy Madex of Si’ing had given him, of words he had to speak, of sentences he had to say, and familiar words he had long spoken before when it was merely a political ploy. Accusation was an art form, a matter of subjectivity to the senses of the beholder, the subject matter one would hope sways someone, anyone, to listen and believe. Abstracts of the naturally foul and the absurdities of society always trumped the appeal to and of decency and the appetite of and for logic. In this Game, in this politic, accusation was given, accusation was taken, accusation was applied and accusation was deflected: in the end, as long as the accusation could not be proven, only the power and the feelings of the accused were injured to severely scarred. It was therefore best to live in the universe of the vague; one won elections, not the argument over the accusation, that way.

A committee full of people who openly and knowingly despised the likes of Lady Angelleia, who openly and knowingly made false accusations about her in the past, who openly and knowingly accepted fame and credits and votes, now openly and knowingly found themselves becoming the very executioners of her existence; the very positions they wanted to be in, campaigned on, promised on, and lived on for various years and multiple terms; the very thing that made them look and act and feel so happy about doing.

They were not happy at all. None of them were happy. Not one of them wanted to be here. For the very first time in their political lives they hated the politician they had all become. It was debatable whether it was because of Coy Madex’s information they had been right about Juna Rapier all along, or because Coy Madex was making them do this. It was nice to accuse someone; it was entirely different to them to accuse someone with real facts to back it up. Real, decent people may have wanted capital punishment, but none of them had the guts to administer it. What Coy Madex had done was forced those who favored the demise of Juna Rapier Angelleia to administer the justice they so favored, so wanted, so lusted for after all these long years. The Bothan’s hand held a metaphoric blaster to all their very real heads, pushing that barrel against their respective temples, each emphasis demanding them to flip the kill switch.
“Kill the giant,” whispered Bly Coaxial. He ended a firebrand speech once that way, shouting it, nearly causing a riot that time. “Kill the giant.” A measure of his courage came back just as the clock in the chamber struck twelve on the nose. He was swift and quick and determined to get to his chair. He was in it and began parliamentary procedure:
“The Special Republic Senate Committee on Naboo Reconstruction Oversight is now in session. At this time the Chairmen will hear motions to suspend the reading of the previous meetings minutes. Motion? Motion? Two motions, raise of hands? So ordered, there will be no reading of the previous minutes. The Chairman of the committee will be giving a speech to the Senate, if there are no objections? So ordered, the Chairman of the committee will give his speech to the Senate.

“Ladies and Gentlebeings, honorable Senators and Representatives, and Supreme Chancellor Dace Palpatine of the Galactic Republic, for four very long and difficult years, this committee has labored and struggled to live up to it’s responsibilities as given to us by the Republic to ensure the monies and the laws were followed and obeyed in the reconstruction of the planet Naboo in the wake of the Trade Federation’s invasion of the innocent world and the subsequent that followed. 
“For many members in the Senate, as well as these fine beings sitting on this committee, and for the native son who know resides in the Central Chair of the Republic, a specific fear arose that our institution’s charity could once again be exploited by enriched leeches and diabolical profiteers seeking a desperate source of profitability. The gold-lined coffers of the rich and upper class of the Republic has time and time again manipulated the system of democracy to their benefit, and always do so at someone’s most desperate times. This time, however, the desperation could not have been more serious, and this time never had any of the five members of this committee have seen such a diabolical, ruthless, cold blooded, evil betrayal in our collective memories.
“In the aftermath of Naboo’s liberation, Queen Amidala again begged us to save her planet. The Senate could not, because the cowards of the arena of debate had long ago establish a ‘who’s next’ system that merits massive undertakings that rotates on a clicking spindle that moves one click at a time and on every click is the system or organization who gets the job. How ironic it was to discover that this ‘who’s next’ system was going to provide a beaten Trade Federation another chance to hurt Naboo, only instead of hurting them physically, mentally, and emotionally through the threat and caring out of violence, it was going to be by killing Nubian pride. The invaders who had broken, battered, and ruined Naboo were about to be paid by us, and more importantly they were going to be paid by Nubian taxpayers, to fix it. Insult to injury is not an appropriate phrase for it. It was like asking the one who stabbed you in the back how much it would cost to have them remove the vibroblade.
“Left with no alternative, since this body even under its new Chancellor lacked any fortitude to correct this travesty, Queen Amidala decided that the prudent and just act was to look within, and there she found an ally powerful enough to do what needed to be done. The former Queen of Naboo, the Lady Juna Rapier Angelleia, is the owner and chief executive officer of Rapier Technologies, Incorporated, who specializes basically in making the impossible happen. There was no need for an explanation in many minds since it was that very incorporation that had modernized Naboo and every system in the Royal Nubian States beforehand. There could be no better choice given the lack of choice beyond Queen Amidala’s sphere of control.

But in the past, every Rapier owner had achieved their success in business and in this very institution through a wide variety of abuses that were well documented; these abuses were also ignored. The same representatives that had time and again that did complain about such arrogance and vileness had absolutely done nothing, made absolutely no real effort to correct this. This changed somewhat fifteen years ago when the entire electorate of the Republic saw the fallacy of such decadence and swept the inept out of office. Today, in some ways, we still enjoy from that change. Hence, through that change, a very good reason why this committee was formed, was to ensure Rapier Technologies and its owner did not abuse the good will of the Republic and the good fortune of the Nubian people.
“Since the beginning, this committee has been ever vigilant has it been us that maintained a conscionable presence on Rapier Technologies. We subpoenaed records, questioned witnesses, and grilled participants in the process, and we were never satisfied with the answers we had gotten. We were certain entities and employees were lying to us; that Lady Angelleia’s intentions were not even close to remotely honorable. After a while, it became clear to us that a formal investigation was not the answer, and because of that the committee’s power was not enough to stretch beyond the shroud Lady Angelleia had purposely produced over the entire process. Instead of just throwing our hands up as many have done in the past, we approached the problem differently. This time we had to question why this was so, and thus we went our separate ways as a means to lift the foot off the throat of the entire matter, just to see if we were wrong.

“We are here today to say we were not wrong. 
“In fact, we were very wrong.

 “Through new evidence uncovered very recently, it surpasses our worse fears imaginable. As it turns out, to our utter dismay and I hope it does to you all, that Lady Angelleia had in fact been in league with Viceroy Nute Gunray and Arbiter of Inventories Hidu Bog and together orchestrated the entire invasion of Naboo in order for her and Rapier Technologies to generate both profit and public support for future endeavors. Furthermore, through sealed evidence collected in the past by the Senate, we believe she was also involved in the training of the Sith Lord known to us as Darth Maul, who was in league with the Trade Federation, who attempted to assassinate Queen Amidala and her Royal Court more than once, and was responsible for the death of Jedi Master Qui-Gon Jinn.
“It has also come to light through multiple witness statements that Lady Angelleia had also through the use of her subordinates orchestrated the kidnapping of her very own employees three weeks ago, and then pretended to save said employees from the clutches of so-called terrorists who had been hired by Lady Angelleia in order to cover up the conspiracy. The rebuilding of Naboo and the rescue of the hostages are, in this committee’s opinion, a ploy to paint Lady Angelleia in a favorable light, not just to gain the favorable opinion and respect of her peers and the people she and her family has fooled for many centuries, but also to gain a financial windfall with the sale of Rapier Technologies, Incorporated stock options that had begun at midnight Coruscant Standard Time.

“This manifestation of evil is not a coincidence in this committee’s joint opinion. Through the same evidence we have just stated, we know as a fact that Lady Angelleia is a proficient user of the mystical energy known as the Force, and that she had used such a power to manipulate every situation to her advantage. To this day, we know the Jedi Order has been aware of her past activities, but to this day we do not know why they had not responded accordingly to what clearly is a very dangerous threat to the Republic. This individual has been allowed to learn, practice, hone, and use the Force without any form of permission and oversight. For a long time the Jedi Order has known about this, and for a long time the Jedi Order has done nothing, thus giving Lady Angelleia the irony of freedom: to allow her to practice her dark side craft upon the unsuspecting populace of her very own home world, and on her very own people.
“With this laid to bare, I call upon the Senate to not recess, for to do so would cause this committee to cease function just as our investigation has finally began to reap results. This is a serious matter, we should not be telling the Senate or the Republic at large how desperately serious this matter is. A recess at this time handcuffs this committee, and forces the issue beyond to the following month, if ever.

“This committee recommends that the following actions that must take place. 
“First, the Senate cannot recess until new hearings are completed and new testimony has been taken, and the Senate gives this committee the needed authority to expand its progressing investigation.
“Second, the Senate and the Supreme Chancellor must be on hand, at all times, to be prepared to enact new policy and new law in order to facilitate the success of the investigation done by this committee. They must also reopen closed committees so they may also investigate any related matters as it pertains to the Jedi Order, the Trade Federation, the planetary system Neimoidia, the planetary system Naboo, Rapier Technologies, Incorporated, and Lady Juna Rapier Angelleia.

“Third, the Senate must revoke the privileges of Senator Lott Dod of the Trade Federation until this committee’s investigation can fully rule him out as taking part in the plot to invade Naboo. His close association to Viceroy Nute Gunray, Arbiter of Inventories Hidu Bog, and to the late Bendian Rapier must be examined and investigated further. All those who have had past associations with the above mentioned must also be investigated and cleared of any wrong doing. This process, at the recommendation of this committee further, should be carried out with expanded powers.
“Forth, the Senate must vote on several measures to ensure the unlikelihood of Lady Angelleia’s escape from justice. We propose the freezing and seizure of all assets so they may be deeply investigated by the Senate on every level. We also propose the detainment of Lady Angelleia in order to compel her to testify. We also recommend that the Jedi Order is not the ones who provide the detainment, for it appears they are unable, or unwilling, to apprehend a known abuser of the very energy they themselves use to protect Republic citizens. The committee recommends that the Supreme Chancellor and the Senate authorize a special group of individuals, hand selected and cleared by this committee alone, to be authorized as authority to apprehend those responsible for this conspiracy and be held here on Coruscant until they have testified and have been either cleared, or proven to be guilty.
Fifth, the Senate must vote on a measure that gives this committee the authority to hold trials in accordance with Republic law. Each member of this committee are to be given tribunal powers, hence the ability to question, call witnesses, author and offer writs of justice. This will facilitate an expedient justice, one known to work due to this committee’s belief the Supreme Justice of the Republic is just as compromised as any other institution to be found on Coruscant.

“This committee implores the Senate to act with all haste on our recommendations. The people of the Republic will not stand for any delays of justice for the sake of the privileged and the appointed. The people of the Republic must not let their representatives pass this off as another trivial matter of disregard, and so I encouraged them, I implore them, to make that message clear in the coming elections. For the sake of all of us, and of our children, I beg the populace to take this matter as seriously as possible so your elected representatives will take this matter as seriously as possible.

Our recommendations will be transmitted to the Surpeme Chancellor, along with out committee minutes. At this time, we stand adjourned waiting for the Senate’s response.”

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

CHAPTER 24.1

It was twelve zero seven: the Senate’s response was anarchy.
“ORDER!” bellowed Mas Amedda, and this time the Vice Chair of the Senate had to use the comm system he had never had to use before to get his voice to carry. It was a literal den of civilized panic; thousands of voices carrying on, shouting, demanding, making motions, denying motions, towards the Chancellor, towards each other. Somebody – but too late – wisely shut off the live feed to avoid the embarrassment of seeing elected officials crashing their repulsorlift booths against one another in an attempt to get recognition and force a vote of recess or Force only knew what else! Civilized panic was now becoming uncivilized discourse.
Mas Amedda cranked the amplifier to five: the citizens outside could clearly hear him demand, “ORDER! THIS CHAMBER WILL HAVE ORDER!” To the central dais’ shock, no one was listening. To their dismay, fists were shaken and objects were beginning to be thrown all about. The tension of several thousand reelection campaigns had just exploded!
In those heart ticking moments, Chancellor Palpatine took them to consider what had happened and to what it meant, particular as it to pertains to the very seat he currently held. He had authorized the live feed for Coaxial’s committee speech; only he had the power to do so; the blame part of the Game was going to unanimously one sided. Yesterday when he had met with Coaxial, Palpatine had not sensed anything from him to suggest this very rash course of action; Coaxial was seriously dumb, unable to provide even a good lie. It bothered the Sith Lord considerably that the Senator of Chandiss Prime was able to spring such an incendiary explosive upon everyone; no one was spared in that short, direct speech including himself. The ultimate damage by the Reconstruction Committee was the call of action by the Senate, which put every incumbent politician that was in their annual fight-for-their-lives on immediate notice that if they recessed now, after Coaxial had named Juna a Sith and behind everything that had happened on Naboo, there was hell to pay for them over the course of the remains of their respected election cycles; and that meant Darth Sidious’ own plans for his ‘Sith Majority’ in the Senate were now in heavy jeopardy!
“Lights out!” ordered the Chancellor. Everyone looked at him in shock, and again he ordered, “Lights out! If they won’t come to order, darken this place! Now!” He snapped at one of his aides. “I want the Senior Leadership in my office in a half hour! I also want Senator Coaxial as well! He brought this chaos to this chamber: he can explain his actions personally!”
As the central dais began to retract from the view of all, Senator Onidas Grim was just getting over his own shock over the hell his good friend had just unleashed. In his good memory and learned history, Grim had never, ever seen a stunt pulled like this by even the most controversial of politicians anywhere. Like Palpatine, Grim looked around him and saw flames instead of politicians in the anchored booths dancing angrily as part of the aftermath of a detonated nuclear device known as the Coaxial Bomb. His look around ended abruptly when the last of the protesting floating booths docked hard to the side of the large canyon that was the Senate, and the main power went out. The uproar caused by Bly Coaxial immediately quadrupled!
Senator Grim could not blame Palpatine for the power outage, but he wanted to blame him for Senator Coaxial. Clearly the Chancellor knew the Senator was in a tight, desperate race for reelection, and such pressures could make anyone do something terribly outrageous. It too bothered Grim that although he feared something like this, he never believed Coaxial would go as far as to throw the Jedi Order in the same league as the Trade Federation in perpetrating evil, and then mandate the Senate to condemn it or forever be remembered for condoning it. It was difficult to comprehend if this trick would give Bly Coaxial an election victory, but at the very least his life and the others on the committee’s lives were in grave danger.
Grim Show producer Grosse Pyiler’oya, in the seat next to Grim but unable to operate the traveling holocamera because of Senate rules, instinctively ducked down and pulled the Senator down with him; a chair missed them by inches from Force only knew where from. The Bothan hissed, “Its mass hysteria in here! I don’t know about you-.”

“Say no more!” Grim grabbed Grosse and pulled him for their open door. In the hallway it was a bit calmer, but no less quieter. “You alright?”

“Yeah, I think so,” remarked Grosse. He looked past Grim and raised his camera. Grim looked and saw the accused Senator of the Trade Federation Lott Dod giving one of Palpatine’s assistants a threatening earful.

“You tell that Nubian piece of shit I will speak to him when we meet each other in hell!” screamed Dod. “I know this was his stunt! Coaxial is an idiot, a grandstanding fool who couldn’t put the two coherent thoughts together! Do NOT interrupt me, Hu-man Womb-man! You shut the hell up, and will listen to everything I want to say for it is for your boss! This is on him! He planned this! He did! He wrote the lines! I care not to hear his excuse, I am done listening to the whines and moans of clowns and idiots like Dace Frigging Palpatine! Now be off you tool-less fat cow!”

The female assistant ran off in tears and it didn’t appear she was going for Palpatine’s office. Dod saw Grim and his camera man and seethed, “YOU!”

“Keep it rolling,” said Grim over his shoulder, and before Dod and his group could charge at Grim the former naval officer stormed towards him. Grosse followed but kept his distance behind his boss. The Trade Federation entourage was eyeing the Bothan with bloodthirsty intensions.

“You are Coaxial’s only friend! Tell me Palpatine did this!” demanded Dod.
“I’m at a loss at what happened,” replied Grim evenly.

“Bullshit, Human!” Dod pointed a threatening finger at Grim; perhaps the first time the Neimoidian had become so fearsome looking. “You and your friend share everything! He told you, oh yes he told you!”
“And if he did, so what, Dod?” smacked Grim back. “What are you going to do about it!”

“I’m-.”

“SHUT UP! You’re not going to do a damn thing about it!” bellowed Grim in the Neimoidians face. “I tell you I had nothing to do with this! If you can’t take my word for it, fine! Take your leave, sir! If not, if you must persist at yelling at everyone not named Bly Coaxial, and especially yell at me, I am going to forget that I am a civilized man and seriously kick your green-gray ass all over this hallway, and capture it all on video so I can sell it for a profit! Now if you excuse me and my associate here, I have a Supreme Chancellor I have no problem yelling at!”
“How dare you! Do you know who I am!” bellowed Dod.

“Yes, you’re an Idiot preparing to eat my overhand right!” bellowed Grim back. He brushed past Dod with authority and had Grosse right on his tail. More bluster than substance, Dod did not follow or take further action; he took his leave of the Senate instead, defying the Supreme Chancellor’s Executive Order.
“I never seen you like that,” said Grosse, who stopped recording. “What exactly is going on?”

“Not a clue, Grosse,” said Grim with honesty. “Oh God, I don’t believe he did this! I just don’t believe he did this, what in the hell was he thinking.”
“So it’s worse than bad?” quizzed Grosse.

Grim shook his head and said, “If Bly isn’t assassinated by tonight it will be a miracle. You don’t drop a bomb like this right on an election recess, even if he was an appointed Senator like Lott Dod.” He shook his head again and blew out a sigh, “He just made all the uniquely different campaigns to be found in this galaxy merge into a singularity. He just made local elections galactic!”
-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 24.2

“We are going to die!” Senator Harmbles slowly said. The muster room of the committee chamber was usually intended to be where the Senators and their staff got to mingle about and party. Right now the staff was excused and the catering of the room was not touched. The majority of the senators in the room wanted to run on an empty stomach; added weight would only slow them down.
Harmbles spoke for everyone else when he stood before Coaxial and demanded, “What were you thinking, signing our death warrant?”
Unlike the others, on the other hand, Bly Coaxial had slowly gained strength during the speech that Coy Madex had prepared for him. It didn’t feel that way when he read it and rehearsed it last night into the morning. But with each passing paragraph, that then became each passing sentence, and finally with each passing word, Coaxial found himself in a position of being absolutely right. As he told Madex before he guessed at Rapier’s wrong doings, but the speech, somehow, affirmed all of his unsaid suspicions.
“You know what I was thinking?” began Coaxial, looking from Harmbles, to Illenr, to Mix, to Yaggle over and over again as he spoke. “I was thinking how can I keep my ass out of prison. What were you all thinking? Hmmm. You mean to tell me you all came back to take care of ‘unfinished business’, because you suddenly remembered you had a duty to perform? Everyone here, wake the smeck up! My balls as well as your respected members were being held over white hot heating elements from a battleship!”

And no one denied it. They just looked at each like they had been looking at each other the past few days. They looked at one another as if to suspect them of being behind the blackmail that forced them to take part in this, their epitaph. They slowly trained their focus on Coaxial has he talked, and they looked on with equal suspicion.
“Oh, nobody tell me who their blackmailer is: mine is a Bothan named Coy Madex. Name ring any bells? Hmmm.” Coaxial looked at all of them and they reacted coyly and secretly in their own way. “Perhaps it was not Madex? Was it a Human claiming to be a CorSec officer?”

Senator Mix gasped, and then she covered her four lips with eight hands. Coaxial just shrugged his shoulders and gestured towards her, “Obviously your CorSec officer and my CorSec officer are our CorSec officer.” He held up his hands. “Anyone else want to share with the rest of the committee? No. Then stop with this fear and loathing!”
“Stop with the fear and loathing,” disbelieved Harmbles. “Stop with the fear….Bly, we are in a stable building and it has not stopped shaking since you made those accusations!” It was not an exaggeration; they could feel reverberations up and down the walls, defining the fact that the Senate Rotunda was supposedly vibration poof. “We may become the first people executed on the steps of this building in ten hundred years!”
Coaxial lost some of his resolve, but regained it again when he said, “I want to see them try it now.”

Yaggle popped out of his blow hole from the top of his head, “Step outside, I am certain there are willing participates just dying to kill you.”

“Stop and listen to me: I didn’t want this either! I wanted none of it! I was going to quit three days ago, and the very day I was going to do it I was given no choice: do this, or face a death sentence for something I did not do!” Coaxial looked at all them sternly again. “We all got caught, and we were forced to do this!”

“That’s not a defense,” cried Mix. “They won’t believe us!”

“They don’t have to, and now I don’t care!” cried Coaxial, his youthful hate emerging from the deep recess of his old body. “We’re invested in this now. No matter what you and I say, regardless what is said to us, what’s done is done! I had to say it or else, just as you all had to come here to support or else!” He then raised his hand as they opened their mouths. “Shut up! Don’t say another word because I’ve had it! What’s done is done! What happens now is that we have to play this out!”
“And live long enough to keep it a secret,” mumbled Mix.

“Exactly that!” pointed Coaxial. “You want to live to see tomorrow, we make ourselves as visible as possible on this issue. It’s our issue now, we own it, and now we own the Senate!”

“That’s what is going to get us murdered!” barked Harmbles.

“No, it won’t, if we use our heads! By God man, you are a politician! We all are! We have tricks up our collective sleeves. One of them is exposing ourselves constantly and continuously. We made a headline, don’t you get it? We’re the headlines, and now we make them. It means we’re going to have to keep the momentum up!”

“Oh no!” cried Yaggle. “That’s the very idea that is pissing everyone else off! Do you not realize what we have done? We have made this election galactic! Sith panic is going to link Corellia to Alderaan to Coruscant to Fondor and beyond! No one is safe!”

“And don’t think Senator Dod is going to enjoy campaigning for his anointed seat,” cried Mix. “Especially when the Neimoidian had just been splashed with the same hot tar that’s on Viceroy Gunray by us.”

“That’s on the Trade Federation, just as it’s on Juna Rapier,” pleaded Coaxial. “Don’t you get it; we’re in the pilot’s seat on this. We are because we brought it up. We lead the charge, we dictate the pace-.”
“Of the other’s elections, they won’t let us do it,” screamed Mix.

“And we don’t let anyone change us,” finished Coaxial.

“This is madness!”

“Is it?” Coaxial stared hard at mix as his blood pressure drove him ‘around the bend’. “How many times did any of you dreamed this moment?” They looked at him in shock. “Don’t give me that look: how many of you dreamed of owning the agenda of the Senate like all those rich, wealthy, ignorant fools that run it by seat or by gifts?”

“Last I checked, Bly,” said Harmbles, “we joined that club long ago.”

“No one sees us that way, Harmbles,” pointed out Coaxial. “We’re still the little people leading the little people. We’re going against the gundarks of Coruscant! We all won on that argument! We all did! Yes, we lost our way, and look what happened to us: we became targets of blackmail. Fine! Let’s not just live with our guilt, let’s exploit the opportunity we allowed to get away from us that has now come back! It was the Copper Five, with the likes of Rapier and Dod and Antillies, who ran this Senate and made them believe they owned the people. We’re….”
Coaxial licked his lips and he purred, “We’re the Avenging Five.” The collections of reactions were all over and negative, but yet there was a sudden interest in their collective eyes. “We’re no longer a committee: we’re a smecking movement! You know what movements do? They move the people to take action. You know what movements can do? Anything the hell they want to move the people to take the necessary actions to gain what they desire. 

“We have an issue people can relate to: the growing threat of the return of the Sith. Even better, this threat is real because of that Sith on Naboo that killed that Jedi Master, what’s his name. Let’s not forget the public ire that this institution and the justice system have not been able to punish the Trade Federation to anyone’s satisfaction: screw Lott Dod! Screw him! He’s one of the bad guys now: let’s get the people to get their Senators to strip away his power and his influence over them. We won our seats on this very issue: to rid the universe of such profiteers like Dod and Bog and Rapier. But now, now we have a fundamental fear people can hitch their own fears on.

“Who are they going to look to? Palpatine! A joke, a joke we all fell for. What has he done for us lately? No support, no helloes and goodbyes, no consideration for anything we did in the beginning. Piss on him: he made the biggest mistake of his life when he didn’t close our committee; I say its payback time. Before our time is up, I will see his ass thrown out of the Senate in disgrace! He was a Rapier stooge in the past: I say he’s a Rapier stooge right now! If he recesses the Senate, or closes our movement, the calls for his resignation will be loud and unforgiving. No Senator in their right minds dare closes us down now and Palpatine would be an epic idiot if he does it himself! Remember, he put me, and thus us, in this position in the beginning with Reformation! No one has forgotten that, and I guarantee you Dod’s last act as Senator is to call for a Vote of No Confidence. And he’ll get it the votes because of this. We make sure we get all the credit for this movement, and Palpatine gets all the blame.”
Coaxial looked at them all as he took some breaths. “We live to exploit such opportunities such as this. Who cares how we got here, to this point? We must do this to get through it! This can give all of us a second chance to do the right thing that was supposed to do the first time. We won on Rapier’s scalp; we will be enriched on a diet of bad guys everyone in this galaxy loathes with the wish of killing them. Let them think we are their weapon of choice and carry out the appropriate assassinations of Trade Federation and Rapier.”
“And the Jedi Order?” questioned Mix.

“Hell yes!” exclaimed Coaxial. “Why not? What real oversight is on them, eh! Why have they gotten a pass all these years! Their toad of a leader, that midget fool, had covered up the facts about the Rapiers for years! I think the people are entitled to know why that’s so! And if the Jedi won’t give us an answer: that’s even better! I cannot wait to hear Mace Windu’s non-answer excuses, I just can’t wait. I want everyone to see: we want everyone to see it! Religion is an exclusive club where believers are only allowed, anyways: no different than the privilege that hide behind the laws we have to obey! The Jedi can chomp on my poodoo brick!
“Look, this is the way it has to be for us now; there’s no turning back, or pretending what we did was forced on us and there’s nothing we can do about it. In order to survive, we’re going to have to be in the forefront of it all. Be visible, stay on offense, keep ourselves on the front page, and hey, if other people get hurt in the process that’s the way it is….and it always has been. I mean do really give a crap about the likes of Dod and Rapier and Palpatine? No! So who cares what we say and what we do to them! This is all about survival, comrades. We’re in this to our ends, but let us be the decider of that and no one else! I ask you right here, right now: what is our alternative?”
The room went very quiet. A shaking Lotus Illenr finally asked, “What is our next move?”

“LOTUS!” barked Harmbles.

“Smeck you,” she shouted back. “I’m not going to die because of my mistakes, and I have nothing else to lose! Bly is right! I hate the rich! I hate I’ve become one of their protectors. It’s time for revolution! I’m in, Bly, I’m in this as long as I can be in it!”

Mix was shaking his head in denial, but he said in agreement, “The choice is clear to me. This is about survival. I do this for my own gains, the hell with the rest of you. I just go along to stay out of prison. I have nothing else waiting for me back home.”

Yaggle sighed as three sets of eyes feel on him. “According to my needs, I need to survive. Ruining the lives of others to save mine is a small price to pay. I gladly pay it!”

Everyone else looked at Harmbles. It was only five minutes ago they looked at Coaxial as their bane, now he was the rotted vine tripping their progress. He said, “The Avenging Five sounds stupid when there are only four of you.”

“Harm,” said Coaxial, “you can win reelection on this issue alone. I tell you this: you’re replacement is in that Senate chamber right now, struggling behind in their respected polls at home, dying to take over your seat in order to win. What exactly do you have to look forward to, given that our problems are related and we know our benefactor of them is prepared to finish your career? There are so many ways we can exploit this to our advantage, but it is not going to work unless there are five us, and only five of us.”
Harb Harmbles eyed the others carefully and saw their commitment now to this farce. He said, “To continue this, we need to back up the allegations. I mean not just rehash old rhetoric, we need duracrete evidence.” He looked about and said, “Does anyone know how to contact our benefactor?”

“By how I got that speech,” admitted Coaxial, “they contact us in a timely manner of their choosing. For now we just stick to the speech until they pass on something else to us.”

“If they do,” offered Mix.

“I think they will,” said Coaxial. “As a matter of fact, I know they will. I mean they put a lot of effort into uncovering us. They have an interest, I think, in seeing Rapier brought down.”

One of Illenr’s assistance knocked softly on the door and entered. She waved the younger female in and the assistant said, “I have a package for you, Senator. We…have checked it for explosives and it’s clean.”

Flickers of doubt found the Senator’s faces again. Worse, the scan was only for explosives, not for anything else. Illenr looked at the package and gasped. She quickly told the assistant to leave, and when the door closed she exclaimed, “It has the Wheat Front symbol on it!”

Before another thought popped off, Coaxial demanded, “Open it! Open it!”
Illenr opened the package and discovered three data cards and three text type documents with signatures and notarization. She pulled the one document out, read it to herself, and gasped, “It’s…a sworn statement by someone named Noss Phetter.”
“WHAT!” screamed Coaxial, grabbing the document out of Illenr’s confused hands. “That’s the guy Madex told me about that works for Rapier. He was the guy who set up the hostage mission for her.” He looked at the other two documents. “Their sworn statements: quick, who wrote those?”
“One was by a Garn named Sweth, who says he was one of the hostage takers,” said Illenr after reading. “The other….the other is by one of the hostages themselves: a Nubian named Deminir Roceshal, who knows they were sent by Rapier to that world they were surveying to get kidnapped.”

Mix fingered the data cards and said, “This is either their recorded statements, or so much more!” He looked at Coaxial. “You were right, Bly: our benefactor’s timing is impeccable.”

Harmbles said, “This cannot be shown all at once!” They looked at him, realizing he was suddenly into the swing of things. “Slow leak, one piece of evidence at a time. Like Bly said we have to keep this on the forefront because the moment it slides off the forefront of minds we are finished. We can talk this thing to death like no one’s business. Our tangents can take days to sort out.”
“So you are on board now?” questioned Yaggle.

“What’s my excuse?” said Harmbles.

Another knock at the door, and this time it was Harmbles’ secretary. “I’m sorry, but Chairman Coaxial, Chancellor Palpatine would like for you to see him and the Senior Membership in his office.”

“No,” said Coaxial. “Tell the Supreme Chancellor of the Republic if he wants to see me, he has to see us, and if he has to see us, then he and the Senior Membership must come down here to us. You tell him that is the demands of the Avenging Five.”

The assistant gulped, nodded, and left wondering if he was going to have ears left let alone a job. But the Senators in the room did not care anymore. Chief among the give-of-damns was Bly Coaxial, who suddenly felt very, very tall.

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

CHAPTER 24.3

The tension in the committee chamber was off the star charts. At least the Senate was no longer shaking with anger. The calm, however, was not necessarily welcomed with cheer.
The committee members were all seated in their respected chairs. Before them was Chancellor Palpatine; he was flanked by Senators the comprised of the Senior Membership, those who held the positions of the most powerful committees in the Senate that in essence dictated the ebb and flow of the Republic: Asks Moe, Gar Bans, Cllad Ifilstil, Baz Bazuremore, Ptotamin Griv, Til Phranki, Khabibulian, Hgear the Helmet, Noxic g’Gosu, Perma Dousalalay, Fatar, Ulee Tanders, Swiis Quer, and Swar the Most Holy the Most Merciful; Lott Dod, Chairman of the High Finance Committee, was absent.

“Avenging Five,” slowly mused Chancellor Palpatine, speaking on behalf of everyone behind him. “Is that what you are calling yourselves? Your committee name just too long, or too old?”

The gist that was communicated was received; Senator Coaxial, designated as the Avenging Five’s mouth piece, threw it back in Palpatine’s face. “Thanks to you, Supreme Chancellor.” He smiled as he noted the Senators behind Palpatine make ugly faces: oh yes, they knew it was Palpatine’s miscalculation, and oh yes they yelled at Palpatine for it, and oh very yes they were not done yelling at him. “Because of your wisdom and thoughtfulness, we would not have been able to reveal the truth we have known all along. But as I said in the speech, your ally Lady Angelleia’s evil went beyond our expectations.”
“She is not my ally,” corrected Palpatine.

“That remains to be seen, Chancellor,” said Coaxial boastfully. “I mean how did you feel when Rapier Tech stock was unleashed and jump started the markets? You had to be doing back flips.” He slipped to a frown. “What’s the markets doing now?”
“As Chancellor I do not take sides,” said Palpatine. His answer was the confirmation to Coaxial’s point: all the markets were tanking; Rapier Technologies was trading below thirty after it peaked at eighty.
“Don’t play games here and now, Chancellor,” reminded Coaxial. “We’re all Players here. We play the Game….isn’t that what Bendian Rapier called it as he mentored you? You remember your dead friend, don’t you? You two were such pals, along with Hidu Bog, Gunray, and Dod.”

Palpatine was not amused and showed it on his face very clearly. “It is well documented that I had a falling out with them years ago.”

“Yes and you quit the Senate to attend the alleged funeral of Naressa Rapier, tragic,” shook Coaxial’s head. “Spare me, Chancellor.” He then stood up and looked at the others. “You can all spare us the theatrics! I know you hung us out to dry on this committee. I guess you all never thought we would actually succeed in anything. Well, we have not met your expectations, obviously.”
They had time to look at one of the data cards and with careful thought they agreed with this new tact. “By the way, Chancellor Palpatine,” said the Senator from Chandiss Prime, tossing a data pad towards his intended target; it was caught, “did you know your precious Queen Amidala was elected by dead people? That is, dead Nubians who were dead before the Trade Federation had apparently killed them.”

“What!” Palpatine looked at the data pad. Secretly in his mind, Darth Sidious used his Dark Powers to go over the list. He knew there was no way in hell Coaxial’s committee could have gotten the very original election results of four years ago; Darth Maul had taken care of that, and had wiped out every existence of Sherwood. The voting irregularities in front of him on the data pad were not even close to what Sherwood had actually done to secure Amidala’s election victory and the Thorns bad defeat. It dawned on him: someone else had created this list for Coaxial, and made up their own version of the election fraud the Sith had actually perpetrated!!!!!
“I personally like the name Nippy Sweaters,” said Coaxial with a smile. “But based on her birth date, however, she would be four hundred and five year old today and she’s Human Nubian. Care to share with the rest of the galaxy this elixir of life you folks have on that water world of yours? I also find it amusing how Gungans voted in that election as well, only….tolerant, peaceful, all embracing Naboo never recognized Gungans as sentient beings until AFTER the Trade Federation occupation, which was after the elections. What are you people doing, Chancellor: retroactive absentee balloting?”
That drew a few snickers from the Senior Membership. Palpatine lowered the data pad and said, “That’s quite enough, Senator, you made your point.”

“I’m afraid I haven’t, Chancellor,” said Coaxial. “I’m showing you how Juna Rapier rigged the election in order to put a weak little girl in a position of power to allow her friends in the Trade Federation to overrun the planet.” Palpatine’s frown appeared very genuine. “It’s the truth to me. I mean her Thorn Party was the one’s that ran around before the invasion whining, moaning, and complaining about election results not be accurate, so they get to look at the original records…and then have the Trade Federation sweep in afterwards, the original records get lost supposedly, and suddenly the Thorns have no problem with election results. I think surely that needs further investigation, another looking into, for Naboo’s own integrity is now on the line. Your integrity, Chancellor, is also on the line as well.”

“Enough, Senator,” commanded Palpatine, offended by the man’s remarks. “I think the Queen’s heroic actions speak for themselves about Naboo’s integrity.”
Coaxial sighed and said, “If you insist. I don’t have to accept history as we know it to be to know how very poor she was.” He held up a hand. “But I can assure you, Chancellor, I will not be subpoenaing her to testify in this committee to explain her incompetence.”

“Incompetence!”

“Yes, but that’s neither here nor there. I just wanted to get your boasting points out of the way before we really talk business.” Coaxial showed his hands. “We are going forward with this.” The Senior Members began to talk amongst themselves. “Nothing any of you can offer us will get us to end this committee, or sway our opinions. You have ignored us long enough: the only agenda we will discuss is this committee’s time and efforts.”
“This is an outrage,” announced Gar Bans; the agreement had been broken; Palpatine’s showing of strength with the Senior Membership letting him do the talking had failed. “We demand you end this farce at once!”
Coaxial smiled and said, “Us end it? What’s a matter, Senator: can’t you or the Chancellor end it? It’s all in your power to do so.”

“You made this a galaxy-wide issue, Senator Coaxial,” reminded Bans. “You put the onus on us to solve it.”

“By the Force: isn’t that our job?” Coaxial shook his head. “You mean right before the elections, we’re going to have to get things done around here? You’re right, Senator Bans: that’s unheard of!”

Another crack in the Chancellor’s collation emerged. Swar the Most Holy the Most Merciful said, “I have heard enough! I will motion for a recess vote.”

“Oh, of course, Swar, you are an appointed chair: you have nothing to fear,” pointed out Coaxial. “I mean you don’t face election directly.” He then let his head drop. “However, your presidential pick faces a tough challenge against his opponent, who doesn’t like you. But that’s beside the point, isn’t it? Your pick is the only one that can keep you in your chair. That’s going to be virtually impossible for him to do when, and I do mean when, we start running around crying Sith after you shut us down. You and I know this business, Swar: he will make it an election promise to dump you in order to win. And if he goes back on it….well, I don’t want to be there when that happens.”

Coaxial leaned back and sighed, “But then again what do we care about the rest of you? Look, people, the purr is loose and worse it’s not neutered. Unlike you all, we are people of principal. We took our oaths, and now we are going to obey them to the letter. So here’s your bottom line: The Senate shuts down: the election cycle goes to hell; the Senior Membership calls for any vote to stop us: you all lose a significant amount of power through the election cycle; the Chancellor shuts us down.”
Coaxial made sure he was looking dead into Palpatine’s gray eyes. “I will call for the Vote of No Confidence against him myself, citing his past connection with the Rapiers and claim it’s an attempt by him at a cover up.” He took his eyes off of him and stared at the others. “Public sentiment at that point, my fellow prostitutes of virtue, will be so unrelenting you will find out how many allies we suddenly have! And I guarantee you, people; we know you don’t have Palpatine’s replacement yet. A free for all for the chair of power: we haven’t had anything like that in this institution since….ever? Yes, ever!”
There was a pause, and finally Coaxial stood up and asked, “Anything else?” When there was no answer, he said, “Good. Chancellor, we will need heavy Republic Guard details for all of us due to the fact that Rapier or Lott Dod may send hit squads after us. Also I need you to post Jedi Knights outside this chamber door, and I will need some authority to use them if I see fit to use them. Oh, I have a thought: can we hold our suspects in custody until their trail date?”

Palpatine interrupted and said, “Your accusations have merit, but I would like to see everything that you have.”

“Access denied,” said Coaxial. “What about incarcerating Rapier, Dod, Bog?”

“I will do no such thing until I see the proof of your claims,” demanded Palpatine, doing his best to hold onto any perceived power he had at this point because, suddenly, he had very little. “How are you able to obtain this information?”
“The seal of secrecy that all committees adhere by trumps even you, Chancellor, you have no authority to compel any of us to tell you what you want to know in order to have free, fair hearings.” Coaxial just shrugged his shoulders. “Very well, to your detriment, we will call for the arrests of our suspects when the appropriate time comes over the live feed. Anything else….let’s see: oh yes, we need the appropriate safe guards in our residences, we need convoy protection….and are families need extra protection as well: do provide it, Chancellor, this is the Sith after all we are bravely dealing with.”
Coaxial leaned over his podium and said, “By the way: if any of you stupid fools get a funny idea about investigating us, or try to blackmail us, or try to commit a scandal of some sort featuring either of us, your names will magically appear on some document with a Rapier letterhead on it. And to spice it up, we’ll throw the Supreme Chancellor’s name in on it too, along with some of your pals. Because, let’s face, it isn’t about the nature of the evidence your people need to know, it’s all about the seriousness of the charge.”

Coaxial sat back and flung his hands at them. “Now go away, children, and make sure to cancel your election plans. I guarantee you this will last the whole month. Oh, and Dace: make that Republic Guard escort pronto won’t you?”
The group just seethed and stared at the Avenging Five, but as one they piled out with Palpatine bringing up the rear. As soon as they were outside, several of the Senior Membership turned on the Nubian and began to give him hell; most of the others stormed out of there, knowing their collation was finished.

Hgear the Helmet thundered the loudest in Palpatine’s face. “How the smeck did this happen!”
“Look, Look, LOOK! LOOK!” shouted Palpatine more than once, and loudly, to get the rest of the mob to stop yelling at him and at each other. “I, again, swear to you all I did not know this was going to happen.”

“That does not bode well for you, then,” said Hgear the Helmet. “It is your fault: you gave that Stupid power, and now look: he’s in your seat!”
There was no bigger insult in the Game, but no one came to the Nubian’s defense. Palpatine grimaced and said, “He cannot keep this momentum up, none of them can. It will ebb and he will be finished; his career will be over by the end of the month.”
“And for us?” Hgear the Helmet stepped back and said, “I should have never voted for a Stupid like you!” He turned and stormed out of there, and to Palpatine’s – and Darth Sidious’ – dismay the rest filed after him, with more than half of him knowing full and well Palpatine was the Sith’s ‘chosen pawn’. 
To his great reluctance to admit once again, the Sith Lord agreed with the late Bendian Rapier that when it came to the selfishness of survival in politics, it was indeed every being for themselves and let every Sith Lord be damned. He had never miscalculated so badly in his entire life. He had literally given the very control of the Senate, and through that extension the Republic, to Bly Coaxial.

It would be many years and many victories later, over the Forest Moon of Endor, before Palpatine would ever make such a mistake again.
