CHAPTER 43.0
There was no light, none whatsoever, but with the Force the three Jedi could feel themselves through the ever-dark. Even with such an advantage nothing was certain: with the lead Casper had he kept feeling his pursuers were much closer to him than they really were, and Beja Tu and Coy kept feeling they were much further away than they really were. The perpetual darkness all around them was a claustrophobic’s worse nightmare; what could not be seen even more so, even when to a man in the Dungeon Maze they firmly believed there was nothing that could hurt them beyond themselves. They barely convinced themselves of that, and they were Jedi: not a comforting thought if non-Force users were with them at the moment.

Without the Force any person could feel their way through the Dungeon Maze if they held their wits about them without a light: that is if they trust what they felt and guessed right more than half the time when they used their hands to feel the cold walls around them. The deviously devised labyrinth pushed the limits of acceptable psychological gerrymandering. In its many centuries of existence before the three Jedi entered only twenty-one people beforehand had ever entered the Dungeon Maze. Only Naressa Rapier had ever completed it, finding all three exits on three different occasions. Juna had never tried it, and rationally sane people from house guests to Rapier Manor employees never ventured into it; the place felt far creepier than it was supposed to be if possible. Out of all the mazes the Dungeon Maze was never reconfigured.

It should be noted for clarity that only one, Naressa Rapier, had entered the Dungeon Maze willingly. The rest of them had not. In fact, the other twenty were still in the Dungeon Maze….

In one form….

Or another.

Lord Canus Rapier Adegga was the first to use his Garden of Mazes to eliminate his enemies, but he was not the last.

Death held the atmosphere, chilling it rather than the dampness of the underground. Sounds and smells were amplified: the drippings of water struck stone surface with a resounding, dreadful, echoing plop, the scent of earth filled the nostrils enough to make the participants imagine being buried alive. At very few places a breeze could be felt, but it was in the form of misdirection, in the form of air ventilation provided by small, circular vents – vents mind you far too small for any living thing to crawl through in order to escape.
There were other noises, some explained, some not: sounds of rattling chains, moving chairs, closing cell doors for their were cell doors there and cells but nothing that could keep someone inside of them permanently unless one decided when they entered such a cell there was no escape. The creaking of rope, the slither of fabric, the rubbing sound of something unpleasant moving quietly as possible as it stalked its prey: sometimes there were whispers, words spoken quietly, sometimes a meager chuckle after someone thinks to themselves that they can get out. Footsteps at times echoed a long ways, and one’s heartbeat at times had beaten louder than the footsteps, and at times no sound carried at all even on a held breath.

There were other smells to consider; some better to leave alone if one did not want to know the source. Different forms of rot, in dirt and vegetable form, lingered thick, heavy towards the ground, smelled as one rose upward or traveled downward on a slope. Mildew and molds: allergies, just another problem to contend with! The occasional putrid smell, and then there were areas that was thick with odor it made people sick and wonder if the old Rapier Manor sanitation system ended its trek there.

It was a three dimensional maze with its series of permanent ramps that took one upwards and downwards instead of stairs, and in a few cases there were sudden, six-inch drop offs that really raced the heart. The standard corridor would never accommodate a Wookiee, or a Vhinphyc which explained why Enothchild Sarch never ventured into the maze. At times the corridors narrowed, shrank, and sometimes when one thought they were in a dead end the way had actually became a terrifying crawl space: sometimes those crawl spaces lead well, and sometimes it lead to nowhere. If the darkness and spacing was not bad enough the maze was never cleaned, so cobwebs and other creepy subject matters were left behind to tease bare skin. There were so many other surprises in the place, but too many: the Jedi would find most of them.
The evil genius of the Dungeon Maze was in its overall design as it related to the Garden of Mazes as a whole. From the outside it appeared to be all underground, deep underground, and very large in size. In reality only the central section, known as the Tomb of Cells, was more than six feet below ground. Over fifty percent of the Dungeon Maze was, in fact, above ground, cleverly engineered into the Hedge Maze and into parts of the Iron Maze, the Statue Maze, the Stone Maze, and the Pawn Maze; the rest was in various depths into the ground level. The combined perception of the outside with the feeling of dread inside made participants think the Dungeon Maze was large; in fact it was quite small, and in favorable conditions it was the shortest adventure to traverse. However, because of its meek size there were more turns, and in the darkness and with the up and down movement it created the illusion of a forever night and above all else it instilled at least the fear of making the wrong turn.

As much as the new participants of the Dungeon Maze had their Force advantage, it left the three uneasy still. The darkness was an edge; Casper to hide in; Beja Tu and Coy to use to sneak around. Conceding to the advantage of the blackness, the lone hero and the pursuing duo also had to keep their Force usage to a minimum to avoid detection, to avoid giving them away to the other. They forced themselves to keep their sounds to a minimum as well. Once in a while they found themselves thinking of the Jedi Code in their minds; they could not help to when, at times, they perceived no end to the darkness.

Casper walked into something cold and hard and fell backwards, heart racing, weapon immediately out and turned on. With the glow of his green lightsaber, all he could see was a piece of chain hanging down from the ceiling. That was all he could see; lightsabers really did not make for good illumination sources, not over a tremendous distance. The type of surface, how reflective it was helped; this stone, in this dark, did not help at all.

Elsewhere, the duo barely heard the snap-hiss of Casper’s weapon coming on, but beyond that they saw no glow and no target. But with a step, Beja Tu found one of those clever heart-racing six inch drops. “GEEZIT!”

On instinct, Coy grabbed for him until he realized Beja Tu was no longer falling. The Corellian had a hold of his tunic. Their palpitations began to ease as they remembered their Jedi calming techniques.

“Yoda on a yam,” cursed Beja Tu softly. “Some smecking place this is.”

“Makes that sewer run under the Senate ten years ago seem like a kid’s ride, doesn’t it?” mused Coy with wide eyes, recalling a time in their past together.

“You think if we look hard enough we’ll find the gates of hell?” joked Beja Tu.

“Sure,” joshed Coy back. “Rapiers had to come from somewhere.”

Far away, Casper barely heard the chuckling duo, realizing that given what he knew the two were in the same plain of travel as he was, meaning they were perhaps a few correct turns away from him – they were much further away than that, but the Jedi could not chance using the Force to be sure. Casper continued on quickly, feeling his feet find a ramp and carrying upwards. After some time he felt he could turn left and did so.

At the end of the short corridor, someone – it looked like someone -- ahead of Casper turned to the right.

Or at least that was what his eyes told him, for he saw a pale face in the shadows turn and leave: a Humanoid figure at the least.

Or at least that was what his ears told him, for he heard a wisp of fabric and soft sole foot falls upon the rock from the figure ahead.

“Senses are lines of input response code that are easy to corrupt,” said Casper, applying Jedi logic that he intentionally reworded into a context he would be known to espouse. It was originally the point that his eyes could easily deceive him, so it was best not to always trust them, but in the greater view, under the circumstances, all his senses were put into doubt here. So he reworked the thought to clear his mind.

On the other hand, knowledge was also Casper’s enemy here, with the memories of the past when dealing with the mysterious that surrounded the Rapier women very fresh in his head. There were things that occurred around Juna and Naressa that the neither the Jedi Code nor the Force could ever explain clearly at the very least. For lack of a better explanation, Casper considered these activities, these happenings, these unexplained phenomenon as paranormal. There was just no other way to comprehend it when the one power in the universe that should provide an answer could not. The problem was for the Jedi was their inability to accept that in the greater scheme of the Force there was a power far greater than they could ever accept, or rather there was nothing else beyond the concepts of the Living Force and the Universal Force. The Jedi were wrong, and unbeknownst to them Darth Sidious himself had desired to scratch the surface of the Third Power known as the Spiritual Force that the Sith Maidens could so effortlessly sense and so effectively use.

Sticking to his trusted instincts, Casper felt his way, passing the corridor completely, forgetting that he had ever seen or heard a possible apparition. Given Casper’s experience with such entities related – relatively speaking in more ways than one – to Juna and Naressa, they were not worth the trouble; Darth Rune did most of her damage to everyone as a spirit long before she had regained her solid form.

Or perhaps he was right the first time: that he was just seeing and hearing things.

Meanwhile, Beja Tu and Coy came to a junction, but it was Coy that noted something amiss ahead of them. On a hunch he walked straight, kneeled down, and chanced turning on his lightsaber. The purple-white glare of the blade was just bright enough to reveal a crawl space.

“Intentionally put there,” said Coy after inspecting it. “You think they used to let critters roam through here? Maybe let them use these little tunnels?”

“I think that was what they implied with them,” said Beja Tu in contemplation. “Everything in these realms suggests they are nothing more than psych-outs for maze players.”

“Yeah, some of them are.” Coy shook his numb, tingly left hand; that pest strip trap was still humbling him.

“Someone with a projecting illuminator peers at the hole from afar,” pointed out Beja Tu, “and they’ll double back immediately, thinking a noriaum faust will come running at them if they get close enough to this hole.” He turned on his lightsaber, bathing him in blue light as he held it up to his face.

“What’s up?” questioned Coy, standing.

“At this point it would be wise to leave a trail in the event we get lost. From here we have an idea how to retreat out. But the further we go in the dark, the difficult it will become to retrace our steps.”

The Bothan nodded, and the both off them swung to leave a melting slash in the walls. Coy left his weapon in longer at his spot to create a hotter, brighter point that would take longer to cool. Both did not shut off their weapons as they proceeded onward, occasionally marking their way in the maze.

The flash of their lightsabers’ striking reached Casper’s blue eyes; after turning left, and then left again, he had walked the length of a long corridor where, at the end of it, from the other side of that crawl space Beja Tu and Coy passed up, the flashes of light emerged from their strikes. Not amused, Casper carefully moved on, heading to his immediate right….

The downward grade of the ramp was not a stable surface; the third step down, his next step slipped, his body losing control. Suddenly he was sliding downward and he let out a loud grunt. The sliding was short, but the humility of what had happened was not going to be forgotten soon. It was another of the Dungeon Maze’s twisted tricks.
Hearing the calamity, Coy gestured for Beja Tu to keep going the way they were. The Bothan slowly backtracked to the crawl space and asked, “You alright Casper?” He shut off his weapon and peered down the small opening. “Did you fall for one of Rapier’s tricks again?”

Casper stood up in his new location and muttered, “Terrifically.”

Hearing the Jedi, Coy squeezed himself into the crawl space. Crawling, he said, “Don’t feel bad: the Jedi Council wanted to believe she was as clean as the wind driven snow. But she’s fallen, Brother: there’s no cure for that. Once the dark side claimed her, Juna Rapier’s intentions are forever evil.”

Casper heard shuffling from above and quickly felt around the chamber he was in. He found the nearest wall and felt along it. His hand wrapped around something hard, but when he pulled on it and eyed it in front of his eyes, he discovered it was a bone. Dropping it, he kept feeling along the wall, stepping on something crunchy and unnatural to the environment. He did not want to look, figuring that it was what that bone he previously had his hand belong to.
“Listen to reason for a moment,” spoke Coy between breaths, “for only the deaf and the Sith have excuses not to.”

Casper frowned at that point of logic and said aloud, “I don’t think the lack of hearing would appreciate you associating them with the Sith.”

“I admit: public speaking is not my strength,” said Coy. He continued to crawl. “Look, Rapier offered her daughter to the Jedi Order: on its face that’s a tremendous peace offering. Yaddle, Poof, and quite a few others bought it.”
Upon mentioning the few Jedi Council members of that time, Casper reminded Coy, “I know, I was there.”

“You were there, but you weren’t listening,” said Coy, stopping. “You weren’t in the room!”

“And you were!”

Sighing, Coy said, “Being a Sith Hunter affords me the luxury of being told everything you don’t know, Casper. I get to see things no one else gets to see in our religion. And I’ll tell you some of it is not pretty. You will not believe half of it if I showed it to you.”

“I don’t believe you,” denied Casper, and yet he saw no reason for the Bothan to lie about something so serious. But there was no doubt in his mind about the overall view of things. “I would take the actions and words of Juna over yours.”

“I used to think actions spoke far more clearly than words, too,” said Coy, “but after I grew up, which was just about five years ago exactly, I realized actions were just like words: they can be edited to fit the user’s perception as well as their needs.”
Chuckling, Casper said, “You know so much, supposedly more than I do, and Nal Hutta and Juna’s daughter mean nothing?”

“Sith kill their rivals of power all the time; it’s in their nature. She needed to distract the Jedi Council, and she did so with Angelleia. Are they gestures of good faith when you look at them that way? Let’s be honest here, Casper: when have any gestures of good faith really been good?”
Casper found another crawl space and looked into the deeper darkness. To his surprise, again, he thought he saw a white faced creature looking back him. Again the apparition moved, this time gesturing him to follow. Considering his options, he said, “Why do I get the feeling you have never seriously considered Juna to be innocent?”

Coy measured the noise more than the voice and smiled; he was physically close, and he was so far away from convincing Casper to side with him. He could not have wanted the circumstances any better. “Because everywhere she had gone, everyone she had touched has met an undeserved fate. I never believed anyone could ever be born evil. With what I know of this Sith now, I’m convinced otherwise.”

Crawling forward, Coy said, “I can understand your hesitation in accepting the horrible truth: the Jedi Council was the same way after Nal Hutta. When they chartered the Sith Hunters once more, when the Jedi Holocron picked me to lead it, my blood thinned then just as hearing the news about a Sith Lord killing one of us. The fate of the galaxy was put in my hands, and with those hands I must do what must be done. Everything that could be done to exonerate Rapier has been exhausted. All that is left is to end her dark side agenda, Casper.”

The Bothan stopped when he sensed the exit only an inch in front of him. He strained with his ears, barely hearing steps and breaths not far away. At a total disadvantage, Coy spoke to buy time. “Her story is a sad one, Brother, but she has long since lost her Force virginity. She’s no longer innocent; we Sith Hunters know it for a fact. She has her daughter now since her Darth Maul was dispatched. I take full blame for that screw up, so let me make it right: you know where the Sith is. Tell us where. Help us get Angelleia back before it’s too late.”

“I haven’t heard anything to suggest,” said Casper, but his voice echoing from afar, “Juna is guilty.”

Beja Tu’s hand appeared in the opening of the crawl space. Sighing, Coy took the offered hand and his former apprentice pulled him out. Beja Tu said as Coy recovered, “There is a chance Angelleia has not been compromised, Knightshade! Do you truly want the daughter of Enothchild Sarch not to become a Jedi?”

Casper this time had crawled through the enclosure. He had reached a very damp section of the Dungeon Maze when he heard what Beja Tu had said. Only so many people knew Angelleia was the child of Enothchild and Juna. The revealed fact told Casper plenty about the Sith Hunters telling the truth about the Jedi Council’s endorsement, about information that was held in a private trust.
“With Healer Master Zesha’s death, Angelleia’s training has already been compromised!” barked Casper. He felt and located a corridor and found himself going down. “And with that said I trust Juna more than I would trust you with my Daughter!”

“Your daughter!” shouted Coy. He and Beja Tu walked and found a corridor that ran parallel to the slide Casper had slid down. “Possessive pronouns use like that is against the Code!”

“So is using Padawan Learners as bait!” Casper went to turn left, but when he looked right he noted the mystery figure again beckoning him to follow. He dared it, heading in that direction after the vanishing apparition. “Never would a responsible Jedi Master place their apprentice in such a compromising position. Or are you going to admit to betraying Zesha as well as Angelleia?”

“Zesha was my apprentice once,” noted Coy strongly, personally. “She was one of us, and although she did not agree with Zonloki she saw no other alternative.”

“So the best you could do, with all your information, was entrapment?”

“I didn’t see where direct evidence was going to do much, especially when it never moved the Jedi Council to act. Come on, Casper, we all have a history on moving on less than provable fact!”

Casper shook his head. “But not at the expense of others! Never!”

“You’re upset more over the fact that Angelleia was always going to be on thin ice as it was anyways,” said Coy, turning his lightsaber on, marking the way again. “I know everything, Casper: the big guys on the council did not want Belladonna Naressa Rapier in the Jedi Order, but your sacrifice to ensure her training was commendable enough to get her in.”

That unnerved Casper further, making him upset. Angelleia’s real name was never recorded anywhere, so the Jedi Council did not just show Coy Madex everything, they told him everything. To the extent Master Yoda, Master Mace Windu, and perhaps even Master Plo Koon, would reveal such confidences in regards to a specific subject was disturbing.

“Your ‘life’ for hers,” said Coy, “only you got to live and she got her lone chance at a career. It’s commendable, but now you are blowing it. The longer this goes on, the further away Angelleia is from a second chance!”

Casper stopped walking and held still to think more than anything else. For once there was some truth to what Coy Madex was saying. Yesterday he had thought he had it all figured out, but now it was awash with uncertainty.

“Rapier is not making this any easier for anyone,” said Coy, stopping. Beja Tu stopped with him and slowly let his senses extend outward. “Not for herself, not for Angelleia, and not for you. You know where they are, if you even believe to know what had happened on Zonloki. You’ve been in contact with her. If you care so much about the child you consider to be your daughter, tell us where she is and we’ll go get her together.”
“And what then?” asked Casper reasonably. “What can you possibly do for her, a ruined Padawan?”

“The Sith Hunters, Casper, have the same power as the Jedi Council, mandated by the Jedi Code. One of us can complete her training. Hell, Casper, we can make you one of us and you can train her. We have that authority, that power, granted to us by the Jedi Code. The Council can cry fowl about it, but there’s nothing they can do about who we recruit. Whatever it takes to have justice done we are allowed to exploit. This is the sum of the Jedi Council’s seriousness in this matter, Brother. Necessary Evil is something that is never enacted on a whim.”

Beja Tu Ramore took the cue from his former master and expressed, “Know this from our own history on the subject, Knightshade: a Sith Hunt does not end until we’re all dead, or the Sith are. We don’t stop because the Council says so, or even if Chancellor Palpatine orders us to do so. We go anywhere, and everywhere. We do anything, and everything. We do it anytime, and every time. For the benefit of the galaxy, we do what we must; for the benefit of the Force, we must be its bastards.”

Casper shook his head and began to walk again. Ahead, he saw a white finger curl for him to follow. When the finger vanished, suddenly there was a long light shining down on the middle of the large room he entered: the Tomb of Cells, the center of the maze. The light barely illuminated the room, but it did show in that center where it showed the lone surrender button. Underneath the button was an old fashioned clockwork that was counting down from sixty seconds. He guessed correctly that once the timer reached zero the light would go off.

Again Casper looked around, spotting various old style prison cells, complete with bars and doors. He gave everything a careful look, for the Force was very disturbed in this area. He noted at least three ways out, but something told him that the cells themselves offered their own exits. So far he had not noticed any cheats of any kind for the Dungeon Maze; there had to be something, he had to get out of there soon. He walked around slowly, his head finding dangling chains and cobwebs again.

“You wouldn’t have anything to do with Senator Coaxial, would you?” asked Casper out of curiosity; a test of the Sith Hunters’ stated motto by Beja Tu, and a test of Coy’s truthfulness.
“Hell no,” lied Coy. Beja Tu gave him a look and shook his head. “That guy’s always had his own agenda. I must admit, he wasn’t far off the mark. Coaxial’s been more right about Rapier than the Council ever was”

Shaking his head, Casper whispered, “Lying son of a bitch.” He opened what he first thought would be a locked cell door; the metal creaked and groan.

Hearing the noise, Coy held out his hand to stop Beja Tu. “The Force humbles the faithful, always. From the nitwit Gungan that shows the way through clumsiness to the boy child that single-handedly stops the Trade Federation in a borrowed starfighter. We move so swiftly through the universe that it takes those who lack our gait to show us the way sometimes.”
Grimacing, Casper stepped in and inspected the small area because he had a feeling about it. He then took note of the remains of a Bothan skeleton learning against the bars far from the door. He paused: the bones were old, and they were not fake. Based on how the remains were positioned, it appeared the dead Bothan was pleading to get out. Another look at the cell door told Casper that the door never locked. He ascertained that the poor fellow had died because of pure panic; in the dark, alone, having entered a cell, and thought jailed because he or she felt nothing but walls and bars. Not having sensed MITES since entering the Dungeon Maze, it was a great bet Juna was unaware of this.

On leaving the cell, the light went off and Casper was in complete darkness again. He walked towards the button and felt the post it was attached to; it still had power. Before he could devise a plan in his mind he had a feeling again he wasn’t alone. He looked around, his eyes passing over a figure at first, but he got back to it. After some time of looking, he noted the white of the face eclipsing the darkness. Like a newborn dawn on a cloudless day, the eyes of the figure slowly began to glow with fire.

“Who are you?” asked Casper, readying his weapon. He left the post and walked slowly towards the apparition. “Are you real?”

“You already know the answers to those questions.”

Casper blinked and he let his weapon hand drop a bit. “Naressa?”

Instead of a straight answer, the woman said, “Oh for Force’s sake, Casper, hit the damn button! The Jedi pursuit is only a distraction!”

“What was that, Casper? You were saying something?” That question suddenly got Casper’s attention, turning it in that direction. Having loss all sense of his surroundings and time passage, Casper did not realize that Coy Madex and Beja Tu Ramore, with weapons on, were standing in the leading corridor no more than twenty feet away from him. 
Interestingly, Coy said, “Where’d you go, Casper? You stopped talking.”

In that short time of quiet, Casper contemplated what had just occurred. He looked back towards the place Naressa Rapier had stood – and it had to be her – but only saw the forever darkness. The whipping sound of Beja Tu’s blue lightsaber brought his attention back to the pursuing duo, but there was no indication the Sith Hunters knew he was there. It was finally dawning on Casper that the whole chase and the lack of real searching on his foes’ behalves was a means to keep him from going back to Theed. Given everything else to date, it was more likely Coy had someone going through Casper’s ship to get answers on where Angelleia and Juna were.

Compelled to break the forced stalemate, Casper ignited his weapon, betraying his location. The other two weapons stopped moving, and lightsabers were about all any of them could see of each other. Casper kept his blade low, unthreatening as he moved towards the post.

“There’s a lot you don’t really know about,” said Coy. Both Hunters moved apart once they entered the Tomb of Cells together. “I’ll be happy to share it with you. Just put the weapon away, let’s go to my ship, and I’ll show you.”

“You are under the impression I would care to look,” said Casper. He stopped just behind the post, when reach of the glowing button on the other side. “That’s the wrong impression.”

“Okay,” mused Coy, “how about I do a Yoda impression for you? Will that soothe you enough?”

“He’s in no position to win,” stressed Beja Tu. “Stop with the chit chat and let’s take him.”

“You assume too much,” Casper pointed out, “such as the fact that because we believe in the same things I can be so easily taken. You two against me? You need two more.”

“Come on, Knightshade, we’re all Jedi here,” cut in Coy, “doing what Jedi do best: mull around in darkness trying to figure things out and not doing a great job at it.”

“Oh you’re doing a fine job,” mused Casper, “if you were the king of the planet Make-believe and your pal here was the governor of Fantasyland.”

“Let’s change that,” offered Coy, “I show you my goods, you show me where Rapier is. You don’t have to come with us. I can show you a nav chart and all you have to do is point. I mean, it will be easier than slicing into that Trade Federation ship’s mainframe to get the information.”

Casper narrowed his eyes. “So this chase is nothing more than a distraction.”

“Duh!” said Coy.

Beja Tu dared said, “What is he talking about, Coy?”

Casper looked between the two weapons and said, “Do you routinely leave your fellows in the dark, Master Madex? What else have you not told them?”

“That’s enough of that,” barked Coy. “Last time, Casper: help us or not!”

Casper definitely sensed something in that: something that hit a little too close to the mark. Heeding Naressa’s advice, he reached with his free hand carefully for the button. “Not!”

Beja Tu charged; Coy followed a second later. Force senses extended, they felt Casper’s move for the button.

Casper hit the surrender button, causing the Sith Hunters to stop their charge for the Dungeon Maze in its entirety shook. Everyone held their ground, eyeing each other and everything around them, wondering if perhaps the wrong button had been pressed. It felt as if at any moment the maze was going to collapse, crush and bury them.

Suddenly, the shaking stopped….

The main light over the button turned back on….

And….

Nothing: no droids came to rescue them, no openings appeared to the outside, and no way was shown to leave. After the shaking and the flood light coming back on, there was simply nothing.

Beja Tu lowered his weapon and said to the others, “You mean to tell me all that button does is shake the hell out of this place?”

“I guess,” said Coy. “I just get the feeling no one was ever suppose to leave.”

Casper just shook his head and took a full step back….

“Stop him anyways!” shouted Coy.

Casper used the Force and whirled jump backwards just as Beja Tu tried to outflank him. Coy slide outward to try and get Casper in between him and Beja Tu to battle him down. Casper, though, knew this technique just as well as they did and launched himself past them and back towards the entrance of the Tomb of Cells.

“He’s backtracking!” warned Beja Tu. Their marked way was going to be clear to Casper as it was going to clear to them.

“Stop him!” repeated Coy.

Casper slashed at the top of the opening to the Tomb of Cells to cause some of the brick and mortar to fall. He pulled himself away from the carnage when Beja Tu used the Force to throw the damaged corridor at him. Casper turned and ran for it, following the faintly glowing trail the Sith Hunters had left behind. Both Beja Tu and Coy combined their powers to blow the debris out of the way, and the two were hot on Casper’s trail in mere moments.

With Force senses fully on, Casper could ‘see’ his way better than before, although it made him a homing beacon for the others to follow. The familiarity of the corridor came to him quickly, and suddenly he found himself at the slide he fell for before. Considering it, Casper took it again, and once in the darkness he shut off his weapon and let go of the Force. Quickly he moved through the previous sequence as before.

Beja Tu and Coy ran past the slide and turned the next corner before Beja Tu stopped running. Growling, he said to Coy, “He’s doubling back!”

“Shit!” Coy followed Beja Tu to the slide he let the Corellian take it. He rounded the corner and noted a familiar figure slipping by the debris he had just blown out before. “Beja, he’s back in that room!”

Casper tried the button again in passing, but it did not work; the light went off again. Going back to the entrance would do nothing for Casper; he had to find another way out; one of the three exits was it, and it was to his advantage to take new territory over known territory. He took one of the corridors, turned right, turned left, turned left, turned right, and at the last moment he bent down at the waist to walk under a long alcove. Before long, Coy’s purple lightsaber came into view, and soon the Bothan was slowly catching up. A few seconds behind them Beja Tu followed.

Coy stopped, kneeled, and flung spun his weapon at Casper.

Sensing the weapon’s approach, Casper turned his lightsaber on and batted it down. He bent down in a sprint position and leapt forward, landing chest first on a ramp going up. He tried to stand, but found the ceiling was getting lower and lower with every step ahead.

“Stop!” Coy picked up his weapon and continued to chase. “Stop, this is becoming a cliché!”

Groaning, Casper crawled up the ramp and kept feeling the space get smaller and smaller. It then got ridiculously short; just enough space for belly crawling. Casper had to wonder if he had actually stumbled on an air vent, not a corridor.

“Are you kidding me?” cried Coy. “Someone was tripping balls when they designed this place! Go back, Beja! Go back, there’s gotta be another way.”

Casper sensed Coy was pursuing him. The upward crawl was very demanding, but his conditioning was good and he was making progress. An impact jolt at his feet made him stop for a moment and look back. He watched Coy use his lightsaber uselessly to slash at his feet; the boots were falling apart, but Casper’s Saberhide feet were unaffected. To great affect, he wiggled his toes at his pursuer.

“Son of a gundark!” cursed Coy.

Casper pulled himself up more and more, and then found himself falling into space. He landed awkwardly, but he was up and looking around just as Beja Tu entered the all-too-familiar Tomb of Cells.

“Ah hell!” both Jedi said. At that, Beja Tu covered the distance and met his lightsaber against Casper’s green blade.

Both held their weapons against one another, with only one of them suddenly and momentarily shocked at what he was doing. Casper, however, had seen Jedi fight against each other once before, and so with his next strike he proved he was not the one stunned by the turn of events. Beja Tu would normally be daring with his attack, but he was not attacking; he sincerely did not know how to approach this dual, deflecting the strikes against an aggressor who advanced unapologetically without hesitation.

Casper did know how to do it; he battled in and then unleashed the unrelenting techniques Master Yoda had showed him. It was odd to see someone so tall move around like he was half his size, but unlike in his youth Casper moved better. The body movement made it impossible for Beja Tu to at least maim Casper enough to capture him, and if he tried it left him vulnerable to the other Jedi’s weapon. Very quickly, the Sith Hunters came to the conclusion that fighting Casper one on one was a losing proposition; the Jedi Knight fourteen years removed from active service had unmatched skill.

Casper skirted around the edges of the room, hopped up, dropped down, spun on the ground with the lightsaber, but then let his trailing foot come and attempted a trip. Beja Tu flipped in place twice, landed, and stopped the overhead disarmament attack Casper brought to bear on him. But the attack was not over; Casper slid the blade off before Beja Tu could move his, forcing the Sith Hunter to defend more than attack.
Beja Tu kicked at Casper’s leg to undo his footing, but Casper kept the leg down; the Saberhide could take the blow, and by going into a vulnerable position – again – the formidable Beja Tu had to again retreat. He chanced a roll, which was dangerous for he was still on the ground and conceded his back.
A Sith Lord would have killed Beja Tu. Any reasonable foe would have. Anyone could have.

Casper only stood in place and assumed a relaxed stance; lightsaber held straight up and on his right side. He watched the other regain footing and form. They locked stares, aided by the glare of their respected weapons, each trying to measure the situation before committing themselves to the next action.
“You should have taken me,” said Beja Tu.

“Your death would have been meaningless,” said Casper. “It would not help Juna, and you wouldn’t have learned from your mistakes.”

Taking note of the ‘mistakes’ plural, the slightly older man gave Casper a few nods. “You speak from experience, obviously.”
Casper was being honest, but the edge in Beja Tu’s voice stole the fun tone out of what was supposed to be mutual banter. Wisely, not wanting to really escalate the situation another notch, he said as he moved slowly to his right, “Yes, I do. I too was so quick to blame a Rapier for all the wrongs in the galaxy. But that was the mistake, Beja Tu, the only mistake: I only wanted to see what I wanted to see. In the end, the truth took my legs and nearly took my spirit. I can see that happening to you and everyone else on this damn fool crusade.”
Moving to his right to compensate for Casper’s movement, Beja Tu said, “We shall see. Sometimes, it takes a thousand years to prove someone right. History will vindicate the correct.” He whirled his weapon. “But I don’t have the kind of time.”
The two pushed to their respected rights two more steps before they mutual tightened their circle and did a passing clash of blades. Both pirouetted quickly; Beja Tu on his trailing heel; Casper in a leap.
Casper bounded backward. 
And then bounded again. 
And again, and suddenly Beja Tu realized Casper was heading down another corridor. He followed quickly, just as Coy finally ascended the ramp. The Bothan noted the noise and where they were and quickly pursued. At the very least, Beja Tu’s stall tactic had managed to get Coy back into the chase.
Casper was backwards skipping, hopping on one foot six feet a time, whirling his weapon around to convince at least Beja Tu not to press forward. Because the technique took much of Casper’s Force focus, his blade was less quick to stop any sustained assault. Still, it was a hell of a technique the Hunters had not seen before, and it successfully held them back. The narrow confinement of the Dungeon Maze negated a lot of moves to counter it.

A decisive turn to Casper’s left was coming, and on reaching the end Casper planted both feet and launched himself to the left. He rolled, swung his weapon, and bashed Beja Tu’s weapon away. Catching up, Coy sidestepped past Beja Tu to take overhead; Casper blocked it. Beja Tu came in low, Casper blocked that. The aggressive duo could only take turns pressing the advantage against their foe, but Casper was the one who wanted to get away; he couldn’t just keep concentrating on fighting off his opponents, not when he had something they really wanted.

Suddenly, Coy shot out with his hand and Casper couldn’t block the Force Push while sabotaging Beja Tu’s feint. Backwards he went, sailing past the opening of a cell into a dead end, hitting the hard wall behind him and had his wind knocked out of him. Beja Tu let out a whoop and closed the cell door. He tested the door and found it locked.

“YES! Got him!” shouted Beja Tu.

“How’s that for a hop, a skip, and a jump?” asked Coy, pleased of himself.

As Casper caught his lost breath from the impact of the wall, the very same wall split apart, revealing a long stretch of corridor. In the glare light, both Beja Tu and Coy had fallen faces of disbelief. Sometimes, the Dungeon Maze dead ends were anything but dead ends.
Casper stood up, shrugged his shoulders and said, “Well, I’ve had worse luck.”

“Ah hell!”

Casper threw his lightsaber at the cell bars, turned, and ran. The weapon tore through the cell bars enough to chase back the duo. The lightsaber then sailed after its master.

Coy was quick to the cell bars to cut into them quickly to create a bigger hole for them to get through. But once Casper’s lightsaber shut off, he and Beja Tu felt Casper touch the Force to run; he had regained his lead advantage.

After three long stretches of run Casper felt a slight incline in his pathway and slowed to a standard run, fearing a narrowing gap again. Alas he found the way smooth and delightful, with no other turns to consider, no other holes to take. He felt he had found one of the ways out. It was not long before he noted, up ahead, there appeared to be light. A few more running steps and he could see it looked more and more like an exit.

The crashing sound behind him told Casper to run fast, for his pursuers were coming. He had widened his stride and prepared himself for another jolt of Force Running. He was almost there!

But the Dungeon Maze was cruel.

Casper realized too late when he struck the polished metal surface and bounced painfully downward into a hole. He then went unexpectedly up, and down, and up, and right, left, left, down, and up. Air was literally pushing him through a series of smooth tubes like a message container in a pneumatic tube. He lost any sense of direction, and attempts at trying to stop were pointless – besides that, if he did stop, he would be stuck.
It was over in a minute, and Casper landed in a cramped space. Before he could even blink, let alone think, a hole opened up on him under his feet. He bounced off the pedestal that contained the used up surrender button that was once again bathed in light; light that was provided from the outside via elaborate mirroring, the same mirroring that tricked him from wherever he was before.

Once again, Casper was in the Tomb of Cells.

Slow to lumber up to his feet, Casper felt the bruises of the impacts beginning to throb. He had to shake off the numb feeling in his right elbow as he checked his lightsaber to make certain it was not damaged in the hell ride he was just in. Sighing, Casper agonized aloud, “Okay, now how do I get the hell out of here?”

The light above went out again. And suddenly above one of the cells words appeared, glowing in the dark. It was flash photo-absorbing material engraved into the rock that would last longer than glow in the dark paint. It read: THIS WAY, STUPID!

Casper took another look around and noticed a ‘No’ here and a ‘No’ there over the corridors and other cells. Over the doorway where he had entered the Tomb of Cells it said ‘You can’t go back the way you came, Moron!’

“Subtle,” mused Casper, and quickly he went through the appropriate cell door; he had found the maze cheat! He closed it behind him and examined the cell quickly. The back wall was faintly aglow with instructions:

To whom it may concern,

If you are reading this, you were wise enough to tackle this maze with some form of illumination, which then by example via the lightened pedestal you shut your illuminator off and on to create a flash affect that charged the words. If you desire to conquer this maze quickly, then do the following: upon leaving the cell THROUGH THIS WAY: up, up, down, down, left, right, left, right, back, above.

Casper stowed his lightsaber and with both hands he pushed against the wall on the words ‘THROUGH THIS WAY’, and the section of rock opened easily like a cupboard door. When he entered, he noted that the illuminating message was fading away. Just as he closed the door up, the light came back on again in the Tomb of Cells and Coy Madex came barreling down the hole, landing on the pedestal and cursing his luck.

Casper found the single person walkway rose slightly upward for quite a ways. Eventually it leveled at a junction with three other directions to take. Remembering the directions Casper kept going ahead. It continued to rise up until it leveled again at a four corners: he kept going straight. He reached a third junction after leveling off again.

“Down?” Casper took a few steps straight ahead and noted that the walk way was going downward. “Down!” He took it to the next junction. “Down!”

Running, he reached another similar junction. “Left.” He took it left until, again, another junction appeared. “Right.” And again. “Left.” And again. “Right!”

Just as he thought that perhaps these were service tunnels and not a part of the maze he came to a dead end. Casper remembered, “Back!” and ran in the other direction. He bypassed the junction and just kept going. He ran a very long time until he reached a new dead end.

Thinking about the whole riddle one more time, Casper recited aloud, “Up, up, down, down, left…..right….left…..right….back…..a-.”

The disturbance in the Force told him his chasers had just reunited.

“Up, up, down, down, left, right, left, right, back and above….above!”

Casper looked up and saw a series of chains. He went to grab one to begin his apparent ascent upward, but upon grabbing it and pulling up, a steel ball snapped around his wrist. Like a small fish on a large hook he was dragged mercilessly upward. Seconds past, the forced ascension terribly fast, he was suddenly blinded by light. The pressure around his wrist released, and when his eye sight returned he saw the ground rushing towards him at an unnerving rate.

“Shantyydoddle!” Casper rolled upon landing, a natural decision although his artificial legs could take the pounding. Rising up to his boot-ruined feet, he took note of the resetting chain that had ushered him out of the dark gloom as it crawled back into the abandoned-looking well spring that was surrounded by itch-inducing venom leaf. In fact the whole area was covered in the annoying, non-edible vegetation, which would deter way wards from taking a closer look at the well. What he went through was the cheater’s exit: the quickest and dirtiest way out of the Dungeon Maze, but it was not one of the three recognized exits, and had the caveat of putting the cheater outside the Rapier Grounds’ property line considerably.

What was a good cover for an exit, Casper realized slowly that the Garden of Mazes was nowhere to be found in the immediate sight line. The trees were thick and tall, tall enough to obscure his ability to see the Tower Maze. Sunset was about an hour away, so he used it as a reference to run back to his land speeder, which he hoped was not too far away.
