CHAPTER 75.0

It was not necessarily what any member of the Jedi Council really liked to do, but as part of the Republic’s democracy there was constant change that must be monitored; elections fell under the Jedi Order’s political purview, and under the especial attentions of Masters Yoda, Mace Windu, Adi Gallia, and Plo Koon. Yoda and Mace had the attention of the Supreme Chancellor as the highest of Jedi leadership; Adi Gallia, herself a daughter of politicians, was the Senate Liason; Plo was the Jedi Order’s Master Strategists and was in constant contact with just about every Republic military power that could be affected by the elections on any level, thus in turn have an affect on certain defensive matters.
The four were in the Jedi Council Chamber; there were other times the other Council Members participated as they did earlier that day, but other duties called, leaving these four to interpret the significance of the various election outcomes. As much as any Jedi would say they cared naught for such trivialities the Council were contrary to such a Jedi principal; it had been that way for over five thousand years, when the leadership back then realized that the mood of the people could be measured by the way they voted when the Force failed to yield an answer. Anyone could say they were fine, but then vote for someone that would say on their behalf they were not. Overall, elections had consequences, even to the Jedi that were not allowed to vote, for politicians had that ability to affect them ways not related in the Force. The late Senator Bly Coaxial had truly proven that point very recently. Of course it was Coy Madex’s influence that had, through Coaxial, an affect on the elections, to which made this election cycle the most important to the Jedi Order to pay very close attention to, given one of their own had an direct affect on it.
Much of the election cycle, because different worlds had them at different times, was a schizophrenic tale. Before Coaxial’s committee had been exposed for as a lie, nearly all the election outcomes reflected his mood and complete points of view; many new politicians were elected, many with a anti-Jedi bent to them, many not happy with anyone of wealth, many that viewed the galaxy as incapable of handling democracy at all. After Coaxial’s committee had ended, the elections were a mix bag of results; fewer politicians like Coaxial won; association to a lie caused many defeats for newcomers and veterans alike. In larger election fields, in systems where more than two candidates were running, the victors there sent unclear messages or had nothing to reveal to observers. As the last of the elections were unfolding, there still was no clear message for the interested Council Members to go by.
They were also weary of Madex’s assertions that Lady Angelleia was rigging elections. The data passed on by the Sith Hunters was sound, and through secret examinations of their own some of Madex’s claims had strong merit. On the other hand there were glaring contradictions in the few elections they had privately reviewed so far; in all, the riggings actually fixed problems in the central programming, and thus allowed the voting to be done accurately; in fact, too accurately, for the voting had none of the expected calculated errors. If Juna and her perhap-alive friend Muriel Thahada Arnes had done any wrong, it was that they did a really good job in repairing voting devices that would have had problems without the illicit program that was defeated by the code lines they had introduced.

As the HoloNet News droid ran off with the story “Breaking news from Chandiss Prime, and indeed it is official. The courts have ruled the elections valid, and by a vote similar to his margin of victory, the late Senator Bly Coaxial has won reelection. As you are aware, the bombastic senator, who was revealed to be running a fraudulent committee in the Senate, had left an undeniable mark on everyone else’s elections and had appeared to heading for defeat until he was assassinated on the planet Godric. It was there Senator Coaxial was to introduce his friend and colleague in the Senate, Onidas Grim, when he was suddenly murdered. There are still no suspects in his death, but in the wake of it the voters of Chandiss Prime had reelected him posthumously by a whooping four to one voting margin; vote totals that are only surpassed by the before-mentioned Senator Grim of Godric. Popular consensus aside, Senator Coaxial’s opponent, Ashen Detterait, declared himself the winner anyways because, as he put it, “Senator Coaxial is unable to perform the duties of his office, in this life, or the next.”
However, Mister Detterait was shocked and appalled to find out that the late Senator’s newly-wedded wife had accepted her husband’s victory, causing the court battle that had just now concluded. N-.”
The HoloNet feed interrupted and Master Dable, the Jedi Temple’s Dock Master, appeared in full holoimage. He bowed and said, “Forgive the interruption, my Masters, but I have several unidentified ships on approach under the command of the fugitive Casper Knightshade, requesting both permission to land and for medical assistance. He has already transmitted his identification and I have verified it.”
“Allow him to land you will, and at once the Healers you will alert,” directed Yoda. The transmission ceased and he said to Mace, “Summon the rest of the Council. To the docking bay we all must go.”

As Mace did as he was ordered, he shared a look with the rising Plo Koon. Plo stood there briefly, and only nodded. The two had very much been at great odds with one another for the past few months, leading to a strain that not just affected their friendship, but their relationship on the Council. Both just now conceded to one another: a silent agreement was reached. They still respected one another well enough to join forces if necessary, if required: there was no real telling what had arrived; the Force revealed little to the Jedi these days. Not even Yoda had sensed his former Padawan’s return. Then again, since his visit with Coy Madex on Alderaan, the diminutive Jedi Master had said pretty much nothing. Yoda’s face even now revealed nothing to the others.
The docks, just off and more outside of the Jedi Temple’s hangers, allowed the enslaved ships under Casper’s command to land safely without any need on his part to be a master pilot to land them. Flying the Perseus, with a recovered and well-fed Angelleia at his side and the injured Sith Hunters on board, Casper used the coordination of Diggory’s slave program to get the Katlas Rise and Yhon’s Huladine Galactic Talker/Listener to land along with him. Luckily, Ancesca was all abandoned and the Rise and Branch were not disturbed, but in the context of moments landing here was far easier for Casper than it was landing back on Ancesca.
That is, for this moment. The next moment was a complete mystery.

In the interval of hyperspace travel more information than stories were exchanged amongst Casper, Angelleia, Muriel, and Juna respectfully, through in person communiqué and via hyperspace communication. Casper had just enough time to remove some of Qualeggoes’ past evidence regarding Juna before sending the Sith Hunter’s files off to her; he kept them separate, maintaining the originals in a disk that was now on his person. What he did send to Juna and Muriel both, and he and Angelleia would review, was considerable amounts of information gathered over the past many years, not just the last five. To Casper’s relief, Muriel assured him again there was a reason for everything they did; she would explain them again at a later date in detail. He suggested that if Juna and Muriel told anyone else they could be choosey; some people still took exception to this kind of law breaking they had done.
For now, Casper had to focus on the present. Shutting down all the ships, he opened the ramp and asked Angelleia, “What are you thinking?”

Angelleia, nervously tugging at her ruined, smelly tunic, said honestly “I’m afraid, and I could go for some glaze donuts right about now, I’m still starving.”
Casper tried not to smile, but he could not help it. He just said, “Always thinking with your stomach; some things don’t change.”
She said, remembering something he said four years ago to her when it was her time to be trained, “There’s always change.”

He noted the arrival of the whole Jedi Council through the window of the ship on the heels of the Healers and medical teams. Casper said to her, “Do not be afraid. Everything is going to be alright.”

Angelleia wanted to believe that as much as Casper wanted to really believe what he just said; none of them had such faith. The reality was the only guarantee they had in controlling their freedom and getting all that they wanted was in running. Here, their destinies were going to be fully decided by others, and by default, by coming here, they were submitting to whatever the Will of the Force decided for them.  There were too many possibilities, and a few entered in both their heads.
Yet still the duo stood up and put on a brave, calm face. Casper just said to her, “What we did was the right thing to do. Think that, always, from here on out.”

“Yes, Papa,” said Angelleia, and she did keep it in mind. She had said that at the opened hatch, just as Healers were coming on board; they looked confused by what she had said to Casper, but they went on with their duty. “I should help them.”

“There is no need to,” said Casper. He put a hand on her shoulder and guided Angelleia down the ramp. The two cleared the ship and proceeded towards the twelve member Jedi Council. They both came to a halt, and both bowed, and both said, “Masters.”

“Well, Knightshades, this is going to be a tale to tell,” began Mace.

“It sure will be, but first, Angelleia.”

She stepped forward and offered the Blue Seed to Yoda. “Here, Master.”

“Thank you, Child,” said Yoda, eyeing the item carefully. He grabbed it, but at the moment Angelleia’s fingers held the Blue Seed for just a bit longer. He looked at her, noting her look, having seen it before. She blinked, and finally let go of the Blue Seed. Unbeknownst to all but Yoda and Casper, Angelleia gave her adopted father a signal by rubbing her nose with the back of her hand….
“On board are the remains of the Sith Hunters, alive and wounded,” said Casper to them all. “Based on what they told me, their latest report and ours will be that, in summary, Knight Jrimmer Dugal perished on Ancesca helping me save Juna Rapier’s life. They had apprehended Angelleia and the user of the Wettlespear weapon and the Blue Seed, in which the killer named McBain Poppythorn succumbed to the Frog Pox he had gotten from murdering Branch Lur on HoloNet One.” He noted that Yoda’s ears shot up in memory – a Poppythorn had greeted Yoda on Lone Star all those years ago when he went to retrieve Casper as a baby.

Casper just continued. “Steps were taken by Master Coy Madex to use Angelleia as bait to lure Juna to the Bespin System in order to murder her and make the rest of the Sith Hunters accomplices to that murder.” This time that got the Council stirring, but Yoda was not so stunned by this news unlike the previous turn of events. “There, Master Beja Tu Ramore had embraced the dark side and tried to murder my Daughter. She defeated him, killing him the same way she had accidentally done to her Master Healer Zesha inadvertently through Master Madex’s insistence.”
Casper put an assuring hand on Angelleia’s shoulder, causing her to look up and smile for the assurance; she still felt bad for what had happened to Zesha, just as Casper still felt bad for his own transgressions. He turned around, and the Jedi Council followed him, looking at the Sith Hunters coming down the ramp on med beds. The conscious ones, Novee Cet and Posh Piv, urged the Healers to push them over to the group. Casper and Angelleia waited for them to arrive and gave them a place beside them. The two duos gave each other a nod; understanding and respect had been achieved long before they had lifted off of Bespin.

Casper continued, ignoring some of the proper aspects of reports by saying, “Juna had freely surrendered in peace to the Sith Hunters, to which Master Madex proceeded to try and execute her. Angelleia here fended him off until my arrival, where I fought almost all the Sith Hunters to prevent them from doing something they would undoubtedly, if they knew it, regret. 
“In the process of battle, Master Madex murdered Master Enfungo Nul and attempted to murder other surviving members of the Sith Hunters. He was stopped by my and Juna’s efforts. We battled, and Master Madex realizing he could not win….killed himself. 
“We proceeded to tend to the wounded, loaded them up, went back to Ancesca to retrieve the body of Branch Lur, and finally left to come here. From the information Angelleia was able to obtain from McBain Poppythorn before he had died, Juna got on her ship and preceded to Lone Star to investigate the matter on our respected behaves in lieu of the fact that the Wettlespear was a Rapier Technologies’ weapon, developed long ago in partnership with the Trade Federation. The weapon, and its designs, had always been the property of Arbiter of Inventories Hidu Bog. And, McBain Poppythorn had transmitted details about the Wettlespear and the Blue Seed back to Lone Star. I will have much fuller details for you in due time, but first, Sith Hunters Cet and Piv have some things to say.”

Novee looked at Posh, and the Givin nodded, giving his friend permission to speak first. Novee looked very humbled, and not because he was missing two hands and one leg. He said, “What Casper said is true, all of it. We never fully understood what was happening until Coy killed Enfungo, intentionally and without provocation. It was better understood after the Sith….” He snorted, and corrected himself, “After Lady Angelleia had saved my life from Coy’s attack.”

“If the others were awake, they would affirm this,” said Posh. “Perhaps not Jive, he was injured and out at Ancesca, and stumbled hazardously into the fight on Bespin. However, young Knightshade did initially save Jive’s life, and did so again afterwards, made efforts to save Poppythorn’s life, and….she treated us very well. Not bad for someone we thought lost to a….” He sighed in shame. “Well, thought lost to her mother.”
“Unfortunately,” interjected Casper, “I had to injure Master Yhon badly in order to gain access to his ship after Juna had captured it and had imprisoned him in it.” He grimaced and said, “But I was pressed for time, and given the context I do have no regrets in what I had to do.”

“I beseech you, Masters,” added Novee, “do not hold that against Casper. We….we were not of our right minds. Yhon’s slowly coming around to the reality of what had happened to him. We were tricked by the clever disguise of self-righteousness.”

There was some quiet, which was broken by Yoda, who ordered the Healers, “The wounded treated they must.” He looked at Casper with a great look of disappointment, but said, “A moment. The Council, over here.” Yoda lead the others a few feet over from the meeting place and very quietly the Council was speaking to one another.
Casper leaned near Angelleia and asked a simple question, “Who?”
“Master Madex, Master Windu, and Master Yoda,” said Angelleia quietly in return, acknowledging the point to her nose rub from before. She added cryptically, “And you were right he built the Blue Seed.”

Saying nothing more, Casper stood up when the Jedi Council dispersed. They revealed nothing to the both of them. Plo was the one to speak for everyone, saying, “We will continue this in the Council Chambers with Padawan Healer Knightshade alone.”

Putting a firm hand on Angelleia’s shoulder, Casper said, “I’m sorry, that will not be happening.”

“Excuse you?” said Mace.

“I have no faith in the Jedi Council’s impartiality, not after what I have discovered,” said Casper. “If you talk to her, I will be at her side.”
“It is not your place to question the will of the Council,” said Depa Boda.

“It is my place, as her legal father, to protect her, and if not as her father, than as a Jedi against a perceived threat against her life.”

“That is a disturbing accusation laid against us,” said Yareel Poof.

“The Council’s approval of Madex’s tactics, with the use of Angelleia here as bait, forces me to raise questions about the Jedi’s leadership. He was going to murder an innocent woman, he almost killed his allies to frame her, and several times he almost succeeded.” Casper gestured towards Angelleia. “And several times he almost killed her because she had the audacity to defy him. And I also question this Council’s decisions regarding both of our lives, especially when it allowed a Jedi, hiding behind the guise of justice for the sake of vengeance, to get a mind hold on the both of us. To say I have no faith, is to say I have no faith in this Jedi Council as it is philosophically constituted. I will not leave her unprotected.”
Angelleia reached up and grabbed his hand. She declared, “And I will not leave him unprotected either.” She looked at them sadly and said, “What you did was wrong.”

There was a grunt, and Master Yoda separated from the others, walking firmly and strongly on his walking stick. “Wrong, you say? To protect you as we did? To our resources we have disposed? Understand you do not what was done.”
“I understand, Master Yoda,” said Angelleia, looking down at him. “You have no faith in me, just as you have no faith in my Mother to be good, and no faith in my Father here to be a proper Jedi. How do you expect us to have faith in your word if you have no faith in ours?”

“Misconstrue, you do, the meaning of faith,” stressed Yaddle. “Just as you do our intentions. Harm you we have never intended.”

“We see that Master Madex was wrong,” said Mace.

“Now?” asked Casper. “Or earlier? Be mindful of your answer.”

“Be mindful of my answer?” questioned Mace, not amused by what was truly a threat.

“Yes, be mindful: now is not the time to cover your ass.”

Plo slithered by Mace and reasoned, “Casper, you would not have come back here if you fully believed what you’re thinking, if you truly believed we were incapable of listening. I listened, that day you escaped the Temple, I wanted to talk.” He then added, “I informed the Jedi whose families were killed. The Blue Seed leaving the Jedi Temple was not a good idea.”
“And apparently,” said Ki-Adi Mundi, “it was not a good idea to have faith in any of our Knights, from Master Madex’s betrayals, to you breaking your word.”

Casper shook his head and said, “Madex instilled doubts in me, and I know you all ordered it to keep me here!” He stared Mundi down, the Council Member joined the others in looking guilty. “You never had any faith in me to keep my word, or you would not have done it, so please, save your point, it’s not valid!”
“Then why are we here, Casper?” asked Plo directly, pointedly. “It’s clear to us you both have a foot exiting the Jedi Order. Why hesitate!”

“Because, Plo, I’m still obligated to the service, and I’m not going to let any of you win!” said Casper, staring his friend down; unlike the others, however, Plo did not back down. Casper backed up enough to get behind Angelleia and place both of his hands on her shoulders. “I’m here to say that Juna is innocent of everything Madex claimed against her. I am returning the Sith Hunters because they are injured; as ranking Jedi at the scene, it is my duty to see them treated and safe, and returned to the Temple alive. It is my duty to also inform the Council of what has transpired. And lastly, I am informing you all that I will take my Daughter Angelleia as my Padawan Learner. I will complete her training as a Jedi Knight, and I will do so even without the permission of the Council.”
Casper let that sink in before finishing, “We will leave this religion entirely if we must to achieve that end.”

The Council exchanged looks with one another. And although not overly amused with Casper’s stand, Plo could not help to respect it and felt, finally, perhaps the right thing would come out of it. As this was happening, in those short moments of silence, Yoda noted, on Angelleia’s belt, Enothchild’s lightsaber. He made a noise of thinking, and said, “Complex, this is. Understand it better we must.” The other Council members looked at him in a confused way. He ignored them and said to Casper, “My Leaner, when I speak to you now, trust do I say?”

Casper had gotten the gist of what Yoda was asking him to do; he wanted Casper to measure him with the Force as he spoke, in order to know if he would tell the truth. He nodded, and Yoda said clearly, concisely, “I will take your daughter to my quarters, and I will do the inquiry myself.”
Mace actually had an issue with that. He said, “Master, perhaps we should continue this as Casper has desired beforehand. Collectively, much can be learned.”
“True,” said Yoda with a nod. He walked over to Angelleia and grabbed her hand. She allowed him to grasp her small hand into his, which made him smile just a little. “The examination done on an empty stomach it cannot.” On cue, a rather loud noise emitted from her now very narrow waist. “Answers will be interrupted by a disapproving stomach with a mind of its own.”

That caused some of the Council to chuckle, which lowered the tension and frustration down considerably. Yoda cleared his throat and said to Casper, “Still open, the Wettlespear murder case. If take Angelleia from you for a talk, expect I do a closure of that case. My word, you have, all will be fair as you wish it.”
It was as close to what Casper wanted. As much as he believed the Will of the Force would see both he and Angelleia through this, he was not foolish any longer to put his whole hope on it. The Will of the Force was not the twelve living, breathing, and thinking beings that stood before him, with wills and prejudices of their own. In this whole situation, where he had just let things play out, where he did not make a better effort to argue his point of view, it had unfolded and the outcome was where they all were at now. Perhaps he could argue that this, too, is the Force’s Will, that he stood up to the Council, made him see his reason, understand his fears, and relent to his wishes. Nonetheless, the Council clearly had their minds already made up when they wanted to speak to Angelleia alone before; what that decision was he did not know, but it was unacceptable to him.
But given what he told the Council in his summation, Yoda chose to use Casper’s unfinished business as a way to delay the Council. Casper discovered that his Master was a pro went it came to politics; admittedly, Casper did not count on him to use the unclosed Wettlespear matter as a means to delay the Council, but he would accept it. And he knew Yoda would truly protect Angelleia from himself and the rest for the time being. It was rather unbecoming of a Jedi to be so bureaucratic. Indeed, as Yoda told Casper long ago, he was not perfect – thank the Force he isn’t perfect.

“Very well,” said Casper, letting go of Angelleia. He felt her sigh in relief through the Force; she had an idea about what was transpiring as well. “I leave you to protect my Daughter until my return.” He thought for another second, and he said with a knowing look at Yoda, “It will not take long.”
Yoda gave him an equally sly look; both were on the same page in regard to taking care of closing the Wettlespear case. He said, “Do you require assistance?”

“I do.” Casper looked over at Plo. “I need Master Plo to make a few transmissions on my behalf. And also need to make arrangements for Investigator Lur’s body on board the Katlas Rise.” He looked towards Mace Windu, as if to assign, and not ask, tasks. “And the Council should coordinate with the Sith Hunters to untangle all of Master Madex’s betrayals, and begin the process of exonerating Juna Rapier completely, without prejudice.”
“We will begin that process,” said Mace, “but it will not proceed further until your report is given in full, unabridged detail.”

Casper nodded in agreement, and gave the Council a bow. The groups began to disperse, with Yoda telling them, “In time, contact will be made to continue these proceedings.” He gave Angelleia’s hand a thoughtful tug. “Come, child, come. Feed you I will.”

Meanwhile, as Casper watched Angelleia and Yoda go their own way, Plo broke from the others and met up with him. With a heavy, heavy sigh, the Kel Dor said, “Very well played.”
“I hope its enough,” said Casper. He looked towards Plo. “Is it?”

Plo just stepped around Casper, and went on a different tangent altogether. “Personally, Casper, I don’t want to lose either of you because of all of this. The Jedi are still short-handed. And might I say, all thanks to you, you made us even more so with the defeat of the Sith Hunters. Apparently, there are job openings and you two could fill them, so…well played!”

Casper noted Plo’s stoic sarcasm and suppressed his smile. He added, “Angelleia and I truly do not want to become the Lost Twenty-Two, Plo.”

“The others are not seeing it that way yet, Casper,” said Plo, folding his arms over his chest. “But in this situation if Yoda says it’s alright, they’ll go with it. Yoda was very reluctant to authorize the Sith Hunters.”
“Angelleia said that Madex said the Jedi Holocron chose me first to lead the Sith Hunters,” said Casper. “Was that true?”
“Does it matter to you if it was true?”

“Yes, actually it does, as it also pertains why Yoda was reluctant.”

Plo sighed and nodded in understanding. “When it said your name, I had thought Yoda would change his mind. Instead, he just became more adamant about you not getting involved in anything Jedi related. In the beginning, we could not ignore reality: Lady Angelleia comes from a dark heritage, and in your own words you had warned us, even after Nal Hutta. We took your worries and made it our own after Naboo; clearly, Madex went too far with his worries. His misguided vengeance is clearly not the Jedi way for a damn good reason, but with the absence of evidence that would betray his trickery, we ourselves relied on hope.”

Casper asked, “Did you ever trust him?”
“No,” said Plo, shaking his head this time. He related, “I knew Coy very well, and I knew him to be more like Nadja and less like Qualeggoes. However, beneath it all, it never fails to show that Padawans end up being so much like their Masters. Call it vengeance, or call it an absurd supposition that killing Lady Angelleia is a moral and valid Jedi imperative before she commits herself to evil. In either case, Coy was just as wrong as Qualeggoes, and worse he felt just killing her was not the only option.”

“Clearly,” was all Casper could say to that. He then said, “All I can say is, in light of this, the Jedi Council should begin doing the right thing. I say this: if it is required of me, the last thing I will do ever as a Jedi is train my Daughter. I must undo whatever damage Coy Madex had done there through his Zesha.”
Plo gave him a questionable look. “I knew Zesha, I don’t think she would be as malice as Coy.”

“I know,” said Casper, “but it does not erase the original fact that Angelleia was not meant to be a Healer, and worse it was Madex’s influence, and not the Force, that drove Master and apprentice together. Such Force training is detrimental, and very wrong. Under the circumstances, Angelleia deserves another chance.”

There was hesitation on Plo’s behalf before he said, “That will be an argument that will not sell well with anyone else.”

“And Juna? How do you feel about her now?”

Knowing what Casper was asking, Plo just shook his head and admitted, “I don’t know. Despite all that was said today, Lady Angelleia has a lot of explaining to do. You two’s continued relationship with her is an obstacle.”

“For you?”

Plo did not think for very long. “Yes.”

Casper could not quite look at Plo. “Even with what had happened?”

“Beyond Madex, that’s the problem Casper. A significant amount of the Sith Hunter’s information is not just what they uncovered. We provided that information ourselves, on our own.” He gave Casper a nod when his friend looked at him. “Yes, our work, for nearly thirty years. As much as Enothchild did provide us, and it was a lot, there were gaps in that information that was sometimes just inexcusable on his behalf to miss. Clearly, his misses were intentional.”

Casper went to say something about that, but he stopped himself; he had thought the same way before. Not only that, this was one of Enothchild’s closest friends. Plo was being a genuine critic of his friend’s work; it was not like he was beating the dead Vhinphyc over the head like Madex was doing; especially like Madex was doing when he had spoken to Angelleia and had told her the truth; at least, his version of the truth.

Casper said in understanding, “You did not like his version of the truth.”

“It read well, full of hope,” said Plo. “Believe me, we all wanted that on this Council, after what she had gone through with Jury on Vhanba. But its miracle asking, which puts more faith in chance than it does in actual effort and results.” He shook his head. “As the Council, it is our duty to be, not act, this way. Any Jedi can say they can do what we do: I tell them try it for a day, begin by ordering over a hundred Knights, and their Padawans, on average, to their possible deaths, and in turn accept the reality that many innocents may die as well. From there, consolidate your energy and time in watching tragic events unfold all over the galaxy knowing you are not allowed to prevent them from happening. All this stuff, before the sun rises; do you think you can do what we have to do?”

Casper then realized that last sentence was not a rhetorical question. He said, “I never questioned the Council’s many difficulties. All I say is that, in this, they had pursued it incorrectly.”

“Then we did since the beginning,” said Plo, grinding the point all the way down to it’s bare existence. “It is only fair, and reasonable, and logical, to scrutinize her unexplained activities as it would be to scrutinize Coy’s. Only….admittedly you are right, we had more faith in our own than we did with someone that was not. Clearly, even with our own worries with Enothchild’s lack of disclosure, a course you followed after Nal Hutta I might add,” the critique elicited a frown from Casper, “the Council had an undying hope that all Jedi believe the same way, and are always doing the right thing. I didn’t trust Coy, knowing his Master, but along with the others I had hope. The same hope I had in Enothchild years ago, the same hope I had in you, and in Angelleia then and now, I had in Coy. A Jedi should be humble to reality.”

“Which is?”

“That our desires are just as petty as anyone else’s, with their own moments of destruction. We don’t like some of the things Lady Angelleia has done that have not been explained, but in our pursuit to learn the truth, what have we wrought on her? Who does it really help? Does it help evil if she is not evil? Does it help the likes of Coaxial, who just hampered all of our combine efforts? How does it really help us? Is it possible she is doing what she is doing to seek some form of salvation, even in its vigilance?”

Plo sighed and offered, “Does our scrutiny go too far?” He eyed the Sith Hunter’s ship, referencing their beaten existence. “Perhaps this time, it did, and it is on every Council Members’ mind now. As I said, our position is a difficult one. Perhaps we should realize that her position is just as difficult.”
Plo held up a big hand to stop the conversation. “What will come will be determined by what occurs with you and Angelleia in the near future. So in the meantime let’s get some things done. You wanted me to make some calls.”

Casper relented and said, “Yes, I need you to contact CorSec, have them come here straightaway for a felony arrest procedure. While they’re coming, I will need to speak with someone very high in the Trade Federation government. And perhaps, if anyone could be spared, someone high ranking in government from Naboo and Corellia that knows Juna very well.”
“Damn, you ask for a lot,” squawked Plo. “The Federation is more likely to shut off the transmission beam if it’s from us.”

Patting his friend’s shoulder, Casper said, “Not if you tell them what I’m going to reveal to you about Hidu Bog.”

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

CHAPTER 75.1

Since getting treated for his various wounds care of the Sith over a week ago, Hidu Bog discovered that he had not reached the deep depths of ultimate recluse before then. Under his authority, his floor and the floors above and below were sealed off from any other living life forms. The new battle droid model, still in the testing phase, had replaced all other forms of armed presence and was under Bog’s complete programming control, guarding him, guarding the levels, and even running his various errands. Bog barely communicated with anyone anymore; personal meetings never happened, and hyperspace transmissions were all heavily encrypted and tightly beamed. He found company that was welcoming in booze and the pain killers that in combination eased his disturbed mind more than it had eased the pain in his ruined hands. When not stoned drunk, he barely completed his appointed tasks; not that Viceroy Nute Gunray was going to cry about it, since him doing nothing was better than him doing something. Though brazen with the death of Bly Coaxial, Gunray was almost as shy as Bog when it came to doing and going about his business.
The priority signal changed all that, snapping Bog out of his self-imposed stupor in his living room. Half dressed, he cried out in pain just standing up and throwing his robe on, still feeling the beating Darth Sidious inflicted on him. He never told anyone the truth, concocting a convoluted story that the Droidekas had attacked him, explaining why he needed those prototype battle droids to replace them; he claimed truly he felt safer with them, just not in the context his superiors and underlings thought. It did not matter to him what they thought: it was not their lives that were in jeopardy. Since Senator Coaxial’s committee had ended, Bog’s life just seemed to get a hundred times worse, and there was no telling when Sidious was going to come back to finish the job.

The priority signal was an imperative one that just played on every trained fragile bone in Bog’s body. He did not want to answer it, but he did not want to lose his position in government, and thus lose his perceived place of safety. He answered the signal, to his surprise and dismay Viceroy Gunray appeared.

“Viceroy, this is a surprise,” moaned-slurred Bog. He hid his injured hands, covered in so many painful metal bone-knitting wires. “I did not expect your call.”
“Call, Arbiter of Inventories?” questioned Gunray. “On the contrary, I am now just landing at the Consulate.”

“You are!” Bog woke up on that reality. “Truly, this is a surprise.”

“Indeed. Myself and Senator Dod would like a word with you. Expect us in the next five minutes.” And Gunray shut off the transmission abruptly.

“Damn you,” cursed Bog. He should had been upset with his agents on Neimoidia for not telling him Gunray was coming, let alone that Gunray had left; then again, he was not speaking to them. Seeing he had no time to prepare himself, and since it was Gunray and Dod, Bog instead shut down the battle droids and unlocked the necessary way to his quarters from his prized Rapier desk. He was happy to see full bottles of Nubian bourbon and clean glasses; he poured himself a glass, sat down, and just began the countdown.
A little over five minutes later, the doors opened, and to Bog’s disconcertment a hairy Human man walked in. He sported the clothing of a Jedi Knight; the lightsaber on his belt just confirmed it. A thousand thoughts of fear entered his mind: was this Jedi trickery, or Sith assassin? What was Viceroy Gunray’s play in this?

“Easy, Hidu Bog,” said the man, and in Bog’s mind he did know that voice. “You and I have done business before. A month ago, when I had you provide me the Unone Hammer.”

Bog spilled his drink nonetheless and tried to point at Casper, but his hand’s ached just as badly as they shook. He asked, “What in the nine blue hells are you doing here? On my people’s grounds? How?”
“I was Branch Lur’s partner, my name is Casper Knightshade, and I am a Jedi Knight.” Casper slowly approached the Rapier desk, and he tapped the surface of it with both of his knuckles as he looked at it. He said, “Nice desk.”
“I should have you thrown out!” screamed Bog, not quite caring how the Jedi got in his building.

“I know, you have a meeting with Viceroy Gunray and Senator Dod.” Casper just waved his hand, which did nothing other than make Bog flinch. “I just came here to tell you that it’s over.”

“Over?”

“Yes; the Wettlespear has been destroyed.” Casper helped himself to seat behind him, and he gestured for Bog to sit. “This won’t take long to explain to you. And please, spare me any lie you are thinking to say: I have Branch’s notes, and I have the contract you and he had entered into: his citizen rights, in exchange for recovering the Wettlespear.”

Bog just stumbled into his desk seat, and floundered about to sit in it. Casper waited for him to settle down, and when it occurred he said, “Branch was murdered by the Wettlespear killer at HoloNet One. The killer had then stolen his ship, where it was subsequently destroyed at Ancesca by a Trade Federation fleet.” He looked at the Neimoidian and asked, “Do you know anything about that, Arbiter?”
“I do not run the military,” said Bog, which was true, but it did not prevent him to muster those forces to Ancesca upon Darth Sidious’ orders. “You will have to speak to Viceroy Gunray.” Then he added, “But not today, and not here!”
Casper held up his hands in surrender, “Arbiter, you should be at ease.” He waited a few moments before continuing. “I have no mind to affect Trade Federation business. As I said, the Wettlespear case is over. As much as I know in regards to your guilt in this, all it is, all that I have, is my word. As you know even direct evidence is not getting Gunray convicted in the courts, so what chance does a circumstantial case have there?”
Bog, confused, asked inevitably, “Then….what is it that you want?”

Casper ignored the question. “I believe the killer in question was not hired by you or by your government. I believe you did not believe the Wettlespear worked. And I can’t prove that you or your government built the illegal weapon, although you are still engaging me in the supposition that you did.”

“We had nothing to do with this…whatever it is,” said Bog, far, far too late. He sounded stupid with that response; drinking and drugs would do that.
“Then you must hear me out still,” said Casper, leaning inward. “On its face, all that you done to Branch Lur was lie to him about something that doesn’t exist. Since the weapon was destroyed on this killer, and the killer’s body jettisoned into space.” Bog’s eyes got very big, and he had to temper his sudden happiness. “All there remains are his victims, the only evidence that a crime had been committed. Sometimes, justice is not just. Even though the killer is dead, his accomplices, willing, or unknowing, will go unpunished.”
Bog let his smile grow outward. He said to Casper, “And you tell me this, this tale, why, Jedi?”
“Because I hope to blackmail you one last time,” stressed Casper. Bog’s face fell. “I do have Branch’s body; I would like it returned to your people, to return it to your home world, for a proper funeral. I would like you to honor his contract.”

The idea of that just made Bog laugh. “Are you brain dead?” So confident in his position now, Bog poured himself a new drink, forced his hands to manage the glass, and he drank it in one shot. He poured again, stood up, and became a bit more jovial. He just could not believe his luck, seeing how Casper was conceding the field.

“I will do no such thing, Jedi,” said Bog. He drank a little, and began to point out why. “For starters, Branch Lur is a defector, and by law such defectors are piles of excrement meant to stay off the clean surfaces of Neimoidia. As an official of the Directorate, I can not have any relationship with such a Neimoidian; it is illegal for me to enter into a confidence with him. Whatever you have your possession to say otherwise I will call it a forgery, a trick of the late Senator Bly Coaxial. Just another remnant of that man’s life.” He spread his arms out, daring Casper to say something.

Casper didn’t.

Bog said, “And suppose if there was no law, suppose I did enter into a contract with this….Lur person, what proof is there that he had fulfilled such a contact? What would the contract really say? Suppose it said I would give him back his citizen rights. Rather stupid of him to think I would, for only the Viceroy of the Trade Federation can do that, and only a foolish, or bribed, Viceroy of the Trade Federation would do that.”
Bog took a drink from his glass; still, Casper said nothing. “That would mean that this favor would have to be contingent on me becoming Viceroy, then. That, too, such sedition, is illegal, although, hehehe, our society is riddled with history to point out the fact we break that law religiously, I do not.”

Taking another drink, Bog said afterwards, “But suppose I had learned that the Republic was using an expatriate of ours to spy on us? Suppose I had learned he was actually a spy for Senator Coaxial? For the Jedi Order? Or for any other power, and thus I wanted to learn who that power was in order to exploit them? Suppose I just lead him along to discover such a conspiracy, one I can’t prove but will get the media slobbering for the truth?” He stepped around the desk and sat on the front corner, gloating over Casper. “Suppose I do that, Jedi, what do you say then?”

Casper only said, “It sounds pretty damn convoluted of an explanation to me.”
“Good,” boasted Bog, pointing at him with a twisted finger, “then you know my answer to your request, just as you know why I won’t placate you. Did you honestly believe I would be swayed to admit guilt in your weak, unclosed case? You have nothing to show for what you have, you stupid bastard! You overplayed your hand!”

Bog got up, poured himself another drink, and just strolled around behind the desk. He said sarcastically, “Branch Lur, Branch Lur? Where have I heard that name?” He faked realization. “Oh yes, when we were in our youthful clutch together. He was a heathen then, some spoiled-to-nowhere with no place to belong. He was so annoying, I called him Doul’ba’set.”
“Dumb brave fool,” said Casper.

“So you found a translator since the first conversion when you revealed that little nugget to me,” noted Bog. Casper just gave him a nod. “Well, it proves only that you know the word. And truly, he was a dumb brave fool back then. I can see why you liked him, Jedi, he was a martyr of lost causes. When I got him out of that hell hole early I knew I had him, and I just had to make him into something he was not without taking away all that made him….well, you.”
Drinking, Bog just smacked his lips and continued. “Even after he had married into the Phew, I still knew he would be just like the rest of us with my pushing. It was just like that hell hole we were raised in, only more adult. We were taught then, and we practice now, that self-preservation is a powerful motivator. To live is to endure; to change is to die.”

“Branch had no chance in your society,” said Casper coldly.

“But that was our society, Jedi, not yours! Do you honestly think we got this great by caring what others, amongst ourselves, amongst the galaxy, thought!?!?” Bog swigged the rest of his drink down and slammed the glass on the table. The conversation more than the booze built up his bravado, but it helped. “I cared only for him as an asset until he became a liability! He just did his job, and damn it he did it well when I stirred him right and proper! I could not have been happier with myself when my Dumb Brave Fool was mine, mine, ALL MINE!”
Snorting, Bog just turned his back and looked out the window. He just exhaled, “Naressa Rapier once said to me ‘rare finds are only precious treasures when they are lost by their soul owners’.” He turned around and eyed Casper. “I thought ‘what in the blue hells is that womb-man talking about’. The answer, ironically enough, came to me when Branch went against the conventional wisdom and began shouting that she was innocent of the death of Edwaru Kurr. He…stuck up for a Human, and worse our competitor, who had ruined so many Trade Federation opportunities that had not even been reversed yet to this very day!”
“And Project Korriban,” added Casper.

Bog stood up a little straighter. Again he eyed the Jedi carefully, thinking about what the young man knew. He remembered that the Jedi could not prove any of it. He said, “And Project Korriban, her project! Her great idea! Not mine, not her husband’s!” He just tossed his hands in the air. “The last time I would ever work with Humans.”

“I already know the Wettlespear didn’t work, but her Neimoidian workers had claimed it had,” said Casper, revealing facts that Juna had revealed to him. “You don’t have to deny it.”

“And you know why I don’t, Jedi? Because no one in this Republic, even in that tall tower you call a temple, wants to admit the idealistic realm they pretend to exists and seek is wrong. None of the posturing, the ass kissing, the offers to seduce the Vhinphyc worked. None of them! The signs were there: sometime within a hundred years they would destroy the Republic. Not just defeat us, not just take us over, but destroy us, completely, wipe us all the hell out! Creatures of near cellular perfection, with all they wanted was inspired by their fear of us, and it drove them hundreds of years in technological development beyond what we are capable of. I, I alone amongst the Federation, saw that threat as legitimate! Gunray thought our ‘push button manufacturing’ would overwhelm such enemies if they attacked. I thought what good was a button when there is no one alive to press it? I did not want to die! Again, self-preservation is a powerful motivator!”
Sitting back down, Bog said, “I had thought wrong in believing Bendian saw it as I saw it. When it all fell apart, when Naressa had tricked me, that is when I knew this whole thing, all of it, was her plan in the beginning. We had tipped our advantages to the Nubians, or so we thought; in reality we tipped what we had to that womb-man. Poor Bendian: he should have kept it in his pants.”
Bog then stopped himself, remembering Darth Sidious’ grip on his neck; he almost revealed the secret he had on the Rapiers, about Bendian being sterile, about his suspicions that Palpatine had impregnated Naressa. As well protected as he thought he was, he did not want Sidious to remember he had unfinished business to attend to. Instead, Bog poured himself another drink to hide the fact he was going to change the subject.

“Anyways,” said Bog, drinking with shaking hands, “that womb-man would somehow….take my Dumb Brave Fool way from me. I do know how she does it now, but even for someone like Branch Lur she had to say something to him, something profound enough to realize what had happened to him. And just like that, I had to discard him: no way, on the stainless steel surface of Courscant, was I going to have her have an influence on me again through something I owned.”
“You didn’t own Branch,” said Casper in disagreement.

“I pulled him out of the muck. I gave him his jobs, as law officer, as teacher here on Coruscant. I labeled him a traitor; it made him leave, just as I wanted him to,” said Bog nonchalantly. “That is all the proof I need to show how much I did own him. There are two methods of ownership, Jedi: directly, and by circumstance.”
“I have news for you then if you truly think you owned Branch,” said Casper. The Neimoidian was rather surprised that the Jedi was getting very upset. Normally he would had pointed out the hypocrisy, but something stayed his tongue here. “He was betraying you.”
“Obviously,” stated Bog. “He involved you.”

“That wasn’t my point,” said Casper. He eyed Bog seriously. “You needed him running around, going from place to place with Senate credentials that someone like Senator Dod could only provide.” He crossed his arms and noted, “From a distance not everything is clear, and indeed your trick worked. It looked like, underneath Branch’s genuine motives, he was actually covering up for Dod and Gunray. You and I know that isn’t true.”
Bog only affirmed Casper’s great guess with a knowing wink as he drank his bourbon. “That’s right, only you and I know what’s true. If the fools believe all Neimoidians are evil, then why not perpetrate that stereotype to my advantage?” He set his drink down on the desk, taking care not to spill anything on it. “See: even if Naressa had somehow swept Branch off his feet with her charms, like a conductor in an orchestra, I decide which chair he sat in order to play his instrument.”

Waving his injured hands, Bog declared, “My ledgers are cleared of red ink, Jedi.”

Casper smiled a little and said, “Your bruises and injuries suggest otherwise.”

Bog’s face fell, and he countered, “Branch Lur’s body can rot somewhere else, in the landfill where I have discarded the rest of my useless tools. The point is this, Jedi: officially, I don’t know who in the blue hells you are talking about. No one, especially even my own political enemies in the Trade Federation, would dare back any Republic endeavor to arrest me for such conspiratorial crimes. It would be unprecedented and dangerous for the likes of Nute Gunray, who’s own trials have been hung on the very fact no one believes the Sith are back, and that evidence cannot be used against him. The gates of political hell would open; many in this Republic would actually come to my defense to protect themselves. I have a very long list of allies just dying to back me up. Coaxial’s little stunt as put fear again in prosecutors and those who think they can stir up a trumped up cause. So I dare you, Jedi, take what you think you know, and charge me with these crimes. I only did so much, but in reality what did I really do? I invented a weapon, through the Republic’s blessing that is contrary to its own laws, that did not work.”
Casper said nothing as he stood up. He said, “You have me there. I should not keep your meeting with the Viceroy and the Senator waiting.” He gave him a respectful bow and said, “You are a worthy adversary.”

“Your humility is discouraging,” mused Bog.

Casper turned and proceeded to leave towards the visible door that would be his exit. He said without turning around, “By the way, Arbiter, have you figured out yet how I came in here?”

Before Bog could ask any question about that, Casper opened the door and stepped aside. In walked Nute Gunray, Lott Dod, several of the males’ assistances and Bog’s prototype battle droids now under Gunray’s control, a handful of CorSec officers which one of them was Captain Mandi Cisca, the special assistant to Corellian Councilman Garm Bel Ibis – and former Queen Angelleia bodyguard -- Deannta Desser and Royal Nubian Court Justice Cessa Evannva Ferngully Fermeia of the Thorns. Even to someone not in the know, the combination of Trade Federation, Jedi, Corellians, and a Nubian was a rather disastrous-looking concoction for a group. For Bog, he was very bewildered, for he now understood Casper’s question, and slowly did not like the answer.
“Arbiter, by the profits you are a mess!” exclaimed Viceroy Gunray. He feigned shock as he looked at Senator Dod. “Despicable!”
“Quite,” noted Dod. He gestured at Bog and accused, “You have been around aliens for far too long, and it’s made you reprehensible!” That got a snort from Captain Cisca, but she was eyeing Bog as if he was gold. “So our visit here could not be any better.”

“Your visit?” quizzed Bog. He looked at the group before him before he eyed his control system for the droids on his desk, seeing that he was locked out, indeed, by Gunray. “With such guests?”

“Nuances, nothing more,” assured Gunray, as if they were not there. He looked at Casper and demanded, “Is this it, Jedi?”

Nodding, Casper said, “I remember seeing this desk in the high central office in Rapier Manor, on Naboo, years before….the misunderstanding.” Again, Cisca snorted; calling the Invasion of Naboo a ‘misunderstanding’ was a mild point of view, but one required to get Gunray to play ball.

“Royal Nubian Chief Justice Fermeia,” asked Gunray, and there was no mistaking the tension upon calling her name. He pressed on though, “Do you recognize this desk?”
Bog stuttered out, “Now wait a second!”

Cessa stepped ahead, with CorSec providing her protection instead of her Nubian escorts – the Trade Federation would not allow that – and said after she considered it, “Yes; I last saw it four days before the ‘misunderstanding’. I have seen it numerous times on my visits to Rapier Manor. Lady Angelleia conducted her business from that desk.”

“She’s lying,” tried Bog.

“Miss Desser,” asked Gunray, waving a hand at Bog as if to swat him away like a bug.
Deannta, who only looked like Juna when she was younger as her Royal Bodyguard, folded her arms together across her body and added, “You will find, underneath the first drawer on the right hand side of the desk, the initials of Bendian Daniem Rapier, burned in Basic by a wood engraving tool. Lady Angelleia had showed it to me once long ago after her father had died. Her father burned those initials in there when he was boy, to playful lay claim to the desk. Bendian’s father was most displeased at first, but then happy when he recognized his son’s appetite.” She flashed a little smile, and finally concluded, “I, too, have seen this desk on many occasions, and know it also possesses a built-in hyperspace transceiver for encrypted communication.”
“And I had contact with Arbiter Bog through such a transceiver,” added Casper for the record.

Gunray nodded and turned to Bog. “Senator Dod, as a former Inquisitor, will you do the honors of searching this desk for said initials?”

“Certainly, Viceroy.” Lott Dod actually worked around the desk and eyed Bog when Bog did not move, barring his way. The Senator said, “Is there a problem, Arbiter?”

“This is my desk, given to me by Bendian Rapier,” said Bog in defiance. It was a lie, but he was starting to see what Gunray and Dod were doing. He decided to play it up even with them in the room. “Those three” he gestured wildly at Casper, Deannta, and Cessa “are lying! I have had this desk for years!”

“So the initials are not there?” quizzed Dod, as if to try and trick him up
“Yes, they are there,” said Bog, daring the Senator to do what was coming. “As I said, I was given this desk by Mister Rapier years ago. They said it was when he was boy he engraved those intitals.”
Senator Dod tilted his head and asked curiously, “In what transaction?” Bog went to say, but he stopped. Dod said, “Rapier Technologies is a competitor, Hidu, they always have been. Any member of our government with any ties with a competitor is a traitor. So, tell me, again, in what transaction, in what business deal was made, where this desk comes into your possession? What was promised? What was gained by this?”

Bog was suddenly stuck, for as he told Casper before it was treason for anyone in the Trade Federation to have done any business with a competitor. As convoluted as this was, Dod or Gunray was going to spin the situation into their favor. They were openly betraying one of their own. Bog just said, “It was….given to me.”

“Given.” Dod just said skeptically. “Just given. No promises. No deals. Just given.”

“Yes.”

“I see.” Dod looked to Gunray. 
Gunray looked at Cessa, and he nodded at her. Cessa turned to Deannta, and Deannta said to the CorSec officers, “Proceed.”

Captain Cesca instructed, “Please move away Senator Dod.” She pulled out a pair of restraints while the other CorSec officers approached the cornered Hidu Bog the other way. They stopped a foot away from Bog, looking ready to pounce.
“You…you can’t be serious?” demanded Bog. “They can’t arrest me!”

Gunray finally pulled out an official holoscript and projected it before Bog; it was an official document from the Directorate! “In light of having been discovered to have performed an act of grand theft exceeding one thousand credits, a high crime, we of the Directorate hereby strip Hidu Bog of his authority of Arbiter of Inventories effective immediately. In turn, his diplomatic privileges have been revoked.”

“Hidu Bog,” said Cisca, grabbing his injured hands and tugging them into her restraints; the other CorSec officers grabbed Bog from behind. He was no longer protected by the seal of his office, or by his seal of diplomacy. “By the Order of the Trade Federation, and at the behest of Her Royal Highness Queen Amidala, and the power invested in me by the Core Worlds Act, you are under arrest for grand theft and being in receivership of stolen property over the value of one thousand credits.”

“YOU DARE NOT-OUCH!” cried Bog. He looked at Gunray, terrified. “YOU DARE NOT DO THIS! YOU DO NOT LET THIS HAPPEN!” He struggled, but Neimoidians were weak compared to Humans; they had him under their control in the very next second. He stared at Gunray and begged, “Spare me! You can prevent this with their deaths!”

Cisca purred in Bog’s lobe, “Wow, you are really going to love prison.” She looked at the others and said, “You all heard that threat?”

“Threat!”

“Indeed, and I am appalled,” snorted Lott Dod. “No citizen of the Trade Federation makes death threats.” 
Deannta looked to Cessa and rolled her eyes.
“I heard the threat,” said Cessa. “Congratulations, Bog, you really done it: you threatened the lives of officers of the law, a councilmen’s aide, a judge, a Senator, and a world leader in one shot!”

Bog’s eyes ballooned. “I did not threaten anyone! I did not threaten my leader!”

Gunray rubbed his nose and lied, “I remember the threat to my life very clearly.” He gestured towards Cisca. “All the same, I still believe Corellia should handle this matter.”
“Councilman Bel Ibis has given me the authority to concur,” said Deannta. She turned to the CorSec officers. “Captain, the honors?”

“With pleasure,” said Cisca. “Hidu Bog, you are now under arrest for threatening the lives of Corellian Sector Force officers.” Before he could say anything, she looked at Cessa and asked, “Does Naboo waive there claim on him?”

Cessa only said, “As long as we get the Rapier property back, we will not need him.” She looked to Gunray. “I am certain the stolen property will be found and returned in haste.”
“You may start with the desk,” said Gunray. He ordered some of the droids to grab it with a hand gesture; they proceeded to look through it to remove Trade Federation secrets and, if any luck, anything Bog had there that Gunray would like to have. “I am certain that other items of the Rapier robbery will be uncovered shortly, and returned to you once we scour through Bog’s resources. A master criminal like himself, that could take time, and we will need to go through everything.”
“Certainly,” said Cessa with a small bow. “That will meet the Queen’s satisfaction, as it will Lady Angelleia’s, her loyal subject.”
“I do not believe this!” decried Bog, but CorSec was already shoving him out of the office. “GUNRAY! I WILL HAVE YOUR SKIN FOR THIS!”

“Quiet!” barked Cisca, forcing him to walk. Bog began to cry as he watched all he worked for pass him by figuratively. Before he knew it, he was on a lift, riding it up, and out he went onto the landing pad. There was a CorSec vessel, right next to Gunray’s and Dod’s ships. 
Cisca added the whole way, “You made my mentor’s life hell, Bog. He was a nice guy, showed me a lot. I chose to ignore him because of guys like you and Gunray back there. I made amends with him recently, but recently I found out he was murdered for going after your little toy. If you haven’t figured it out, I’m talking about Branch Lur!”
When the group was in the Corellian vessel, the CorSec officers stopped, and Cisca came by and kicked Bog in the privates. They did not let Bog drop to his knees, carrying by his arms all the way to the restraint chair, and not being too kind to him. As he moaned, Cisca stood in front of him and made him look at her. She said, “I, and these men, were part of the group that aided Branch at Ord Mantell, when you had your pal Cus Tadlan send those sentry droids in to kill us. The Wettlespear killer got away because of your droids; he later killed Branch, our friend, our Neimoidian brother who wept with us when we lost our CorSec brothers and sisters in that firefight.”
Cisca leaned in and whispered, “How much you want to bet that before you even make it Corellia, you’re going to learn how to hold your breath in space?”

Appalled, he could not say anything, given the pain he was under. Bog just watched helplessly as Cisca tended to the pilot controls. He heard the hatch close on the ship, and began to really believe she had met ever word she said. Not long, however, he saw Casper the Jedi, Deannta, and Cessa the Nubian judge sit on a bench seat not far from them. He noted one of the Corellians telling them they would drop the three off shortly at the Nubian Consulate. A loud, adjusting noise behind him spoke of the Rapier desk being loaded and placed in a position of security.
“I beseech you,” begged Bog, forcing himself to talk. “I plead mercy to you all: do not let the Corellians take me!”

“It is a shame,” began Cessa, “that we live in a society where a criminal’s pleas for mercy fail to reach the ears of justice.” She shrugged her shoulders and said, “Oh well, what can I do: on Corellian property, I am just a passenger.”

A Corellian officer overheard just her part of the subtext and said, “And a finer passenger we could ever have.”

“Arbiter, we’re already beyond discussion,” said Deannta. She crossed her arms, and then crossed her legs. “It is clear to me, as a matter of principal, that giving you back to your people will lead to your death.” She smirked just a little. “Now I can’t in good conscious let that happen to you.”

Thinking, Bog peered at Casper, and he just watched that Jedi hold his face neutral. He just said to him, “What must I do, Jedi? What must I do to receive your protection?” He tried to look at him more squarely, by the restraints held him fast, and the chair did not move. “Do you want me to admit to the Wettlespear? I will, and I will bring the Trade Federation down with me! That was what Branch coveted most of all, I know it! Share in his desire for justice: make me your instrument of it!”
Cessa and Deannta looked towards Casper. The Jedi leaned in his seat and said, “These Corellians will not give you back to me for anything. Unless….unless you play a game of chance with me.” Bog was confused and looked it. “Since you are unreliable as hell when it comes to the truth, I am going to have you answer based on me saying single words. The object is easy, Bog: answer the one word questions.”

“I will! I will, if it means I survive this.”

Casper just said plainly, “Lone Star.”

Bog frowned right away. He looked around him, shook his head, and said, “What does that mean?”

Casper just said next, “Sith.”

This time, Bog just froze up. The ship landed, jolting everyone, but it did not Bog. With that dread word spoken by the Jedi, any thoughts of turning against his people disappeared. When he had defied Darth Sidious before, the Master of the Dark Side had broke into the unbreakable and then proceeded to break quite a few but very painful bones in his body. On the verge of killing him, Sidious allowed him to live. Clearly, Gunray did not have this be carried out, unless Sidious approved of it! Sidious had to: he owned the Directorate!
Or perhaps Sidious had not!

Or perhaps Sidious did some of it!

Or perhaps….

Bog’s mind was filled with the idea of Sidious finding him again and beating him, killing him. He saw himself being tracked to the ends of the galaxy and all the way to the top of the Jedi Temple, and Sidious filleting him with his lightsaber. Anyway he thought, the Sith were there, waiting for him to slip his tongue, which would make them slit his throat. There was no telling when, not if, that would happen, but he saw no reason to accelerate his demise by spilling his guts; not about the Sith, and not about his own government since the Sith was running them anyways.
Casper, Cessa, Deannta stood up as Cisca came from the cockpit. Bog was only half listening, but he heard the captain say, “So they won’t take him?” He paid attention to the conversation now.
“No,” said Casper. “It appears loading Branch’s body on board here is for naught if his people still won’t take it.”

Cisca said, “Then we’ll take him.” The other CorSec officers all agreed with head nods. “He was a law officer, damnit!” She tried not to get upset; Cessa patted and rubbed her shoulder in condolences.  “We’ll take him and bury him; he was one of us, he deserves it.”
“I can’t see why not,” said Deannta. “He is an example that perhaps the Trade Federation should begin to recognize and live by.”

“I’m certain Queen Amidala would like to provide something to the cause as well,” said Cessa. “Either political pressure or otherwise, let me know, Deannta.”

“As I knew him well,” said Casper with a head nod, “he would really like that. The alternative would be here, on Coruscant, and he was never of fan of this place.” The Jedi looked at Bog sidelong, and then waved his hand towards the CorSec officers and said, “And in Branch’s name, you will be merciful.”

Bog watched the CorSec officers hell bent on spacing him look confused and they repeated what the Jedi had said. He got really quiet when Casper added, “You’re going to take Bog home, and have justice prevail.”

“I’m going to take Bog home, and have justice prevail,” said Cisca quietly. She then looked ashamed, and said to Casper, “We better be going.”

“Take care,” said Casper. He offered Cessa to go ahead of him. As she and Deannta said there goodbyes, he drew close to Bog and whispered, “There will be no more blights on Branch Lur’s good memory.”

As Casper patted his shoulder, Bog did take it to heart. He sat there in the chair, knowing at the very least he would face justice. He should not complain; the Republic were not ones to charge for the spectacle of his execution, at the very least. But as the Jedi departed with the judge, Hidu Bog still felt he had gotten a raw deal. The Sith could still come for him. Perhaps being thrown out the air lock was not as cruel as he had thought.

“Doul’sliv’un,” mumbled Hidu Bog to himself, for much of the flight, for the rest of his life. “Doul’sliv’un.”

Dumb Stupid Fool.
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