CHAPTER 52.0

Truth be told, unless one a figurative deaf-mute that did not care about public policy, there were no secrets on Coruscant. Like the Winds of the Force, every secret was whispered throughout the city-capitol-world; all it took was motive driven lips and interested ears and a repeat of the process to learn of the secrets and spread them. So although Senator Coaxial’s committee was officially on hiatus for the week and officially was just now returning to work, unofficially it had been back the work the day after Senator Illner’s death, telling everyone that was going to listen that they were confidant of Juna Rapier Angelleia was going to be made to testify at the next available committee hearing. In such a tactic, the hydrogen burning star of rumor would eventually fuse helium and thus become a red giant of anticipation, resulting eventually into a supernova of media coverage, political interests, market inquires, and crowds. Of course the smart never bought the lie, but it did not stop them from spreading it: all in the hopes of being that one who let the most people know.
The committee chamber was not the only area filled to capacity. The public areas of the Senate House were unexpectedly teeming with sentient life forms drawn in by the curiosity of the publicity-endorsed representative lynching that was going to commence. Both the Republic and Senate Guards were hard pressed in their standard and upgraded security conditions to maintain control over the comings and goings of the crowds, prompting Supreme Chancellor Palpatine to order double shifts for all security entities in the Rotunda, and what little Jedi could be spared.

Lost in the chaos, and it was very easy under the jam-packed circumstances and the importance of the day that drew the hundred thousand or so spectators to a ‘Game’ event, were the observations of three men. Each had their own perspectives as they did their own reasons to take in what was going on, and what the significance meant for themselves and for others. The stakes could not have been that much more specific.

Safe and unhindered by the overpopulation nearly in control of the Senate, Chancellor Palpatine just watched the scenes unfold from his office along with his staff, quite all save for his private thoughts. It was expected of him by the fools to have his thoughts not always centered on one particular subject, and indeed they were not. But this day was the most important day in his life; all else, whether it could be afforded or not, had to be put on hold. There was very little doubt that the Sith Master was going to fail, but Darth Sidious did not hedge his bets even when ‘the fix’ was in. Even predetermined variables held no stated value.
“Just look at all those people,” mused Mas Amedda, observing all the security cams and saying the phrase for the tenth time at least in the past hour.  The others, those loyal to the Sith and those unaware they were serving the Sith, just agreed with noises and head nods. “You would think it was a shockball playoff.”

The addition of new commentary made Palpatine smile because, as timing would have it, the bastard Rapier had entered his thoughts again. When he spoke, it got the naïve, non-Sith loyalist aides to turn their attention to him in interest. The fools: how the partisans prayed to their gods!

“My good friend Bendian,” began Palpatine, “used to say give a vegetarian steak every day and regardless of the circumstances, even if they are not being forced to eat, eventually they will eat it. They can be free, and noble, and just, and firm, but in the end they still want blood.” He just lifted his hands up as if to present them with steak.

Palpatine chuckled as he got himself a glass and poured water in it from a pitcher. “Answers, retribution, sex: when it comes to satisfaction, no amount of principals can ever hold back the craving. We are animals in need of release because some would say we had civilized ourselves too soon. We had never given up our primal instinct for morbid gratification.”

After taking a drink from his glass, Palpatine finished his point, “In the absence of war, we take great satisfaction in other forms of destruction.”

One of the younger interns spoke up and said, “But Chancellor, isn’t that wrong?”

Taking another drink, Palpatine asked, “Which is wrong: satisfying our blood lust with the death of millions, or satisfying our blood lust with the public flogging of one person? It is sacrifice, my boy, and one is made every day. Today, it happens to be on the grandest stage of them all.” He just held up his hands in surrender. “But that’s ‘The Game’. Everyone knows it is, everyone participates in it. This horror must happen, if not to satisfy the blood lust, then in order to continue the proper function of society as we know it to be: today, lacking a better word for it, someone ‘dies’ for the sake of the herd.”

The young man considered the words and just mumbled, “Force help us.”

Palpatine could only smile because he was never so right, and Bendian had been too when he made that very same point. Of course, again, that was why it was important to be a Realist player in The Game; not just to accept reality, but be the one that can change the rules of the Game, be the one that could alter reality in order to control who gets to ‘die’ for the sake of that herd.

Palpatine was certain he would regain the reality he had momentarily lost to Coaxial. He gained reassurance when Mas Amedda checked the Sentorial Queue and said, “Chancellor, the Senior Membership has arrived in the Arena.”

Feigning shock, Palpatine said, “Really? That’s very interesting.” And as the staff talked among themselves with genuine surprise, the Sith Master cloaked his smile just as well as he cloaked his Dark Side presence. Their arrival provided certainty, no matter what the outcome of the hearing was today; a certainty predicated on the little to no influence Darth Sidious had applied to the situation.

In the crowded Senate Arena, slowly over time, the other Senators would begin to notice the arrival of the Senior Membership. The first to notice them was Onidas Grim. He was just in awe of the crowds outside as anyone else was, but that all changed when he took a look at the Trade Federation representative box and saw Senator Lott Dod, the male Coaxial had humiliated over a week ago with that ‘no show’ hearing the galaxy was still buzzing about. On that whim, Grim searched the rest of the Senate with his eyes and spotted a few more members of the Senior Membership.

By the time Grosse arrived to do some on-sight reporting for his employer and for the Grim Show, Grim was accessing the Senate Queue to verifying the growing suspicions. The Human said to the Bothan, “Grosse, came here and look at this.”

“What?” The Bothan set his belongings down and peered over Grim’s shoulder. Noting the somewhat familiar names, he puzzled, “So?”

“Dod’s here as well,” stressed Grim.

Grosse frowned and looked at the list again. Grim pointed at the screen and said, “All of the Senior Membership is here. All of them.”

“I thought they had all left after Coaxial’s coup,” remarked Grosse. “It isn’t like the Senate is doing anything anyways. And Dod was made to look like a complete womp rat ass.”

Grim eyed the screen and rubbed his chin. “I don’t like this.”

“Well you should put it in context so I can understand it.”

“You were right just now, Grosse: the Senate has no real business until the election cycle is over. The Senior Membership is not going to be needed for quick amendments born out of Bly’s committee.”

Grosse sat down in the seat next to Grim and looked around the Arena. He noted, “In here it’s packed. There’s some folks here that were home campaigning.” He pointed those he was referring to out to Grim. “That one there I know has an election tomorrow.”

The two looked at one another. They were dumbfounded by the untold story that was unfolding before them all in the shadows of what was going to be nothing short of an execution. Grosse whispered – and regardless of the noise and the fact no one was close by the Bothan still lowered his voice to a hush – and asked, “Are they going to vote Palpatine out?”

The thought had not crossed Grim’s mind at all, so his double take was genuine. Upon mentioning it, the thought made sense to him. The Senior Membership were not the only ones upset by Palpatine’s obvious blunder; they did not need Grim to tell them that in his Grim Show opinion weeks ago. Usually the rest of the Senate would vote with the Senior Membership – not all the time, and Grim only did when it made sense and followed his beliefs. In this climate, in order for anyone to go along with the Senior Membership on some vote, it was going to have to be something the whole body agreed with.

“Right now,” whispered Grim, “if the Senior Membership called for a Vote of No Confidence in Palpatine, they’ll get a unanimous vote. There’s plenty here desperate enough politically for a sure thing; that’s largely why they’re here to watch Bly’s committee. It will look like they’re ready to move on whatever comes out of there today. But if someone makes the motion, Palpatine’s finished.”

Grosse measured Grim and said, “That’s a problem.”

“Sure is,” said Grim. “Ignoring the Senior Membership five years ago the rest of the Senate wanted a figurehead but ended up with a disciple of Bendian Rapier that they knew Palpatine was.” Grosse just shook his head; rather stupid of the Senate to just gloss over the facts when it suited them. “The chamber’s going to vote for whomever the Senior Membership nominates, and this time one of them will go for the high chair to placate their friends. If that happens, they will reverse some of Palpatine’s reforms and keep the ones that work best for them.”

“Then nominate yourself,” urged Grosse. “I don’t see Dod or Asks Moe going for it, but you can’t let someone like Swar or Bans or Hgear the Helmet get it. They’ll reverse some of the things Palpatine did change for the better.”

Grim gave it some thought, and then he found his head nodding. As much as Palpatine did blunder with Reformation politically, some of the procedural changes and system overhauls were ideally and morally good. The Senior Membership was spared directly from Reformation, but it did affect their assets in other seats; for the time being, they let it go as long as Palpatine made it right with them. 

Given what has happened, the Senior Membership could be on the verge of firing Palpatine. Grim said, “If they request that vote, I will nominate myself.” He took another look around and muttered, “If that’s what they do today.”

“You have another theory?” asked Grosse.

“I did before you mentioned the no confidence vote option,” said Grim. “They could be here to recess the Senate.”

Even a novice like Grosse knew better. “No way! This issue is still a melting reactor core on the verge of breeching. Not even Hgear would dare shut Senator Coaxial down now!”

Grim eyeballed the central area where the Supreme Chancellor’s dais would be if Palpatine had raised it from the office below on it. The time ticked away for a few seconds longer until he said to Grosse, “Do you know how you stop a reactor breech? You find any way to eject the core.”

After a minute, Grosse said, “Isn’t there just one way to eject the core?”

“Under normal circumstances, there is,” said Grim. “Assuming core breeches are a normal everyday occurrence.” He shook his head. “Something’s going to happen today, and when it does, Bly’s done. This Senate is going to recess. And the whole month’s going to vanish from voter’s minds.”

Grosse offered up, “You mean something like what had happened to Illner?”

“No. For someone like Bly, it’s going to be worse.” Grim took one look at his message queue, but was disappointed in not seeing Bly’s name there. He was hoping the man was not too caught up in his own press to perhaps talk to him, but the Senator was on some private vision quest which only allowed four others to be on.

As those thoughts and moments just continued to churn in the heads of Palpatine and Grim, Bly Coaxial was with the others in his committee in the muster room, pacing the floor like a raging bantha bull. As the Sith had known would happen with the assassination of Lotus Illner, the week off benefited Darth Sidious as Coaxial slowly sunk deeper into the emotional abyss. The Senator of Chandiss Prime ended up grieving little for Illner and caring less about his blossoming political comeback. Today, he was prepared to spill blood.

Over the week, Coaxial had cursed his own process, and thus by the time yesterday rolled around no one else in the committee wanted to talk to him – they were more interested in talking to newcomer Senator Aspra Gergin and bringing her up to speed than planning any real question strategy with the Chairman. The week off, Coaxial’s decisional idea, was not seen by him as the mistake it was. The time only solidified his old beliefs about Juna Rapier with the misinterpretations and outright lies of Coy Madex; they were metaphoric ores that were dumped into the cauldron of hatred that bubbled within the depths of his very soul.

It did not matter to Coaxial if the others were not talking to him at the moment, because they were too invested in this crusade now. Their comeback into election prominence was secured by the ruination of the perceived Sith, but Coaxial was beyond the election now. The death of Lotus Illner was a death threat laid against his committee, and more specifically at him. To him, only Rapier could have made such a threat because he, and not the committee per se, was getting too close. The accusation of her being the evil behind Naboo was no longer enough for him; he no longer wanted her publicly destroyed, he literally would not be satisfied until she was mortally destroyed. And since Coaxial could not get his hands around Juna’s throat, he was left to strangle the life out of her subordinate.

Coaxial took another look at the wall chromo and ordered, “Tell the pages we’re ready in five minutes.”

As Senator Mix attended to the command, Senator Yaggle said, “Do you know what your opening words will be?” It was just customary for committee members to give short introductions at the beginning of committee day. That was the tradition regardless if it was a small committee like Coaxial’s group or the two hundred-four member High Finance Committee.

“We won’t be giving speeches today,” stated Coaxial matter-of-factly. The others glared at him, for they had speeches prepared to follow his beginning speech. They had agreed all early on that the tradition would not change. He was not amused by their looks. “No tricks, no nonsense: I’m not letting this woman rest, period. We strike the iron hot!”

Harmbles, the senior most Senator next to Coaxial, stepped forward for the others and said, “Bly, this young woman is going no where, and she is not Juna Rapier. We should take our time and examine her evenly, and thoroughly.”

Senator Gregin injected, “Allow me to be a torturer, Senator. Such a tiny little thing like her would get sympathy if grilled too hard by a man. Done by me, she won’t be able to hide behind her gender.”

“I don’t care,” began Coaxial rudely in Gregin’s direction, “if she’s an orphaned and sexually assaulted five year old hermaphrodite with one leg! She’s to be grilled by everyone. By the time we’re done I want her so marked she’ll beg us to cut her a break!”

Putting on his ceremonial robe designating him as Committee Head, Coaxial ordered, “Today, either Rapier’s through, or we are!” He just blindly looked at the Senate data coming about who was there; all he looked at was the numbers, never once considering the return of the Senior Membership. “And we are too big to fail.”

“Very well,” said Harmbles. As the others got ready, he grabbed Coaxial’s wrist and said, “Do not get carried away out there. Calm and patience is needed. If you get too overzealous out there, we’ll lose the crowd.”

“Then feel free to interrupt me,” said Coaxial with a nod of understanding. He was referring to a point of order motion, which the others could make to stop lines of questioning. “But do not interrupt the process.”

Coaxial watched Harmbles take his leave of him. He just shook his head; there was no way he was going to be denied his pound of flesh. Satisfaction or disappointment was in store for today; satisfaction was all he had the stomach for, all he craved. He would have satisfaction, or die trying.

And thus the characters were there. The time was right. The pomp and circumstance tired out.

The end was very near.

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

CHAPTER 52.1.0

Rose’s day began differently for the first time in weeks. It started with no breakfast; instead she was given clothes from her held ship and was told that in one half hour she was going to Senator Coaxial’s committee chamber to testify. To the guard’s surprise she took the news well by saying nothing. The guilty and innocent would had at least complained about not being fed, or remind their jailers they had no contact with legal council, or at the very least point out it was little time for a woman to get ready for such a important day, especially when the clothing they brought her, even though it was clean and from her ship, did not match.

Rose took the tactics of Bly Coaxial in stride, and would have even if Darth Sidious had not ordered her to do so. Clearly the Avenging Five wanted her so off balanced and embarrassed, and since she was in the position of prisoner Coaxial held control of her; tangible, worthless control, but control nonetheless. Upon any female, even those not griped in the vise of their own vanity, it would be dispiriting, depressing, and humiliating. Rose, on the other hand, expected it days ago, as soon as Coy Madex made it clear that she was going to be used politically to destroy her Mistress. She was a slave to the Dark Side of the Force, a willing servant of the Sith, but she was not a mindless droid and she was not a manifest-destined Twi’lek that depressingly embraced her bondage. All Senator Coaxial was doing was playing mind games with a woman who had no conscious and treated life as a tactical situation in every second of every day. Even before Sidious had told her what to do, no one knew what they were getting into, not one had a clue of the dangers, when going to deal with Rose Faith.

When the guards came to get her, Rose waited for them patiently at the door. Just when the guards thought they had a handle on her eccentricities, the young woman had once again thrown them a curve. She stood before them, parts of her clothes freshly torn, her hair messier than before, and before they even asked a question about her freshly disheveled appearance, Rose slammed her forehead hard enough in the door edge to knock her flat on her back.

After her actions had prolonged matters an extra ten minutes in order for her to recover, Rose was lead – without restraints – to the committee chamber. Upon entering a hundred pairs of eyes fell on her, and some people mumbled in displeasure; some in regards to her link to Juna; some because they realized how terribly beaten up she looked. The guards had thought to tell the committee in order to get them time to get her new clothes, but Coaxial’s impatience could not be tested today.

But every one, including Coaxial, took stock of Rose’s appearance. Indeed they had meant to confuse and embarrass her, but in one minute and four seconds of Rose being led to the lone table with the lone chair between the committee’s seating and the audience, four of the five Senators saw that part of their great plan had backfired. The torn mismatched clothes, the terrible hairdo, and the slowly swelling knot in her forehead she had just given herself, along with her heal nose swelling because of the forehead injury, made Rose look like a victim of assault. The Senate Guards that brought her in would usually look distinguished in their ceremonial armor and prestige; with Rose, they now looked like thugs.

However, Senator Bly Coaxial just glossed right over Rose’s appearance. He pounded his order stone, calling for order, bringing forth silence and submission from everyone in the crowd – and in some small way, the rest of the galaxy that was watching via the live feed. Unless he became Supreme Chancellor, he would never have such power ever again.

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

CHAPTER 52.1.1

“The chamber will come to order,” demanded Coaxial, although it was already quiet. “We see out witness is here. Will you please rise.”

Rose stood up and folded her hands in front of her. Coaxial peered at her and asked ceremoniously, “Madam, what is your name and where are you from?”

“Rosary Faith of Mesuera, of the Royal Nubian States.”

Coaxial activated the recording system of the chamber and proceeded. “Rosary Faith of Mesuera, of the Royal Nubian States, I place you under oath that the testimony that you are about to give will be the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth: So help you?”

Rose said plainly, and unexpectedly, “No.”

That time, it made Senator Coaxial blink and do a double take. He needed a second to think and so asked, “I’m sorry, did you just say no?”

“I said no,” repeated Rose. And so, Sidious’ plan had now commenced. “This is not a court of law, but a place where political opinion surrounds the true answer, which is lost and never really revealed. My answers to your questions, therefore, will fit that precedent at a peril equal to yours.”

The other four Senators shot looks of ‘now what’ at Senator Coaxial, which he shared with them. The Chairman said, “Miss Faith, this is the Senate, and here the law is taken seriously.”

“If it was, Senator Coaxial,” was Rose’s immediate retort, “I would have effective legal council at my side. But since you are not a serious in regards to that legal fact, then I will not be serious in recognizing your legal authority. As I said, I will answer your questions at the same level of peril as yours, be it the truth or not since none of you will be held to the same standard as I. If this is not a trial, then I will not agree with your oath, and I will leave it entirely up to you to decide what the truth is after I have spoken. That is how such a hearing, in the Senate, is conducted after all.”

Coaxial began to see quite a bit of stirring in the gallery and felt already the day being lost. Quickly, he said, “Let the record note that the witness is hostile and stands mute to the oath. We will proceed with the hearings.” That elicited some minor, quiet disapproval from the crowd. “The Chair recognizes the Senator Gregin for ten minutes.”

“Thank you, Mister Chairman,” said Senator Gregin. She licked her lips and proceeded with the expected narrative examination of the called witness. “Miss Faith, I would like to begin with you alone before we get to the primary matter at hand. I have spent that past few days trying to get to know you from a paper trail sense and there really is nothing there. You say you are from the planet Mesuera: is that where you were born?”

“No,” said Rose.

“I see,” said Gregin. “But that does not explain the situation, for you see we have not been able to find birth records as it relates to you.”

“Because I was never born in the Republic, and I was not a Nubian citizen until I had become Lady Juna Angelleia’s ward at the age of nine. Under Republic law, no non-citizen orphan is required to have a birth certificate, and under the same law there is no legal requirement for any citizen of the Republic to have a birth certificate. It is a point that is often overlooked during times of election, when it comes to proving whether one is a citizen of a-.”

“Point of order!” barked Senator Harmbles. “This isn’t a civic’s lesson.”

“Carried,” said Coaxial. “Continue with your questions Madam Senator.”

“Thank you,” said Gregin. “So I ask, as to continue my point, where are you from? Who are you exactly?”

Rose demeanor changed rather mechanically, but everyone missed it when she said, “I was a slave of Yabbula the Hutt for the first nine years of my life; I did not know my parents. Under his control, I was sexually assaulted and abused and made to touch mal-.”

“POINT OF ORDER!” barked Senator Mix loud enough to cover the remains of Rose’s answer. The crowd was not whispering, they were talking loudly about that revelation. They were unprepared for Rose, but even then they had not expected this significant nugget. “POINT OF ORDER, CHAIRMAN!”

“ORDER! ORDER!!!” demanded Coaxial, doing his best Mas Amedda impression, and failing at it for fifteen long seconds. He banged his order stone to the point his fingers began to bruise from the impacts and the crowd silenced. “I will have order! If this crowd cannot control its outbursts, then I will clear it!”

“My point of order, Chairman,” stressed Mix. “I object to the subject matter, it has no bearing on this hearing.”

But to the surprise of everyone not named Rose or Darth Sidious, Senator Gregin said, “Chairman, I would like to hear her answer in full; in return, I will surrender the balance of my time.”

Suddenly, the four men of Coaxial’s committee felt their privates get pinched hard in their pants by the newest member of their elite group; held in the grip of the political theory of feminism. They, even Gregin, had agreed beforehand that point of orders of any kind were not going to be challenged when they were raised, in any shape or form. Already, Gregin had unexpected betrayed them; worse, Rose’s answer put them in a horrible position, one that challenged Coaxial’s previous notion that he did not care if Rose had been sexually assaulted. It was one thing to say, think, and believe that in private; a totally different monster in front of untold number of people watching the proceedings. To salvage the moment, the show had to go on.

“Overruled,” Coaxial said to Mix; Mix’s eyes appeared ready to strangle Coaxial if they bugged out any further. “Continue Madam Senator.”

“Thank you, Mister Chairman,” said Gregin. She gestured towards Rose, doing her part as Lord Sidious had instructed the Senator to do. “Please continue.”

Rose continued her poised position, which was neutral except to everyone else who, upon hearing the first part of her answer before being interrupted, saw it as pain. Truth was Rose had never remembered her time under Yabbula the Hutt’s control; her Mistress Faith had brought her back to life without such horrible recollections. With what Rose had learned about the Hutt that was vile by even Hutt standards when she had grown up, Master Sidious provided a few more insights with what he knew given his own history with Yabbula.

Rose continued, “Under the control of Yabbula the Hutt, I was his, for the sake of civility, toy. In fact, that was my name, Toy.” For theatrical affect, she stood up and held her arms out. “And he was determined to keep me small like one. I went through many debilitating, humiliating, and inhumane trials for his sick pleasure. I assure you….it pleased him very much. I will be more than willing, with time, to list the many things in detail he had done to me if you desire clarification.”

“No need,” said an ill looking Gregin. Indeed, a few females left the room suddenly, crying, running in fact. Sighing, she asked the one question that was relevant to the proceedings. “So how did you come into Lady Angelleia’s life?”

Rose said, “Fifteen years ago, Lady Angelleia was the one who had freed me from Yabbula the Hutt’s clutches on Nal Hutta, along with Jedi Master Enothchild Sarch and Jedi Knight Casper Knightshade. She gave me my name, and shortly afterwards she made me her Ward when trying to find my parents had failed. We both looked everywhere for them, she spared no expense with what little fortune she had left at the time. But we have assumed that at least my mother was a slave of Yabbula the Hutt too and had died. Slaves under his care rarely live out a month.”

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

CHAPTER 52.1.2

“The Madam Senator’s time has expired,” said Coaxial evenly and unmoved by her testimony. That was due to the point just raised. He said, “Miss Faith, you mentioned Nal Hutta fifteen years ago. This would be around the time Rapier Technology products throughout the galaxy ceased to function completely?”

“I suppose,” said Rose.

Coaxial smiled just a little. “It is a matter of known history, Miss Faith. You are an employee of Rapier Technologies, are you not?”

“To be honest with you I don’t know now. I was up to a few weeks ago, when Lady Angelleia still owned her family company. I don’t know who owns Rapier Technologies. I have been imprisoned in this Senate for over two weeks with no access to the outside.”

“We will get to that reason in due course,” instructed Coaxial before her frightening words paranoid the crowd again into a frenzy. “But you do know about the details of the event known as the Shut Down, do you not?”

“I know as much as you do about them, Senator Coaxial: you chaired the committee that investigated the matter.”

There were more chuckles than murmurs from the crowd. Coaxial worked his mouth around, a bit upset with her smart mouth. He figured to show her up. “Miss Faith, what is your I.Q.?”

“Sixty-two.”

Coaxial was double taking faster than anyone else was. He asked again, “I’m sorry, could you repeat that?”

“Sixty-two,” answered Rose honestly. She had taken such tests before; the reason she scored so low as her lack of conscious empathy and no imagination. A slave of the Dark Side retained only the knowledge that was given to them; they hardly, if ever, learned it on their own unless they were told to do so.

To hide any further impropriety for the moment, Coaxial said, “The Chair recognizes Senator Mix for ten minutes.”

Senator Mix flashed a smile and said, “Thank you, Mister Chairman. Miss Faith, I would like to talk about your relationship with Lady Angelleia further, both personally and professionally. You became her ward, so I must ask how did she raise you? I mean I find it odd that you can speak so eloquently and have such very adult, very rationale thought and claim to have an I.Q. of only sixty-two.”

“To be frank with you, Senator,” said Rose, “based on that criteria you just proved to the galaxy that I could be a Senator of the Republic.”

The chamber erupted in laughter, causing Coaxial to bruise his fingers again with his order ball. Mix could not help to laugh at his own expense, understanding how easily he walked right into that one. As the crowd settled down, Mix said, “I mean it would appear to me, if what you claim is true about your intelligence, that Lady Angelleia kept you down. Perhaps kept you as her slave.”

“Children, like it or not, are slaves to their parents, Senator,” said Rose. “They must listen to them, and obey them, and learn from them right and wrong. Lady Angelleia, in my opinion, raised me proper.”

“But you are far too articulate for what you claim to be.”

“And what is it that I claim to be Senator?”

And just like that, Senator Mix found himself speaking out of his ass. He could not answer that question. “Miss Faith, were you just being Lady Angelleia’s slave?”

“No. Like any parent, she did her best to raise me and make me independent. I had many opportunities to attend the University of Theed, the College of Coronet, Baskevel College, and the University of Coruscant. I turned those opportunities down because it was my choice to turn them down. Slaves, Senator Mix, do not get to make such choices.”

“Why would you pass up on such opportunities?”

“Because I determined that at those places, those great institutions of higher learning, I would learn how to be a societal slave. I would have to conform to the wishes of society that is popular and at their behest change with it, which from my perspective it has always been for the worse. Believe me when I say that when it comes to slavery I know it when I see, because I can, unlike all you learned individuals, speak from experience.”

That got a lot of murmurs. Mix stuttered for a few moments and pushed on. “You believed to learn from Lady Angelleia the proper way to be in the galaxy?”

Rose inhaled and exhaled after a held breath. “At the age of five, Juna Rapier was given her first ten million credit stake in her parents company to manage, which by age six she had turned it into fifteen million with her work on the Gumbucks hairclip for little girls her age. Later that year, she joined the Royal Nubian Diplomatic Corps. By age eight, she was a certified junior member of the Republic Diplomatic Corps and Naboo’s Senior Ambassador on Foreign Affairs, being the youngest to ever have held that position. At the age of nine, with her total net worth exceeding over a billion credits, she became the youngest Queen of Naboo ever. By thirteen she flew in her first of three major space combat engagements. A few years afterwards, she was given the responsibility, by the Senate I must add, of establishing firm contact with Mon Calamari, spending over a year away from home in order to accomplish it because no one here, on Coruscant, possessed such focus. At nineteen, she went to Nal Hutta, fought her way through impossible odds with her Jedi allies, saved the galaxy in the process, and had the heart to free me from bondage and save my life. Since then, I watched her resurrect a ruined multi-billion credit company that was once responsible for over trillions of credits worth of gross production, with virtually nothing left after it had been picked clean by sanctioned looters. In good conscious, Senator, tell me who else could show me the proper way to live in this galaxy?”

Mix took a moment so everyone in the gallery could settle down. “Okay then, what did she teach you?”

“She had taught me a lot, and when we get together again she will teach me more. I can’t wait for her to teach me.”

“Such as…what did she teach you?”

“The arrogant behavior and misdeeds of politicians in an election cycle, for starters.”

“Point of order,” barked Harmbles. “There’s no need for shots like that.”

“Carried,” instructed Coaxial. “Continue, Senator Mix.”

“Please continue Miss Faith.”

“Civility and the customs that alter such civility,” said Rose. “She taught me to speak.” Mix looked at her oddly. She lied a little, saying, “Senator Mix, I did not know how to talk. I was, after all, Yabbula’s Toy, and toys do not talk unless they were made to. I made little sense to Lady Angelleia and her friends when she had rescued me. I had to learn everything a child my age at the time could do. I even had to learn how to walk straight. I was, after all, instructed to always have my head hung down.”

Graphically, Rose let her head drop until only the top of her head showed. This had the added bonus for her cause, for the cameras broadcasting the show could see her self-inflicted knot on her forehead clearly. She added for more gut-twisting, “I often was made to walk on my hands and knees, so it would be easier to be beaten and assaulted.”

“That’s quite enough, Miss Faith,” said Mix with a clearing throat.

Rose lifted her head and, this time, went for the throat. “Thank you, Master.”

“O-O-Objec-POINT OF ORDER, CHAIRMAN!” screamed Mix as the audience gasped, laughed, and complained at the same time. With more order stone banging, the crowd finally silenced. “Miss Faith….was that all she taught you?”

Rose shrugged her shoulders and said, “Lady Angelleia taught me how to fly a ship and defend myself.”

Satisfied with that answer, Senator Mix stopped her with a raised hand. “She taught you how to be aggressive?”

“Senator,” began Rose evenly, cutting him off at the pass, “we do not live in a Jedi fantasy realm where everyone is emotionless and no one has desires. We are born with emotion and selfishness.”

“What, no intelligence?”

“Intelligence is a subjective construct: I do believe he have already established that fact previously.”

After the chuckles had passed, Mix pressed, “So you were also taught by Lady Angelleia the art of war?”

“War is not art,” said Rose plainly. “It is an inevitability of nature, where the most selfish determine who is right and who will live. But for your sake in terms of clarity, yes I was trained to defend myself against a wide variety of threats.”

Mix looked at his time and asked, “Chairman, I need an extension of my time.”

“If no one opposes, so ordered,” said Coaxial.

“Thank you. Now, Miss Faith, you said you were trained to defend yourself. For clarity sakes, as you so put well, what exactly were you going to need to defend yourself from? What kind of threats were there? What do you mean by threats?”

“Any,” said Rose matter-of-factly. “I cannot be more specific than that, for I can be threatened by a new threat, or an old one, each and every day.”

“You sound like an old military man I once knew,” said Mix. “Like everyone in the military he was trained to be paranoid.”

On that, Rose sat up very straight and frowned deeply. She stared very hard at Mix and said, “Senator, those who have sworn to protect us and who would die to do so are not paranoid; they are prepared to face the horrors you are so unwilling to face, horrors that would make you drop on your knees and beg for mercy of them. The very horrors you send others, like the old military man you once knew, to deal with because you are too afraid to deal with it yourself. Cowardice is the politician that berates and vilifies the very males and females he must have to fight his wars.”

“You are out of line again,” barked Mix.

“No, I am not,” defied Rose. And in a stroke of genius, she said, “Tell me, Senator Mix, what is the name of the old military man you once knew: I would like to shake his hand and thank him for his sacrifice. That is, beyond your little nugget of reality, if he exists.”

Mix was caught in one of his political campaign lies. Everyone knew it, so Coaxial’s announcement of “The Senator’s time has expired” had done nothing to save him. His blushed, angry color told the whole story.

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

CHAPTER 52.1.3

“Miss Faith,” began Senator Coaxial shortly after the last breaths of Mix’s questioning had passed. “I must continue Senator Mix’s line of question as it relates to this inquiry. We had raised this fundamental question because of certain realities that had emerged over the years in regards to your guardian Lady Juna Rapier Angelleia. You see, to everyone, we really don’t know who she is.”

Rose interrupted by saying, “A private citizen has the right to remain private, Chairman.”

Coaxial flashed a smile and said, “Someone of such prominent wealth and whose affairs have a direct affect on matters of politics, business, and celebrity have the right to be scrutinized.”

Rose’s answer was immediate, “So does one living on government handouts, but I don’t see them being made to answer for their laziness and lack of self-respect.”

“Are you saying we care more about the rich than we do the poor?”

“No, what I am saying is just because Lady Angelleia has three more zeroes than you in net worth does not give you the right to call her right to privacy into question while retaining your own privacy in return. Unless she has done something that is clearly in violation of the law, no one has the right to know her business or how she lives her life.”

“But that is why we are here: to determine if she has done something wrong that warrants our right to look.”

Rose craned her head and said, “I see.” She left it at that. The murmurs in the gallery were sounding curious as to why the young woman did not knock that thought back on Coaxial’s lap: the concept expressed that the government was allowed to look into one’s private life because the government says so, not because they had evidence to the contrary. However, the Sith Slave just wanted the circus to continue; other smart people would point out Coaxial’s statement that the ‘chosen few’ had the right without the restrictions of the law they swore to uphold to search and seize anyone they believed were wrong without due process and procedure. Even the Jedi were held to the standard of proof.
“The Chair recognizes Senator Yaggle for ten minutes,” said Coaxial finally.

“Thank you Mister Chairman,” said Yaggle. “Young lady, as we mentioned before and again, you were trained to just defend yourself, but as these proceedings continue it will be revealed that it was more than mere self-defense.”

Interrupting again, Rose said, “I will spare the others the expense: I was taught how to kill efficiently by Lady Angelleia and Muriel Thahada Arnes.”

“Now, now, let’s not get ahead of ourselves,” stressed Yaggle as the crowd talked again for a moment. “What is, or what was, your official duties as a Rapier Technologies’ employee?”

“I was Head of Household,” said Rose.

“What exactly is that?”

“When Rapier Manor had stood, I oversaw the day-to-day managing of the Manor, which covered the operations of critical systems, the care of the antiquities and artifacts, the landscaping, the employees and employment training of house staff, and whatever else Lady Angelleia desired me to do. The position was also a Senior Advisory position in Rapier Technologies.”

“It sounds like you merely oversaw the housekeeping.”

“Housekeeping is no different than governing a state and running a business. Schedules must be kept, finances must be maintained and in order, supplies and procurement for a profitable net result must be obtained. The caretaking of one’s own universe begins with how they manage the little things a person such as yourself finds so beneath him; the menial tasks that bring order to a happy home. If that is such cause, then such people are also beneath you.”

“Point of Order,” Harmbles immediate objected. “I do not believe Senator Yaggle is trying to insult the working poor.”

“Carried,” said Coaxial. “The record will reflect that. Continue Senator Yaggle.”

Sighing, Yaggle said, “Miss Faith, I have a hard time believing the head maid was also the senior advisor of a multi-billion credit company, given you admitted yourself minutes ago that you have such a low I.Q.”

“The woman I succeeded in the position, Greta Cuella, was the late Bendian Rapier’s most trusted advisor, and when Naressa Rapier had replaced him after he had died Misses Cuella was given more responsibilities that reflected her senior status as advisor to the head of the company. She was given such stature because she had possessed life experiences Mister Rapier had never known, and she held her position because Misses Rapier could relate to her because she had experienced that poor life, and thus she trusted her over anyone else that was not her daughter. So when Greta had died, and Lady Angelleia offered the position to me, I knew she had chosen me for this honorable and important decision because she could trust me to make the right choices.”

“And when Rapier Manor was destroyed-.”

“Stolen by the Trade Federation.”

“Okay, so when Rapier Manor was de-.”

“Senator,” Rose said with a louder voice, “Rapier Manor was stolen by the Trade Federation. I will not continue to participate in this hearing if you do not clarify your statement for the record.”

“You are no position to tell me what to say or do,” said Yaggle in return.

Rose sat back and crossed her arms. “I am a taxpayer, Senator: I pay your salary, therefore you work for me. I do not work for you.”

“I am an elected official-.”

“Yes, therefore not a dictator-.”

“I was elected by my people-.”

“But you are answerable to all of the people of the Republic, Republic Senator Yaggle, as its representative today!”

The banging of Coaxial’s order orb finally stopped the two beings from yelling at one another. Coaxial said, “Senator Yaggle-.”

“Chairman Coaxial,” butted in Rose, “for the record, as a mere ‘head maid’, I made over two hundred thousand credits in general compensation alone before you count my investments. I say this because with such accumulation I paid in taxes in excess of one point eight million credits last year, and will again this year. In short, technically speaking, I have paid for all your salaries for the year you all dare declare on a tax form.”

The laughter shook the room. Again, Coaxial was on the order ball, banging away with his left hand now because his right hand still hummed from the previous bangings. He gave up, though, and let the crowd just continue until they grew tired of laughing. Coaxial wanted a crowd, but not this crowd that was going to react to her applause lines. “I remind the gallery that this is a public hearing, not a sitcom on a HoloVid. Outbursts like this cannot go on. Senator Yaggle, continue.”

After some time, Senator Yaggle had collected himself and said, “Miss Faith, I’ll get right to it: are you nothing more than a hit man?”

“The proper vernacular is hit woman, but no I am not a hit woman.”

“You would make the perfect one,” said Yaggle. “You have no real past, no connections whatsoever.”

“Yes…but how diabolical I am to get Nubian citizenship at age nine, and then when I was old enough vote and get a job and pay taxes. Whoops.” Rose playfully smacked her forehead, which caused some chuckling. “I blew my perfect cover.”

Simmering, Yaggle said, “Then what exactly would be the purpose to learn how to kill, Miss Faith? You have admitted as much. What would be the point?”

“The point, Senator,” said Rose without flinching, “is to never be a victim ever again. I assure you and to everyone in this galaxy that can see me and here me, I will kill them if they even think they can kill me, make me a victim of their pleasure, or attempt to enslave me. I have a motto that reflects that fact, each first letter capitalized in my mind: Never Again.” She pointed her finger hard into the table. “I will die fighting for the sake of my life, and I am prepared to use whatever means of diabolicalness to achieve that outcome.”

There was a thoughtful silence on Yaggle’s part because, again, they just swerved right into the subject matter situation Senator Gregin stepped right in that just made Rose a person. “So what you have learned is only used for self-defense?”

Rose smiled and said, “No.”

“No?”

“No.”

Yaggle said, “Would you elaborate on that answer?”

“Certainly. First of all, any future enemy I may encounter now knows, thanks to all the press coverage and your summons of me here to discuss my abilities of killing, I am willing and able to protect myself. Thanks to you, I must place myself in a more offensive state of mind when I leave this chamber today.”

The groan from Senator Harmbles told it all: Rose pretty much said she would blame the Committee if she ever had to kill someone because they revealed she could protect herself. Yaggle just shot Harmbles a look before continuing. “Do you believe you have a right to kill, then?”

“No; I only believe I have the right, as a living, breathing, thinking entity to protect myself by any means and methods at my disposal, by whatever knowledge I possess, by whatever training I have endured, by whatever I think is needed to assure my mortality in any given situation.” She held up her hand to stop Yaggle, raising her voice in the beginning, cooling it down when he stopped. “I CANNOT WAIT for a Jedi Knight to save me all the time. There is not that many of them to do the job, and quite frankly they have more important things to do, such as locating and killing the new Sithian threat then waste their time on making sure little old us is safe.”

Yaggle jumped on that. “Some would say Lady Angelleia is the new Sithian threat!”

“No,” said Rose, pointing her finger at him, and then running the finger right across the committee, “YOU are saying Lady Angelleia is the new Sithian threat. Stand by your accusation, Senator, or don’t accuse anyone at all!”

“ORDER!” called Coaxial, bringing his order stone down again. “The Senator’s time has expired. Miss Faith, since the purr is out of the bag about the fact you know how to kill, please tell us how?”

Rose said, “No.”

“Did you understand the question?”

“Did you understand my answer?”

“I want you to elaborate on how you can kill, Miss Faith.”

Smirking, she said, “Well, if threatened, I would do as anyone else would do if they need to kill to stay alive. We are all capable of anything, Chairman…. Well, not anything: I cannot use the Force.” Rose stood up again and stated, “I am five foot two inches and barely weigh one hundred pounds. Without a blaster, and without the training I had received, I would be absolutely helpless against larger, stronger, and aggressive individuals. With training, I am only helpless with a one in ten thousand chance against a single foe, if that.”

Rose injected before Coaxial could ask, “But again, I will die fighting. I will take those odds.”

Coaxial said, “Then you would encourage others to kill for the sake of their lives?”

Rose lifted and eyebrow and said, “If someone needed encouragement when it comes to saving their own lives, or the lives of their love ones, I dare say that someone had already been dead a long time before their foe killed their body. Everyone is born alive with the capacity to protect it. Society has this tendency to absolutely train it out of us because it’s considered wrong, animalistic. I say without our animalistic instincts balanced with our individual wisdom, we will never be prepared for the worst day of our lives.”

“Then how do you feel,” began Coaxial carefully, “about your fellow Nubians who surrendered so soon to the Trade Federation? Those Nubians who so willingly gave up their freedom to become prisoners? Those who chose not to fight back? How do you feel about them?”

Rose had an opinion, but she injected Lord Sidious’ opinion instead. “Dear Chairman: what makes you think our surrender was not a ploy to lull the Trade Federation to sleep? Did we not strike back against our oppressors when the time was right?” She then added, “Did not the people, my people, lead by the Queen, my Queen our Queen Amidala, take back our home?”

She asked again, “Did we and the Gungans, our aquatic brothers and sisters, not win? We, not the Senate, but we won the day, sir, with our guile for life and liberty. For Naboo, we did what it took to win. Queen Amidala had to do what she did, because everyone else in the Republic lacked the courage to do anything right. Survival, sir, is the objective, for without our lives we cannot fight for our freedom.” Rose realized she was still standing up from one of the previous questions and took her seat. But as she did, the crowd behind her began to applaud.

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

CHAPTER 52.1.4

After two minutes of noise, the clapping had subsided enough for Senator Coaxial’s order stone to be heard smacking the hard surface of his podium. He said, “I will not remind the gallery again that this is a hearing of an important matter, not some political sideshow.”

“Mister Chairman,” began Senator Harmbles. “Mister Chairman, I request thirty minutes of time for my questions.”

“Point of Order,” started Senator Gregin. “We have allotted ten minutes of time for this session and for this witness.”

Before Coaxial could say anything, Harmbles just said, “Mister Chairman, I request thirty minutes of time for my questions.”

“I second the Madam Senator’s motion,” said Senator Mix. “We have allotted only ten minutes for each of us for the day, for this will be the only day for test-.”

“Mister Chairman!” This time Harmbles, the senior-most Senator on the Committee next to Coaxial, raised his volume a tad more. “I request thirty minutes of time for my questions!”

The group’s tension was profoundly clear, and the reasons for it obvious to everyone: the Avenging Five were no longer on the same page of their plan. In Harmbles estimation, the first three questioners and Senator Coaxial were doing a fantastic job at screwing things up in such a short period of time. Harmbles pictured his poll numbers dwindling for every long minute that had passed because everyone else was swerving him into every retort trap the obviously clever girl was setting up. It did not help that the people in the gallery, who were supposed to be on their side, was reacting on applause lines in favor of her; such a vocal and visual execution for billions in the galaxy to see only made Rose out to be the right one. Harmbles need to change the plan, to extend his question time, was not because he wanted to save the committee and the others in it; he wanted to salvage his own political skin.

Senator Coaxial, on the other hand, saw only bumps in the road for them all. Glaring down at Harmbles, he said, "The motion to limit time has been carried, Senator. You have ten minutes."

Harmbles was clearly thinking of some way to extend his time, and the only way he saw to do it was to bypass the plan entirely and get to the heart of the matter. Before it was just set up question to learn as much as they could about their witness as she related to the subject matter; the point of that was to eventually entrap her as in being in league with the Rapier-Bog conspiracy. That idea magnificently backfired the moment Rose was allowed to tell the short version of her days as a Hutt slave, which as the story was allowed to continue lead to her to learn how to defend herself from ever becoming a victim ever again; even with a female Senator on the panel, harder questions involving that subject matter were not going to be asked; victimizing a victim further was just going to get the public pissed off at them more than the fact it looked like the others on the committee had just wasted the public's time.

And so Harmbles proceeded 'off script'. "Miss Faith, I would like to focus on your benefactor and employer, the Lady Juna Rapier Angelleia. In particular I need information on matters as it relates to the political and private maneuverings as it relates to the past four or five years."

Rose was not the only one that noticed the 'what the smeck are you doing' looks from the other Senators when they stared at Harmbles. Harmbles just ignored them; as far as he was concern, he was on his own. "Now, in the record as it reflects to this committee's purpose in examining the reconstruction efforts on Naboo, Lady Angelleia and her employees, including you, had left Naboo prior to the Trade Federation's blockade. Is this not true?"

Rose nodded as if to say that she agreed, but that Harmbles was finally getting to the point. Much that was talked about already really had little to no bearing on the purpose of the committee. She said, "Lady Angelleia had arrived on Naboo from her home on Mesuera two weeks prior to the blockade to participate in a Rapier Technologies board meeting."

"Miss Faith, sorry to interrupt you," began Harmbles, "but I did not expect a long narrative to a simple answer."

"With all due respect, Senator Harmbles, I will answer as I deem fit in regards to your questions. This is not a criminal trial where you are a judge that demands how the answers are formed."

Harmbles sat back in his chair and said, "Then by all means, hang yourself as they say."

"During that time," continued Rose, "Lady Angelleia had learned of a build up of Trade Federation battleships in the Keterbawn System. Such a build up was too massive to be just basic military exercise."

"Stop right there before you go on," injected Harmbles quickly. "How was she able to detect this build up?" He activated a hologram that showed prior records entered into evidence. "It was stated by here to many others that she had detected the build up because an old Rapier Technologies satellite was still positioned along the Nubian-Trade Federation border dating back to her Royal Administration as Queen Angelleia many years ago. Is that correct?"

Rose looked at the floating affidavits and said plainly, "No."

The Senators were a little surprised; they thought she would have went along with the documentation evidence. Then again, they did not know what Lord Sidious had told Rose what to say, and what not to say. Harmbles said, "Are you saying the witnesses are lying, Miss Faith?"

"I do not claim that at all."

"So, Lady Angelleia had lied to these witnesses. These witnesses, mind you, who are prominent members of the very Nubian Royal Court your employer is a member of. In fact they are friends of hers, members of the Thorn Party."

"I will not say Lady Angelleia had lied to them; I was not there. I was, however, there when Lady Angelleia had contacted the Palace of Theed and attempted to warn them of the impending danger."

"Impending danger." Harmbles rubbed his hands together. "Miss Faith, for all anyone knew at that time all those ships at Keterbawn were doing was getting together."

"Hindsight, Senator," began Rose, "is for fools lucky enough to have survived from their stupidity. When a military power like the Trade Federation puts over fifty battleships on your border, they are not doing that in order to target space dust."

"But you couldn't have known what they were going to do exactly," stressed Harmbles, "unless you did know." He held up his hands. "So just based on a massive build up of ships, which by the way Keterbawn is not on the Nubian border, Lady Angelleia decided that her people, her employees, alone was going to leave?"

"No," stressed Rose. "Again, I was there when Lady Angelleia had contacted the Palace of Theed and had warned of the impending danger."

"That's funny." Senator Harmbles shook his head. "That's funny, but we'll get back to that point in a minute. First, let's review this detection matter again. So, witnesses under oath, friends of hers, swore she had told them that she had detected the buildup via a satellite she owned."

"If you say so."

"I don't say so. These are witnesses who names you should be familiar with. One of them a former Queen of Naboo, Lady Terese Landana. Are you telling me, again, that these witnesses are lying?"

"I am not telling you anything."

"But you're not telling me they are telling the truth."

"Again, I was not there for that."

"For well then," said Harmbles. "Suppose I was to tell you that the satellite in question, the satellite that the witnesses were told had detected the build up, had not worked since the day of King Veruna, Queen Angelleia's successor, and Queen Amidala's predecessor?" There were a few murmurs expressed from the crowd as Harmbles produced one of Coy Madex's gathered evidence reports. "Its last data crunching date puts it around the time after King Veruna's official coronation. Tests have shown that parts had been stripped out of it during Rapier Technologies' bankruptcy reorganization. It did not work the day of the invasion. Care to explain that?"

Rose just said, "As I said, I was not there when she told the others about this satellite. However, I was there-."

"Thank you, now," interrupted Harmbles, "how does Lady Angelleia know about this build up?"

"I was going to explain that before you had rudely interrupted me."

"Oh, I'm sorry: I thought you were just going to continue a lie. But by all means, explain to your satisfaction."

"Thank you, I will," assured Rose. "However, I was there when Lady Angelleia did tell them that she saw the impending danger through the Force afterwards."

The crowd chatted heavily and rudely among themselves, but this time Coaxial did not call for order. This was that hope he had wanted from the beginning. His smile was well hidden under a stare of warning for the crowds to silence.

Senator Harmbles jumped on the information. "The Force? You mean to tell me she's a user of the Force?"

"It should not be a surprise to anyone," began Rose calmly, "Chairman Coaxial's previous committee looking into the Shut Down had revealed that fact to the public fifteen years ago. This committee has touched on the fact only a few weeks ago. If this is news to you now, I fear you may be going blind and deaf."

After some chuckles that echoed throughout the chamber, Harmbles said, "Well, in the event everyone else is unaware of this fact they should be told."

"Because she does not have a right to privacy?" asked Rose, falling right back to the questioning she had endured from Senator Coaxial over that fact.

"People do not have an absolute right to privacy, Miss Faith."

"Really?"

"Yes, Miss Faith, they do not. It’s not even guaranteed under the law, and there is a reason for that. Privacy is a subjective matter because some individuals, even groups, would like to think that, so long as it is behind closed doors, it is no one's business what they do. Child abusers, spouse beaters, spice addicts and organized crime truly love the theory of the right to privacy when it is practiced to its fullest extent; they would thoroughly enjoy it if it truly was a law and a right under the Republic's Constitution. If privacy was not subjective, if were not viewed ambiguously, very bad people would get away with very terrible things."

Rose snickered, leaned forward in her chair, and said, "Then we better hope those same bad people are not elected to the Senate, and those bad people who are in the Senate are voted out."

The laughter was loud and short, and Coaxial was on his order ball again. Harmbles collected himself and said, "Miss Faith, there are just certain realities and facts the Republic society as a whole will only accept. One of them happens to be that Jedi Knights are the only ones they trust to use the Force, and therefore should be the only ones who do."

Rose response was quick and to the point, "Then it is law: please cite it."

Harmbles stumbled over his words for the first time. He said, "I'm sorry?"

"Society as a whole accepts or denies certain aspects of its being by law. If wife beating, as you so put it, is illegal, cite the law. If doing harmful spice is illegal, cite the law. If running an organized crime syndicate is wrong, cite the law." Rose took a breath and said, "If you are born with the Force, and you do not join the Jedi Order, then please cite the law that says you cannot use such power. Cite the law that requires a PRIVATE CITIZEN, that has committed no crime other than being born, to become a Jedi. Cite the law that requires such impressments, and I just may agree with your point."

Rose sat back, crossed her arms, and waited.

Harmbles realized he had gotten too far off track. He said, "In due course, Miss Faith, I will have you answer. Let us get back to the facts at hand." The murmurs were audible enough to understand how negative the gallery was – the fact was there was no law against non-Jedi using the Force. "To those who may not be aware, it was indeed revealed years ago that Lady Angelleia was, at the very least, Force sensitive. Force sensitive is a generic term to describe an individual who may feel the Force, but not necessarily use it, or control it, or manipulate it. But it has been now realized that she is, in fact, a Force user. Am I wrong to say Lady Angelleia uses the Force, Miss Faith?"

"You are not wrong."

"In what way does she use this power?"

"As it suites her as a private citizen."

"I see. So she has the right to freely use the Force as she deems fit?"

"As long as she is not violating any known law, Senator. There is-."

"Now-."

"Excuse me, I am not finished. There are numerous reasons why the Jedi Order exists, and why it is a part of the federal government in an ambiguous capacity. With the Jedi Order being the sole authority -- THE SOLE AUTHORITY -- to police matters related to persons using the Force, the Republic therefore writes no law governing Force users and usage for they rely on the unquestionable judgment of the Jedi Council to do what is right in such matters. Therefore, if Lady Angelleia was doing something wrong with the Force, it is then in the Jedi Order's sole authority and lone authorized capacity to handle the matter. If Lady Angelleia actually does violate a common law of the Republic, then the recognized legal authority of those worlds may handle the affair as they see fit, which is guaranteed in the First Amendment of the Republic Constitution regarding Recognized Individual Planetary and System and Organizational Sovereignty."

"I see," said Harmbles.

"No, you do not," said Rose. "When Queen Amidala was told by Lady Angelleia could use the Force, Queen Amidala never told her to never use it, she did not place her under arrest, and she did not place some regulation, some form of blaster control on it....FORCE CONTROL I should say. It was not that Queen Amidala trusted a former Queen of Naboo with such power, it was because she had no legal authority or reason to do so."

Harmbles just smiled and said, "Of course, as a Force user, Lady Angelleia could easily control Queen Amidala's mind to prevent such matters from happening."

"True," admitted Rose. "So let's contact the Queen and find out. Such 'mind control', any Jedi will tell you, is impossible on someone so strong minded, and even if the person is not to maintain such mind control, and prevent others from discovering it, over a period of time is nearly impossible."

Harmbles time was up, but he just pressed on. "Okay, if you say it is impossible, then you are well versed in Force usage. Therefore, Lady Angelleia is well versed in the Force, correct?"

"She is well versed."

"She can use it proficiently?"

"You all ready know that."

"Yes, we'll get to Breslin in time. But going back to this time when she told the others. Explain it to us in better detail."

Rose sighed and said, "Well, the others already knew she could feel the Force to some degree. For example, then Queen Landana learned of then Ambassador Juna Rapier's Force sensitivity after she had been rescued from her Vhinech captors; Jedi Master Enothchild Sarch would inform the Jedi Order at that time as well. Under Master Sarch's recommendation, and by the Jedi Code and by the rule of the Jedi Council, no one was to know of Ambassasor Rapier's Force status."

"And why was that?"

"To protect her. The Vhinech Order had learned of her Force sensitivity and had tortured her in order to turn her to their side, for their own advantage. In the future, there laid that possibility that it could happen again, by someone else."

"You mean to say it would have nothing to do with the way she could govern?"

"I’m sure it did, Senator. As you know full well, in the aftermath of the event people refer to as the Shut Down, when it was revealed she could use the Force, not just feel it, many did question whether or not she used it to sway favor for herself. It made doing business during Rapier Technologies' years in bankruptcy very difficult, which was why in those times Muriel Thahada Arnes, the Vice President of Operations, handled those affairs. However, in recent years, and prior to the Invasion of Naboo, people began to conduct business with Lady Angelleia again."

"These people obviously forgotten she could use the Force."

"No sir: they did their homework, as responsible, profitable, and wise people do."

Harmbles nodded and after a pause asked, "So I assume Master Sarch had trained her over the years?"

"In the beginning, he showed her how to control herself with the Force. After he had left the Jedi Order, he showed her far more advance techniques."

"Did she use these techniques?"

Rose crooked a smile. "Obviously."

"Did she show you these techniques?"

"I cannot use the Force, Senator."

"Sorry, my mistake," said Harmbles. "Did she take what she had learned and showed it to someone else?"

Rose let the question be unanswered for a few moments too long. Harmbles looked up from his podium and looked at her. "Did she take what she had learned and showed it to someone else?"

"Yes, she showed Muriel Thahada Arnes. She, too, was sensitive enough to use the Force."

"Miss Faith, would it be safe to assume that it is irresponsible for anyone outside the Jedi Order to show anyone how to use the Force, or be trained as a Jedi?"

"No more or less irresponsible for anyone outside the Senate to show anyone how to interpret the law. Each has its own set of risks and dangers as it does its gains for the greater good."

"Very well, then on that note explain to me why, Miss Faith, if Lady Angelleia, and Misses Arnes, knew enough of the Force to use it for the gains of the greater good, they never came to Naboo's aide?"

Rose folded her hands together on the table and said, "Senator, the Senate does not intervene in every matter, and if it did it would not do so in a timely matter: Naboo was a great example of that. Just because someone possess the power to do anything does not mean they must, or they should."

"Really-."

"Let me finish, Senator!' said Rose loudly. "The Jedi Order possesses such power as well, but it is a known fact they will sit and do nothing when the Jedi Code -- not the law, not the Senate, not the Chancellor -- tells them not to do one damn thing." She held up her finger and stressed, "Even though the Jedi have the right under law to intercede."

"This is not about the Jedi, this is about Miss Rapier."

"Very well: we made every attempt to warn Theed of the impending danger that was coming as responsible citizens of Naboo. Once that was achieved, Lady Angelleia's sole responsibility at that point was to care for her family, her friends, and her employees. Queen Amidala is chiefly responsible for the care and well being of all Nubian citizens, but Lady Angelleia did her a favor by taking care of some of that burden, as any responsible person should."

"Let's review that more carefully then. You said you all warned Theed of this threat. Did you?"

"Yes, more than once, through various channels."

"Then explain to me why there is no record or no witness to what you say?"

"Because those people ended up murdered, and the Trade Federation erased the records."

Harmbles just looked sidelong and said, "Rather convenient for your story, isn't it?"

"I can see how. I told you the truth, and I can't verify it."

"No one can verify it!" exclaimed Senator Harmbles. "That's the point to this we raise here. You lied to some of the people about how you learned of the Trade Federation military build up at Keterbawn. You claim Lady Angelleia 'saw' this impending doom and, conveniently, arrives just beforehand to allegedly warn the Queen of this doom. After what appears to be your least effective effort at warning people, you all leave Naboo without another thought shortly before the arrival of the blockade. You talk about all the heroic deeds of your mentor, and how she showed examples of living and valor, and what do we see at this point? We see your hero running away like a coward!"

"Senator Harmbles, Lady Angelleia would have been held accountable for whatever she tried to do by you, so there's no point I could make to change your mind," said Rose without hesitation. "All I can say is this: her responsibility was to her people, and she took them away from danger. If the need arose, she would have used her abilities to defend her people. Thank God the Trade Federation did not give chase."

"Another thing, then: what had happened to Muriel Thahada Arnes and her family?"

"They were butchered by the Trade Federation."

"Can you prove that?"

Rose leaned in and said, "I saw the bodies."

"So they were murdered? Why did they remain behind?"

"There were matters to attend to with Rapier Manor. Misses Arnes and her husband, Arness Arnes, volunteered to remain behind. When it was all over-."

"Now, Mis-."

"I AM NOT DONE!" screamed Rose.

"You are out of line here!"

"I AM NOT DONE! STOP INTERUPTING!"

Coaxial was slamming his order stone. Before he could say anything, Rose said, "When it was all over, and Rapier Manor was stolen, we found their remains and buried them!"

"That's enough!" demanded Coaxial.

"And their ship was missing!"

"I said...." Coaxial had begun to speak, but when she said what she said he had to think. In Coy Madex's packet of information he talked about how he saw the Millennium Falcon, the ship that belonged to the Arnes', was flying around freely throughout the galaxy. Right there was a blunder on the committee's part, because they were going to lead her on about the ship; but not she entered into the record, but more importantly the conscious of the public, that the ship in question may have been taken along with Rapier Manor as well. That meant the committee now had to prove the ship was still being used by Rapier, and that the Arnes' were indeed alive; speculation was not going to work.

"I said order!" Coaxial turned to Harmbles and said, "Do you have any more questions, sir?"

"I have many," said Harmbles. "I'm not finished."

"The Senator's time has expired," said Coaxial. Harmbles looked at him, but so did Mix; apparently they felt they had scored some points. Coaxial, however, had to reign the idiots in. They were pressing too strong, too fast, and going way off the script. "I will hear motions for a one hour break. All in favor?" Two hands went up; Harmbles and Mix kept their hands down. Coaxial raised his hand and said, "Motion carried. We will reconvene in one hour."

And with the strike of his order stone once more, the break commenced. The committee excused themselves in an orderly fashion. Rose was escorted back to her holding cell.

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

CHAPTER 52.2

In the muster room, the committee members were no longer professional.

"What the smeck was that!" bellowed Harmbles at Coaxial. "Stop me while on a roll!"

"What the hell were you thinking?" demanded Yaggle of Gregin. "You killed us with that woman's lib questioning!"

"Excuse me, I thought that was relevant to matters of the truth," yelled Gregin. "We had this woman, this girl I should say, for over a week and we know nothing about her."

"You should had stopped asking questions when she mentioned her rape!" shot Yaggle.

"Go to hell!" screamed Gregin back.

"SHUT UP!" shouted Mix at the top of his many lungs. "It is not that bad!"

"Not that bad?" Coaxial looked at both Harmbles and Mix. "You both were rambling on your points! And you!" He looked right at Harmbles. "You don't get more time than anyone else when we get back there!"

"I will Point of Order these proceedings," warned Harmbles, "until they come to a stand still. You better give me the time I requested next time because you are all ruining my chances at reelection!" He even looked at his ally Mix and said, "ALL of you, all of you, are killing me out there. All you are concern with is things we cannot prove let alone not a part of what we are supposed to prove. I want to get to the nitty-frigging-gritty."

"That's going to be tough now," said Gregin.

"How can that be: we have the information!" barked Harmbles.

"Because she mentioned that Falcon ship was gone," barked Coaxial. "We have to put Rapier with Hidu Bog and the Trade Federation in order to get that ship back to Rapier control. That way we can introduce the voting fraud aspect of the Nubian elections with the Republic elections."

"No!" Gergin stepped ahead of everyone. It was time for another of Lord Sidious' plans to be injected. "Make the connection, but don't bring up the elections. Think about it, please think about it: until we can absolutely prove Rapier's involvement in the Invasion of Naboo, we're only speculating."

"So!" said Mix.

"Senator Mix, think of OUR coming elections," said Gregin. "Some may question why we are so high up in the polls, and then when we win they'll wonder about our election results. Don't you get it: we were done, and some would say Rapier boasted our poll status but we betrayed her."

The others looked at her with dumbfounded looks. Mix said, "That's crazy!"

"The ship's out," said Coaxial, his chest dropping.

"WHAT!" Yaggle lead the charge. "What do you mean the ship's out! Without that ship-."

Coaxial realized Gregin was correct. He said, "The whole election cycle was put into flux because of US! US! We can try to make it look like Rapier had something to do with those election results, but in the end it was us! We own the results of the elections. We do! If we make the point that Rapier is rigging all these elections, we will be made to look like idiots because they're going to question OUR VICTORIES. Unless that girl out there slips up and admits Arnes is alive, we cannot bring up that ship and what it has been doing according to Madex."

Yaggle brightened and said, "Then excuse her! Call this Madex!"

Coaxial grabbed Yaggle so violently that the others grabbed him. But he did not carry out any violence on Yaggle. "I will not call him. Do you understand me? It will change the perimeters of this hearing. Rose Faith will be able to cross examine him. We cannot call witnesses while she's in the queue, do you not understand that?"

Letting Yaggle go, Coaxial grabbed his chest and stepped away from the others to calm down. He said, "Besides, he won't come. I know he won't."

As the conversation was going on, Senator Gregin casually went to a terminal and accessed it. As per Lord Sidious' directions, she brought up the Senate roll call and quickly gasped out, "The Senior Membership: they're here!"

The others, minus Bly Coaxial, rushed to the terminal; Coaxial stayed right where he was. Mix found the controls that brought up the Senate Arena video feed and, sure enough, he was able to locate a few members of the Senior Membership. Mix said, "Oh no. It's true!"

Harmbles paled and shot a look at Coaxial. "There is only one reason why they are here."

Coaxial shook his head and said, "They won't support Palpatine to close us down. They already would have done it if they did."

"But they saw our performance today," pointed out Mix. "Bly, we cannot round about these proceedings." He looked at the others. "We cannot lose control. We cannot mention that ship!"

"Unfortunately you are correct," said Yaggle finally. "Harmbles, we cannot lose control out there."

"Then give me an hour," stated Harmbles, unrelenting. "I am making her look bad with her non-answers."

"You get ten minutes like the rest of us," said Coaxial.

"Then I am done!" shouted Harmbles. "I am done with this! And with my departure, this proceeding will be finish, I swear it!"

Pinching the bridge of his nose, Coaxial said, "I will give you one, thirty minute pass." He held up his hands to stop the others from objecting. "Everyone else gets their shot in. You'll get your turn, and that will be your only turn for the rest of the proceedings with her. We can only afford this one day with her; we must all make it count, not just you."

Harmbles, and everyone else, knew that, all thanks to the presence of the Senior Membership. Both the group and Chancellor Palpatine were looking for any excuse, any good excuse, to stop the committee and go to recess that would benefit them politically. It was not a risk when they had certainty, but the examination of Rose Faith proved to be ever-growingly fatal to not just their committee continuation, but to their renewed political careers. They needed to stop fighting one another and start beating up their called witness.

"Agreed," said Harmbles.

The group went to separate locations in the muster room to be by themselves. Unbeknownst to the rest, Senator Gregin accessed a private comm booth. In no time at all, she would eventually exchange information with Darth Sidious. Before the hour was up, she received her new instructions.

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

CHAPTER 52.3.0

It was two hours later, and not the one hour called for, when the committee proceedings started again; all Coaxial knew was the Senate Guard was in rotation, explaining the delay in retrieving Rose Faith. But eventually she arrived, but along with her was a tall, old man in very expensive clothing; the gentleman, not the Senate Guards, was escorting her in.

After calling for order, Senator Coaxial looked to the duo in front of him and asked, "Sir, I did not call you as a witness. What is your business here?"

"I am not a witness, I am Miss Rose Faith's legal council," said the man with obvious bluster; he was clearly upset. "I am Dalerastok Pang-Ottor, formally of the Law Offices of Huggy-Levan Puresteel-Puritt, Dovetail-Chinber-Bestly, Pang-Ottor, Crumb and Dake-Benetlyden of the City of Theed, the Planet Naboo. I was retired, enjoying my time on Annienubus until I saw this criminal proceedings and I came as soon as I could."

Coaxial frowned and said, "Mister Pang-Ottor, I have heard of you." Of course many have; some of the people were pointing at him and saying his name even before he had mentioned it. "Your reputation precedes all dimensions. But this is not a court of law, so this is a not a criminal proceeding."

"Sir, whoever you think you are," said Pang-Ottor boldly, unafraid, "I was not saying this hearing was a criminal proceeding: I was saying YOU and your conspirators with you are the criminal proceeding!" He urged Rose to sit down before continuing. "How dare you prevent my client from having access to any legal council!"

"Excuse me, this is merely a hearing-," began Coaxial.

Pang-Ottor was not hearing it, even when he was not getting paid his old fee of a thousand credits an hour. "No, sir, this is not merely a hearing! You are attempting to incriminate my client here without legal council. She is entitled to such council, at any time, under the Thirty-fourth Amendment of the Republic Constitution, under Galactic Republic Senate Statute Eight, and under Article Three of the Coruscant Conundrum. It is a violation of law, sir, to hamper her request for council, and it is a violation of law to keep her held in jail when no criminal charges have been filed. It's also against the Alderaan Accords to starve a prisoner: we were late getting back because she hadn't had breakfast or lunch yet. I have filed my briefs with the Department of Justice on the matter, which members of my old law firm are coming to argue."

Pang-Ottor pointed sternly at Coaxial and said, "I will see you in civil court, sir, when this is over as I will encourage my client to sue you. Nonetheless, you will rue this day, I promise it!"

Unshaken, Coaxial said, "If you are done with your belly aching, I can explain why this witness was placed in our protective custody, against her wishes if you like. It is the sole purpose of this committee to determine whether the evidence and facts we possess do show that the Trade Federation invasion of Naboo was, in fact, a conspiracy. The participants of the conspiracy are elements of the Trade Federation leadership, and at the very least Lady Juna Rapier Angelleia. Your client has nothing to fear from us; she should have everything to fear from her employer for we believe she is the Sith Lord who aided the Trade Federation."

"Lies!" Pang-Ottor worked his elderly mouth around as if he was chewing Coaxial up to spit him out in pieces. "Juna Rapier is not a Sith Lord! Such defamation will not go unpunished, sir, I will make sure of it."

"We will show it not to be so, Mister Pang-Ottor," assured Coaxial. "As for not feeding her, I can't help it that she is an uncooperative witness who refuses to eat and hurts herself to look more sympathetic. As it stands, we do fear for her life, and under our protection she will be until these proceedings have ended. Would you like to have that argument now?"

As Pang-Ottor appeared ready to do so, he sat right down next to Rose. "As for now, I will stand by my client, who against my wishes would like to continue this farce. I will advise and consent, and I hold all rights to object on her behalf."

"To her detriment, then," said Coaxial. But as settled as he was, the lawyer changed was going to change their tactics. The proceedings were either going to become slow and precise, or quick and gibberish. The point was the committee no longer controlled the pace; once they lost control over the questions, it was over. Coaxial had to hope the others were now on the ball. "The Chair recognizes Senator Gregin for ten minutes."

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

CHAPTER 52.3.1

"Thank you, Mister Chairman," said Senator Gregin. She peered at Rose and asked, "Miss Faith, you belong to a group of influential political entity calling itself the Thorn Party, is that not correct?"

The other Senators frowned and shot the Human female odd looks. They also got a bad feeling in their stomachs. After what they had talked about, about not talking about anything having to do with elections, it appeared Gregin was angling that way. This was the danger of any committee when partisans were running it, but the Avenging Five, until this day, were a complete and understanding unit that never undercut one another. The late Lotus Illner would not have done it. Of course Darth Sidious approved Gregin of doing it.

"Yes," said Rose. At the same time, Pang-Ottor grabbed her right hand and held it on the table. And just like that, Rose was not as long winded with her answers as before. Pang-Ottor had suggested that when he met her in the cell, but Darth Sidious had explained to Rose that, eventually, she would have to become less forthcoming with her answers.

"Prior to the Invasion of Naboo, there was a question about Royal Election results that had occurred the month before," said Gregin. And the stares from her colleges became deadly glares. "What exactly was the problem?"

"Well, we did not dispute Queen Amidala's victory, clearly she had won. We saw, however, some irregularities in the rest of the Royal voting process in voting districts the Thorn Party had either won or maintained. Our gains were substantial except when it came to the Throne."

"Why is that significant?"

"We had a Thorn running for the Throne: Princess Jarah Maltanaw, the daughter of Lady Landana. She had finished second, but it was very weak second place. By Nubian law, if others do not garner a significant percentage of the vote, then they cannot be recognized in the elected Royal Line of Succession."

"So it’s to say, because of your royal constitutional government, that she did not have enough votes to become a vice-chancellor, or vice president as in other democracies."

"That is correct, Senator. Although Princess Jarah is by tradition a true blood line Princess of Naboo, she is not a recognized member of the Royal Court for she was not elected to be so. The people decide who their monarchs are, not blood."

Gregin nodded and just continued to ignore the other Senator's pleading looks; she had so much time left, and they couldn't really stop her. She said, "Politically, what did that mean for the Thorn Party, or for at least those in the party connected to the Royal Court? Can we..." She spread her hands out to Rose as if in a good will gesture. "Can we pretend for a moment that no one understands what is going on here? Can we pretend to be honest: how exactly did it affect the political scene of Naboo as a whole?"

Rose nodded and answered honestly. "A Royal Second has the rights and privileges of the Queen, for she is her successor in the event of death, catastrophe, or controversy. Without a Royal Second, if say Queen Amidala was to die, fall ill or be unable to govern in any capacity, the power shifts to the Governors, which in succession that would fall to the Governor of Theed under a limited power basis."

"Then....would what had happened on Naboo five years ago fall into those categories?"

"By rights, yes: that was why Governor Sio Bibble could act for Naboo on Queen Amidala's behalf. In her absence, he was in charge. But let me make a point." Rose stopped from Gregin from going on. "The situation Governor Bibble was in was precarious. In the end he did the right things just as Queen Amidala had."
“And this limited power basis?”

“Governor Bibble would not be an Heir to the Throne, thus he would not have the power to make war, summon anyone, appoint power, privilege, or responsibility, or negotiate on Naboo’s behalf in any capacity. Ergo this fact was not lost on the Trade Federation, and that was why they needed Queen Amidala back. It was not just to legitimize their illegal invasion of Naboo, but to make certain there was no challenge of their forced-upon treaty in the courts.”

"Thank you for clarifying that, Miss Faith. Now, what happened after all the mess was over in regards to those election results?"

"We no longer pursued it."

"Why?"

"Because rebuilding Naboo took precedent over our desires for proper election results. The planet needed to heal. And besides, Queen Amidala will be term limited off the Throne in three years if we sought the position again."

Gregin then betrayed sudden shrewdness. "I find that hard to believe, Miss Faith. From what I understand Queen Amidala had no choice but to choose Rapier Technologies to rebuild Naboo. I find it ironic, as well as absurd, to think leverage was not applied by Lady Angelleia on Queen Amidala to pick her company, and the dropping of these election challenges were not tied into the deal."

"The Senate would have preferred the Trade Federation rebuild Naboo after they had wrecked it," countered Rose. "And on top of that, use federal tax credits to pay the Trade Federation to do it. I find that absurd, Senator Gregin, that the Senate would allow the Trade Federation to destroy Naboo so they can pay them to put us back together."

Once again, the murmurs were loud and once again someone on the committee screwed up. There were better ways to counter Rose's response, but Senator Gregin had to do Lord Sidious' bidding. She did the worse thing imaginable. "I would dare say, given what had happened, and what I know now, that perhaps Lady Angelleia needed a weak leader to rule Naboo in order for her friends in the Trade Federation to invade it easily. If Princess Jarah had gained enough votes, she would have replaced Amidala in the event of her departure or, dare I say it, demise."

"Order!" ruled Coaxial quickly to the crowd, but his order stone hit was meant for Senator Gregin. As bold in their other declarations, it was rather going too far to suggest Queen Amidala was weak. Perhaps it was true, but the truth meant nothing because of the outcome: Amidala did take back Naboo from the grips of a superpower.

"So, if I have you right, Senator," began Rose, "my political party had spent millions of credits to intentionally lose an election in order to challenge it, but then drop the challenge because we leveraged the Queen to choose us over the Trade Federation in rebuilding Naboo and have them compensated by the Republic?" She gestured to her and asked, "Am I right about your explanation?"

"The Invasion of Naboo was not about an election, it was about reestablishing the power of the Rapier Clan Dynasty," accused Gregin. "The Rapier Clan was in a financial rut for years until that invasion."

"Your pardon," interrupted Dalerastok Pang-Ottor. "I will submit to this committee, on my clients’ behalf, reports from the Republic Treasury that will contradict that statement and back up what I have to say. Rapier Technologies ended its bankruptcy status three years after it had filed for it, and for the past twelve years it made profit. Each and every year, those profits doubled, and in one year it grew ten times over. However, the fiscal year featuring the rebuilding effort, Rapier Technologies profit percentage was not even one percent over gross volume. In short, Madam Senator, and I remember how upset many were in the Rapier Clan with Lady Angelleia, the company made only forty-one thousand credits."

Gregin said, "Please, show us this marvelous report. I would love to see you prove me wrong."

"No worry, it is coming as we speak." When Gregin frowned, Pang-Ottor smiled and said, "The wonders of the HoloNet, Madam Senator. My assistants don't need to be in this room to know my demands. All they have to do is pass a public projection device, hear me, and see to my needs. We can wait."

Senator Gregin blushed a bright red as the gallery chuckled at the reality Pang-Ottor just pointed out. In a closed door session, assistants needed to be standing guard by their employers in order to run and find them documents or other source materials. The live feed was being seen by everyone, and it was now being used as an invaluable tool to make things happen for Rose Faith and her attorney, and working against the committee that did not have assistants. It was Bly Coaxial's big idea not to have them on their beck and call at the bench; it would mean they would learn what secrets the Avenging Five possessed, and thus in time the rest of the Senate would learn in turn. It was pinching their ability to counteract information offered offensively by Rose and, with his arrival, her attorney.

"No need to wait," said Senator Gregin. "If I concede to what your attorney claims, Miss Faith, it does not dismiss the facts we do know. Rapier Technologies and the Thorn Party needed to cement their power, and got it through this all too convenient invasion by the Trade Federation."

"Too convenient," interrupted Rose. "Thousands of innocent people died, you dare call that 'too convenient'!"

"I said it was too convenient for you!"

"How?"

"How?"

"Yes, how is it too convenient? Not just for Lady Angelleia but the rest of the Thorn Party? How is that too convenient? You are implying a wider conspiracy here, Senator, where there is no basis of fact for it."

"One cannot be too careful when the Sith are involved."

Coaxial was quick to clamp it up right there. "The Madam Senator's time has expired. Miss Faith, reports are that the Thorn Party had a copy of the election results and the originals destroyed by the Trade Federation. If Queen Amidala trusted the Thorn Party, and Lady Angelleia, enough to rebuild Naboo, would she had trusted their word that their copy of the election results could be used made official results, and thus continue their case to challenge the results?"

"Good question," admitted Rose. "But even if we did not agree to drop the suit, Queen Amidala would not have been wise to use those results as official."

"Really? Why is that?"

"Is it not obvious? Some would say our copy would not be the genuine copy of the results, which our own claims of tampering before could be made against us as a political countermeasure. For over two weeks, we had un-monitored documentation. We did not want to set a dangerous precedent by applying that our evidence is a copy of the real thing. Alas, that was not our reason to not take it further. Naboo was all we cared about."

"Given the outcome," said Coaxial, "I can see now why Lady Angelleia did not go further: she got what she wanted out of it. I say that because let's go back to earlier, when she moved only the people she cared about off of Naboo."

"The people she was responsible for, yes," corrected Rose in order to irritate her antagonist.

"Well, how did saving only the people she was quote responsible for end quote benefit the rest of Naboo? Doesn't she care about the rest of Naboo?"

"She does, but you must live in a fantasy world."

"Do I?"

"Yes."

"Well explain that to me then?"

"Sir, you have been implying in the past that Lady Angelleia is wealthy enough to sustain everyone, or at least everyone on Naboo. The way you have spoken about it in speeches, she shares not and gives even less. Today, you are implying at the very least she could had done more for her home world, and now you are implying she could had evacuated an entire planet."

"If she cared at all-."

"Sir, it took us days and massive amounts of expense just to move close to fifty thousand people out of a total population a shade under a billion. We hired ships when we couldn't buy them. Nubian flight laws made evacuation a logistical nightmare. And before you mention it: AGAIN, we kept trying to notify the Queen, but her subordinates never passed on our messages. It comes down to this in a nutshell, Sir: the Republic-funded evacuation of New Printicle last year, without the handicaps of finances and starship availability and air restriction laws and other known factors, had cost one hundred times more and took much longer to save a thousand people out of the ten thousand who was there.

"So Senator, please, by fact and truth the Senate has more money than all the wealthy entities in this galaxy combined, far more than Lady Angelleia, and yet the Senate could not save nine thousand people out of ten thousand even with a one month head start!" Rose threw up her hands in exasperation. "By what standard are you measuring Lady Angelleia's actions and success, Senator?"

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

CHAPTER 52.3.2

Senator Coaxial's order stone was beginning to make an impression in the marble podium now. The gallery became restless on the memory of New Printicle, a memory many Senators wished was erased with their bountiful of good intentions afterwards. Last years news was only relevant in the conscious of the public when it related to the current context. That was why referencing Juna to the Sith and the Trade Federation now in the context of what had occurred on Naboo nearly five years ago worked. Unfortunately for the committee whatever they left dangling out there in information that related to the Senate in comparison became fair game for whoever questioned why they had the high moral ground. Coaxial knew it, but he couldn't prevent the inevitable comparison.

This was the folly of the Avenging Five's -- and Bly Coaxial's -- long held argument over the bane of the rich and powerful. As long as the public was kept in an artificial universe where the likes of Coaxial were just ordinary citizens who were voted in as keepers of an understanding and wise government designed to find and punish the guiltiest of the wealthy, his position against the rich and powerful was a strong position. The caveat was when the dumbest of the electorate, the ones the politicians hope would always buy the line that the politicians they voted for were for them, realized that the Republic government was in fact a massive credit-grubbing, excess-spending, resource-abusing, favor-granting, extortion-swilling, multi-trillion-credit super conglomerate of ultra selfish 'business' interests no different than the corporations and institutions they rally against on their behalf the argument failed and failed badly. It was then imperative for every politician -- except for those like Onidas Grim -- to make certain that the truth was never revealed.

Today, the secret was out once again.

As the crowd quieted down, Coaxial said just as quietly, "The Chair recognizes Senator Mix for ten minutes."

The customary 'thank you' did not come, for Mix was just as upset at Coaxial as everyone else was in the Senate over his most recent foul up. Mix took the Harmbles approach, but the short version; it was going to upset Harmbles. "Miss Faith, what is, if you know, the past relationship between Rapier Technologies and the Trade Federation?"

As predicted, Harmbles nearly objected, but he visibly stopped himself. He had to think of a new line of questioning as soon as Mix got through his process. Also, Harmbles knew this was not Mix’s style: already Mix was off, his ability to speak coherently was gone.
"They had a competitive relationship," said Rose again short and to the point.

Working with less, Mix had to ask more questions than rely on the Coy Madex source material outright. "Was it friendly?"

"It was competitive, Senator," said Rose. "I would assume by that statement that it was not friendly."

Mix was so off-balanced he kept rambling in the hopes of regaining his form. He possessed no ability to do so; it was wishful thinking on his part. "Were you aware that the late Senator Bendian Rapier had a close relationship with then Trade Minister, now Arbiter of Inventories, Hidu Bog?"

"As I have learned recently, the relationship was the typical political and business kind where one has their friends close, but their enemies closer."

"Recently?"

"Yes."

"Can you clarify that?"

"They had at the very least a mutual respect via that they knew Senator Lott Dod of the Trade Federation quite well."

"Is that all?"

Rose leaned in and said, "They did work together on a project."

"What kind of a project?"

"A secret one."

Mix surprised himself with the sudden rally. His rolling tongue had actually found a niche, an insight, a little nugget of original pursuit. "Really? For themselves?"

Before Rose could answer, a sound alarm came from Bly Coaxial's podium. It was the Monitor Mute. Coaxial said, "One moment, Senator." He called up the encrypted message that was sent to him to discover it was from the Senate Oversight Committee Chairman Lounden Swani. The message was very short:

The line of questioning and answers are in areas deemed CLASSIFIED, TOP SECRET under Senate Action One. You MAY NOT PROCEED WITH THIS LINE OF QUESTIONING. Doing so constitutes treason under the law. Chancellor Palpatine is aware of this and he seconds the motion.

"Senator Mix," said Coaxial, upset by the turn of events even more. Before today, they could have gotten away with some of these more sensitive questions. But today, the tide was slowly changing against them, and suddenly the Senate was remembering the Republic had highly sensitive secrets it has to protect. So, Coaxial sent the message to Senator Mix's screen and said, "Do you have any more questions?"

Senator Mix read the statement from Senator Swami and said, "One moment, Chairman." He then sat there and proceeded to pout more than think. This statement obviously had covered something Coy Madex had not discovered or revealed to them, but the rest of the Senate ended that fishing expedition. It was obvious to the Avenging Five that the others were not going to let them embarrass them again, not with very sensitive materials that perhaps -- that is, would -- shake the Republic -- the Avenging Five, and in turn the public, would never learn of Project Korriban.

"Miss Faith," began Mix after a long minute, and he knew his momentum was gone. His one chance to regain it had been spent. He was stuck in a thought-question loop. "What has the relationship been between the Rapier Clan and the Trade Federation recently?"

Rose said immediately, stoically, reading the redundant question, "Under Lady Angelleia, there has only been a brutal business rivalry."

"Are you sure?"

"I do not know under the new ownership of Rapier Technologies, but I can say without any doubt there is no relationship of any kind between Lady Angelleia and the Federation. There was not one before the Invasion; there has not been one afterwards."

Flustered and defeated, Senator Mix said crestfallen, "I yield the balance of my time."

Senator Coaxial felt he needed to pick up the slack at the moment. "Miss Faith, are you suggesting that no communication of any kind existed between Lady Angelleia and her late father's friend Hidu Bog, or Cus Tadlan?"

"As I know it to be true, no she has had no contact with anyone in the Trade Federation."

"So you are with Lady Angelleia at all times."

"No, not at all times. But since the destruction of Rapier Manor I have been her senior advisor and executive assistant, and as such I am aware of her communications and work actions."

"So where is she now?"

"I have been kept locked up in the Senate Jailhouse with no means to communicate with the outside universe, Sir, how the hell should I know?"

The laughter, again, caused Coaxial to use his order stone again.

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

CHAPTER 52.3.3

"Chairman, I will like to ask my questions now," demanded Senator Yaggle.

Before Coaxial considered it, a young man rushed in and gave Pang-Ottor data cards. The attorney stood up and said, "Mister Chairman, I submit evidence of fact in regards to our previous points. Please submit, read, and review this information."

"Very well," sighed Coaxial. "The committee will take a non-adjourned five minute break." As he had one of the chamber assistants got the data cards, he shut off the committee microphones and urged everyone on the panel to a location right behind his chair. When they got there, he seethed quietly, "We're blowing it!"

"No kidding," said Yaggle angrily. "You still haven't ruled on my motion."

"Can it!" was Harmbles quiet bark. "How the hell did Senate Oversight, and a freshman Senator like Swani, get a classified alert to him so quickly?"

"Someone on the panel?" asked Gregin. “One of us?”
Mix frowned at Gregin. “Obviously.”

“What is that suppose to mean?” demanded Gregin.

“You know what that means,” insisted Yaggle, backing up Mix’s unspoken claim that Gregin was the one that betrayed the committee.

"Palpatine," was Coaxial's response, which momentarily diffused the situation. "Palpatine is Rapier's stooge, remember? If Rapier and Bog had some past relationship involving Republic funds misuse, Palpatine is going to keep that covered up. Palpatine can freely look at that information, as much as he wants, as Supreme Chancellor!"

"Do we call him?"

"We cannot," said Harmbles. "The law prevents us from forcing him to testify about classified matters dealing with the Republic, even if he was voted out of the High Chair. The only thing we showed was that Bendian Rapier and Hidu Bog had some form of a relationship: that's nothing new. We haven't put Juna Rapier anywhere near Neimoidia. It's not even in the same quadrant."

"Palpatine's is far more shrewd than I thought," muttered Mix disgustingly. He still eyed Gregin mistrustfully – he was right, of course, she did betray them.
"He gets away with this because we did screw up," stated Coaxial forcibly. He again reminded them, "We lose momentum, we lose the ability to control the Senate. We're going to have more trouble keeping this up the more we ruin every opportunity to maintain focus. It's important we just stick to what we can prove. We won't regain our momentum, but it won't end our committee either."

"Leave it to me," said Yaggle. He pulled away to return to his seat before any of them could convince the male to consider their ideas. He did not wait for the others to sit either, or wait for Coaxial to give him the go ahead. "Miss Faith, do you know what a Sith is?"

The question was childishly blunt. Rose just said, "Yes."

"As you know, we have not had a Sith threat in over a thousand years-."

"Sir," interrupted Rose, "it is my opinion that this galaxy has never been relieved of the Sith threat."

"Well, the Jedi would disagree with you as they never considered one of their own ever turning evil a Sith."

"No, Sir, I said this galaxy has never been relieved of the Sith threat. I am saying, Sir, that the Sith, the real Sith, were never wiped out by the Jedi Order a thousand years ago. I am saying that, in my humble opinion, that for the past thousand years the Sith have been lying in wait, preparing to rage a war against the Republic the likes no one has ever seen. I am saying the Sith made it perfectly clear, on Naboo, that they intend to win this time. And I for one am saying I do not want them to win.”
“I am skeptical of your hopes, Miss Faith,” said Yaggle. “Falling back to earlier, revealed information, we know for a fact Lady Angelleia knows how to use the Force. Apparently, her proficiency is such that she had used it to save Rapier Technologies personnel from terrorists a month ago. I would like to explore that for just a moment. Would you explain, in summary, what exactly had happened?”
Rose leaned forward and said, “A few months ago, Lady Angelleia dispatched a large geo-climatologic survey expedition to an uninhabited world under the Royal Nubian influence called Geintaude. We were contracted by Condazle Mining and Development, out of Theed, to study the world for a year after they had obtained permission to explore the world. These teams were allowed to bring their families and were provided with the means necessary so all that went could make their time there comfortable, more like home.
“About one month ago, without warning, the expedition was attacked by terrorists and all were taken hostage off Geintaude to the dump world known as Breslin. When Rapier Technologies did not receive the expedition’s ‘all well’ signal for twelve hours, protocol was initiated to discover what had happened. The terrorists, who remain nameless even to this day, left instructions for us to when and how to contact them. That information is still in the databanks of my ship, which you have in custody.”

Rose looked to Pang-Ottor, and the attorney said, “We must look at the ship and get this information to substantiate her claims.”

“So be it,” said Coaxial off hand. “Continue.”

Rose said, “Lady Angelleia proceeded to take the necessary steps to rescue our people.”

“Which was what, exactly?”

“She used the Force to locate them.”

Yaggle eyed Rose skeptically and said, “Miss Faith, I have a problem with that. Many a Jedi Knight, in the past, has been asked to ‘look’ for lost people, children, using the Force. Even the most vaunted of Jedi Masters have been asked to do it.” He pointed at his chest and said, “Even I made such a request myself for a love one, a young niece. The Jedi Master did the best she could to find her, but it was too late. My niece was not thousands of light years away in some dark den of evil held captive by men with weapons, she was slowly dying in an old well on her parent’s own property no more than a dozen feet from the front door of her home. The bottom of the well had long ago been dried up, the walls compromised by collapse, which allowed methane gas to settle where she was. She suffocated, and suffered, unable to move because the fall broke several vertebrae in her back. But more than once, that Jedi Master was around that well and had not sensed her, not once.
“In the end, the Jedi Master, her name was Zesha, told me that it was not as easy as it looked using the Force.” Rose kept her surprise in check, so Yaggle continued on without picking up on anything. “Her words were not enough until I talked to the most learned authority of the Force this Republic has, Master Yoda, and he explained to me that indeed Zesha was correct: it is not easy to use the Force, nor is it easy to see what  one wants to see. If a Jedi could see anything, everything, they could stop it. But they can’t.

“So with that in mind, make me understand how and why such a person like Juna Rapier Angelleia could find who she was looking for so easily, when the most powerful Jedi in the history of the Republic cannot?”

“As I explained before,” began Rose undeterred, “Master Sarch showed Lady Angelleia much of the Force, and indeed I have heard her apply that same wisdom Master Yoda had parted onto you.” She licked her lips and added, “I hope you did not forget the remains of that wisdom; the one about destiny, whether it was meant to be that Master Zesha would not find your niece.”
Yaggle hesitated, and in the reality of his own words hitting him he quietly said, “I think he said something like that.”

“It is good that you remember,” said Rose, “because you are right: the Jedi, and Lady Angelleia, cannot see everything. There is such a misconception in this galaxy….that the Jedi can do anything. That is not true, and it has nothing to do with their Jedi Code. They cannot bring back the dead. Sometimes they can’t heal the sick or wounded. Often they find themselves on the losing end of combat. They cannot even foresee their own deaths.”
Rose paused for a moment, and then continued. “The Will of the Force, if you believe in such things Senator, is as unpredictable as life itself, for it is life, you see. We all have a rendezvous with destiny that only It, the Force, knows. If we are to see it, then the Force will allow us to see it; if not, then not, so be it. With all due respect Senator Yaggle, as it pertains to the Will of the Force, your niece was not destined to be saved.” That brought her counterpart to stare at her with some emphasis. “It is a terrible tragedy, and you have my sympathies, but sometimes the Jedi do not save the day, and sometimes the Force is a cold, ruthless bastard. The Force is life: life is fair in its discrimination of all.”
Senator Yaggle nodded somberly, cleared his throat, and collected he began again. “But what I am getting at, Miss Faith, is Lady Angelleia learned where her employees were nonetheless and had time to organize a rescue operation very quickly. Such matters were expedited very fast according to witness statements that were transcribed into the Royal Record.”

Rose tried not to smile, she really did, but she could not help it. Yaggle did read the file, and he knew for the most part why it took no time. “Senator, if you had read the file, you know only one person executed the rescue.”

There were a few murmurs. Yaggle asked, “Lady Angelleia?”

“Yes.”

The people were now conversing loudly again at the revelation. Bly Coaxial unleashed the order stone on his podium again quite a bit to get the crowd to calm down. It was easier to bang the stone for Coaxial; renewed energy would do that. There it was, floating like a rock manipulated to float by a Jedi: the extent of Rapier’s abilities.

“By herself?” asked Yaggle, who really did not believe the accounts, even under the suspicious circumstances that surrounded Rapier.

“She killed twenty-nine of the thirty terrorists,” said Rose without batting an eyelash, or without losing any of her smile. For the first time in the whole proceedings, Rose Faith no longer looked innocent: she appeared evilly sinister. Even Pang-Ottor was suddenly weary of her look of delight and satisfaction. “She left one alive to tell the tale to those stupid enough to ever think to hurt her people ever again!”

“Yes,” assured Yaggle. “We know of the survivor: Sweth is his name.”

Rose then said, “All the hostages were saved and unharmed, a successful operation if there ever was one. She would not wait for the Jedi, or for the Queen: they had their own problems to worry about, and Lady Angelleia did not want to take them away from them.”
“Lady Angelleia did not….” Yaggle licked his lips, checked his time, saw he had little left, and decided to blitz Rose. “Did she have a weapon?”

“She had many weapons, but her lightsaber was sufficient.”

“She can use a lightsaber?”

“Yes.”

“And the Force?”

“Of course!”

“Anything else?”

“Her vast knowledge of warfare, her natural intellect, her cunning, and her vast and technological superior resources….Oh, she also used her diplomatic skills.”

“In what way? In what way did she….use her diplomatic skills.”

Sounding just a little disappointed in revealing the fact, and also because Juna did give the men a chance to surrender, she said, “She had offered them something in exchange for the hostages. She offered them a chance to keep the most precious commodity they can ever possess, far more rich than any ransom they could bargain for.”

“Which was?”

Rose looked at Yaggle in audacity. “Their lives.”

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

CHAPTER 52.3.4

“The Senator’s time has expired,” said Coaxial, who had to shake the mesmerizing affects of Rose Faith’s absolute glee in recounting what Rapier had done. However, Yaggle’s questioning had brought the heart of the matters at hand to the forefront.
Rose, meanwhile, said something to Pang-Ottor. The attorney grabbed the young assistant who had got him the documents from earlier and said something that Coaxial could not hear. The young man nodded quickly and bolted from the committee chamber.

“Miss Faith,” began Coaxial, “apparently, Lady Angelleia was very proficient in the Jedi Arts to do what she did.”

“Chairman, she used those same techniques to rescue me from Nal Hutta,” reminded Rose. “She has used those techniques time and time again to save so many lives, and like a Jedi she asks of nothing in return for her heroics.”

Coaxial dropped, “Vigilante justice should not be tolerated.” To his surprise, Rose did not retort, making him look at her. Her face revealed nothing more than it showed: pure contempt. “There are reasons taking the law into your own hands is wrong. Very good reasons, don’t you agree?”

“I do,” conceded Rose. She then added, “Therefore one such as yourself should never, ever demand that someone that you perceive to be powerful ‘do something’. It is ironic when people like you demand that and then show great contempt for it afterwards. It’s sickening if not absurd.”

He moved on. “Lady Angelleia is such an expert in Force warfare then obviously she has trained others. Who else?”

“Muriel Thahada Arnes,” said Rose.

“Who else?”

Rose said just as quickly as before, “No one else.”

“Really?” Coaxial considered some of the notes that Coy Madex had provided the committee ages ago and asked, “Miss Faith, you were taught the ways of the Force. I mean, you say you can’t use the Force and we’ll take your word for it, but what I do mean is, with your great demonstration of knowledge about the Force, apparently she taught you something, right?”

“Indeed she did.”
“So could you use a lightsaber?”

“Not like a Jedi, not even close.”

“And why not, other than the fact the Force isn’t with you?”

“Because in what I do, Sir, I am unarmed. It is better that I know unarmed combat.”

“And Misses Arnes had shown you to that, I assume.”

“Correct.”

“Would you say Thahada Arnes could train anyone?”

“No.”

It took Coaxial a moment to realize he made a slight slip up. “Apologies, Miss Faith, I meant to say could was Thahada Arnes capable of training anyone in using the Force, if they can use it that is?”

Sensing a trap, Rose said, “When Muriel was alive, most certainly.”

Coaxial nodded, further infuriated that the young woman dodged his trick question, and said, “So it is your testimony today that neither Lady Angelleia nor the late Muriel Thahada Arnes had trained anyone else in the Jedi Arts?”

“They both had not,” stated Rose empathically.

Halting it right there, Coaxial said, “The Chair recognizes Senator Harmbles for thirty minutes, which afterwards we will break for a recess.”

Again, Harmbles just ignored protocol and got right to it. “Miss Faith, do you know a man by the name of Noss Phetter?”

“Yes.”

There was a pause, so Harmbles said, “Who is he?”

“The name the lone surviving terrorists provided to Lady Angelleia as the brains behind their operation.”
“Yes…a Garn….by the name….” Harmbles riffled through his data cards until he found the right one. “Oh yes, here is his statement, Sweth.” He put it into the holofield, which from the table Dalerstok Pang-Ottor read it. “He describes a Human male, middle age, a meter and half tall, with blonde hair. Said he was from Naboo, said he once worked for Rapier Technologies.”
Rose did not act surprise by the revelation, unlike the rest of the people in the gallery, or Pang-Ottor beside her. She said, “After Breslin we did verify this information: we did indeed once had a Noss Phetter as Rapier Technologies employee. He also happens to be one of the Lost Nubians that has not been found since the end of the Trade Federation occupation.”
Harmbles shuffled through his data cards and produced one. The holofield projected a familiar face to Rose; the committee had subpoenaed Rapier Technologies for Phetter’s employment records. Harmbles said, “The witness identified this man as Noss Phetter.”

“Is that before or after you showed the witness the whole personal file with Phetter’s name on it?” asked a wise Pang-Ottor.

“I assure you, Sir, it was before,” said Harmbles, which was not true at all. The committee had no contact with the Garn whatsoever. “Nonetheless, he identified this man, this former Rapier Tech employee, as the mastermind.” He gestured towards Rose and said, “Miss Faith, do you have any explanation as to why this is?”

“No Sir, I do not.”

“No clue why he still alive?”

“No.”

“Why he made himself lost? Why he did all of this?”

“I have no explanation whatsoever.”

Harmbles put his hands together and put together his own theater. “Is it possible that you were kept out of the loop?”

“Out of the loop?”

“Come, Miss Faith: perhaps you are a victim as well in a very clever ruse.” Harmbles straightened up before continuing. “I cannot believe you will sit there and claim that prior to your protective custody situation you knew every step, every action, and every thought Lady Angelleia made.”

Rose could only offer, “You are suggesting something, Senator, that makes very little sense.”

“Oh, it makes a great big deal of sense, Little Miss, and either you are being as dumb as you claimed to be, or you were just never a part of the conspiracy.” Harmbles sat back and said, “We know for a fact, through another hearing here in the Senate, and in the courts involving defendants Viceroy Nute Gunray and Rune Haako of the Trade Federation, that a man claiming to be a Sith Lord was helping them carry out the invasion, and further claimed he had some sway here in the Senate. Now, I know for a fact the Senate was not persuaded by this Sith, but it is obvious the threat IS real for the appearance of the Sith Lord who tried on more than one occasion to take Queen Amidala. Until today that lone fact was never in question: in light of the new evidence new doubt has been raised. Clearly matters are afoot.”
“You are saying a magic trick that can only fool children fooled the collective intelligence of the Senate?” asked Rose. That elicited some laughs; Coaxial’s order stone was making noises again.

Harmbles just squared up his shoulders, his jaw, and said, “What I am saying is that Lady Angelleia was smart to use someone in her place while communicating with the likes of Gunray. Use someone that was not her; use someone that did not have to use the Force to demonstrate power. Just the appearance of the man was enough to instill a fear in the Neimoidians to great affect. If she revealed herself, well, I dare say the idea would not have worked. But a complete stranger of unknown species and origin, providing the Trade Federation the oxymoronic service of ‘courage to act through fear of death’, they would follow.
“But this does not come about without a Neimoidian to provide a catalyst; a Neimoidian high enough in their power structure that can introduce the Sith to the Viceroy. By this demonstration of power by the slightly lesser-in-power figure, the stronger soon fears the relationship and thus does all he can to placate his rival’s advantage. See, the Viceroy has always held his position precariously; everyone not Neimoidian has always known that. The opportunity presented itself, that possibility of toppling rivals, and the Viceroy took it. It was clearly a trap, instituted by his rival, at the behest of his benefactor.

“It is my belief, and the belief of this committee, that the Neimoidian in question was none other than Arbiter of Inventories, and Viceroy Gunray’s chief political adversary, Hidu Bog, who happens to be an old friend to the Rapier Clan.”

Harmbles held up his hands and said, “Do you see the coincidences, my dear? As much as Rapier Technologies made its financial comeback, as much as Rapier herself made her political comeback, it was not going to be enough. Perhaps in the long and difficult years, Juna Rapier decided that being the nice, proper, and heroic conservative that she was pretended to be wasn’t cutting it anymore. It was just easier to be the bad guy, and so she decided to become one.

“After some great thought, Rapier contacted old family friend Hidu Bog and described in detail her plan. Since Bog refused to answer our summons, since all Neimoidians avoided this committee that we called to testify, we must accept this point as the fact that it is. Let’s just say for now that plan was only focused on Naboo, and only Naboo. In order to be the hero again to everyone in the galaxy, she had to be the hero again on Naboo. That’s how it works in the realm, I’m afraid. But heroic deeds are often achieved more by uncontrolled circumstances and lucky chance. What I say is this: none of that happened for Rapier on Naboo; she had to rig the opportunities in order to benefit her in the end.
“And so Rapier promised Hidu Bog that if he can convince Nute Gunray to invade Naboo over the tax situation on trade routes, then the Trade Federation could reap the benefits in one of two ways: either by controlling Naboo for good, or rebuilding it as mandated under Senatorial forum. They had a problem, however: Gunray knew both Rapier and her subordinate Thahada Arnes, so they needed someone to portray the contact, the Sith Master. Noss Phetter became that choice: why, who knows, but I believe he was their chosen Dark Jedi.

“In the meantime, as far as you were aware, or perhaps did not know, Rapier was busy. With her extensive background in Force usage and the Jedi Arts, as you have revealed, she trained herself a Sith Lord. Oh, this must have taken years, and who knows where she found the right one to do what had to be done. But you, Miss Faith, had argued that Rapier possesses a guile very few of us can ever have so our speculation is not out of the question.
“The training and appearance of the creature named Darth Maul solidified the return of the Sith for at least Gunray, and gave Noss Phetter’s performance far more credit than it deserved. Through Phetter, Rapier orders Gunray to blockade Naboo, and then invade it. In the process, according to you, Rapier Manor is stolen. The whole thing just taken, for what reason? Because Hidu Bog has an ax to grind with Rapier? I say, after all I have seen in evidence in this hearing, hardly. The removal of Rapier Manor was all part of the ruse to make Rapier a victim along with everyone else, so when in the aftermath Queen Amidala was sympathetic enough to give Rapier, and not allow the Trade Federation, the right to rebuild Naboo, making her a hero in the eyes of her fellow Nubians.
“On the other hand, deep in the process of the invasion and occupation, and before all that, we see a very guilty pattern. Rapier allegedly warns Theed, but there is no record or witness of it from Theed’s end to verify the claim. What is known is that Rapier evacuates only Rapier Tech employees, their families, and her friends in the Thorn Party without moving one more muscle to warn or save the people of her planet. Rather convenient for her to protect her resources, resources she would undoubtedly need for the rebuilding effort.

“I believe that the removal of Rapier Manor was also to cover up the conspiracy in another way. I believe Rapier’s plans and other materials related to the matter were buried deep in the walls of the structure and elsewhere. She needed to protect those interests, and so she had her friend Bog use his excavation company to take the evidence away. Where it went does not matter: the point was no one was to get suspicious and curious enough to check that house.

“Just as I believe Phetter is the ‘Sith Master’ at Naboo, and the same person heading operations at Breslin, I believe Muriel Thahada Arnes is not dead either. That, Miss Faith, is where I believe you are lying. I do not believe you saw a body, or any body, left behind. I do believe she’s as alive and well as Phetter, perhaps in a particular missing ship going about the universe as we speak. It is a fact that Thahada Arnes was a felon who could no longer leave Naboo because she had assaulted a defenseless woman on Alderaan over a botched adoption. With her declared dead, and her ship listed as missing in action, Thahada Arnes can roam around the galaxy without reprisal, just as Noss Phetter is doing right now. Force only knows what she is doing on behalf of the Sith Lord Juna Rapier Angelleia!”
The crowd mumbled loudly at the presentation. This time Coaxial did not gavel them quiet.

“This leads us to current events that had happened very recently, very quickly: the Rapier Technologies stock sale!” Harmbles took a drink of water from a glass that had been sitting there for hours. The warm water did quench is thirst and ended his dry mouth. “This is just another part of Rapier’s plan, another part of it Hidu Bog was perhaps unaware of; we won’t know for sure since the Neimoidians refuse to give us any idea what their involvement was in this cunning plan. But clearly, as good as her company was making head way in profit since Naboo’s rebuilding effort, Rapier needed what I believe was another heroic moment in her life. Once again, she was going to scam the public.

“The evidence clearly shows to this committee that Rapier’s henchman, the supposedly dead Noss Phetter, arranged a set up to where Rapier would come and save the day. The reality is this: Phetter carefully picked fools to carry out a deviously thrilling plan involving the kidnapping of innocent, unarmed citizens on some isolated world far enough away from anyone else to save them. To heighten the factor of fear and tragedy, the Rapier employees were allowed to bring their families with them, thus removing any chance for them to fight for freedom of any kind. This also had the proper affect of putting the galaxy in a state of worry and uncertainty, increasing the fears about negative outcomes. No one would had been upset with Rapier if she just paid the ransom and got her people back; that is, except for the pending stock sale that was going to occur in a few weeks time. The coldness of capitalism is obvious here when investors fear that their monies will go to the freeing of hostages and the reimbursement of terrorists.
“Again, that was not Rapier’s total intentions. Against a rag tag bunch of outlaws that little to no chance in hell in defeating her, Rapier used her formidable Jedi skills to wipe out her hired guns. Her victims, her employees, did not fully know, yet soon one would know the truth.” Harmbles brought up a hologram of the affidavit in question. “He had learned of Noss Phetter’s name sometime during his imprisonment, but was afraid to reveal the fact until two weeks ago when he was assured Rapier was not going to find him.

“In order to be convincing in her attack and exploits, none of the employees had to know it was her who ordered their imprisonment, and she needed someone to tell her tale of vigilante justice. Word would soon get out in many ways, and in many forms. Rapier was a hero again, demonstrating that she was capable of handling any situation. Of course, when the announcement of the stock sale coming just mere moments after her rigged exploits made news, who was going to pass up on owning a piece of heroism? But clearly her intentions were devious, for-.”

“Excuse me, Senator Harmbles,” interrupted Rose as she stared long and hard at the latest hologram. It had been such a long, rambling, but intriguing and damning speech it had captivated the gallery – and the Republic as a whole – enough to forget Rose’s voice and Rose all together. What the male had said was outlandish, but too believable. It was rows, columns, lines, paragraphs, and such of coincidences and circumstances that when placed in Harmbles’ context it was clearly obvious Juna was up to no good whatsoever. As it stood, at the very least, Rose was just merely a pawn in Juna’s evil games, so that too had made her so easy to forget about. The longer Harmbles talked, the more guilty Juna was. The conspiracy was just about to become something more than some fantasy.
Rose, however, was about to end it. “This man, you say he was one of the hostages at Breslin?”

“He was one of the hostages at Breslin!” snorted Harmbles. “Are you saying he wasn’t?”

Rose eyed the floating holoimage of the affidavit for another three seconds, and slowly smiled again. “Yes, Senator, he wasn’t.”
The gallery made noise again. Senator Coaxial was on the order stone and when order was settled, he said, “Very easy for you to say. Were you or were you not part of the conspiracy, then?”
“Chairman, please consult the Royal Inquest in regards to the matter of Breslin,” said Rose plainly. “You have the inquest on your persons, I’m certain of it. You will find twenty-seven names on the submitted list, which will match the twenty-seven names in the Rapier Technologies employment records. This man, Deminir Roceshal, will not be one of them. I know these people’s names by heart.”

Suddenly, Coaxial and Harmbles exchanged looks. Each one conveyed the same thought in each others eyes. Soon Mix, Yaggle, and Gregin would exchange the same looks with the other two, with each other, and finally with their own notes.
Rose said, “If you like, I will name the names of all twenty-seven individuals that had gone to Geintaude and eventually rescued off of Breslin.” Has the committee continued to fiddle around, Rose boldly said, “If you like, I can have each and every person rescued from Breslin come here, or perhaps communicate from Naboo through the HoloNet, to verify their existence and substantiate my claim.”

“There…will be no need….for that,” struggled Coaxial. When he found the Royal Inquest, he went right to the list involvement, and there were twenty-seven names. He did not put it in the holofield, keeping the fact to himself as he scanned the list. As the seconds ticked away, the sweat from his brow just dripped, and then poured when he went through the list for a fourth time. Harmbles was hanging on his shoulder, and Harmbles’ grip was becoming a vice as, together, they looked through the Royal Inquest thoroughly, and then desperately. When they did not find what they were looking for, they stood there like the many sculptures found on Coruscant, doing absolutely nothing.
“Mister Chairman,” began Pang-Ottor, “I advise the committee to provide us with the copy of the Royal Inquest. If it cannot, I will have it here shortly.”

The panic in Coaxial was growing, but Harmbles instead grabbed the Royal Inquest from Coaxial and stated, “The name is right here.”

Bly Coaxial just about crapped his pants. Harb Harmbles had just done the unthinkable. The loss of color in Coaxial’s face did match the power of the moment preventing him from speaking.

“Excellent, please provide the document for public view,” asked Pang-Ottor sincerely.

Harmbles sat down, and instead of putting the Royal Inquest in the holofield projector, he just placed it in front of him. “Let the record show that the article in question is in evidence.”

No one in the gallery was murmuring now: the talking was loud enough to be heard quite clearly. Pang-Ottor was so angry he did not realize he had stood up, or even shouted, “What!”

“I said the article in question is in evidence,” defied Harmbles.

“Then let my client see it!” demanded Pang-Ottor. Rose grabbed his hand because, given his age, she honestly felt he was going to have a stroke right there. Plus, as Darth Sidious had told her to do, a little show of sincerity and hope went a long way.

“It is a protected product of the committee,” stuttered Harmbles.

“A protect…SIR, you revealed the contents of that Royal Inquest mere minutes before! You are not protecting state secrets! You will show my client, and this public, that Royal Inquest!”

“My word and the word of this committee is sufficient enough-.”

“The word of government is absolute?!?!?!” The bewildered Pang-Ottor was about to go on a roll. “The word of government is above approach!?!?!?! The word of government is enough!?!?!? BY WHAT RIGHT IN A REPUBLIC, FOOL!”

“ORDER!” demanded Coaxial sternly, strongly, stopping himself from throwing the order stone at someone; it was a toss up between Harmbles and Pang-Ottor. Harmbles for introducing the fake name they had clearly overlooked; for Pang-Ottor for giving every person in the Republic to hate the Avenging Five completely. “ORDER, DAMN IT, ORDER IN THIS CHAMBER OR I SHALL CLEAR IT!”
It took longer than it should have, but the gallery calmed down. Pang-Ottor, on the other hand, was not done. “BY WHAT RIGHT IN A REPUBLIC! BY WHAT RIGHT! As a citizen of Naboo, Rosary Faith is entitled to that Royal Inquest by demand! As a Republic citizen under suspicion for illegal activities, she has the right to confront the evidence and witnesses against her!”

“You are out of line here!” barked Coaxial, trying to do anything he could to move past this point. He had some notion that it could be saved. He thought wrong. “For the last time this is not a criminal trial!”
“Fine, deny her justice, Fool!” screamed Pang-Ottor, beat red in the face. “I ask for Queen Amidala to send us the official copy of the Royal Inquest, and to begin a search for this Deminir Roceshal, if he exists at all! We will not continue to participate in this proceedings until that Royal Inquest arrives in our hands!”
Before Coaxial could say anything, Sidious’ puppet Senator Gregin said, “Point of Order: Mister Chairman, show the Inquest report.”

Coaxial spun fast on his feet to stare at Gregin. Dumbfounded, he said, “Denied!”

“What!” screamed a suddenly shocked Gregin.

“I said denied!”

She then frowned and said, “Point of Order: I move for adjournment to discuss this matter!”

“Denied!” said Coaxial empathically.

Gregin then stood up, as instructed by Sidious before, and said, “Then I ask for the Senate to vote quash these proceedings, and move for Recess.”

It hit the others on the committee all at once, a great big kick in the nuts. They were betrayed! They were all betrayed by Gregin. The female Senator said, “I beg the Supreme Chancellor of the Republic to act, and act now in the name of justice!”

And right on cue, several things did happen. The live feed to the chamber ended. The command and control panel in front of all the Senators on the panel went dark, and the Seal of the Office of the Supreme Chancellor of the Republic flashed on screen. A horde of Senate Guards entered the chamber and went directly to the panel, grabbing whatever the Senators had there for evidence.

And there was more.

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

CHAPTER 52.4

“Unbelievable,” was the words that came out of Senator Grim’s mouth, as he and Grosse stared transfixed at the waning moments of Senator Coaxial’s committee before the Supreme Chancellor’s seal filled their screen. Before they could blink over the change on their monitor, the Senate Arena’s Call to Vote alarm sounded throughout the chamber. That was not going to be hard to assemble the Senators; they had not left their seats at any time.
“Just unbelievable,” said Grim again, head shaking. “I never thought it would go that far.”

“You mean a politician lying?” Grosse shook his mane of hair. “Not like that. Nothing like that. Ah, man….Onidas, what-?”

After a few moments, Grim said, “I don’t mean the lying.” His eyes drifted from the monitor, and Grosse followed along to see the Chancellor’s platform rising from the center of the floor; Chancellor Palpatine was there. “I mean Palpatine. I would have never thought he would go so far to ruin a political career. Never.”

Before Grosse could continue, a great and significant irony interrupted everything. Senior Membership Senator Lott Dod of the Trade Federation stood up and moved his podium towards the Chancellor Palpatine. Grim did not react to it as promised; he already knew Palpatine’s chair was very secure. The irony was that one of the accused Neimoidians in that committee was the one that was going to move the Senate forward into recess.

“The Chair recognizes the Honorable Senator of the Trade Federation,” said Chancellor Palpatine with little mirth.

“I thank the Supreme Chancellor, and my fellow Senators of this great and magnificent chamber,” said Dod with unnatural bluster. He looked about him as he spoke. “Honorable representatives of the Republic, I have a few words to say about what has just transpired under this great hall of justice and mercy. For nearly a month, we have watched a group of Senators from this chamber conduct what we thought to be a honest, forthright, nonpartisan, non-agenda driven investigation into the spending habits and actions of one of Naboo’s most heralded and beloved individuals, only to just discover that it was all a vicious, and fictitious lie of such proportions we do not even know where to begin.

“As much as the Trade Federation and Naboo have recently been at great odds with one another, and although I still feel that our actions were just, I find it completely absurd that there were a few Senators that felt they could not punish the Trade Federation enough with what they had over what he had allegedly done wrong. Everyone has an opinion on what we done; we have ours.
“But what is justice when lies are called the truth. What is justice when conspiracy theory is accepted as empirical fact? What is justice when any fool with an agenda can be taken at his word? I speak whole heartedly in regards to the dishonorable representative of Chandiss Prime, Bly Coaxial. Here is a man, with his fellow cohorts on that committee, who had lied and extorted this great body for their benefit and their benefit alone. A man so willing to make things up, spin them anyway he wants, even trying to, before our very eyes, blackmail an innocent Nubian victim into reinforcing his lies. My accusation, unlike Bly Coaxial’s, is not a lie: we just spent the past six hours watching it unfold before our very eyes. The audacity, the very audacity, of a man like that! The likes of him give every politician, every being that has taken an oath to serve the Republic and obey their constituents, a bad name. And for what exactly? For his Senate seat!
“This is largely why most of us are not elected to our positions, but appointed by reasonably elected leaders of our worlds and organizations. This is why such voting democracies fail: because liars and cheats and story inventors like Bly Coaxial do whatever it takes to win. He wants to frame innocent people. He wants to make up evidence. He wants to ruin lives that do not deserve to be ruined. He goes after the Trade Federation, for whom I represent with both honor and integrity as an extension of our great and ethical society, because it is the popular culture thing to do! The bastardization of our great society is not the only one affected by this: we all are victims of this lie, this farce, this treason of liberty. It cannot stand, it must not stand.
“But all I can ask is what is limited to me. For that, Chancellor, I request the following. First, I make the motion that the Special Republic Senate Committee on Naboo Reconstruction Oversight hereby be dismissed. All materials in relation to the committee, effective immediately, must be sent to the Senate Select Ethics Committee for protection, whereby in the future an examination can be done on this farce and criminal charges, at the least, can be determined for all those involved in it. 

“I also move that any person held under the protection, or apprehension, of the committee be released along with their affects, and with sincere apologies from the Senate to those individuals that were held against their will. This motion goes for the one named Rosary Faith, and whoever else the committee might have held prisoner in the jail.

“Lastly, the third motion is to adjourn the Senate for the upcoming election cycles, no longer than two weeks from now. Of course, the Supreme Chancellor holds the right for emergency recall. Thank you.”

The Senate as a whole, except for a few exceptions including Onidas Grim, began to clap. Lott Dod was not really known for his oratory skills, but clearly the Senate approved of the fact he was making the necessary motion to adjourn the Chamber. Everything else was just filling to make him sound better than he was. Dod could had cared less about the damage Coaxial had wrought on Juna, or worry about Rose. In the larger view, most of the chamber felt the same way too; it was election season; Juna and Rose were not their voters.
“If there are no objections to these three motions, so ordered,” said Chancellor Palpatine. “And before we proceed with the vote, I would like to concur with the Honorable Representative of the Trade Federation. For once, lately, we see eye to eye. I have never seen such hyper-grandstanding before from the likes of Bly Coaxial and his cohorts, never in all my days in the Senate. I do ask that, in the interest of fairness, Senator Aspern Gregin be resolved of any wrong doing as it was clear to me at the end she had realized the truth after taking the place of the late and recently assassinated Senator Lotus Illner. She obviously had entered into a fraud under false pretenses, just as the rest of us have. Truly, we will not know the extent of the damage exhibited by the committee until sometime after all the election cycles are concluded, and an established and stabilized Senate can once again take up the debate.
“But in spite of all that was done wrong in this fiasco, I ask that compassion be shown to those who have done wrong.” It got the applause Palpatine was looking for, and so he waited for the applause to subside. “If anything, to demonstrate that we understand justice and the rule of law, and that we take far more seriously than this committee has. We will show them mercy when they have exhibited none. We will show them justice when they have not allowed none. And on their behalf, we deeply and humbly apologize to those they have made suffered in their so-called search for the truth.

“I cannot however forget what this has done. Innocent people were outrageously accused of being the very evil of this galaxy when they are not; and worse, as Senator Dod had put it, for the gain of power. 
“The Sith threat is indeed real, it is very real, so I implore those who take it seriously to not jump to conclusions when something or someone appears to be Sithian in nature. We bore witness to the destructive nature of Sith accusation: we watched the ruination of a great, Nubian company’s fortunes, and bore witness to the slander of a cherished and respected individual in the galactic community. This shows that no one is immune to such baseless accusation. I do not believe the Lady Juna Rapier Angelleia can ever get her reputation back.
“For the purposes of the motions, I will guarantee the release of one Rosary Faith of Mesuera and the release of all of her possessions: she is hereby exonerated.” The Senate applauded the command. Chancellor Palpatine continued over the quieting din. “I therefore request, by voice vote, the following motions to be heard on: to have the Special Republic Senate Committee on Naboo Reconstruction Oversight disbanded, and to recess the Senate for two weeks in which afterwards we will review what had happened. All those in favor, say Aye.”

In unison, except for Grim and those of the committee that were not there, the Senate said, “AYE!”

“Oppose?” Chancellor Palpatine looked around, practically daring someone to oppose the measure; no one in their right or insane mind was going to do it. “The motion is carried. The Senate of the Galactic Republic” as he spoke the Senate erupted into a standing ovation of applause “is in recess!”

None of the Senators immediately left: they all stood in unison, clapping and whistling and calling on as Chancellor Palpatine and his staff began to descend downward on their podium for their office. It would continue for thirty minutes, as if the greatest law in the name of all that was well and good had been passed. It was clearly a show of force that Supreme Chancellor Dace Palpatine had restored the faith of the Senate, and that for now he was going to hang onto his powerful position after the Senate recess.
Meanwhile, Grosse felt Onidas Grim tugging his tunic. The Bothan turned to the Human and heard, “We have to get to Bly, wherever he is.”
“I would think he’s running as fast as he can for his ship,” said Grosse.

Grim shook his head and said empathically over the noise, “Anyone on the committee that leaves this Rotunda anytime soon is dead! I guarantee you one of those Senators is going to be murdered! Someone here is going to make it happen!”
Grosse looked at Grim with a look of utter horror. “Then do yourself a favor, Onidas, don’t be there when it happens! No shit! If you’re right, you can end up dead in the collateral damage!”

“Bly doesn’t do this unless someone fed him a bunch of shit! I want to know who, and I want to know why!” Onidas looked back where the Chancellor once was. “Because whoever did it, I’m going to make them pay, I’m going to make them pay big time!”
“Are you serious!”

“Dead!” Grim gripped Grosse hard by the shoulders and insisted, “Someone put the whole Republic through a wringer with this by using Bly! Only Bly is going to tell me who it is! If it’s Palpatine, then I want Palpatine’s ass! If not, then the problem could be much, much bigger than it could be imagined! It’s gotta be stopped!”

Grosse looked on and said, “Count me out, Boss!” He shook his head. “This time Bly gets what he deserves! And if I tag along, I might end up dead with you!”

Grim sighed and said, “Self-preservation is not a sin!”
Laughing, Grosse said, “Yeah, remember that if you don’t die!”

“Tell Pen she can go home at any time,” instructed Grim. “I go, or stay, where Bly is!”

“Your campaign?”

“Grosse, I am up ninety-one to two in the polls,” said Grim. “I’m well past worrying about the margin of error at this point with just a few weeks to go.”

The Bothan conceded the point, and both males left the Godric booth. While Grosse went in one direction, with the monstrous crowds breathless from the turn of intriguing political events, Grim pushed himself against the grain – as always – heading for the committee chambers. It just seemed to take forever until he reached the auxiliary stairwell. He charged right down with reckless abandon, leaping between bodies coming up.

The corridor connecting the committee chambers were quiet and bare. Ondias’ footfalls echoed loudly as he ran on. As he reached the main doors, Rose Faith and Dalerstok Pang-Ottor and a small group of assistants emerged. Stopping frantically, he said, “Sorry.”

“I should say so, young man, this floor is slippery dangerous,” said Pang-Ottor, his hand on Rose’s back. “My client does not need to spend anymore time in this terrible place.”

“Senator Grim,” said Rose suddenly. Grim looked to her. “It is an honor, kind sir. I am a fan of your show, and of your politics. Lady Angelleia likes you as well.”
“Er…thank you,” said Grim. He was about to pardon himself until Rose grabbed his forearm.

“Tell your friend Bly,” said Rose, “that there are hard feelings, and a day will come soon in which he will know how hard those feelings are.” She looked to her attorney. “Let’s go.”
“Absolutely,” said Pang-Ottor, who began to apologize to Rose for not coming to her aide sooner. 
Onidas stood there for a moment as he realized how serious she was about her threat against his friend. It made it then that more imperative to learn what was the lies and what was the truth about the whole, entire mess. He entered the chamber, recognized immediately by the Senate Guards for he had a good relationship with them.
Grim entered the very quiet muster room, for it was very still in the initial entrance corridor. But when he managed to reach the inner chamber he found Senators Mix, Yaggle, and Harmbles sitting around, looking rather dispirited in their own unique way. None of them needed to know what had just happened mere minutes ago in the Senate; they have been in the Senate long enough to know the effect of their failed cause.

“Where’s Bly?” asked Onidas, his voice finally drawing their attention towards him. “Where is he, where did he go?”

Harmbles just turned and walked away. Yaggle went a step further and just stormed out of the chamber, feeling free to brush hard against Grim because it was as close as he was going to get in hitting Coaxial. Mix just shrugged his shoulders and said, “I don’t know. After the argument he had with the traitorous bitch Gregin he went somewhere right after she left.”

Mix snickered as he looked at Grim and said, “Maybe….if you go throw yourself off the edge of Street Level, you can catch up with him in the free fall.”

Mix implying that Bly may have committed suicide did not sit well with Onidas. He asked, “Did he leave with a Senate Guard detail?”
Shaking his head, Mix added, “Our details were disbanded shortly after Palpy locked us out. Apparently we don’t need protection anymore.”

Onidas bit the inside of his mouth. If he didn’t know any better, Palpatine was signing these Senator’s death warrants. Sighing, Onidas walked over to Senator Mix and said, “Let’s go.” The alien looked at him. “You must get to your ship and get the hell out of here. I’m escorting you to it. All of you if I can.”

“You would just love that, wouldn’t you ‘Righty’,” spat Mix. “Why don’t go somewhere and cut taxes!”

“Look,” stressed Onidas, getting in Mix’s face, “is your ideology worth more than your own life? I’m trying to save it, as much as I can. You know damn well none of you can stay here. You have family, right? Children?” Mix nodded. “Then they’re more important than just your life, more important than all this shit. Your career is over, not your life.”
“But our lives are over,” said Mix, unblinking. “What am I going to do with myself? This was all I know. I have….I have little freedom left now…” He then caught himself and looked at Grim hesitantly.
“What?” Onidas sensed it, the shift in Mix’s understanding. “What do you mean you have little freedom left?”

“None of your business,” barked Mix. He tried to leave, but Onidas grabbed him hard to stop him. “Shove it, Fascist; I have nothing more to say to you!”

Onidas said, “That’s fine, but I’m still going to take you to your ship. Have your aides send your stuff home, hire it done, I don’t care! But you’re going to your ship, going home, and whatever it is you think you won’t have for long, spend that length of time you do have with the people that still love you.”

Mix eyed him for a long time, roving up and down the Human’s form. He then said, “By my children, you are real aren’t you? I always thought you were like Palpatine, but I now know the truth.” He then, like flipping a switch, went back to being his old self. “Very well, if you feel so inclined to guard me to my ship and leave immediately, I will.”
Onidas turned him towards the door and said, “I know some ways out of here where the media won’t see you. We’ll be able to avoid the log jam. When I get you to your ship just depart. Don’t stop until you get home.”

“If you insist,” said Mix, stuffily. He added mutely, “I will not forget your kindness.”

Grim did not acknowledge Senator Mix’s admitted weakness. He pretended the male had said nothing, knowing there was nothing worse than acknowledging the terror Mix was obviously feeling. He doubted very much he could get them all off the planet, but he had to hope they were all smart enough to get the hell off the planet, and fast.

And he hoped Bly was doing that right now. Whether he left, or was still on Coruscant, Onidas was still determined to figure out what was going on. Was it a trick by Palpatine all this time? Was it someone else pulling the strings? Could it be a much darker force at work than some mere politician? It was about his friendship with Bly Coaxial, but in such growing days of evil the Senator from Godric, in the Hallows Cluster, felt he was close to revealing his greatest fear that the dangerously legendary Sith had compromised the Senate once more.
If so, the Republic was doomed.

THE END OF ACT TWO – The Switch
