THE SITH HUNTERS: PROLOGUE FOUR: THE BLUE SEED
Fourteen Years before The Sith Hunters, ten years before Episode One: The Phantom Menace
To Jedi Knight Casper Knightshade everything had become so simple five hours ago. That was when Juna Rapier had given him her only child, the baby daughter she had impossibly conceived with the late Vhinphyc Jedi Master Enothchild Sarch, to be raised and trained by the Jedi Order. That simplicity lasted all of one air cab ride to the Jedi Temple, on Coruscant. Then there was a nothing, a rather welcomed neutral calm, of serene clarity without interruption between the parked cab, to the lift, to the top floor, and to the Jedi Council Chamber. Matters of difficulty and consequence soon emerged the moment he had presented Bella Naressa Rapier to the twelve members that had comprised the leadership of the Jedi Order. Lastly, but not finally, they -- Casper and baby Bella -- were told five hours ago to wait outside the Council Chamber by Grand Jedi Master Yoda. Given the climate of that ten minutes of explanation and truth telling, Casper was beginning to surmise the worse.
It was very early in the new day, practically still last night by it’s definition but the chromo on the wall above the Chamber entrance assured all that it was several hours past the beginning of a new day; Coruscant’s sun was a few hours away from making it official. It was never too late for a Jedi Council debate, but the length of one subject -- and this subject in particular -- bothered Casper, and not because he thought Bella deserved to be in a real bed asleep. As he scratched at his beard, he had the strong inclination to take Bella to his room in the Jedi Temple and force the Council to summon them both back, but make them wait.

On that thought he once again peered at the little baby in the ultra-luxury hover buggy; she was sound asleep again, seemingly unaffected by those deciding her fate. Casper had learned to feed her with formula, had changed her twice with the first time yielding somewhat comical results, and had kept her preoccupied by floating one of her plush toys around her head. He had held her more than once and for long times. She was happy the entire time, ecstatic even when the Council amused themselves by looking at her.
Unfortunately for Bella she couldn’t defend herself. Casper had thought he had done his best to speak for her, but it meant revealing some truths he had purposely neglected nearly a year and a half ago to mention: such as the reality that slept contently in the hover buggy. On tangent points it became more about Casper than it did about the fate of the baby, and Casper defended himself the best he could, telling the Council he had felt it was none of their business that a Jedi Master who had left the Jedi Order for good had married and had fathered a girl. He was reminded that once Casper had brought the girl before them, then business indeed for the Jedi it had become. It had dawned on Casper, for the first time, that the Council had known much more than he had, and had known that knowledge for a very, very long time. It upset Casper and he matched their passive explanations and admonishing with direct points of the here and now facts: here was Bella, she has the power of the Force, and she was given to him in order for her to become a Jedi. Mace Windu did not like his tone; Casper told him brutally that he did not give a shit.
The existence of Bella alone should had been enough for the Jedi Council to decide right then right there, and after Casper had explained himself and had asked for certain conditions to be met, to accept her. He could understand perhaps an hour of debate, perhaps even two hours; twelve minds, albeit Jedi-conditioned minds, were nonetheless still free beings. Five hours was uncalled for, and that was what really bothered the young Jedi Knight and -- he really hopes -- foster father of tiny Bella. Five hours to decide anyone’s fate was pretentious and inexcusable and in Casper’s opinion unbecoming of the Jedi Order. Again it was a matter of simplicity to Casper: it was either yes or no. How could the Council be so afraid of a simply answer?
Too tired to meditate, and truly agitated to the maximum allotment allowed by Jedi Code, Casper checked Bella again and did his best to not disturb her. He had recalled Juna’s struggle to do this right thing and he reflected back on how his own family struggled as well. Many months back Casper had gone to his home world and saw his brother and sisters and other relations, and they had told him of the days which lead his parents to give him to Master Yoda. How so hard Master Yoda had fought for baby Casper to become a Jedi, with his parent’s blessings. Casper had heard of such stories before about Yoda and the others who resided on the Council who had did everything they could to secure the many Jedi who served the Republic so well today. They accepted all presented to them, but if the parents had changed their minds prior to the release of the child to Order care the Jedi honored their wishes and fought for that life form no more. But in the end they had never turned their back on a candidate so freely given to them.
Casper Knightshade had a growing feeling that in this modern age of the Order the rejection of a baby Jedi applicant directly by the Council was going to happen for the very first time. The Padawan Learning and Development Center Jedi, created and ran by the late Nue Cadabel, usually made the decisions necessary when it came to accepting a candidate, but to all knowledge true potential was never ejected because of heritage or other considerations not directly related to the candidate. The Jedi Council had once debated whether to allow Juna Rapier to be trained as a Jedi, although she was seventeen when Enothchild had asked on her behalf; the Jedi Code eventually won the debate, not allowing someone so old to become a Jedi, however it was still unprecedented for the Council to even consider her application. But never had the Jedi Council directly got involved in the application process like this before; not even Enothchild had this problem when he was a mere and unique Vhinphyc baby. It was why Casper did not do that responsible thing of taking Bella to his room, afraid -- yes, a Jedi can have a knowing fear not a feeling of fear -- that such a responsible move may hurt Bella’s chances.
And yet, there was that little bit of him, that little voice in Casper’s head that had come out earlier in the day and failed him. It failed him in trying to convince Juna that giving Bella to the Jedi Order was not just bad idea but a terrible one. Whether it was a voice of reason or doubt it was hard for Casper to decide, but in the end it did not convince Juna, or even Casper himself, to back out. That voice vanished from his mind five hours ago. It had returned to haunt Casper, telling him to take the child home; not to his apartment in the Temple. Naboo was the little girl’s port of origin. Naboo was where she belonged, and specifically right in Juna Rapier’s loving arms. The life of a Jedi was a heroic one, and such heroic lives were filled with difficulty and death. It was not that Casper had doubts; he once did for a long time. Being a Jedi was extraordinarily difficult; it was just an undeniable fact.
Juna knew this better than even the most of the die hard of supporters of the Jedi Order and the non-Force sensitive, devout historians of Jedi Lore. She had experienced too much hell -- there is no other way to describe it -- when she was too young and survived it by struggling through a Jedi-like lifestyle with Enothchild Sarch’s guidance. If one thought she cheated her way somehow, perhaps through her marriage to Jedi Master Sarch, then they knew not. The Jedi Council were well aware, as Casper was, of her trials that were beyond the trivial that pursued her currently; politics and business and civil court matters were distractions, not even a part of the abstract of importance. The Council knew many things, and some of those things regarding Juna were unknown to Casper, and even to Enothchild….
Nonetheless, ‘officially’ known to the Council and Casper, that was what the focus was on. Casper felt those doubts about Bella creeping in again, spurred on by the thought that what was best for Juna was for Bella to be returned to her. That was the unspoken plea he could not speak; that was why he really did not want to take Bella when Juna gave her to him. Casper had no doubts about Bella’s potential: Enothchild was a great Jedi Master, and Juna had possessed such tremendous power in the Force. Their heritages were marked with unknown distinctions, and it was Juna’s mysterious family heritage on her mother’s side that perhaps gave the Jedi Council pause. Or perhaps it was the fact Juna had been corrupted by the dark side of the Force, and no matter how brief her time was in using the dark arts, no matter that she had used her evil to save the galaxy from the real threats of Magus Prophet and the likes of Darth Rune, the Code was quite clear and such a dark embrace was frowned upon. Casper could see Juna perhaps suffering over this decision; the Council could say Juna had suffered too much all ready and send Bella home; no mother should suffer unnecessarily over the loss of their child. That part Casper had agreeing with the Council wished they would hurry up and get it over with.
The large doors to the Council Chamber peeled open suddenly, startling Casper but not Bella. The young Jedi Knight had not felt the presence of anyone approaching, nor was it wise to use the Force to analyze the disturbances from within the chamber -- such a thing was taboo, and it was documented that a Jedi had died four hundred years ago trying to ‘listen in’ on a debate. It was clear that the debate was over because only one Jedi Master stood alone in the doorway, and it was a friend.
“You still here?” questioned Plo Koon, who to Casper only sounded exasperated because the breathing mask the Kel Dor Jedi Master had to wear obscured his facial features.

Casper said nothing only because with Plo’s presence did the other parts of his mind cheer up. Plo was not just his friend but for a long time he had been Enothchild’s friend, and Nue Cadabel’s friend, and Ros Ofcheck’s friend -- Ros had been Casper’s Jedi Master until his death on Tatooine. There was that hope in him that told him that Plo had fought for Bella out of both friendships past and present, and because Bella deserved the chance to become a Jedi.

“Was you going to come and get me?” asked Casper, standing up and for a moment he had thought it was a mistake. For a slight of a second his body had forgotten that he had artificial legs starting at the knees and he stumbled just a tad. Sometimes when the remaining muscle tissues around the point of amputation numb from non-use, and the person in question is so used to the reliability of their artificial limbs, they forget and thus the impulse relays between machine and nerves do not respond to the command movement from the brain. It could lead to embarrassing stumbles, but Casper’s Jedi reflexes responded. Unfortunately it meant his hands had to grab the hover buggy with a jolt.
“Whoops. Ah oh.” As if the two males had stumbled upon a fusion explosive with five seconds to go before detonation, Casper and Plo froze in place and watched tiny Bella unfurl herself from her sleep. 
Casper added, “This might not be pretty.” Bella had been a very good baby to date, but the young man’s limited knowledge of infants was just as small as the life in the hover buggy. He was not ready for a screaming child.
As the baby stirred more and with eyes still closed she began to make fussing sounds. Plo Koon moved in and put a meaty finger on Bella’s forehead between her eyes. He hushed her, but it was the Force from him that quickly centered her mind and eased her back into sleep. But as he applied his power, there was to Plo a moment where his energies were pushed back. Plo applied his energies a little more strongly and achieved his goal.
“A general Master-to-Padawan centering technique,” noted Plo, drawing his finger away. “It works on any baby given their inability to form mental defenses.” For whatever reason he looked at his finger tip and rubbed the end of it; purely out of curiosity over what had unexpectedly happened.
After another second longer of suspicion, Plo waved his hand as if to wipe the thoughts away in his own mind. He said to Casper, “No, I wasn’t going to get you. We’re done, but I had about an hour left on my breathing filter. I was going to change it.”
“Oh,” spoke Casper. “But the decision of the Council-?”

“It has been made.” Plo gestured to the Council Chamber. “Actually my filter can wait. This shouldn’t take long unless you want to debate some more.”

Casper did not move for the door or the buggy. He sighed a bit and asked, “What is the decision, Plo, can you tell me that? Under the circumstances I care very little for drama right now.”

“Well, no one told you to wait out here for five hours, you fool,” Plo half-joked to the young man. Casper rolled his eyes, only because he was not use to Plo’s light hearted side even after all the months had past in their friendship. Plo nodded in understanding though; Plo had always hated keeping things from his close friends, and last anyone kept score Casper Knightshade and Qui-Gon Jinn were the only close friends he had left: Nadja Moranna, Jurivicious Pern, Enothchild Sarch, Ros Ofcheck, Nue Cadabel and regular Human Glace Culot were all One with the Force in some form or another. The likes of Yoda and Mace Windu were just acquaintances.

“Never mind,” said Plo to clear the slate again. “Look, she’s in.”
“She is!”

“Shhhhhh, cripes, don’t wake her up!” stressed Plo. “Yeah, she can become a Jedi. However, there are some very, very tough conditions that must be agreed on and followed, Casper. I won’t tell you what they are out here.”

“Conditions? On top of the Code?”

“Yes, now before you ask, no you won’t know what they are until we go in there.”

“They’re bad.” Casper came to the conclusion almost immediately. His elation was no longer tempered by wisdom, but by a caution born out of stubbornness caused by the one hour go around he had with the Council hours ago. Not knowing what the conditions were before hand began to inflame him.

“Which is why there’s no point in telling you now,” stressed Plo, breaking into Casper’s thoughts. The Jedi Master all ready knew before he sensed the emotional shift in the young man that he had reservations of the highest degree. 

To diffuse the situation, Plo said firmly, “Look, there were some pretty heated arguments in there. I’ve never been in a debate like that in all my years on the Council. Even Qualeggoes never invoked such strong sentiments of opinion. Believe me, I’ve been in some testicle-kickers over the decades and this one topped them all.”
Casper was not sure how to take the news yet. Ros had always told him that there were many things that were contrary to Padawan belief when it came to the Jedi; the Jedi Council was no different. Ancient history pointed to times in which Council members had some of their opinions settled by lightsaber. Indecision had also affected the Council quite a few times with terrible results. Great friendships had ended the moment the friends were on the Council and their opinions varied only by the width of an atom. Given Plo when the last of the Moranna Knights, the lone surviving Headbanger, said it was brutal argument he was not joking. Of course a ‘brutal discussion’ in Jedi terms was debate in tenor that was much more civilized than public disagreements in the Senate, and far below the galactic standard of verbal altercation. The voices were warm, words strong and honest, but nothing more than a raised volume of calm. However Casper imagined, and correctly so, that Plo Koon may have kicked the volume of his voice up another notch to fight for Bella’s rights.
“But I wasn’t going to keep Enothchild’s daughter out of the Jedi Order,” Plo continued, confirming Casper’s suspicions. “She has the right, and the Council just can’t simply refuse. As I said there are some tough conditions.”

The much broader Jedi Master pointed a hard finger in the young, taller Jedi Knight’s face as a clear warning. “And I set those conditions, Casper: not Yoda, not Mace, not Yaddle, not Sifo-Dyas: I did! I debated, I argued, I plead, and I got a majority vote of approval. I spent every erg of good will I had built up over the past thirty years in there, so I don’t need you to get hot when we spell the conditions out to you. You peep negatively, you shake your head once, and her shot is gone! You get me?”

Casper only said, “Yes, Master.” He agreed, but he didn’t like it.
Plo read him like a headline on a data doc. “You don’t have to like it. Just accept it.” He steered Casper towards the closed door. “Come on: she’s waited out here long enough. Don’t let your disapproval keep this door closed before her.”
And just as it seemed Plo was philosophical enough to be a Jedi Master, he mumbled to Casper as he collected the hover buggy, “Damn you told Mace Windu you didn’t give a shit what he thought? I guess you can float your own stones now.”
Casper found a small smile forming on his face. He understood the Headbanger-like compliment and its meaning. It was also a testament to Plo’s long standing reputation as a leader, for he was able to say the right thing that instilled pride and confidence in the young Jedi, as well as take his mind off of the negatives. There was only one positive: Her Royal Highness Princess Juna Belladonna Naressa Rapier Angelleia the Second, and for practicalities shortened to Belladonna Naressa Rapier, was going to become a Jedi. And with that, Casper lead the way and opened the physical and metaphorical door.
Plo’s admonishment to Casper had only worked, once the pleasantries were passed and Mace Windu laid out the conditions, because Plo was still in the room, sitting to Mace’s left in Casper’s view. There were many reasons has to why Plo never told Casper in advance what the conditions were. Ultimately the conditions, though attached to Bella, were not for her. No matter how it was addressed, the long list of conditions was not for Bella to follow, they were directed squarely at Casper Knightshade, and the Jedi Knight had to obey them.
Casper had expected the rest of the conditions when they were told to him. He would never train Bella, and his foresight and insight to her was to be limiting. The Jedi Council understood the need for Vhinphycs to have family in order to survive their youth, a father at least in Bella’s case. Yoda was there when Enothchild was given to the Order, and so he knew more on such subjects; he knew Anka-Dee would attach herself lovingly to Enothchild as any mother would to her child, and he knew Casper would do the same -- even when Casper knew too, he had no idea how attached to Bella he would become. Casper knew he would never train Bella.
Eventually Casper slowly accepted, and agreed to himself first, that lone condition he had hated -- for the time being he would not think of it again. Belladonna had to become a Jedi. He accepted it even before he said, “I agree” to the Jedi Council. He saw their hardened eyes brighten in their own way, approving of his acceptance of his sacrifice. They were asking much, but if all went well they were going to get much in return.
Once all was agreed to, Master Windu took Bella into his arms as the rest of the Jedi Council rose and came to stand around them. Casper had taken a few steps back, figuring out what the Council was going to do. Their closed eyes and gathered wits and calmed breath betrayed nothing to an outside observer. Those who could feel the Force around them could sense the drawing of energy. Hands from each of the twelve members of the Council reached towards Bella, drawing her awakened curiosity. She then closed her eyes somewhat unnaturally, directed so by Mace Windu’s carefully placed finger between her eyes.
And Casper knew this was only the beginning.

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

The registration of a new Initiate level Jedi had to wait until the next day; the debate had ran long, and it was not prudent to awaken the child and someone at the Padawan Learning and Development Center in order to proceed. Patience was a Jedi virtue after all, and it did give Casper time to think about many things that were his responsibility now. The Jedi Council had bestowed upon him the power and the burden of parenthood; from this point forward, Casper Knightshade was a father and figuratively speaking his soon-to-be daughter had just been born. To be fair to the truth that all knew, the young man really had no experience with babies whatsoever: which Jedi really did, save those in the P.L.C.?
Casper was quickly reminded of his responsibilities when Bella finally cried for the first time. The noise was loud and far more effective than a warship klaxon. His blue eyes opened wider upon a mysterious, pungent aroma reaching his Human nose, awakening him -- but not by any means refreshing him. Bella’s hover buggy was her bed, a good bed at that and no further than a foot away from Casper’s bed, but another inhale made him wish the buggy and child were on the other side of the galaxy.

“Oh Force,” said Casper, breathing more through his mouth, the smell making him forget he could control his senses with the before mentioned power. “That can’t be you.”
She disagreed with him with an impossibly -- to Casper anyways -- loud wail; a commandment delivered with such emotion it should surely cripple the strongest of wills. What was learned by parents in the beginning and forgotten by children at the end of their primitive years was that babies won every ‘debate’, every ‘negotiation’, and every ‘battle’: all the stated metaphors used to describe how a baby’s demands were met. Only the most vile, despicable, and quite frankly cowardly ‘person’ would not submit to the twenty-one inch, eighteen pound ‘dictator’ that demanded a clean crevice. The diaper changes that were hours ago were at the very least simple affairs, only made difficult by Casper’s lack of changing experience, featuring only urine. Obviously this time the waste material had changed.
“Oh, it is you,” mumbled Casper, standing over the baby. He pulled back her little blanket and picked her up. The smell just got stronger the closer he got. He would have normally cradled her in one hand in order to use the other hand to activate the hover buggy’s multifunction features, but this time he used the Force to apply pressure to the proper switch.
The hover buggy with the three small, discreet Rapier Technology logos -- the letters R and T linked together within a common cog -- began to show its engineered capabilities, lowering itself to the ground and transforming mechanically into a changing table. The smell of Bella’s poopy diaper was almost replaced by the smell of antibacterial disinfectants that had covered the table. A tray of soft cloth diapers emerged from the front of the buggy. Cleaning wipes appeared through a shoot hole next to where the bassinet portion of the buggy once was. The other side had a chute marked with the universal sign for hazardous materials; the symbol could be seen once the chute achieved its opening angle. A holographic image projected upon the bedding and asked Casper politely if he would like a tutorial on changing the baby. Impressed the first time but no longer amused Casper nonchalantly waved his hand through the holographic field, through the NO, and the image went away.
“You do think of everything Lady Angelleia,” said Casper, referring to Juna by her Royal Title. Just as that name hung in his mind he was caught by surprise by a sudden SEESH sound from around the edges of the buggy’s bed area and vaporizing white clouds. A second later Bella slowly stopped crying; her little, teary head turned about, her little brown eyes darting here and there, her tiny nose wiggling -- female Vhinphycs had a strong sense of smell. Casper smelled nothing, but he noted Bella’s lack of antagonism and without another thought he swept his arm, still covered by his tunic, over the buggy. He had a theory….
Unfortunately the theory still had to wait. Casper calmed himself, centered himself, breathed through his mouth and went to work. And unfortunately breathing through his mouth did little good; he thought he could taste it on his tongue. Oh, it was terrible! 
Terrible! 
Traumatic! 
As he wrapped it all up the warmth and the sogginess of the cloth diaper made the Jedi Knight shudder as he transferred the payload to the appropriately labeled hazardous material chute, where it would interestingly and appropriately enough fuel the buggy’s power systems.
Bella thought it was amusing and giggled. Casper spoke to her with newfound foresight, “You know you and I could go to the middle schools and have the teenagers change your terrible loads. I guarantee it would put them off on having sex early altogether.”
Bella only made a high, amusing sound. To that Casper sighed and resigned himself to the fact that like his many stumbles early on in Mental Focus Environment Expansion training this was not the last time he would face this particular difficulty. He lied to himself by thinking he would get used to the smell, and he proceeded with the beginnings of both their days; his was meditation, while her day began with the last bottle of gray-white breast milk that had been stored in the hover buggy’s store cold-warm to serve compartment. From there, Casper pushed Bella in her buggy to the P.L.C. to start the process of her Jedi Becoming. There was nothing special to it: it was all about her brand new life and the highly required, extremely necessary bureaucracy to ensure it.
As it was for nearly all the Jedi that had entered the Jedi Temple as children, Bella Rapier had ‘died’ last night, or rather her old life as a normal Republic citizen had ended once her mother gave her baby over to a Jedi for training. Casper was certain, however, that Juna had kept Bella ‘off the charts’, that in the realm of the known galaxy Bella had never been born; it would have been in every taboo data doc and alter script on the HoloNet; a scandalized sensation that would have been very brutal to mother and child; not to mention everyone would want to know who the father was, and then how would Juna explain it? In the natural order Humans could not breed directly with other species, and vice versa. He hoped, as he and Bella entered the P.L.C., that Jedi Knight Onso-Uri was up to speed on matters so he would not have to answer too many questions.
In no time in a private chamber Casper and Bella were shown to, poor Onso-Uri entered: poor only because he was entering his third year of a ten year term as head of the Padawan Learning and Development Center, and poor because Nue Cadabel’s experience which Onso-Uri could draw on was no longer accessible. The Angowgian -- humanoid save for two necks that supported one flat octagon shaped head and his light purple skin -- was tired from year’s worth of effort the likes of him had to put in every day. Every baby, every Initiate, was unique, different, and far removed from similar and Onso-Uri had to keep pace with those changes. It was also Onso-Uri’s primary duty to respond to applications for Jedi Training, in which there were thousands of applications every year and where only a dozen or more were legitimate despite, or perhaps thanks to the overzealous parents in spite of, the proper medical testing at birth. There were aides, older Jedi too old to patrol and uninterested in training anymore Padawans, and Healers, but their purposes were hard linked to the Temple. Nue Cadabel seamlessly pulled off this duty as an old, slow moving Ithorian with an ornery disposition long before he created the P.L.C.: poor Onso-Uri missed Nue very dearly.
“Jedi Knightshade,” said the not-much-older Jedi Knight, both bowing to each other in respect. “I have received a memo from the Jedi Council about you coming, and this child is to be your official daughter; a very unique situation to be sure.”

“Rare, but not unique,” responded Casper politely.

“I do mean the situation altogether,” reconfigured Onso-Uri. “I know Knight Cadabel would have been extremely upset with the Council interfering in the Initiate process he was allowed to create. However, as explained to you and explained in the memorandum, this is a rather special circumstance.”

Onso-Uri pulled out a large, official Republic-looking data pad and handed it to Casper. “Unfortunately you have the tragic circumstance of having legal joint custody of this child, which by law means you must file a custodial claimant as a separate entity. Tragic for it is four hundred pages long.”
Casper was not one to forgo procedure and law, and he enjoyed reading as much as he enjoyed using the Force. The paperwork in this case on the other hand caused him to make a face. “Well….being a part of the Jedi Order would…would it not constitute me as part of a whole entity?”

“No,” said Onso-Uri rather quickly. “You are her adopting father, which requires a foster-ship period which the Jedi Order as a joint and proven foster parent in itself must survey. You do not have over ten thousands years and hundreds of generations of proven history as the Jedi Order entity has. Or the single click option as provided by law.”

“Terrific,” said Casper glumly, looking at page one of the adoption-foster parent form. He had remembered the stories Dizzy and Muriel Arnes had told him about their adoption quest. They never told him about the horrors of the paperwork. He had to wonder if Muriel, trained as an attorney as well as an efficient killer, knew the short cuts. He had wished he could contact the Arnes’, but that would be a violation of the Council’s laid conditions for him and for Bella.
“Oh don’t worry: six or eight hours will pass and you’ll be done in no time,” offered Onso-Uri gleefully. “In the mean time, as you read and sign and initial and validate, you can answer my questions about this little baby here.” He reached in the buggy, and in no time he sat Bella on the exam table. He took care to position her just right, using an imbedded targeting grid on table. A few key strokes on the counsel near by, and Onso-Uri was ready. “Do you have her origin information?”
Still rather new to the experience, it took Casper a moment to think. Then he remembered that the hover buggy had a series of data cards specially marked in a compartment; he found them while waiting for the Jedi Council last night. He found one of them marked “DAUGHTER” and gave it to Onso-Uri. It was loaded in the data slot and the information uploaded.

“Well, this is interesting,” mumbled Onso-Uri as the file he wanted loaded itself up without his consent. “Names Belladonna Naressa yes, yes, mumble, mumble, mother is Juna, father is….oh this is right? The Council did say…yes, Naboo….of course female….Vhinphyc? Well, of course…but then….wait, static metabolism: what does that mean? Thick skin….eyes ‘normal’….” He twisted his face up and said, “I guess I must confirm this with a scan, and take a blood sample.”

“Problem?” asked Casper, taking his eyes away from the terribly small print crammed on such a large screen.

“Mysteries, Brother,” said Onso-Uri. “All this is impossible, but the Council had told me to accept the impossible, not just to expect the impossible. Still, there are just some things the Force cannot explain away.”
Onso-Uri activated the sensors. Small probes dangled from artificial arms and like a mobile circled around a curious and amused Bella. It was a purposeful design the probing system: it allowed the sensors to perform a three-dimensional scan and structural analysis while never scaring the child. As the sensor mobile distracted the baby a tiny articulation emerged behind her with the smallest of needles, preparing to prick her soft skin. It was so quick and the distraction effective it was painless and most often the child feels nothing; when they do, they only appear stunned and eventually go back to being distracted.
The needle made its quick move for Bella’s left arm….

Bella suddenly shifted to her right and looked at the needle that just missed her. She made a little noise of curiosity at it as it retreated. Onso-Uri’s mouth dropped, and then closed it when he felt that all that had happened was the machine missed. Infants were indeed Force aware, but they had no control over their abilities; none whatsoever.
Casper went to rub his forehead with his tunic sleeve when he remembered he wanted it tested. “Oh, is there a spare analyzer I can use in here for a moment?”
“No I am afraid,” said Onso-Uri as he reset the blood sampler. “There is one in the lab across the hall. But you should really focus on that-.”

“Thank you.” Casper just went ahead and took his momentary leave. He had time to go over legalities, all the time in the known universe. He had little time left remaining to him if his theory was correct.

Meanwhile, Onso-Uri just sighed and said, “Okay, little one, here we go again. And….wall-.”

The arm zipped for her right arm this time. Bella darted to her left. She eyed it again and giggled.

“- La! Wait, what?” Onso-Uri scrunched his eyebrows and checked the calibration to the device through its demonstration software. Five seconds later, it showed that targeting was fine. He peered at the baby girl who was now gripping the arm of the component to try and get it to move again.
“Perhaps you are one not to be underestimated, Miss Rapier,” noted Onso-Uri with a grin. “Either you are more aware of the Force than any your age, or you have an extraordinary amount of luck.”

Bella appeared unimpressed by his words as she stared at the arm retracting away from her. Onso-Uri had gotten a manual sampler from the convenient storage just under the table. ”Of course luck is just a construct to explain the unexplainable. Lazy people use that excuse all the time. It is just circumstances created by them, guided by the hand of the Force.” 
Onso-Uri gave her a little nudge, which did not draw her attention to him. “But you will learn all about that eventually. For now, let’s just get your registration into the Jedi fraternity completed, shall we? Be a good girl now.”
Onso-Uri took the sampler -- smaller than his hand with a tiny needle -- and held her steady with his free hand. He jabbed accurately and quickly on her left arm. He ejected the tip into a small slot for the analysis. The computer detected absolutely nothing.
Very carefully Onso-Uri got the needle point and inspected it; there was no blood. He looked for where he had jabbed her and found no mark to indicate she had been pricked. He knew he had stuck her; he had felt the resistance of impact and her slight, but calm reaction.

“Oh, her skin!” Having just remembered the origin files and one half of her biological component, Onso-Uri fished out a much longer, slightly broader needle and attached to the sampler. He had thought the tender feel of the flesh translated into easier skin to puncture. Lesson learned he said with real regret, “Oh forgive me, I’m afraid it’s going to hurt for just a moment.”
Taking great care of her tiny hand, Onso-Uri held it gently and with honed reflexes he jabbed the palm of Bella’s hand quickly and a little hard. She didn’t like the sharp, stabbing, and short-lived pain and reacted with tears and protests. He took one look, and he saw the tiny drop of blood coating the tip of the needle. He checked her palm and found a faint dot where the needle had struck and it was not bleeding.
“I am terribly sorry, but I had no choice,” he said with real regret. With a sigh he easily put what he had to do in the past and put the sample in the analyzer. It did not take long for scanning, however the results were not what Onso-Uri had expected. The scan elicited a file from the DAUGHTER disk, again without the Jedi’s permission to do so. Biological information on the disk confirmed what the scan was showing, yet Onso-Uri did not believe what he was seeing.
“Extraordinary!” said Onso-Uri. The scans informed him next of two things: the first was Bella’s cells had undergone an unknown cellular event, the other was her midi-chlorian count was unremarkable even for her age yet they, too, were structured so differently it was not found in any databases. Just as it was recorded, the blood sample did one more trick: it physically disappeared.
Onso-Uri was quick to check everything, including any references to Bella’s blood on the DAUGHTER disk; there was none. Intuitively he felt the blood just didn’t vanish or evaporate like water under heat. If it were possible, the tissue by itself had become One with the Force, as if it were a Jedi body by itself.
Casper reentered the laboratory after discovering the truth about the smell unleashed by the hover buggy. He noted Bella’s cranky mood and asked, “Everything all right?” Personally, however, Casper was not quite all right himself with the scene. He was bothered by it; he had an inability to take note of Bella’s feelings from afar, as parents were supposed to do, or at least he felt Jedi parents should be able to do.

“I had to take the blood sample physically. The results are very astounding, you should see them.” Onso-Uri regarded Casper for a brief moment and asked, “What was your curiosity before, if I may ask?”

“I had done a chemical analysis on my tunic sleeve. When I had changed Bella she was crying, which lead to her hover buggy unleashing a smell in the air that eased her.” Casper touched Bella’s little hand, drawing her curious attention. “I couldn’t smell it, but Bella could, so I wondered if it was a manufactured smell meant to mimic her mother’s scent.”
“And was it?”

“No, turned out to be chocolate.”

“Chocolate! Oh no, don’t tell me the mother gave this baby chocolate at her tender age!”

“She hasn’t, I’m certain.” Bella tightened her little grip on his finger, which made Casper smile, which in turn made her smile. “I suspect it’s used as a natural calming agent, as opposed to a synthetic version of her mother’s pheromones.”
“With her nose, even at her age, she would tell the difference,” said Onso-Uri. He brought up a holographic version of his report so far. “Scans have found some unique properties within her, which most were confirmed by her origin file. For the most part, she is a Vhinphyc like her father; she does share the genetic heritage of Enothchild Sarch. However her body is metabolizing in ways never before seen…but by all measures she is going to grow up by Human standards, not Vhinphyc standards.”

Casper nodded firmly, which only flustered Onso-Uri. Casper said, “So she’ll have the life formation of a Human.”

“Well I won’t say that with certainty,” stressed Onso-Uri. He sighed a little. “To be honest with you, when I say Human standards I must say….Human-like.” He brought up Bella’s genetic strand and pointed out areas of interest. “These nodes indicate Humanoid structure, linking the Vhinphyc genes together, but these structures are so unique they are found nowhere in the Temple database. Yes, I checked all ready.” Casper was going to mention outside sources, but the Jedi Temple had free access to all the databases in the galaxy when it came to genetics. “No record of such a genome exists, partially or fully integrated.”
That information made Casper frown because the Jedi Order did have a DNA record on Juna Rapier; when she submitted an application to join the Jedi Order a few years ago blood had to be drawn. He was certain her blood tests for midi-chlorians had reached the Order years before as part of Enothchild’s report on the events that had occurred on Vhanba. If Juna was Bella’s mother….
The thought that had crossed his mind made Casper sick. There was no ‘if’ in the relationship between Juna and Bella. He told himself it was not his problem and chose then and there to not pursue it, even as that part of him people either loved or hated that always sought the truth, to the end of it, was screaming as loudly as Bella had done earlier in the day.
“Onso-Uri, for the child’s sake we should complete this registration,” Casper said, but it was more directed towards himself than to the Head Jedi of the P.L.C.

“Oh…certainly.” He thought Casper would have shared in his own curiosity, but the Jedi Council did mandate that Onso-Uri had to accept the impossible, not just expect it. “Very well, much of this can be done later. And you can take your paperwork with you.”
Casper groaned a little as the data pad in his left hand just seemed to get heavier. “Terrific.”

“Okay, other matters aside, I need this young girl’s new information, as instructed by the Jedi Council, which now you must provide.” Onso-Uri turned and went to the wall and with a wave of his hand a terminal emerged from the wall. Before Casper could ask why he was not allowed to use the terminal before, the Jedi turned to him and said, “Please, Jedi Knightshade, turn yourself and the child around and face the other way. Do not turn around until I tell you to.”
“Okay.” Casper obeyed the odd request, even picking Bella up in his arms. He turned them both around, backs facing Onso-Uri.
The terminal itself was one of the most important items in all the Jedi Order. The computer system was dedicated to one sole purpose, it was not networked with any other system, and it had its own computer core that was not part of the Jedi Temple Core Matrix. No other computer could access the core or the information in it, and only one Jedi had access to it; the Senate and the current Supreme Chancellor, was forbidden to have such knowledge; it was illegal for them to have the knowledge, hard written into the Republic’s Constitution. Although it could be said that since Bella Rapier’s acceptance into the Jedi Order was Council approved, and thus they would know who she was, the procedure still had to be done to keep the information from reaching the unsavory, from those who could do harm to the family of a Jedi.
That lone Jedi with the codes, Onso-Uri, was asked to submit the four private codes given to him by the four previous Supreme Chancellors of the Republic; these codes were unique to each Chancellor, codes thought up specifically for this procedure which none of the four Chancellors knew the other’s codes, and it was not a common code they could use elsewhere. The codes remained even with the change in P.L.C. leadership, but they changed when the latest Chancellor steps down from his seat. Although those like Onso-Uri had ways to transfer the knowledge of the codes if he were to suddenly die or suffer some fate worse than death, the protocols were in place to prevent the codes from being discovered. All four codes were needed to gain any access to the dedicated core; lack one code, or get any of the codes wrong, and the core physically melted to slag through its dedicated power plant overheating the system.
Once the codes were entered, the terminal unlocked and had split into two sides separated by a blue digital partition: the program was entitled Blue Field. The left side was entitled Blue Seed, where the origins of the new Initiate were entered. On the right side the screen was entitled Blue Harvest, where Bella’s new identity would be crafted. Once done, the Blue Harvest file would be transferred physically into the Jedi Main Data Base and become the official service record of the new Jedi via a destructible punch card.
Onso-Uri said, “Okay, you can turn around and come here.” Casper and Bella came forward and join the Jedi at his side. “Forgive me, but security procedures trump all here. And this computer is very old so this will take time to complete.”
“I understand,” said Casper with a nod. As someone interested in computers he eyed the terminal and realized he didn’t know what kind it was. It was indeed old, complete with a physical keyboard, but it resembled no elder terminal he was aware of, nor did it appear to match any home built Jedi terminal found in the Temple. It was perhaps far, far older than any Jedi in the room; far older than the P.L.C.’s existence for that matter.
Before Onso-Uri began to enter Bella’s origin information he had memorized from the DAUGHTER disk in the Blue Seed side of the screen, Casper said, “There will be a change in her origin information from here on, Onso-Uri.”
“I’m sorry?”

“The Council had mandated it. Her origin file here will be the same as her Jedi file. I thought they had told you.”

“As I understand it, per the Council, you are to provide a new, partially fictional origin file. But I thought that was for her Blue Harvest file.” When Casper shook his head no, Onso-Uri doubtfully and confusing accepted what Casper said. He sighed and asked, “Very well, both Seed and Harvest will be the same. What is her name then?”

Casper smiled just a little thinking about it before he said it. “Angelleia. Angelleia Knightshade; Knightshade with a ‘K’ like me.”
Before Onso-Uri typed the name in, he turned to Casper and pondered, “Was that name given to her mother when she was Nubian royal? It is not wise to apply such an anagram.”
“Yes, but who will believe that this decidedly female Vhinphyc is Nubian royalty?” Casper had weighed the consequences, as Onso-Uri was doing, and in his opinion it was not something to worry about. The truth was the name, at least the first name Angelleia, was a provocative act against the Jedi Council for the conditions they had set upon little Bella; they would disapprove, but they did left it up to Casper to give her a new name.
“Okay,” said Onso-Uri. “Father?”

Casper nodded rather slowly, revealing his displeasure in this -- that displeasure that made him give his soon-to-be adopted daughter her mother’s royal name. “There were no parents. Young Angelleia here was discovered in the wreckage of an unknown vessel discovered in the Annoat System. The find will be reported today to the Senate, the contents inside revealed, and our belief that everything about it is Vhinphyc in origin.”
“Isn’t this cover story overkill? I mean our system of identity protection has never been compromised.” Onso-Uri worked his jaw around. “This system would have protected her true history anyways. It would have been sealed in Blue Seed, even from the Supreme Chancellor’s own eyes.”
“It would have protected her true history from others,” said Casper. “But you see, we’re protecting her true history from her.” 
Onso-Uri turned and slowly frowned at the young Jedi Knight holding the little girl, who had decided to fall asleep in his arms. Casper took note of his displeasure and said, “I’m sure the Council told you.”

“Again, no they did not!” Onso-Uri definitely crossed his thin arms in front of him. “Once a Jedi reaches the rank of Knight, that Jedi has the right to know his or her origins. It is her right! There is no exception to that in the Jedi Code!”
“There is one exception to all the Code, my brother; the rarely used exception.”

Onso-Uri thought for a few seconds, and then his mouth dropped. “No! Please don’t tell me…..”

“It was done, and it’s done,” said Casper firmly. “The Council’s Will on this is final.”

“No! Master Yoda would never have approved of it!”

Casper, who perhaps a year ago would have been just as horrorstruck as Onso-Uri on what Yoda had done, only shook his head and said, “Necessary Evil requires all members of the Council to consent. It must be unanimous.”

“T-Then this whole….thing….”

Casper drew Angelleia closer to his chest and sighed. “You, me, and the Jedi Council are the only ones who know the truth, and by Necessary Evil, that truth lies within us and dies with us.”

“This is not the intent of Necessary Evil,” stated Onso-Uri, stating what was normally to be true. “Every Knight has the right to know their true origins if they so seek them!” The first logical question to somehow debunk the idea came to him. “What if she happens to leaves the Order?”

“Then she’ll know her origin information,” said Casper, implying the Blue Seed information, “and her service record,” implying her Blue Harvest file, “are one and the same. Such matters are not unprecedented. We have had many orphans of unknown origin enter this Temple.”
“But-.”

“It is what it is, Onso-Uri. We’re forbidden by mandate not to discuss this further. Angelleia here is not to know where she has come from, who her parents were, none of it.

Before Onso-Uri could object again the young man closed his eyes tight and shook his head to kill the argument. “Now, if you could wrap this up I would like to take my Daughter home for a quiet nap.” He then added, “And please, don’t go and start an argument with the Council afterwards. It will solve nothing.”
Onso-Uri worked his mouth around and said, “Very well. The Council’s Will on this is done.” He mumbled after turning around, “But I do not like this at all!”

“Out of the three of us here able to give an opinion, you make it a majority,” was all Casper could say about the issue. The Jedi Council was going to extremes with this child to accommodate her as well as to protect her mother. 

Or was it to protect the little girl from her mother?

After the long process of disinformation was entered into the Blue Seed and Blue Harvest file, Casper retrieved the DAUGHTER disk from the isolated terminal while Onso-Uri powered down the ancient unit. A blue colored-pulp based punch card was produced from a slot below the unit, which contained Angelleia’s Blue Harvest file; the information on it would be transferred to Jedi data banks.
With his free hand holding up the DAUGHTER disk, Casper said to his counterpart, “Ready your weapon.”

“Why?” It didn’t make sense to Onso-Uri at first.

“We just needed the information on the disk to make confirmation and prepare your follow up report.” Casper wiggled his fingers and the disk moved as if he was trying to entice his companion to strike it. He reiterated, “Angelleia must not know where she had come from.”
Onso-Uri understood, but did not necessarily liked, what was coming next but nonetheless he complied. The DAUGHTER disk contained young Angelleia’s past and simply hiding the disk from her prying did not satisfy the Jedi Council’s worry. He took out his lightsaber, and following the SNAP-HISS of ignition a blue blade of light appeared. Casper tossed the DAUGHTER disk towards Onso-Uri and the Jedi destroyed the small data disk with one efficient swipe of his weapon. The newly named Angelleia barely squirmed at the loud noise.
Casper used his free hand to pick up the data pad he had to use to fill out the adoption forms. He said to Onso-Uri, “Where is the nearest field furnace from here? I need to watch you throw those remains in it.”

“Overkill,” said Onso-Uri picked up the destroyed pieces of the disk, and both Jedi carried out their last task together. There was so much written on the DAUGHTER disk, but the Jedi Council had ordered that the disk contents were to die right along side the existence of Bella Naressa Rapier.
Once the pieces were tossed in the field furnace, Onso-Uri turned to both Casper and Angelleia and said with rude undertones, “I hope that is to your complete satisfaction. The next thing you will say is not to speak of this to anyone.”

“You’ve read my mind,” said Casper, adjusting his grip on Angelleia. “It is the order of the Council. Even if she comes to you and asks you must not reveal what you know.”
“I’m bound by the Code, as well as to my office, to never disclose any information related to my duties. I dare say in some regards I hold more secrets than the Council.” Onso-Uri looked at little Angelleia and a touch of regret filled his eyes. “I will obey the Council’s wishes on this. She will not know the truth from me.”
“Nor from I,” said Casper with just as much regret. He drew Angelleia towards him, turning her so her plump little body was in the classic comfort position. He gave Onso-Uri a small bow and took his leave.
The regret gave way to a mischievous smile, a smile Casper could had never achieved or expressed if he had not spent time around the likes of Juna, Muriel and Dizzy Arnes. He kept his feelings in check; not until he and Angelleia were back in their home did he let his guard down. He carried both data pad and Daughter – his Daughter – into the living room, sitting both inanimate object and animated lass on the simple prefabricated sofa. She read his smile and did her best to match it.
“Well….that’s that,” said Casper as he knelt in front of Angelleia. He held out his index finger to let her play with it. As with anything at her age, the baby just found it fascinating that someone could possess such a thing as a finger, not quite realizing yet that she possessed them as well.
“Angelleia,” he began, “for now I will speak of this only once. You will not consciously remember this day as it is surrounded by the fog of learning, and by the methods employed by the Jedi Council to cleanse your link to your mother. You will, one day, remember, and I hope that you will forgive all of us for what has occurred. It is, at this time, we believe, in your best interest.”
Casper swallowed, as if to metaphorically swallow that last bit of reason he gave Angelleia. When she looked at him, he looked away: he had lied to her after all. He forgot everything else he was going to say to her and said, “Like your mother, and her mother before her, you will remember. You possess abilities that no other Jedi has, and I believe the Force will lead you to use those abilities some day. I did…hedge the bet by letting you see the DAUGHTER disk and the rest of the processes that had occurred after your registration. I hope it will some day spark a memory, a memory of this day, and when it does I hope that you find it in your heart to forgive me.”
He stroke Angelleia’s head with a careful hand. It was a stroke of hesitation brought upon by the unforeseen. Casper was her father: what he did next was going to be so important. He really did not know how to approach this duty, how to approach such a reality. He said aloud, “At best, all I can say is your new name: Angelleia…Angelleia. Do I let you call me father? And if you call me father, how shall I take it?”

Casper let his body relax, allowing his rear end to sit on the back of his artificial legs. “A Vhinphyc needs a parent, but what kind of a parent can I be when I’ve been taught that such attachment is forbidden?”
Angelleia’s brown eyes looked to him and she made a small noise; both actions her possible attempt at trying to answer. He said, “I’m not incapable of connecting like family should. I went home not so long ago, and I remembered enough to know who my family was. I…felt them, and for the first time I knew.” He stopped himself for a moment to be certain. “At least I thought I knew what it was like to have a family connection, or at least I though that was how your mother and grandmother felt. I really don’t know: I…should have asked your mother yesterday.
“Is it as simple as having the child, to give birth, to being one part of the whole? Or is just as simple as being given the child and the forced responsibility that forges the connection?”
The baby girl stared very hard at the Jedi’s mouth and made hand gestures along with more little noises. After a moment of contemplation to himself, Casper said evenly, “That is why my Jedi career is over. In order for this to work, as it did between your father and his Jedi mother, I must let you into my heart.”
He gave her chubby face a caress with the back of his hand. “One cannot fake love. One can’t just learn to love, or learn to be loved. I just can’t pretend to be your father, I must be your father. And so, you must be my daughter.”
Casper cleared his throat; he didn’t quite like how the last sentence came out. He smiled and said boldly, proudly, “My Daughter.” Angelleia’s only response to him was a curious stare. “My Daughter, Angelleia.” He picked her up and stood up quickly, which gained a response of glee from her. “Help me, Angelleia, become your father.”
She made little grunted noises again. Casper just assumed they were noises of agreement from her. He knew better: babies, he learned, made noises all the time. He was, though, a man of impractical reason that needed a hint, a clue, as to the feelings of others from time to time.
He gave Angelleia Knightshade another small toss in the air. She responded with another whoop of appreciation. With that, the beginnings of real fatherhood had dawned upon Casper: if she did not remember what he had all said before, he hoped she would remember at least the little moments like this.

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

One Weeks After The End of Episode One: The Phantom Menace; Five Years Before The Sith Hunters
Very few strong words could really describe the events that occurred just shortly after the Battle of Naboo. The long, public view was centralized on only one fact alone: the Trade Federation was not in the right when it had invaded Naboo, took its citizenry hostage, and attempted to force Queen Amidala to legalize a criminal act by signing a treaty. The finer details were lost to many due to summary expediency. Those same details however were not lost on responsible individuals and certain organized groups with empowered authority. Each detail on its own gained a pair of metaphoric eyes: the Sith detail had the Jedi Order’s undivided attention.
Even as the details were not fully understood – even now -- the Jedi Council went into immediate action shortly after Jedi Master Qui-Gon Jinn and his apprentice Obi-Wan Kenobi left for Naboo. There was no question in their mind that a confrontation with the dark side creature was inevitable if the creature indeed sided with the Trade Federation. It filled their hearts with great sadness that, once again, they had figuratively asked Jedi to risk their lives to uncover a disturbing, deadly truth. The Jedi Council, wise above all in the Order of the Jedi and fully understood and practiced the Jedi Code, were not without a conscious. All they could do once they had confirmed that indeed the creature that had killed Qui-Gon was as real as a Sith Lord one could get was to act.
To Sablene Nee she decided that she had inherited the leadership of the Padawan Learning Center at a very troubling time. The very elderly Human had spent some time in the P.L.C. during the tenures of founder Nue Cadabel, but before and in between her tenures as an aide she had fought for justice and trained six Padawans to Knighthood. Like every Jedi her career was tough, and like some Jedi she craved a quiet, peaceful end, but like many Jedi she did not want it to end in the Philosopher’s Guild. She figured she could give the Jedi Order a few more years of service in some way and returned to the P.L.C. Onso-Uri’s death after a long battle against a mysterious illness left a void for Sablene to fill.
The news of the return of the Sith doubled the priorities within the P.L.C., increasing Sablene’s all ready backed up, busy work load. In her office late in the Coruscant evening she had been sorting through the Jedi Archives to determine if the late Sith Lord had ever been tested by the Jedi Order. Blood and genetics had been eliminated; however those were only minor facets to the P.L.C. investigative process. Sablene had no name to work with, or an age to back trace to a relative birth date, but the Sith Lord was a Zabrak from the planet Iridonia; a few Jedi came from Iridonia, some still alive and were being tracked down to see if they had encountered the deadly, disturbingly-tattooed male creature some time in their past, before his descent into darkness.
Sablene was reviewing Nue Cadabel’s old notes on his visits to Iridonia when three beings in Jedi robes entered her office unannounced. Overworked, tired and a little on nerves because of the whole Sith problem, she snapped, “Who dares!” She then sighed and smiled; she saw familiar faces. “Forgive me. It has been a rough…”
Sablene looked at the chromo and mused, “Well, it’s been a rough thirty hours for me.”
One of the Jedi smiled at her and said, “Not bad for a ninety-five year old Human.”

“Ninety-two,” corrected Sablene. “Would it be sarcastic for me to say I’m overdoing this?”
“No laughing matter the Sith threat is,” said the second Jedi.

“Oh, I don’t know,” mused the first Jedi, “I think our red and black friend in the morgue proved the Sith can’t do the splits.”

The third Jedi only sighed and said to Sablene, “Master Nee, we’re here on very important business. It is about our Sith problem.”

Paying more attention to the most serious one of the three in her opinion, Sablene said, “I’m still looking into possible connections between our enemy and us. I hope you have more information to give me.”
“We have a name,” said the third Jedi. Before she asked, he held up a hand to stop her. “Only his Sithian identity: Darth Maul.”

“Maul, eh? Original.” Sablene shivered, though, when she placed the name to the body the Jedi Council had brought back from Naboo. “Anything else in identification? Marks? Anything?”

The first Jedi remarked, “Nothing. Until this guy’s paint-by-numbers body is stripped of color we’re just guessing.”
“We only need more patience,” stressed the third Jedi. “The Council doesn’t believe the Sith will strike again so quickly. We are here, however, on another matter that’s related.”
The second Jedi handed Sablene a data pad and said, “Read, please. Understand the importance you must.”

Sablene rubbed her eyes and view the data pad with the Jedi Council encryption on the screen. At first what she had read made her smile as if she was reading a joke. Her face fell has she read on. She trembled a little as the shock of what was written was absorbed into her sensibilities. She looked at her three peers and whispered, “This is insane it must be a mistake.”
“It’s a nutty time, and we’re all patients in the asylum,” said the first Jedi. He then said seriously, “It’s no joke, Sablene. You know me, I wouldn’t kid you about stuff like this.”

Sablene looked at all three of them and stuttered, “I understand the request of me. And the hard link access protocol to the P.L.C. files, but….” She looked at each one of them extra hard and asked in bewilderment, “The Blue Seed Files?”
All three Jedi nodded; one of the three nodded more seriously.
“I….I can’t give you….” In all her life she had never been so terrified – and this was a feeling beyond the accepted Jedi norm. The lone, single, effective fail safe the Jedi Order had in place to protect any Jedi’s family was about to be compromised!
“You will,” said the third Jedi. “You must.”

“It’s…a…It’s illegal!” Sablene looked down at the second Jedi, who had put a small hand of comfort on her leg. “I can’t do this! I’ll be committing a serious offense!”

“Absolved this, you are,” said the second Jedi. “Do you not understand what was given to you?”

Before she could answer him, the third Jedi said, “You cannot refuse this order.”

“I can’t?!?” Conflicted because she knew it was true, Sablene begged, “Please, by Force, give me a good reason why I should obey the order!”

“You’re one of us, now?” reasoned the first Jedi.

“That is not funny!”

“Sablene,” said the third one, “never has anything else been more imperative than protecting the families of Jedi Knights. I know what we are ordering you to do is wrong. It goes against the Code, and it goes against common sense. However the situation has changed.”
Sablene flubbed, “The Code doesn’t matter? Are you mad?”

“It does not matter,” stressed the third Jedi again. “By the Code, mandated by Necessary Evil, you will give us full access to the Blue Field.”

Sablene had no help to speak of as she looked at all three Jedi asking her, demanding her, to commit what others would call an unspeakable and despicable act. She looked at the data pad again and turned a shade of green: the Jedi Council encryption was genuine, her new status permanent, and the orders were very clear. The Jedi Code, her guiding compass, and the Jedi Council her reliable navigators, had plotted her a course that would be considered treasonous at the very least. Never, ever had she ever expected such a thing to have happen. Unfortunately, Necessary Evil could not be taken lightly, and by the Code it could not be disobeyed.
Slowly Sablene Nee rose up and said weakly, “Follow me.” She could not believe the position she was in; it made all those times she was in a life and death struggle back in her younger days now tame in comparison. It was a monumental moment; the day the Jedi Order had intentionally shut down its most effective defense. However she was a tried and true member of her religion: she would, with a lot of reluctance, obey the orders given to her.
The four entered the room that housed the terminal responsible for running the Blue Field and could access the Blue Seed files. The third Jedi asked, “Did the new Supreme Chancellor give you his code?”

“Yes, Chancellor Palpatine did shortly before he left for Naboo,” said Sablene Nee. Supreme Chancellor Palpatine’s code was a short sequence of letters, symbols, and spaces; she thought it was either a word or a phrase: u-‘-g-t-h-(space)-s-‘-h-h-t-h-(space)v-a-‘-d-e-r. “I have all ready programmed the new codes into the terminal.”

The third Jedi said quickly, “We don’t need to know the codes. Only you will have them.” And with that he and the other two turned around.

Very reluctantly, Sablene input the codes. The familiar split screen came up and she said, “Okay.”

The second Jedi moved his diminutive frame to the hodge-podge terminal and said, “Excuse me.” When Sablene moved, the second Jedi – an Elfin – eyed the terminal and remarked, “As if left it I have not.” Before Sablene could ask, the small creature nodded and said, “Designed this long ago I had.”

The first Jedi, a Bothan, remarked, “And it shows! Pulp-card dispenser? Hard keys? And what the hell is that?” He looked at the object more closely and whistled. “A genuine ON/OFF switch. Not a slow standby or hot standby, but the real deal. This things older than you.”

“Most of it is,” said the Elfin Jedi.
“How difficult will be to copy the files,” asked the third Jedi, a Human.

“COPY!” Sablene about had a heart attack. All three looked at her. “A copy!”

“Calm, Master Nee,” said the Elfin Jedi. “Founded your worries are, but your panic is not. In good hands this information will be in.”

“But Master-Oh, I can’t believe this, I can’t watch.” Sablene turned her back in shame. “It’s horrible.”

“But necessary,” stressed the Human Jedi as his companions began their work on the terminal. “You must be strong, since this is only the beginning for you.” She looked at him. “Come.” She realized the other two Jedi were waiting for them to crowd around the terminal. Sablene took her fellow Master’s offered hand and shuffled over with pronounced reluctance.
“As the order requires,” began the Bothan Jedi, “we’ll need updates from the system.” He saw her renewed apprehension and said sadly, “Yeah, sorry, but old information is practically useless by the next day.”

“Important, it just as,” reminded the Elfin Jedi. “Examined, everyone must be.”

“Of course,” said the Bothan Jedi.

Sablene found herself in a brand new awkward position: she did not believe her old friend’s answer. Neither did the other two Jedi in the room; the Elfin stiffened a bit and gave a glance; the Human Jedi glared with obvious disapproval. The Human Jedi voiced it. “The Council is clear on what you are supposed to do.”
The Bothan Jedi looked at his companion and said with pure seriousness, “Yes, the Council did give me a brain, and they’re going allow me to use it.” He looked to his companion and said, “And I intend to.” He took Sablene by the hand and lead her away from the others. “The P.L.C. is under my authority from this moment on.”
“I understand,” she mumbled quietly.

“New policy begins at once: all Potentials are to be allowed Initiation upon parental or guardian or court approval.” She let her mouth open a little. “You don’t approve.”

“Master,” she gathered herself before continuing, “protocol was established by Nue Cadabel that those considered borderline in various aspects of the Initiate’s profile process were to be excluded from being chosen. Any with a suspect family history, especially those found to have a possible Sithian heritage, were disqualified.”
“Where those who were disqualified indexed in file?” When she nodded the Bothan Jedi said, “Good, you will produce that file as well: those disqualified will be re-investigated.” She began to say something but he held up a hand to prevent it. “Everyone gets a chance, and that means one less Force sensitive being for the Sith to recruit. Besides, you were doing the exact same thing as it pertains to Darth Maul.”
“But we do know that creature was a Sith by his deeds alone.” she pointed out. Then Sablene pondered, recalling something that just happened a few days ago when she got information about a new Padawan Learner: a nine-year old Padawan Learner named Anakin Skywalker. “Are we going to allow twenty year old beings to join the Order?”
“No,” said the Human Jedi Master flatly with finality, “that is not what is going on.” He approached Sablene and with his known, pointed seriousness he said, “Some things have changed, and some things will stay the same. The only thing that matters is that this debate has all ready occurred and the Jedi Council has decided. The Sith have returned, but we have not reached our desperate hour.”
The Elfin Jedi Master had completed his task. He said, “By doing this, may not see the desperate hour.” He pulled out from the exit slot the familiar blue punch card Sablene had seen so many times before after she had fed information into the ancient computer and the new identity for the new Potential was created.

His little hand moved to the Bothan Jedi Master; he took the blue punch card from the Elfin Jedi Master with a bow. The Human Jedi Master reminded, “On your life that information does not fall in the wrong hands.”

“On our lives,” said the Bothan, holding the card up and letting it wobble in his moving fingers, “and on the legend of my inspiration I will not allow the Sith to win.” He then smiled and said, “Not even a beauty contest.”

Sablene Nee watched the three proceed to the leave, causing her to be the one to shut down the ancient computer system. She barely heard the Human Jedi Master say, “Nadja Moranna’s legend? I wouldn’t say that.”

The door closed before the exhausted Sablene Nee could hear the Bothan’s retort fully. She was too tired to contemplate anything anymore. She was too bushed to agree with her fellow Human on the merits of any Jedi being inspired by the exploits of the late Jedi Master, a female that regularly defied the Jedi Council and disrespected a few of it’s members, bent the Code at her whim, caused tension in every civilian leader from Coruscant to the Unknown Regions, and despite all that – and in spite of it – she saved a great many days that an ordinary Jedi would surely had lost. Legendary? Not in Sablene’s view. A great Jedi? There were many before her that was the example of what a great Jedi was; some of them still lived this day.
However, as Sablene Nee considered the unbelievable that had just happened, she had wished she had some of Nadja Moranna’s defiant courage just now. A student of history at her old age, a fan of Jedi lore, she had a feeling….and a bad feeling it was.
