CHAPTER 13.0
When his master had ordered him to learn everything from Bendian Rapier about politics, Dace Palpatine had thought his master to be as weak as he had felt him to be. Through his study of his kind, he had saw the great schemes of the Sith that had worked and worked again every time it was tried; the Sith Order still used such trickery and plotting to this day to gain whatever they wanted. After a day – A DAY – of just being around the sex-crazed, rich fool, Palpatine learned quick that he had better grow a second brain for politics, or throw everything he learned about the Sith and Republic politics out a window overlooking the Maw. Such praise for his Master Darth Hades and for Bendian was the only honest praise he would gratefully give them. For Darth Sidious’ plan to work, Dace Palpatine had to learn how to be a politician and not be a Sith politician.
Day One of that training from Bendian was simple, an idea handed down to every Rapier for the past five hundred plus years which they had realistically owned Naboo’s Senate seat with only a few terms off here and there in that history: it was the Game. The Game was not just politics, it was everything everyone did; they played the Game whether they knew it or not, whether they wanted to or not. The Game was life itself: politics set the rules and the politicians governed the rules, for the laws and the regulations and the taxes determined civilization. 
The Players, the politicians that were truly in the Game, were defined simply: Stupids, Idealists, and Realists were the primary definitions; Stupids always tried to change the status quo, or they became mind-numbed slaves to their own ideas and therefore never got a single thing done and either lasted one term, were arrested for something and thrown out of the Senate; Idealists had real ideas to change the status quo but often became populists once they realized that in order to achieve their good they had to commit to a lot of bad legislation, illegal dealings, or hurt others in the process, and thus they lasted longer so long as their populism was never surpassed by an another idealists or, more times than not, a Stupid; Realists were Bendian Rapier, Lott Dod, and now Dace Palpatine: politicians that realized in order to get anything done they had to become the status quo and not just embrace it, always got something that they wanted in one form or another, knew thirty ways to screw revenue out of a single credit without revealing the fact, and they had very long careers in their respected seats, and if they written laws that made them extra credits on the side it was the appropriate compensatory pay. 
Realists Players held Legacy Seats in the Senate, chairs that literally had their permanent body imprint in them, allowing their offspring or hand-picked successor to fit in that chair quite nicely and continue on the tradition. There were only three sub-categories and three only, to Realists: Givers, Takers, and Giver-Takers; Givers gave the people what they wanted; Takers go and target a specific class of scoundrel and take from them, and Giver-Takers balanced both disciplines efficiently and accordingly to maintain or gain in their position of power. To be the best and stay in office, one had to be a Realist, and the best Realists with the longest tenures were Giver-Takers.
Bendian Rapier was a Giver-Taker. Palpatine had to learn what that really involved, not just what it meant. Again, just as the young Sith Lord had figured how the galaxy worked Bendian showed him otherwise. One of his greatest examples: Wookiee Rights and why the smart Wookiees did not want them.
As Bendian explained it, it was pure poetry, saying, “The Wookiees I know do know not to finally achieve what they have supposedly always desired. Senator Taccacca boars and moans about how they get no respect, how they have a Senate seat and no one listens, decries the fact that the slave trading Twi’leks are getting their own rights ahead of the strong, loyal, and law abiding Wookiees of Kashyyyk. It’s quite the opposite, Dace: the Wookiees are learning from the same mistakes the Twi’leks made about their civil rights. The Twi’leks got their recognition a hundred years ago, and just as soon as they did the Republic as a whole cheered, said ‘hooray’, and congratulated the Twi’leks. And then they left them alone: no trade, no business, nothing to really negotiate and debate about any longer. The Twi’leks were recognized as sentient beings deserving of Republic rights. They got what they wanted. But you see, it was up to them to figure out the rest, and they didn’t do it before hand when they made their move. Since then, what happened: Twi’leks are still slaves and not only that Twi’leks now are involved in selling their own people. It should be noted that their planet is held by the Hutts anyways, so enforcing Republic rights on a Hutt world would be a neat trick if you can get away with it. See, the Twi’leks have rights, and therefore in a lot of people’s minds they are no longer victims, and they don’t have the leverage of victimization in the Senate.
“The Wookiees learned fast about that and thus they only keep the debate going. Not too long ago Senator Taccacca introduced another bill to extend Wookiee recognition beyond the Colonies, and then spent the whole time during the debate telling me and others to kill the bill. We did, and he gets on his high mount and gives a ninety-minute gruntal sermon about the evils of the Republic, but Taccacca knew once Wookiees were given full rights, there were no longer Wookiees, they were us the non-victims! So, it’s simple race hustling: you get more done when you are still the victim than you do being the freed slave: wash, rinse, repeat, wipe hands on pants.”
If Bendian Rapier wasn’t Forceless, he would have made for a proper Sith. At least Sidious felt that way for only a second once. A short second.

Bendian’s learning tree was filled with leafs of interesting knowledge. He taught the importance of losing in order to retain an elected seat; he pointed out significance of blackmailing the media for substantial gain; he showed Palpatine why bills should be written down on real paper, so he could show the vote friendly stuff on the front while the excesses of government and bureaucratic fattening were written and ‘cleverly hidden’ on the back side of the page. He explained why the other system’s opinion to him: “Dace, buddy, we exist in a rigged system called democracy, where only the citizens of the representatives worlds can vote in or vote out their representatives. I could care less what the citizens of Corellia, Alderaan, Fondor, or anyone else thinks of me; Nubian citizens are the only ones that give me my job, and as long as I give the Royal Nubian States and the Queen enough butter to cover their bread I have this job. Oh sure, the Queen could vacate me from the job, but then she would have to explain to her voters what happened to all that butter they were enjoying. Dace, I could starve Chandrilla, and as long as Naboo benefits Nubians won’t care.”
The importance of selfishness and hurting others were lessons Bendian had repeated over and over again: “Sentient beings are the most selfish animals in the universe because they can think. That’s the reality, Dace. We can think of wants as well as needs, and once you realize that, Dace, you become a Realist in this Game. No species is immune to selfishness, Dace, none of them are. There is selfishness in good, but of course no one calls it selfishness. But that’s the reality: it took selfishness to do a good. And, no matter what you do in this Game, you are going to harm someone. You save someone here; you leave someone else bleeding there. You feed this planet, you starve that one. You give the Trade Federation a tax break; you overcharge the Banking Guild the difference in borrowing interest. The Jedi call it balance; I call it ‘making sure you screw the right people’. That is, Dace, make sure when you do the screwing, it is not Naboo!”
Palpatine did take those lessons to heart, learning the finer art of subtlety from someone that practiced exactly what he preached. One would think such focused ambition would want to run the Republic one day; Bendian told him, “Dace, I am the Senator of Naboo and I own the largest Human owned company in the galaxy: I already run the Republic: that, my friend, was MY INHERITANCE!”
It had been a feeler by Palpatine just to gauge Rapier’s interests in power, but he already understood what he was talking about. Master Hades pushed his apprentice to suggest that Bendian should seek the Chancellorship. When Palpatine did while he thought he had Bendian in a relax setting of being treated to a nine-woman body rubdown, what happened next almost made the hidden Sith Lord at the time blow his cover: Bendian had ordered the well paid females to brutally attack him. 
Young Dace Palpatine – in turn, young Darth Sidious -- thought it was a joke until the women charged and one of them had nicked him with a concealed vibroblade; how she concealed it was amazing enough let alone being mobbed by once lovely, young, and very friendly women that kicked, punched, elbowed and knee striked him out of the apartment. The women were actually very relentless; Dace was chased all the way to an air cab. When he got to his apartment on Coruscant Bendian had already left him a message: “Pal, if I see you again it will be in a coffin. Do yourself a huge favor: sell your career before I sell it for you!” Palpatine knew what that meant because he had learned from his Senate Master very well; the Giver-Taker Realist may not fear the people from other worlds or their Senators, but they knew how to end that politicians’ career in so many ways. Palpatine was Bendian’s hand picked representative; sending him home would end everything for him, including his own Sithian aspirations for Darth Hades would kill him for failing.
However, after a week and on Lord Hades command that he stay on Coruscant, Dace had found Bendian waiting for him outside his apartment. He sighed and said, “I hope you learned your lesson. I can handle stupid shit being said, but not what you suggested. When you said that, it made it sound like you weren’t listening to me at all. Look, the Chancellorship….that’s my end, that’s me the Twi’lek finally getting rights and then forgotten soon after. I get there and I can’t do the things I want to do. I don’t want to answer to my enemies or to the Idiots because you already know they submit the most crap in the Senate. No, Dace: you want to get far in the Game, you don’t become Supreme Chancellor.”
Only if Bendian Rapier had known Darth Sidious’ ambitions would he understand why Dace Palpatine was slowly rewriting the rules of the Game to favor only the Supreme Chancellor. Palpatine liked to think about those times with his political mentor, because like his Sithian mentor he delighted in the fact that he had proved him wrong. Hades had insisted upon his apprentice that Republic control was possible through Rapier, and slowly he had moved Sith agents to influence Rapier. Sidious had disagreed with the idea from the start, even though it was working and Bendian slowly came around to the idea of becoming Supreme Chancellor; wisely, Palpatine did nothing to encourage him. He watched as Bendian used up every favor and created bureaucratic surpluses that were going to rig the Game in his favor. Bendian did not need any ideas how he would succeed for he found the perfect way: set up the Idiot, the Ho’Din Fha'la, by involving him in a scandal involving the Jedi Order: the secret peace mission to Vhanba and sending the Jedi Jurivicious Pern, both highly illegal acts. Predictably – the true results would not be known for eight years afterwards – the scandal was revealed upon the alleged death of Pern. Fha’la’s head was immediately called for, and a new Supreme Chancellor would be chosen after the end of the year recess. The others in the Senate chamber were calling Bendian Rapier Chancellor right after the session ended.
A week later, Bendian Rapier resigned as Senator. His wife Naressa Rapier was pregnant, and he wanted to be there to raise his child and hand over a greater Rapier Technologies to her when the child came of age. Representative Dace Palpatine became the new Senator of the Sovereign System of Naboo. Finis Valorum, an Idealist, was given an incredible amount of unintended power as he was made Supreme Chancellor of the Republic. That is the official, known history of events.
Unofficially, Bendian was forced to resign by Naressa because she was impregnated by another man and she had threatened to tell the public; unbeknownst to Bendian, Dace Palpatine was that man. To prevent any funny business on his part, Naressa showed Bendian her Dark power. She insisted on Palpatine being the replacement, but that was out of her own convenience of keeping him away. She suggested to Bendian that she instruct the others to pick Valorum, who had the least amount of aspirations for the high chair, but knew Bendian had intentional stacked the Republic deck and with it he could get much done; it also set up Valorum to eventually fail and fall hard, and as Naressa admitted to Sidious years ago the Valorum failure was supposed to be where a Senator Juna Rapier was going to capitalize on. And Darth Hades laughed as Darth Sidious threw a fit upon learning that Naressa had used him to get pregnant. And finally, Darth Hades let Darth Sidious on a little secret and that secret had shaped the last thirty-five years of Sidious’ life.
“Old, worthless fool,” mumbled Palpatine as he remembered the moment he had slowly and enjoyable murdered Lord Hades; he liked to think about the good times in his past, whenever he had the time before thinking about the business ahead. As he leaned back in his big back chair in his Supreme Chancellor office alone, he last felt this powerful when he had learned his destiny though the secret Hades had told him, and then when his hands were around Hades’ throat. He then corrected himself, remembering Bendian and saying aloud, “Old, worthless fools. The both of you should have never told me all of your secrets.”
Darth Sidious – Palpatine – wanted to prove the dead fools wrong and he used the Bendian Rapier plan, mixed with the Naressa Rapier plan, for the Supreme Chancellorship. Bendian was right about the high chair, that it was the end of the line for those who enjoyed their power and craved more of it. However, Bendian’s point was based on the premise that the Game was played by the same guidelines established for the sole purpose of furthering in the future the Republic’s democracy; that is, maintain the bureaucratic status quo to favor only the bureaucrats. 
Even if Bendian had not been stopped his rule would have been short, not as profitable as it was as Senator, and eventually he would be answerable to those people he was not answerable to as Senator. Eventually, every attempt at making enough of the people happy was going to fail because there would come a Player, one of Bendian’s friendly Realists deciding to betray him, or perhaps a brand new Realist, driven by the very ambition the Chancellorship created; the new replaces the old, and Bendian is drummed out, for even in a democracy filled with Legacy Seats a politician does not last forever.
The Sith in the past tried to work against the framework if they did not try to absolutely overthrow it; they failed eventually every time. What Sidious was going to do was work within the framework, rig the Game in so many ways, and have the people, before the Players do it, give him the galaxy. He would use their democracy against them and against the Jedi Order and prove to the burning-in-hell-spirit of Bendian Rapier what an untouchable Emperor can do in place of an always-vulnerable-to-democracy-and-to-the-people Supreme Chancellor.
It was a purposely slow process; another little nugget learned from his Political Master. The Sith had taken revenge to the pace of a wobe worm, but there were parts of his plan that moved at their own independent pace, based on whether Sidious himself accelerated or slowed his plans. Some of these plans had minds and therefore paces of their own; they were plots he had not directly implemented, he just forced to happen because he did something else entirely – not a Bendian Rapier idea originally, but he did use it to great affect in politics. Most of his Grand Plan worked so brilliantly he could focus on the smaller parts of the Grand Plan that needed work, and also allow him to consider challenges to it, and free up a small part of his mind to indulge in matters that may have an affect on his decisions. That is, he did up to four months ago on Korriban.

Nessie’s warning had haunted Palpatine every day since she had vanished and left behind the clues for him to sort out. He had committed resources to each of the clues, using both the power of Darth Sidious and Supreme Chancellor Palpatine at his disposal. Like his plan, the clues revealed themselves at their own pace, which lead to either progress or nothing. When he had become Chancellor, Grand Jedi Master Yoda had requested of him a particular code for the Jedi Order personal files known as Blue Harvest, but through Count Dooku he had learned that the code was actually for the true Jedi origin files known as Blue Seed. Dooku’s information had explained quite a lot as to why information in the Blue Harvest file Senators and the Supreme Chancellor looked at was not factually accurate. Such files could prove beneficial to the eradication of the Jedi Order and any future attempts of rebuilding it, but alas it was illegal for Chancellor Palpatine to look at any Blue Seed file, and Dooku’s information suggested the only method of getting the Blue Seed files was to wipe out the Jedi Order first.
The quest to uncover the Si’ing clue was really testing the Dark Master’s patience. None of the Sith assets on Bothawui have succeed in uncovering the dedicated spy agency; in fact, several Sith assets on Bothawui and around the galaxy hunting down Si’ing have vanished. Bothans that feared the Sith did not fear them enough to give up anything they knew about Si’ing. The current Bothan Senator, facing a tough reelection fight, did what all high Bothan officials that were asked about Si’ing: “Who? What are you talking about? Are you trying to speak Bothan? Please stop now, you sound foolish.” Si’ing showed no interest in revealing themselves more than their namesake and what they had done to that Idiot that had revealed their existence. Even making personal appearances, Darth Sidious did not loosen tongues. With too many questions being asked, Palpatine was more careful about Si’ing than ever; he even tightened up his security, and relied on the Dark Side more than ever whenever he did his Sidious business.
The other clues were still puzzles of their own. The phrase ‘the betrayed used’ was either an ironic statement of fact, or an oxymoron that made little sense. But why would Nessie write that phrase if it did not have a meaning. There was the Dragon Born and the Black Heart, and the feeling to Sidious that those were entities of Dark significance in line with the Dark Hope. With such a comparison, he looked at the very Jedi Enlightenments – the copies of them in the Republic Senate Library -- that foretold his destined rise and did find vague references to such beings. He discovered to his Sithian chagrin that the vague references were the last interpretations of the Jedi Enlightenments before those documents were ‘unintentionally compromised’ fifteen years ago. Darth Sidious had a very good idea that Darth Rune was responsible for the ‘unintentional compromise’. To keep suspicion away from him, Palpatine did not ask the Jedi to see the original Enlightenments.
Sidious did surmise that the Dragon Born was linked to the Sithian Titan symbol, the only clues that appeared related in any way. His original interpretation of the symbol was wrong; after a team of Sithian scientists had lifted it from the sand the information became much clearer and there was more of it. The circles themselves that crossed actually changed width from small to large with both large pieces bisecting each other twice. The rocks found in the dug-in rings of the symbol were intentionally put there to create both Vhinphyckian and Sithian hieroglyphs when the impression was made of the symbol. The left side, in Vhinphyckian, read ‘For your purpose, I am the Light’, and the other, in E’sithropian, read ‘For my purpose, I am the Dark’. The once perceived Titan symbol was not that at all: it was ‘M’-shaped, but further inspection revealed the common galactic symbol for royalty imbedded in the middle fork of the ‘M’, and two slanted dashes on either side of that represented a pair of eyes. The best the bright minds could figure was that it was symbol that represented unified balance, and that the ‘M’ symbol in the middle represented the end result of such unity. Darth Tyranus and Darth Sidious had spent time on it, and Tyranus’ answers reflected the selected knowledge Sidious provided him; he did not tell his apprentice more than he had already told him, which was practically nothing about the Sith Maidens. But there was something Tyranus did say that struck Sidious as interesting: “Looks like Enothchild Sarch, or at least a Vhinphyc I would guess.”
Palpatine turned on his holographic work station behind his desk and opened the private file that held the Nessie information and reviewed the symbol for what had to be the hundredth time. After the plaster cast impression the Sith scientists had digitized the image for a cleaner, clearer look. There was Count Dooku’s suggestion, floating there between the conjoined twice rings, staring back at him with down turned horns, a royal crown, and eyes. He tried to tell himself not to look at it in Dooku’s context because then that was what he was going to see. Still, he could no longer see it as anything else.
“Is that you, Nessie” asked Palpatine aloud, in consideration. It occurred to him based on the words embedded in the rings and on Dooku’s impressions, that the rings may represent Enothchild and Naressa. The rings were in their own languages respectively, and the words were in the context of their philosophies. The joining result produced the Vhinphyc between the rings. “It has to be you, Nessie. Give me a sign that it’s not.”
The buzzard from his desk startled Palpatine and made him turn to it. It took him another second to realize that it wasn’t Nessie’s sign. He touched the switch and said, “Yes, Sig, what is it?”

“Chancellor, your afternoon appointment is here, Senator Onidas Grim of Godric,” said Palpatine’s male secretary. He then cleared his throat and said, “He had left his video capturing entourage downstairs.”
Palpatine looked at the time and realized he had spent several hours thinking. He hated to lose track of anything, including time. He switched off the Nessie file and made sure other items of interest were not visible. This was one of Nessie’s clues, after all, coming in for a meeting. He wiped his mouth and instructed, “Send him in, and hold all calls save for dire emergencies.”

He had to get his feelings right and his mind focused, for he had to solve another riddle: the riddle of Onidas Grim.

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

CHAPTER 13.1

From his desk Palpatine watched the young Senator walk in alone, using the Dark Side of the Force to get a better read of him; with the galaxy filled with Darkness, polluting the Universal Force and blinding the Jedi more and more everyday he could use his powers more freely. Grim had been just a nuisance to Palpatine and Godric offered nothing really to the Sith cause, and therefore he never gave Grim the time of day. Since Nessie’s warning that had changed, and attempts to get a read on Grim, even talk to him, had become virtually impossible until now. As with anyone the Sith Order had did a background on him and found nothing in the beginning; Sidious had ordered a much more through checked, and to keep looking even when the same information about the man surfaced. With the scan with the Dark Side, on the other hand, Palpatine sensed something interesting…..
“Senator Grim,” said Palpatine in greeting, standing up to offer a man the chair across from him. “I was hoping you would accept my invitation to chat, giving how you like to talk about on your Grim Show as if you know me.”
As Palpatine sat, Grim did not. He casually put his hands behind his back and smiled shortly and said, “I’m only expressing my free thought, Chancellor Palpatine, guaranteed under the Republic’s nineteenth, fortieth, and sixty-ninth amendments. I know you very well. Let’s leave it at that.”
Being careful with his focus and his words, Palpatine said apologetically, “Forgive me if I have ever offended you, Onidas. I don’t see why there needs to be hostility between us.”

“Senator Grim, Chancellor,” said Grim in reminder. “And you asked me to come here to waste my time, for it’s my people’s time and I rather be serving my people, so whatever it is you want to talk about get it out.”

“I don’t seem to understand.”

“Is this business, Chancellor, or personal?”

“It’s personal, for it has everything to do with future business.” Palpatine eyed him, expecting Grim to leave. Grim’s military-like thought processes were not just a way for him to get through a conversation, they were effective in shielding mental probes of both thoughts and especially emotions. An organized mind could easily defeat the passive probes of any Force user; the Sith had more effective methods, but it would mean making Grim a thoughtless zombie afterwards. Grim’s death warrant at any time could be signed, but because he was a part of Nessie’s warning he had to leave Grim alive and unspoiled; he had to known what Grim meant for his plan.

That moment for Grim to leave came and went along with the carbon dioxide filtered out of the room from thinking exhales. Grim just remained standing and said, “What exactly do you want, Chancellor?”
“Friendship, if it’s possible with you,” tried Palpatine.

“Good: shut down Bly Coaxial’s Committee and maybe we can have another get together to tip toe around the Theed tulips,” said Grim counter-aggressively.

“I would if Senator Coaxial would only submit a final report.”

“Don’t give me that; you shut down the Naffer Committee without so much as conclusion presented in public. You called for Reformation and got the rules changed so you can shut down any committee without notice or summation.” Grim shook his head. “You can settle old scores with the Rapiers in other ways. Legal ways I should remind you. But don’t use my friend as a tool like this so you can have him unseated.”

“That’s a curious thing to say,” said Palpatine. He calmly reached over and brought up Chandiss Prime’s political page from the HoloNet. The image then showed relevant statistics. “According to this, from his own world, Bly is in a statistical dead heat in the polls with a month and a half to go. He’ll have next month to campaign, and if he campaigns correctly he’ll win reelection”

“It’s Rapier politics, you’re playing the Game using his playbook,” said Grim forcefully, but with calm. “He’s not going to win this way, he has nothing. Cut him loose right now and let him have the next two weeks to reorganize his campaign.”

“I…really don’t get your point, Grim,” said Palpatine diplomatically. He turned the holograph off. “Don’t get me wrong, I like Bly Coaxial, I wouldn’t do anything to hurt him. I can’t say that I can stop him from hurting himself either. Now, about you-.”
“There is no me,” said Grim forcibly. “The only conversation we are having is about my friend. Everything else makes me leave, Chancellor.”

Palpatine wanted that kind of response from Grim to keep him there. At the same time he was annoyed by Grim’s responses. He said, “So be it. Why, as you are putting it, am I ‘torturing’ poor Bly since you know me so well.”

“You are the classic Giver-Taker,” said Grim without hesitation; in actuality using Game terms in conversation among Players was insulting. Players never wanted regular people to hear such terms, and therefore were very careful in using them out loud. “You’ve taken as much as you can from Bly. He has always been a hater of anything wealthy and in particular your former clan. You had to show you were completely severed from Juna Rapier after she was your crutch for your first four terms in office. At the same time you are looking to replace an Idealist who had become a Stupid with one of your favored Idealists. You have several hundred pod racers in the race, most of whom are going to win handedly but Chandiss Prime is one of those systems that has become a toss up. The more you hope Bly clings onto this sole issue, the more you force him to do his duty, the less likely he’s going to look at things with a fresh perspective. You’re burning him out like you have done the others who have been on the wild goose chases you set them.”
“What is a goose?” mused Palpatine with one of his witless smiles.

“They’re Godric’s version of ducks, only bigger and actually quite nasty,” said Grim. “There’s a tradition from my world where parents have their children chase a wild goose on foot.”
Palpatine looked off center at Grim. “And what do….you do if you catch one?”

“That’s just it; you don’t catch a wild goose unless you want a terrible beating from a scared, exhausted, cornered animal,” said Grim. “Looking back at it I find the whole thing embarrassing. Such a thing gives parents a reason to feel that they have the power to belittle their child since the child has limited their once unlimited freedom. So they put them through moments of embarrassment, like having the child chase a wild goose. The child doesn’t think the goose is all that dangerous, but he’s worried about the size of the thing, the six foot wing span and the long neck, and the noises it makes. But the parents encourage him to chase that goose! Chase it, get it, catch it, that’s it! The child does what he is told because he thinks he’ll be rewarded if he ever catches it. The child is pushed to catch that goose because it means the difference between reward and nothing. He doesn’t want to disappoint the parents, but the parents are not disappointed at all because they are getting the thrill of their life watching their child do their bidding for the sake of their amusement.”
“I see,” pondered Palpatine, pretending to be thoughtful. Then he sensed it from Grim; the man knew he was faking his thoughtfulness. He stayed on script anyways; no sense of tipping Grim off. “So per your graphical description, I am acting like the typical Godric father by treating Bly as the typical Godric child by making him do something embarrassing for my own advantage?” He frowned. “I…don’t know how to approach this insult, Senator Grim.”
“You don’t, you shouldn’t feel insulted at all,” said Grim. “I’m telling you it in the case you don’t understand what you are doing in case it isn’t intentional. Of course if that was so I would have to question your competency.”

“Now there is no need to get rude.” Palpatine found himself standing up. Grim kept his position. “You seem to forget that Bly Coaxial is a grown, middle age man that has several years of experience on you. He knows what he his doing, and like any adult he can stop doing what he is doing at any time if he doesn’t like it.”
Grim worked his mouth around and casually said, “You’re right, I take it back. You’re not like a Godric parent toying with their child.”
“Well, I take your apology,” smiled Palpatine.

“No, you are a death stick dealer,” said Grim with a stone cold face; Palpatine matched it. “Stringing along your client, draining every last chit he has…”

“That is quite enough-.”

“Burning out every resolve-.”

“You can take your leave, Senator-.”

“Picking his pocket, leaving him bone dry-.”

“I said that’s enough!”

“And when you kill him-.”

“Who the smeck do you think-.”

“You go after the next child-.”

“You are, you son of a bitch! Don’t you ever-.”

“And steal that childhood away, you sick disgusting pervert!”

“Compare me to a drug dealer! Pervert?!? You’ve gone too far sir! I won’t stand for it!”

“Then sit your fake ass back down and keep being the fake that you are!”

“That’s enough!!!” Palpatine hit a button on his desk, because he really did have enough; another minute of this and he was going to use Force Lightening on Grim. He had learned enough about Grim, and what he had learned he did not like and it was irritating him more than Grim’s insults. The doors opened to his office. “I think you remember the way out.”

“Indeed I do,” said Grim. He pointed a finger at his nemesis. “And this isn’t over. I’m going to remember this in the future. Count your days, Chancellor, they’re numbered!”
“Good day, sir,” said Palpatine with a strained voice. Grim turned right on the balls of his feet and left. He blew out a held breath and said to his secretary, “Have my supporters monitor the Grim Show broadcasts because I’m certain that asshole is going to be talking about our little ‘chat’!”
When the secretary nodded, Palpatine closed the doors to his office. Grinding his teeth in disgust, he walked around his desk and activated his private channel. In a cold voice he said, “You are needed. You know where.” He shut off the channel and waited for nightfall. He also took that time to consider what he had learned and enjoy the strength he had gained in the Dark Side through such an exchange of hatred.

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

CHAPTER 13.2
Although all and then some of Coruscant was covered in progress not everyone lived in every cubic millimeter of that progress. Thousands of years ago, when the planet’s citizens had gained some idea of sanity, they secluded nearly a forth of the world and made it their Industrial District. It was here that much of the old industries of Coruscant still operated, and the energies from the planet’s central core mass was sent to be distributed throughout the many levels of the world above and below the invisible Civilization Line. If many of the citizens of Coruscant truly had their way all the power would be from the street level, where the Civilization Line is, on upward and thus they only had to pay for their own energy bills. Alas, it was said that those who live in the Forgotten Realm outnumbered the Civilized five to one, making up the bulk of Coruscant’s estimated thirty billion inhabitants. Thus paying a little extra on the light bill was therefore worth it to keep the denizens below.
There never truly was a dark sky on Coruscant, be it as the planet’s city lights shined out the heavens, or be it the pollution that hung over the Industrial District and turned the sky a maroon red as the lights and fires burned upon the sky; against any clouds it created a hauntingly bleak backdrop. Darth Sidious had not chosen the particular location he was in for its view.

It was slowly becoming easier for the Sith Master to go here from his residences and places of work as his Sithian agents integrated and replaced the protective detail Dace Palpatine had inherited from Chancellor Valorum. The detail secured this area for their Master long ago and very carefully, slaughtering as many minions as possible for ten levels downward and they routinely held the position with lethal success. For all intent and purposes, regardless of who’s company was on the title, the Sith owned the Industrial District.

And with the Universal Force still tilting further and further into his favor Sidious was beginning to develop the kind of sensory strength Naressa Rapier had before undergoing the Fading Light; he could feel everyone who thought about him, no matter where they were in the galaxy, no matter how hard they tried to hide the fact. He could feel stares, hear whispers, and he began to see normal things, just things, show signs of life and even the altered states of some people. And to his joy, Sidious was starting to feel the presences of aliens he could not feel before; creatures who were immune to the Force in practice, except against Sith Maidens and when they were a threat the Vhinech. He had long forgotten to be surprised by the power of the Dark Side of the Force, for everyday he kept feeling and getting stronger. He thought about even chancing a walk in front of the Jedi Temple in his Sithian garb while using the Dark Side to cloud the Jedi perceptions because he knew he could do it now!
As tempting as the idea was, Lord Tyranus’ ship approach brought forth his wisdom. Sidious had not lasted this long, especially after gaining a second lease on life, by being reckless. Even at night he remained in the shadows until Tyranus’ expensive ship extended its ramp and the regal former Jedi stepped down upon it. The orange light of the polluted heavens was just enough to illuminate only the scene but never the souls of those there.
“Welcome home, Lord Tyranus,” greeted Sidious, his voice coldly echoing about the designated landing area. “I trust you have more information for me to digest.”
“Yes, Master Sidious, I do,” said Tyranus, his deep voice not matching the Dark Lord’s terrible tenor. “I am afraid it is still woefully inadequate. I could find nothing that would suggested Senator Organa is a threat to us.”
“I assure you, my friend, Senator Organa has nothing to do with this female,” said a confident Sidious. “We know who this is, and who has sent her.”

“Yes, my Master,” said Tyranus as they began to walk around the landing pad. “Unfortunately, Balduraan had not been Fauna Scarlet’s first stop. I have discovered she has been researching voter results on many worlds the last four years, covering a lot of planets. When it was not this alleged ‘red alien’, it was our mutual suspect using the same name but with different credentials. I am certain, since we do believe it is who we think it is, she is looking exclusively for Sherwood.”

“And she has found it,” said Sidious without any doubt in his voice.
“Yes, in every instance on every world we have installed Sherwood so far.” In a low tone, Tyranus pointed out, “Juna Rapier is more cunning and resourceful than we thought.”

Darth Sidious turned to him when he stopped. “I had no doubts about her when it came to such things. She is not Queen Amidala, and the Force is strong with her. Her alliance with the others in the Thorn Party and their connections has granted her the means her hireling needs to access voter registrations and a planet’s voting apparatus. I would not be surprised if the Queen of Naboo is also assisting.”
“There is no evidence yet that there is help from the Jedi,” assured Tyranus.

“It is not a Jedi matter to the Thorns,” said Sidious flatly. He considered things and let his mind drift into the Darkness. Things came to him in sudden revelation in which he tampered down. “Rapier has decided to come after me.”

“Through the voting? She cannot tie those to you, my Lord,” said Tyranus.

“This decision is not in regards to the rigged elections,” said Sidious strongly. “She had begun the investigation in the voting because of the use of Sherwood. I feel she will be looking for me because I have provoked her to do so with our test of her on Breslin. She has declared war against us.”
Darth Tyranus had seen Noss Phetter’s recordings and marveled at Juna Rapier’s ability; though unpolished, she had what he called an edgy skill that had flaws but no hesitations. He said, “She would be a brutal opponent to fight; Enothchild Sarch had trained her well.”
“There will be no fighting her, Lord Tyranus,” said Sidious acidly. “Even if you are confronted by her, you will not lift your weapon against her. Is that clear, my apprentice?”

As much as Tyranus wanted to ask why, he had learned long ago not to. He nodded and said, “Yes, my Master.” Thinking about the other information on Breslin, Tyranus reminded, “And the Bothan? The one that took the Garn she had left alive?”

Sidious had given little thought to it lately. He had seen Noss Phetter’s recording of that audio-less exchange as well and he could not put any thought of significance on it. He said, “It is a curiosity, Lord Tyranus, and yet I sense I should have nothing to fear from it. Perhaps the Bothan is who you have long suspected. And yet, I believe I have nothing to worry about in that regard. Noss Phetter had once again done his job well to avoid the Bothan’s detection.”
“Rapier must know by now he was one of her former employees,” said Tyranus.

“That I’m certain,” said Sidious. He gave it some thought, but then just passed off the worst of his thoughts. “I value Phetter; he still has his uses. There will be no need to disintegrate him.”

“As you command, my Master,” said Tyranus, who wished to eliminate Phetter. The man was an upstart, strong enough in the Force to become a Sith Lord, and a possible link to all the Sith’s secrets. “He shadows Miss Scarlet as we speak. She is leaving a very clear trail.”

Sidious took the news in stride. “Excellent. I desire him to watch her, if she is making such efforts to be watched. He should have a team with him as well. Make sure he gets one.”

After a moment, Tyranus asked, “And the Sherwood?”

“Whatever we decide to do about Miss Scarlet, what she knows is already in Rapier’s possession.” Sidious grumbled a bit in disappointment; all of his work to make things easier was going to be wasted. “Pull most of the remaining Sherwood programs from the remaining systems.”

Tyranus sputtered, “That will take weeks.”

“The Sherwood cannot exist in those systems after the elections, Lord Tyranus,” stressed Sidious. “Rapier will have the proof she needs that we have rigged the elections in our favor and get the Jedi involved. I will not have those fools uncover my plans for majority creating in the Senate. The Chancellor will be forced to make very ugly decisions, and those decisions are too soon given his political position. It is too much of a risk.”
As Tyranus silently agreed, Sidious added, “Not to worry, my friend. We will have to get our selected politicians elected the old fashion way. It will be difficult, and we will not get the desired results we want, but it will be a start. Those systems we do not win can be replaced later on, in so many ways.”

Tyranus said, “Of course, my Master. You are right.” But that did not settle him on the fact that Rapier was on to them, and now she was going to hunt them. Again, after seeing what she had done, Rapier was no Jedi. To have such a foe with no Jedi Code to hold her back was unnerving to the extreme. He feared for the Sith’s plans, and worse he feared for himself.
Before Tyranus betrayed his worry, Sidious slowly let a smile form on his face. “Do not worry, Lord Tyranus. I know for a fact she will never find me.”

Bemused only a little, Tyranus asked, “And how can you be so sure, my Lord.”

There was that secret again that Sidious had over Tyranus. How he wanted to tell the old fool who Juna Rapier was, and what it all meant to the Sith’s plans in the long run. Alas, Sidious did miscalculate what he had done, and Darth Nefarious in the past and Nessie in the present had warned him. But it did not matter, for Juna could learn all of Sidious’ plans and never discover who he was, all thanks to her mother Naressa Rapier.

Sidious just smiled and said cryptically, “Because I haven’t told her yet.” He couldn’t help to chuckle at his secret joke and his high confidence as he and a confused Tyranus disappeared into the shadows.
