CHAPTER 55.0

The area was very quiet and still in the darkness of the moonless, cloud covered evening. The high snows betrayed little else beyond the plowed trails of the wild bantha herd and the larger forms of rock and vegetation that had dotted the Merrymaine Plains of Alderaan. All there had appeared to be, next and below the cliff edge, was the small, obsolete cottage with its lights on.
In the wide clearing made just less than a day ago by Angelleia and Juna’s combined might, a ball of green and white exploded from the snow pack. It struck the door with a thud and bounced unceremoniously backwards. Unfurling to shake off the cobwebs that filled what little space was left between his pointy Elfin ears, Sith Hunter Master Yhon rubbed his throbbing head and eyed the door coldly.
“Open, you should have,” frowned Yhon in disgust. The plan was simple: strike first, utilizing what surprise they may have had, and in his case use his size and speed and the sensors in the door to open the hatch as it leapt towards it. Perhaps he would had gotten the drop on Rapier; perhaps not. As it stood, every indication before hand was that the two females had never left the house, and the front door was going to be conveniently unlocked. Instead, the small creature had gonged himself.

The biggest obstacle of using the Force for stealth was the same for ships with cloaking devices. In both instances, the respective energies double blinded those enveloped in them; for ships they could not see beyond the cloak that shielded them from others; for the Jedi their sensing energies were directed inward and wrapped tightly around their bodies, and thus they could not use their abilities to sense impending danger or coming doom. Also, it was not something routine for a Jedi to do; rare was the need of any Jedi to cloak themselves in the Force from others. Force Hiding was a form of, and meant to be used for, desperate no choice defense.
The door thump by Yhon had clearly betrayed him. Without wasting time hoping Rapier would come out and surrender, he ignited his lightsaber and attacked the door. The ignition of the weapon started a chain reaction. As the Jedi cut the door, and dashed inside, the snow flew off the trees as Jive Kring, Novee Cet, and Beja Tu Ramore exploded from them; flipping, leaping, spinning; lightsabers coming on. Upon their action, sensed far away by their brethren, Enfungo Nul, Yars Meek, and Posh Piv engaged their repulsorlift generators on their Seven Thirty Three QuickStrike sleds and charged, protected from the icy gale with the canopy locked down over their hunched bodies. By strategy, Nul was coming easterly to cut off Rapier’s escape if she got passed the charging group.
The only one not to move was Coy Madex. He was supposed to charge on his QuickStrike sled from the plateau to cover an over the top escape; instead he knew the charge was futile. Unlike his fellow Sith Hunters, who were at best trained to be empathic like many in the Jedi Order, Madex’s telepathy was not powered by the Force, thus his mental energies with such a practice were significantly different and unrecognizable to other Force users; they were unlikely to sense his other natural ability. Out in the wilds of Alderaan, with no one for hundreds of miles, two thinking and centered entities would have stood out like the lights on in the cottage. As easily as a well trained Force user can quiet their mind Madex could sense it; with his Jedi Training, he knew what exactly to look for in the ‘storm of silence’; it was not necessary for him to read their minds in order to know they were there; uncontrolled thought processes, like involuntary muscular activity, was enough of a strobe, a flashing quasar of illumination from a thousand light years away.
Still, unlike the others as ordered, the Bothan Master Sith Hunter had used the Force to scan the home of the late Enothchild Sarch and Nadja Moranna. This was not to discover if their prey was there, it was to provoke his prey into action. The others did not know that; as far as he was concern, they would never know. The last thing he wanted was for them to know that he possessed such power that very few ever knew he possessed.
Putting aside his betrayal for now, Madex started up his sled and proceeded to the house thirty seconds later than expected. There was no action; the others were in the process of being let in by Yhon. They paused upon on his arrival.
“What took you?” asked Ramore, not looking all that thrilled that his former Master had taken his time.

“Traffic; it’s a bitch out here,” chided Madex upon exiting his sled. He took the moment of silence to eyeball the cleared front yard.
“Traffic? Coy, this isn’t the time for-.”

The Bothan just blew his fellow Master a raspberry and followed it up with, “She was gone long before Yhon figured that out when he struck the door.” He went to the little Jedi Master when he emerged from the home. “How’s the head?”

“Back there felt it, did you?” remarked the Elfin as he rubbed his little hand across the top of his crown. A small lump was forming. “Enough of it hard I struck. For certain my ancestors felt it.”

“Novee, keep an eye on Yhon,” instructed Madex. Novee Cet nodded and came to Yhon’s aide; the Elfin took it, unsure if such a head injury would become serious enough that it affected his use of the Force to heal the injury. “Let’s all go inside where it’s warmer, eh? Come on, I bet they have hot cocoa in there!”
The opening in the door was much larger now thanks to Ramore’s strikes following Yhon. One by one the group piled in, finding the deserted cottage warm from the primary climate system. They went their separate ways to explore their findings.

Jive Kring made his way over to the fire place and placed his hand over the remnants, and then foolishly stuck his stubby finger into the ashes. Calmly he lifted his finger and had exhibited no pain. He announced, “The auxiliary heating system is ice cold.”

“So their departure was not recent,” pointed out Cet as he made Yhon set on the couch to further examine his head wound.

“Question is, then, when was it,” said Kring, who then said to anyone caring to listen, “did anyone notice that front yard?”

“Like the Force was used to clear it?” said Madex from the kitchen. As Ramore was heading for one of the bedrooms, he noted the Bothan was grabbing something to eat from the pantry. Ramore rolled his eyes and just went on his way.

“The footprints,” clarified Enfungo Nul, briefly coming out from the back room that lead to the basement. “There was a lot of box step shuffling in the snow.”

The others paused, and Ramore emerged from the bedroom upon hearing Nul. Madex, coming from the kitchen with his mouth full of vanilla wafers, mumbled, “Weffy?”

“Yeah, really,” said Nul. He gestured for Madex to follow. Ramore followed in pursuit as the others just went on probing the cottage. Outside, the Y’bith Jedi Master pointed out the array of foot print positioning, followed by the quick stepping of forward movement and the shuffling of back movement. “See.”

Ramore snapped on disposable illuminators and tossed them around the clearing. He then noted a frozen-end downward slash in the snow pile next to him. Analyzing it and relying on his experience, he said, “Here, lightsaber strike.” Casting the light on it for the other two to see, he sighed, “Either this was from a fight, or from instruction.”
Nul said sadly, “Then we are too late; we have lost Angelleia.”

“It is still possible that she is fighting, or in this case fighting back to escape,” Madex quickly addressed. As much as he would have liked to further stroke the other’s growing contempt for Rapier, and this was a golden opportunity, he wanted to keep waiting. It was better to give his fellow Sith Hunters hope, not despair; Angelleia fighting for her freedom was far better than Angelleia falling in order to motivate his men.

“In fact,” said Madex, dramatically walking back towards the house. “I bet you she got her hands on a new lightsaber.” He went to the hidden location of the weapons and proceeded to use the Force to unlock the complex locking system.

“How did you know that was there?” asked Ramore curiously.

“Because, unlike all of you I have been here before,” said Madex. 
Finally the wall opened and the weapons cabinet came forth. He pointed out a long, empty space that had appeared to be able to contain something cylindrical. Madex said, “And I know Sarch’s weapon went in this slot.”
“Still they are not here,” pointed out Yhon. “Prior to approach no tracks they had left to and from.”

“I saw nothing too,” said Nul. He noted Kring’s exit from the bedroom Ramore had given up on to go outside with something wadded up in his hands. “Anything?”

“They left in a big hurry.” Kring unraveled the mystery in his possession and held it up: a long black and blue dress with a Thorn Party pendant attached to it. “I’ve seen Rapier wear this before. There’s a bunch of her clothes still here.”
“Then, how did they leave without tracks?” Novee Cet then stopped the stacks of data pads. “Hold on.” He got up and grabbed them. Seeing that Yhon was not going to pass out he handed half the data pads over to him. “Maybe she had the ship called to her.”
“Afraid not,” said Yhon right away. He handed one of the data pads to Coy Madex. “Watched and listened your conversation with Knightshade she had.”

“Yeah, we counted on that,” said Madex, passing the information off to Kring.

“This makes sense,” said Nul sarcastically, overhearing the conversation while he looked over the stocked pantry, “Hold a Padawan hostage, perhaps try and turn her, but yet spend the time feeding her and was eyeballing some data?”
Ramore shook his head and said to Madex, “Establishing trust?”

As much as the question was directed towards Madex, the other Sith Hunters heard it and knew the context of its meaning. The Sith, for lack of a better term, had used various forms of ‘persuasion’ to convince many a Jedi to convert to the dark side. Every level of Jedi was vulnerable to it in some way if they were not true to the Jedi Code; none more so than the very young, and the Padawan Learner especially; just learning the Force, and outside the protective walls of the Jedi Temple. In general, the Sith’s two favorite forms of ‘persuasion’ were by torture or by friendship. Each had their various degrees as well as examples.
By torture, the Sith would inflict some sort of pain, or inflict constant terror, or put their victim in a state of defeat that questions whether they are strong enough to survive. The Sith turned many in the horrible war by such method; their most proven technique was to make their chosen victim believe they were succeeding, or show them hope, and then turn it around on them. Each moment was a greater defeat, demonstrating how strong the dark side apparently was, showing how correct the Sith’s assertions were in their interpretation of the Force. The torture, however it was, would eventually break the subject, or kill them.
By friendship, the Sith would be more clever, and would have to be more patient, with their victim. This tactic was used best by Sith who could relate in some way to their chosen; more times than not, that relationship was by blood heritage, but common interests worked just as well. There were many different ways for the Sith to approach the situation, but it was easier if the circumstances somehow tilted to their favor. There were many examples of this technique, but what was unspoken was known to all in the cottage: the way they had used Angelleia to lure Juna Rapier into a trap could be a pressed-upon reason by the Sith to convince the Padawan to join them, for clearly it was an act of betrayal that was conducted by the Jedi brothers.
“It’s tough to say,” said Madex. “Rapier may have fooled the Padawan up until this point. They had a fight outside, and….”
“They mutually agreed to leave?” offered Ramore.

“Angelleia was incapacitated?” suggested Kring.

“Believe me when I say I wish the answers were clearer,” said Madex somberly. He really wanted the others to stop looking at him; he did not need the silent reminders that it was his idea that put Angelleia in her difficult position to begin with.
“Unless she took the specific data pad with her,” began Cet, setting the last of the data pads he went through down, “or she had some other means to command her ship to this location, I can’t see how they left.”

“But you’re suggestion they both got on the ship,” pondered Nul. “It’s impossible. The Flora Noir is too big to fit in that clearing outside and the impulse wake from the ship’s arrival and departure would have screwed up the tracks outside.”

“When was last snow?” questioned Cet in an attempt to score points.

“A week ago,” said Yars Meek; out of all of them the Kamarian Jedi was the most silent because he was being the most thorough. “We checked the weather for this area; it was bombarded by a blizzard for weeks up until five days ago.”

Madex sighed and said, “She never landed that ship here.” She pulled a data card, one of their dedicated case files, and continued, “Remember the reports, years ago Master Sarch had Captain Arnes land his ship inside a cave a great distance away to the northeast after they, Thahada, and Rapier had fled from Vhanba.”
“Do you think they’re still there?” reasoned Nul.

“It’s possible. Big question is how they get there.”

“Doesn’t matter,” said Ramore. “We should check it out.” When Madex did not object, he asked, “Enfungo, Jive, Cet, Yars.”

The four hopped to it, following Ramore to the two sleds outside that could carry them. Posh Piv emerged from the refresher station and said, “Striking out here, Coy. Were we wrong to have waited?”

“Hard to say, Posh,” admitted Madex as he slowly strolled around the house. “Yeah, maybe I should have just charged in here. At the same time we can’t hit Rapier in small groups. She’ll have the advantage for too long of a period of time.”
“Maybe there is more here than we know,” suggested Piv as Yhon just continued to scourer his stacks of data pads more carefully than the others had. “We should tear the place apart.”

Madex was shaking his head, which surprised Piv. “Oh no. We don’t do anything like that here.”
Piv blinked and said, “It’s just a cottage. And it has been used in harbor our fugitive.”

“This is the home of Nadja Moranna,” stressed Madex. He was very stern of that fact with his gesturing finger that was pointing downward on every word. “It has been disturbed too much as it is.”

Frowning, Piv looked to Yhon for help, but he didn’t get it. He said, “She’s dead, Coy. She’s not going to complain.”
“Then I will complain for her.” The Bothan eyed the ruined door and said back at Piv, “This place….its my Jedi Temple. It’s not to be desecrated, I’m serious.”

“Ease up; it’s only a house,” said Piv. Madex just walked by him and went down the stairs to the basement. All the while he could hear Piv say, “What’s his problem?”

Yhon responded, “Brother’s keeper I am not.”

Immediately down stairs Madex found some materials that could be used to secure the opening when they leave; floor boarding and metal patch plating that could be meshed in some way to seal the damage. Since they had the time, he felt obligated to repair the damage, even if no one was to come back to the place anytime in the near future. He was not lying to Piv when he told him his sentiments; he had a few of them, and one of those few was Nadja, so anything of Nadja’s was not going to be desecrated by his actions.
“Coy, back up here you must!” shouted Yhon. Madex got a handle on the materials and dragged them with him. He set the stuff down and went over to Yhon and Piv at the couch. “Interested in the Wettlespear, she is.”

“Let’s see,” said Madex, grabbing the data pad from Yhon. He recognized the official report. “One of those transmissions last, Jedi Knightshade sent the case file over to her.”
As Madex read, Posh Piv asked, “What’s it have, everything?”

“Not up to date, but yeah,” said Madex, handing the data pad to Piv. “Damn it, you know….” He caught Yhon’s glare. “I half joked to Master Windu that maybe she had something to do with that because Hidu Bog was involved. What if she is?”
Being someone so good at putting words together quickly, Madex strolled around the couch as he formulated his sentences. When it came to lying, it made the Bothan good; when it came to the truth, or perhaps something he believed to be the truth now, it made him a great orator. Not Count Dooku great, but it got any Jedi’s attention and held it because he always got to the point. So far, it had worked to his advantage in this situation.
“I admit it, I was wrong; Jive was right, we should have went after that killer,” began Madex, reciting their last holo-meeting while getting treatment for Jrimmer Dugal on Alderaan. “But at least I had thought of this first before Mace Windu talked me out of it.”

“Convinced you otherwise, did he?” questioned Yhon. “Believe it I don’t.”
Sighing, Madex said, “I was warned about that.” Without further elaborating, for he did not need to because the others knew what he was referring to, he continued. “I said it seemed too much like a coincidence because the killer got this Wettlespear at the same place and time as Rapier’s so-called rescue operation on Breslin. I thought distraction, but he didn’t think it had nothing to do with Rapier. Way I see it now, with Rapier seemingly a full step ahead of us all the time, she’s definitely seeing us coming.”
Madex looked at the other two and concluded, “Rapier knew about us on Breslin.”

“But we were careful,” said Meek in disbelief. “You were careful! You set that up yourself!”

“But obviously she saw through it; it’s the only explanation. She’s strong in the Force, alright, but even I had no idea she was this strong.” Madex poured as much humility into his voice as possible only to add to the affect of his surprise as well as his speculative, unproven as of yet conclusions. “See, before she left with the hostages after chopping up her henchmen Rapier looked right at me. I was Force Hiding, and I thought no way she could sense me. Since she did not attack me, I just assumed I had succeeded.” He shook his head. “I was wrong. She knew I was there. She wanted me to think she was blind to my presence.”
Madex held up his hands and said, “She decided to try to throw us off her trail. She either recuited this McBain guy, or one of her subordinates had, or its just one of her subordinates themselves. She gives them the Wettlespear and tells him to get to work. In the meantime she gets Hidu Bog to get someone to investigate the matter; probably not a legitimate investigation to begin with.”

“Explain Knightshade’s presence then?” questioned Meek.

“That’s easy: you have to get Jedi involvement in it somehow. Don’t you see it’s to get us involved, to pull us away? She’s using Casper as part of her distraction.” Madex emphasized when he began to sense some hesitation from the other two. “The level of violence with that thing had escalated. It coincided with events that had unfolded. Those two thousand plus people wiped out by the Wettlespear on Ord Mantell? That had happened right after Zonloki; that’s her response to us.”
Meek let his mouth drop open, but then he agreed by saying, “You’re right, how could have we been so stupid?” Rubbing his head, he sat down next to an equally accepting Yhon. “It makes sense; the murders just kept going on and on, and it escalated….Our blindness caused all those deaths.”

“No,” assured Madex, “Ord Mantell was no more our fault than it was the people who had died.”
“Suggest you do,” pondered Yhon, his ears curling around his question, “the investigator is in on it?”

“It’s the Trade Federation,” was Madex’s instantly quick answer. “They are thick and thin with the Sith: what more do you need to see before you are fully convinced?”

Yhon looked at the comprehensive data pad. After some time he said, “Convinced I am. Priorities, it would seem, have shifted.”

“Meaning?” asked Meek.

“Meaning without a clue where Rapier had taken Angelleia, we now should go after the Wettlespear,” concluded Madex; Yhon nodded his head. “The killer is keeping in touch with Rapier in some way Yhon has not been able to uncover.” Again, Yhon nodded in agreement. “It’s possible that if we find the guy, we find Rapier, destroy her, and save Angelleia.”
“If Angelleia wants to be saved,” said Meek.

Stomach knotting visibly, Yhon said, “Hope is all we have that embrace the dark side Angelleia has not.”
Madex forced his head to nod in agreement. He said, “Get to the others, tell them what we’re planning to do next. I’m going to lock this place down.”

“On this place set a trip you must,” insisted Yhon as he gathered the data pads. A trip was a general term to describe an improvised sensor used by the Sith Hunters in a wide variety of ways. In this case, Yhon was suggesting a trip in the event Rapier doubled back and returned to the home; the trip would alert them of her presence.
“Well, it’s worth the try; it might not work, but what the hell.” Madex held out a hand and Yhon gave him a trip from his utility belt. “I’m right behind you in the last sled.”

The other two nodded and departed, heading and following the trail to the cave the others had gone to. In the meantime, Madex proceeded to power down the place to minimum, but keep enough current going to power the trip. After placing it and establishing it’s sensor field from the outlet, he stepped out with the materials he needed to repair and seal the door.
Madex stopped, for he had no clue he had a visitor. He had heard no noise. He had not sensed the approach in the Force.
“Greetings, Master Hunter Madex,” began Master Yoda, standing proud and alone in the middle of the clearing, a tiny Pod Hopper floating nearby determining how the diminutive Grand Jedi Master had arrived. “Return my messages you have not. Explaining to do, you have.”

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

CHAPTER 55.1

Long minutes later, just as Beja Tu Ramore’s group was about to enter the cave that the Millennium Falcon and the Flora Noir had once respectively occupied a familiar ship flew over the entrance and, after orbiting the nearby grounds, proceeded into the cave to land with running lights providing them illumination. The Sith Hunters moved out of the way in order to avoid be flattened by the wake of ship’s powerful repulsorlift field. They collectively rushed inside and watched the tiny Huladine Galactic Talker/Listener land quietly and alone.
“This ought to be fun,” pointed out Jive Kring. They each knew to a Jedi that Yhon’s ship was just perfect for Yhon. For a tall Corellian like Jrimmer Dugal, it was like watching a Wookiee squeeze into and out of a female Witchent’s rubber tube dress.
Ramore, however, was not sharing in the mirth of the others. He said as he walked on, his notorious tension demonstrated on Rose Faith on Mesuera coming back in a flash,“Is it me or Avengus and Ol not here?” As he proceeded to the opened hatch the other Sith Hunters fell very silent. “Jrimmer!”

“I’m coming,” was Dugal’s response, and finally the Jedi squeezed through the contraptions that filled nearly all the livable volume. With a sigh and a straightening of his robes, he exited and said, “Did you get my messages?”

“No,” said Ramore while the others arrived. “We’ve been in radio silence since Commenor; we didn’t know if Rapier had something set up here like she did on Naboo. How’d you know to come right here?”

“I remembered the report about Rapier’s friends hiding in this cave, and I saw where you landed the ships behind the range,” said Dugal. “But that’s not important now. I found Ave and Ol; they’re both dead.”
“What? How? Who?” sputtered Novee Cet for everyone, except for Ramore, that was stunned and sadden by the loss of two friends. Ramore had all the confidence that his former Padawan would have found the two Sith Hunters. With Dugal’s lonely return, Ramore knew the results of the search.

“That psychopath with that weapon the Trade Federation is interested in getting back,” pointed out Dugal. “They had stumbled upon the tracking signal CorSec had put on the killer’s ship and tracked him down to HoloNet One.
Spitting, Kring said, “Damn it, I knew it! I knew it; we should have been tracking that turd the moment he popped Ord Mantell!”

“The situation didn’t call for it, Jive,” pointed out Ramore, not finding anyone to back him up on that; not after it had killed two Sith Hunters.

“We could have spared the expense,” retorted Kring.

Enfungo Nul blinked and piped in, “In what, having more of us die? We know nothing about this situation.”

“Jedi go into know nothing situations every time!” Kring jabbed back. He then illustrated, “Avengus and Ol’s deaths are for nothing! If all of us were there and they died, I could take that! But alone they had no chance!”
“And he’s right,” admitted Dugal with a grim look. “The bastard shot them right out of the air with that Wettlespear. Avengus managed to get out, but he was struck down eventually. Branch Lur was killed too.”

Ramore said to Dugal directly, “The Neimoidian?”

“Yes, brutally.” Dugal shuffled his feet and said, “Casper Knightshade was there.” The others snapped their stares at him. “After I arrived, he arrived in a strange ship and had attended to Lur’s dead body.”
Novee Cet said, “You let him go?”

“There was no point in fighting him,” said Dugal. “He did not want a fight anymore than I did. But he was the one who ascertained what had happened at HoloNet One.”

“And your opinion?” questioned Ramore. Before Dugal could say, Ramore said, “I never thought that Neimoidian was on the up and up.”

“That’s my feeling,” admitted Dugal. “Lur tried to double cross this McBain character, and they ended up in a struggle. Lur was thrown from the HoloNet relay, and in the process the weapon was damaged to where it injured our foe.” That doubled the attention of his fellow Sith Hunters. “I would say, now, the killer is perhaps weaponless.”
The tech-knowledgeable Nul rubbed his neck, and then snapped his fingers. He made a pointed gesture and laminated, “Plan Nine protection. The damn thing may have had Plan Nine protection! If he pointed it at that Neimoidian, it’s ruined!”

“Then he’s no longer a threat,” said Ramore.

Upon that, Jive Kring stared hard into Ramore’s face. “Are you serious? That psychopath murdered two of our own and over twenty-five hundred people with that thing!”

“There’s more,” insisted Dugal to stop the argument between Ramore and Kring. “Lur was barely alive when I got to him. He unknowingly spoke his last words to me. They were profile, pocks, Bog, Rapier, and desk.”

The others either thought silently or mumbled to themselves the words. Ramore made his own conclusions contextually. “He mentioned Bog and Rapier, eh? So Lur tries to double cross this lunatic on Bog’s or Rapier’s orders, and he fails. Maybe Lur himself is betrayed, so he utters his last words to you.”

Dugal shook his head and said, “He thought I was Naressa Rapier.”

Kring cocked his brow ridge. “I wouldn’t think of you as a woman, Jrimmer.”

“Lur was out of it, wise guy,” said Dugal. “He didn’t know who he was really talking to. He just said her name, and then uttered that cryptic message.” He then looked to Ramore. “But….you don’t suppose….”
“The elder Rapier is back in the fold?” questioned Ramore. That put a real shiver through the group; for all they have seen so far what was happening in terms of the Sith was Juna Rapier’s doing; Naressa had vanished from everyone’s interested scopes. Based on the vague reports from Enothchild Sarch, and the more elaborative reports from Ros Ofcheck and Casper after the destruction of Sanctuary, and the her own admissions of what she had done on Hapes and Dantooine, the elder Rapier female was a powerful Sith, and by that default clearly the younger Rapier’s dark Force mistress. It was conceivable that Naressa Rapier had not removed herself from the current situations running and plaguing the galaxy as it had appeared to them in the four plus years the Sith Hunters had been operation.
“Force hope not!” exclaimed Kring. “Dealing with one of them is bad enough.”

“Maybe Lur was elder Rapier’s guy?” questioned Nul.

Ramore shook his head and said, “We’re expanding beyond the field of rational probability. Let’s stick with what we do know: for now, Naressa Rapier is just a ghost on the sidelines. What we should do is take this new information we can prove to Coaxial.”

Cringing, Jrimmer Dugal said, “Yeah, about that, it’s over.” Everyone looked at him again. “On my way here, Coaxial’s hearing started up again after the week off. They put Rose Faith in the line of fire and they blew it, they blew it bad.”

Sighing, Ramore hated to ask, “The Senate recessed, didn’t they?”
“Not before they took every piece of information and ended Coaxial’s committee,” said Dugal. The others were not amused by the news. “It was Harm Harmbles; he got caught lying about a piece of evidence, and that newly appointed Senator challenged him on in it. He refused, and she called for the Senate to intervene.”

“Cripes,” spat Ramore. “Was there any mention about Angelleia being kidnapped by Rapier at all?”

“I watched it live, and watched it again: no.”
“Son of a bitch!” Ramore kicked a loose stone in frustration. He said to Enfungo Nul. “That assassination: were you certain about that Senator Gregin?”

Nul did not like was what being implied so he addressed the matter slowly. “There was nothing that tied Senator Gregin to the murder of Senator Illner. The only peculiar thing about that situation was that Senator Grim of Godric had warned the Senate Guard minutes in advance that something terrible was about to happen to one of the committee members.”

Kring muttered, “So Harmbles still could have easily been the one that betrayed the process.”

“Not at his peril,” said Ramore. He shook his head and thought of all the time and effort in putting this part of Madex’s plan into motion. “He was going to prison, the whole lot of them. He didn’t want to go.”

“Unless,” reminded Kring, “he found out he was going to prison anyways once we were done with him.”

“If so, then it had to be a surprise to everyone else on that committee,” said Novee Cet.

“It was; Harmbles kept trying to run the show,” said Dugal, remembering the replay. “That whoever-she-is just broke them. It was as if she was the interrogator. It just unraveled the moment the first question was asked. Worse yet, when the Senate adjourned, it was Senator Dod who made the motion.” That got groans out of everyone. “He gave a speech just flowering the innocent victim of a political charade.”
Ramore rubbed the back of his neck and said, “I can’t hear any more. Coy’s going to crap on this.” And yet, he forced himself to ask, “And where did our little Sith helper go?”

“I only watched the feeds, Beja Tu,” said Dugal mournfully. “You know Master Coy handles the Senate for us.”

“So she’s gone?” asked Kring. “She can just leave?”

“After the first recess, a retired Rapier attorney showed up and forced himself into the situation to represent her. He said he had seen the first part of the proceedings and raced to Coruscant right away.”

“I sure bet he did,” noted Ramore.

Kring just swept his attention between Dugal and Ramore and laminated, “Did we not apprehend her for taking Angelleia? Did we not formally charge her with that crime?”

“If we had, Jive,” said Nul, “then we would not have had a chance to use her in that committee hearing.”

“A lot of good that did anyways.”

“She would have been incarcerated and untouchable to the committee; it would have been months, if not a year, before she was useful to us again, which by that time it would have been too late,” said Ramore in one breath to put a end to Jive Kring’s issues with the newest problem. “That’s why we did not charge her with anything; that was why it was imperative for the committee to bring it up in order to delay that formal arrest and incarceration, only they had the power to do that.”

Shaking his head again, Ramore muttered after a few moments of silence, “She’s gone. There’s no reason to contact the Order to see if they held her, she is gone and Force only knows where.”
“But the Order knows she was involved in Angelleia’s kidnapping,” complained Cet.
“We’re the ones that set it up!” barked Kring. “We cannot count on the Council to do our bidding, our wishes, especially after it was us who put Angelleia in harm’s way. Besides, she was never going to talk.”

“And there was nothing in the memory banks of the ship to tip us off where Rapier took Angelleia,” said Ramore. “Maybe Rapier sends the lawyer, maybe with her new location, I don’t know….but we couldn’t screw this up any more if we’d tried.” He pumped a fist. “Coaxial had to get that kidnapping charge in a week ago, and he didn’t….” He was getting too used to shaking his head, but what else could he do.

“Miss Faith told a lot of truth in her testimony,” said Dugal. “She really did not hold back. She did not flinch once.” Blowing out a sigh, he added, “I gave Casper my file card.”
The way Ramore had turned around, the other Sith Hunters thought he was going to deck his former apprentice. Dugal just calmly said, “Your words and actions did not convince him the slightest of our good intentions against Rapier’s bad intentions. I felt some of what we have, if not all of it, would convince him. I can tell my offer intrigued him.”
“It did,” started Ramore, “from his standpoint of how we could be so wrong. Do you realize what you have done?”

Dugal nodded and said, “Yes, and it had to be done.”

“Do you realize more than half of the things on the data card can get back to the Jedi Council?”

“Those things are known to the Council.”

“How we obtained those things that are not known to the Council.”

“We were authorized.” Dugal looked at his former Master peculiarly. “Unless we were not, Master. We were given permission-.”

“Tell me,” cut off Ramore, holding up a raised hand, “Master Qualeggoes’ files were not on that data card.”

“I told you, I gave him my card.”

The sound of arriving sleds broke through the conversation. Ramore bit back his expletive and did not give his former apprentice any more of his time; Dugal could tell it was wise for him to go silent as everyone else treated him the same way. Outside the cave, the lone sled with Yhon, Posh Piv, and Yars Meek opened its canopy and the three exited. They were honestly surprised to see Dugal, but Ramore and the rest grabbed their attention immediately.
“Where’s Coy?” asked Ramore.

“He’s back at Moranna’s house, boarding it up and setting a trip,” said Meek, thumbing behind him. “He sent us here just to catch up. He’s decided that we should track that Wettlespear killer. We’re all thinking he’s connected to Rapier and Bog somehow.” He noted everyone else’s looks. “Something I said.”
“He killed Avengus and Ol at HoloNet One,” said Novee Cet. The newly arrived three let their mouths drop. “He killed his Trade Fed contact too, but not before he told Jrimmer that Bog and Rapier were connected.” Cet then proceeded to tell the rest about what had occurred on HoloNet One.
“Damn!” squawked Posh Piv after hearing it.
“I didn’t say Lur said they were connected,” corrected Dugal. He honestly was not amused by how the story was told. “Lur mentioned them together in his dying breath.”

“A dying declaration is good enough for me,” said Meek. “I say let’s get Coy, get to the ship’s, and let’s get to it.”
“If this guy’s hurt,” pointed out Piv, “he cannot be that far away. We must get to him before Rapier or her minions do first to shut him up.”

“There’s nothing here, anyways,” said Ramore. He thumbed behind him. “Ship’s back there, Yhon. Do Jrimmer a solid and take it off his hands, will you?”

Usually Yhon would have said something clever, but after hearing that Avengus Irkea and Ol Berdit were dead he was in no mood. Everyone was scrambling to find a spot in the sleds to get back to Coy Madex. It was not long before they were off, with Yhon ship flying towards the heavens to do what he does best.

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

CHAPTER 55.2
In the meantime, shortly after the departure of the others, Coy was being confronted by Yoda. The arrival of the Grand Jedi Master was an unexpected surprise. In turn, on the other hand, it slowly created an unusual but expected tension.
“Sorry,” began Coy, forgetting the repairs to the door, “but I’ve been busy.”
“Yes,” agreed Yoda, leaning against his walking stick. Like the other Jedi in the Marrymaine Plains he was not exactly dressed for the cold, betraying how abrupt he was to get to Alderaan from Coruscant. “You being here, a feeling I had. Come here, I must.”

“It wasn’t necessary for you to do so, just as it wasn’t for me to answer the Council’s inquires,” said Coy. “You see, that’s how the Sith Hunters work: automatons to the realities of established leadership. Once you get that pesky bureaucracy out of the way, I find things run very smoothly.”

“Smoothly?” Yoda’s eyes grew and his pointy ears raised up with his arched brows. “Describe your efforts as smooth, do you? Such victory ease has achieved? Failed to notice the results I have.”

“That’s because, with all due respect,” began Coy, “you sit at the top of the Jedi Order and expect the results.” He threw up his hands and said, “Someone here that’s not me needs to learn patience and have hope his Hunters will succeed.”

Making a little noise, Yoda walked a slow circle to Coy’s right to eye the damaged door. Letting a chuckle escape his mouth, he said, “Irony, it is. This door before us a representation of your plans.” He turned to the Bothan and mused, “Glaring holes are in it, Master Madex.” He proceeded inside without another word.

Sighing, Coy opened the door and followed the Elfin right to the kitchen. As he would expect, the diminutive and without question the recognized leader of the Jedi was eyeballing the many snacks Juna and Angelleia had abruptly left behind. Many of those snacks were of the chocolate variety. But Yoda made a noise of delight when he found a bag of marshmallows.

“My plans, last I checked, are no concern of yours or the Councils, Master,” reminded Coy, which had to be the hundredth time he had to remind them. “You wanted the Sith Hunters, you got them, which includes their equal ranking to the Council, so we don’t have to listen to you, or contact you, if we want to. As our predecessors discovered very early on, it’s the only way this can work.”

“A correction is in order,” said Yoda, as he carefully selected the largest of the marshmallows in the bag. “Do this, you would not, without the Sith Hunter sanction. Such power, you have. Our interference you are free from. Is it better, or is it worse?”

And so the truth was finally revealed. To which Coy reminded Yoda, “As I said, it is the only way it can work.” He watched him eat his treat and added, “Need I remind you the guy that was supposed to be your point man on this stuff was made to raise a Sithling and retire to the Philosopher’s Guild at your behest?”

Swallowing, Yoda said, “A choice Casper had. Abide by the wishes of the Council he did, as all Jedi should. As for Belladonna Rapier, no choice she had in how she was born. For both her fathers, and her mother, a choice she did not have.”
“Yeah, funny thing about attachments,” chided Coy, referring back to his question before. “We spend all that time learning about detachment, exercising it, and yet in Casper’s case you wonderful beings of the Council made it harder for him by cementing that attachment he had to Rapier.”

Sighing, Yoda said, “As I said, a choice Casper had. A test he was given. A test he had failed.”

“To who’s disappointment, to the Code or to you?”

“To the Jedi and the Jedi alone,” said Yoda with conviction. 
Chuckling, Coy snatched a marshmallow from the bag and said, “Geez, you are so full of it.” He chucked the snowy white treat into his mouth. “So many disappointments, you’re not telling me Casper was not one of them?”

“Out of all of my disappointments, only one still hurts,” said Yoda with clear sentence structure. Coy knew he hit a very raw nerve; hard to do with Yoda, but it could be done. The Bothan was more than happy to do it. “The pain of Qualeggoes should not have been extended this far so long after his demise.”

Coy stopped chewing, turned, and spat the marshmallow out towards the living room. Wiping his mouth, he said, “I can’t see how compared to you. Allowing Dux Gheruit to live so he could slaughter his family.” That got Yoda to frown. “Letting Enothchild back into the Jedi fold, and then letting him go after he had invested himself into the Sith threat you personally knew about. Wasting your time on some speck from the edge of the galaxy only to watch him follow in Enothchild’s footsteps. Baring witness to Naboo’s near ruination by the Sith. Letting Master Dooku walk away just as easily as Enothchild had. Oh yeah: out of all those recent examples, Qualeggoes is your biggest disappointment?”

The Bothan flexed his body hair at Yoda and continued, “And you wonder why I wanted the Sith Hunters emancipation! I can’t trust the Council to make the right call because of YOU!”

“So reserved are you judgments,” retorted Yoda. “Your bane is my bane.”

“Oh really!”

“Leadership has a price, Coy,” instructed Yoda. “And I have paid it. You will do the same. What remains is what you will become in the wake of such responsible action you take.”

“I don’t have the luxury of time like you do to contemplate it,” said Coy.

“So my behind do you think I always sit on?” Yoda pointed a stern finger at him, clearly unhappy, but not too much to forget civility. “Compare I do not like; my burdens, however, just as significant as yours.”

“Therefore, why it is wise ‘to separate the Sith Hunters from the Jedi Council’,” reminded Coy, quoting from known history. “’Because there is no greater burden or sense of resolve that can exist upon the leadership of those who must do the unthinkable in the name of peace and prosperity’. That was from the lips of Dor-Li Nimh, and if memory serves you uttered those same words.”

“I had hoped that those under the care of the Code such as yourself would be responsible enough with such a burden,” instructed Yoda.

“You wanted hell hounds, you got hell hounds!” barked Coy. “And in comparison to the Sith Hunters of the past, Master, we’re tame!”

“Tame?”

“Yes, tame! Don’t make me bring up what you already know: the burnings, the pillaging, the restless slaughter some scholars of ours denounced, the barbaric atrocities they had to match the Sith in to end those past horrors: I’m nowhere near that level yet and this Council whines!?!? I must know then have I crossed a line, or is the Council upset that I haven’t crossed it yet?”

“Foolishness!” spat Yoda sternly. His glare was not one people would not have believed he possessed. “This is the dangers of a single mind with single mindedness.”

Coy clapped and fired out of his mouth sarcastically, “Finally, we get to the point: let’s hear it Fearless Leader. Convince me Rapier is not the Sith we are looking for.” Yoda just eyed him sternly. “Tell me that Rapier is not the Sith we are looking for. Convince me in fifty words or less, and I swear to you I will end the Hunt right here. I’ll end it. So tell me she isn’t an agent of darkness? Tell me she isn’t the Dark Hope of the Sith?” He leaned towards Yoda. “Tell me she is not the Krayt Dragon? Tell me she is not one of Dor-Li Nimh’s Sith Maidens. Tell me, and its over. I will dissolve the Sith Hunters, and I will leave the Jedi Order in shame. At this very moment I will become a Lost Jedi if you can tell me anything that convinces me not to pursue her!”
Even though Yoda was not going to say anything, Coy just cut him off. “You won’t. You can’t.” He pointed a finger at Yoda. “You were wrong before, and you hate to be wrong again. You’re afraid to be wrong.” He shook his head and said, “And while we’re at it, since you are the Dark Jedi calling the Sith evil,” that really got Yoda to frown; Coy did not care, “I’m going to accuse you of the same thing you are accusing me. It’s only fair, given the adage that fools know fools when they see them because after all, they are fools themselves. Since it was your hard work in imprisoning Casper that revealed the truth of it, you can’t deny it anymore than I can deny what you think drives me.”

“You are crossing that line now, Master Madex,” said Yoda cautiously. “Walking in the land of nothing you know about it, you are.”

“Quipping is not your strong suite when you are angry, Yoda,” said Coy. “Tell me, did you go see your granddaughter at any time she was being raised?”
Inhaling for a very long time, Yoda exhaled and slowly proceeded towards the door. His walking stick was making much louder sounds did it normally would when he walked. The thuds in the snow were just as pronounced.
Right behind Yoda, Coy chased him with, “Is it I who is going to avenge the death of my Jedi Master, or am I going to avenge the death of your son? Which justice am I an instrument of, Master Jedi? Which would you like me to be?” He stopped when Yoda had reached the Pod Hopper. “Am I not an instrument of my own justice, or yours! Is that not what you fear! Is vengeance going to be mine or yours?”

Yoda did not get on his vehicle. Instead he turned about and walked slowly and calmly back to Coy. He asked, stopping right in front of him, “Are you my instrument, or your own?”
Coy bent down to a knee so he could look Yoda right in the eyes. He stared long and hard into the green irises. He said, “As it is sanctioned by the Jedi Code, what I done and what I do, and what I will do, will be in the name of justice. The crimes against those hurt by the Sith will be answered for. I will ensure that, as sanctioned by the Code as a Sith Hunter, by any means necessary. If it requires my freedom, even my life, then so be it. A higher purpose will be served, and what happens will be the Force’s Will.”
There was a fundamental pause filled with Yoda rubbing his chin and measuring Coy with his wise, sincere eyes. He said, “Believe you, I do not. Granted, what will happen the Force’s Will so be it. As for the rest, lacking in sincerity you are.”
Coy found himself suddenly very uncomfortable. He had no intention in ending the Sith Hunt as promised, and obviously Yoda could see through that lie. Other than the Sith Hunters themselves agreeing to end the hunt, the only other way they could be stopped was by death: either the Sith was dead, or they were. But as he knew it, from Qualeggoes’ warning, none on the Jedi Council could be trusted, and if it were up to them to end it, it would not be a peaceful method. Coy would not concede to the will of the Council; not when the Council conceded their authority over him to him. A freed slave would never return to their cruel master; a wronged soldier was never going to serve their country again. A Jedi that had asked for damnation, and was given it, was not going to seek salvation from those who gave them damnation in the beginning.
“Then sincere this,” replied Madex. “This ends either in my death, or Juna Rapier’s death. Is that sincere enough for you?”

Yoda shook his head. “Already I knew that. Prevent either outcome, I was hoping. Now, the shroud of the dark side clouds even my good judgment. Rectify the situation I will. There is only one way.” 

Yoda finally jabbed Coy with his walking stick, poking him on every word of his first sentence. “A liar, either you or young Rapier is” He settled down, using his stick again to prop himself up. “Whoever returns Angelleia Knightshade to me alive and well will the one who is telling the truth. How it is achieved does not matter; death does not need to be the only option. Disappointed in you so far as I may be,” he looked at Enothchild’s and Nadja’s cottage, “your choices remind me of someone I knew once.”
Before Coy could smile, Yoda jabbed him again with the walking stick as he spoke, “Guided by Force, as strange as her actions were, Nadja Moranna was. That excuse you do not have.”

The sounds of the sleds returning grabbed only Coy’s attention; Yoda never gave a hint that he knew the others were returning. Yoda dispensed wisely, “You can never be your mentors, young Madex. You cannot be either one of them.”

The sleds came to a stop and the other Sith Hunters leapt out to greet Coy, but collectively they slowed up when they finally noticed Master Yoda. Beja Tu Ramore darted his eyes between Yoda and Coy, trying to ascertain what was going on, but the Bothan gave him no answers. There were many bows before the Grand Jedi Master.
“Sith Hunters, my welcome,” said Yoda as he bowed to them. “Short my stay is. Came only to dispense news.”

“News?” questioned Beja Tu, genuinely puzzled. The time it took anyone to reach Alderaan from Coruscant was short, but longer than it took for the Sith Hunters to have arrived on Alderaan and made their move against Nadja’s home. If any of them knew better, they would have thought Yoda was tipped off by someone. Then again, the Force was with him.
“If it’s about Coaxial, we already know,” said Enfungo Nul.

“Not that, it is,” said Yoda with a head shake. “Told Master Madex, just now, the grave news. In turn he has told me in confirmation; lost the copy of the Blue Seed he has.” 

Coy’s mouth dropped; Ramore gritted his teeth; the other Sith Hunters still did not know about the loss of their Blue Seed. The Bothan did not know where Yoda was going with this, but made him want to kick the Elfin. The revelation made the others turn pale in their own unique biological ways.

“Using it, the mass murderer of Ord Mantell is,” said Yoda as he proceeded slowly to his craft, showing no sign of mirth in making Coy and Beja Tu noticeably squirm. The announcement was a confirmation of what he already knew, but he wanted to know how many Sith Hunters knew of this information. The shock of the others gave him some relief; none of it for Coy Madex. “Killed parents of Jedi prior to that, he has, since the hostage situation on Breslin; there, acquired the Blue Seed he had.”
Where the other’s mouths dropped open, Coy’s mouth became a tight, thin line. One by one the others were beginning to look at him as things added up in their collectively minds. All Coy could do was accept the stares and, soon enough, try to explain the situation to them. It was not just a guess it was a fact: Master Yoda was intentionally doing this to even the odds between him and Juna. For over a month, in the public eye, Juna was the perceived wrong; this omission about the Blue Seed had just brought Coy’s reputation with his unbeknownst Sith Hunters down to her low approval ratings.
“The return of the Blue Seed, a priority,” instructed Yoda. He climbed into his pod. “As with Angelleia Knightshade, the Sith Hunters will find what they have intentionally lost. Done, this will be. Not see you again until then.” He then insisted, and the insistence could not have been more grave in tone, “Do not come home without those two precious resources, ever.”
Without even waiting for any of them to say something, Yoda engaged the drive and piloted his small craft back where he had come, from the south and west. He did get the answers he wanted while gaining new questions. But he understood those answers could be solved only by the victor who gives Angelleia back. For now, he did what needed to be done; resolution would be achieved very soon, not in a thousand years.
As for Coy, he heard Jive Kring shout at both him and Beja Tu, “The Blue Seed has been lost! Did you know about this, Beja!”
“This keeps getting better and better,” remarked Novee Cet.

“Well?” demanded Jive.

“That’s not important,” said Coy, turning his attention away from Yoda’s departing presence and confronting the others. It was now going to sting; they were going to question every decision more now, if he didn’t lose them right here. “What is-.”

“What is,” said Beja Tu, cutting Coy off, “is that now we most definitely go after Avengus and Ol’s killer, since he has the Blue Seed.” He noted Coy’s look and said, “Yeah, there’s a bunch of developments.”

Coy then noticed Jrimmer Dugal. He said, “A bunch, eh?”

“Not least of which,” interrupted Jive again, “the loss of the Blue Seed. At Breslin?” He glared at Coy. “At Breslin?!?!”

“Yeah, we all heard Master Yoda, at Breslin!” shouted Coy. “Happy!”

“Hell no!” barked Enfungo Nul. “Jedi families were murdered! Innocents killed by this lunatic! Based off of OUR intelligence!”
“The killer murdered Bog’s man at HoloNet One,” mentioned Beja Tu quickly to Coy, “but before he died he mentioned Bog and Rapier.”

“We’re responsible for every Jedi family on the Blue Seed, Coy!” said Yars Meek. “I’m not doing one more thing for you until we get the Blue Seed back!”

“Well now it stands the reason, doesn’t it,” shot Coy back, “that I just now heard that Bog and Rapier ARE joined at the hip! Not one, but two of my suspicions have been confirmed: the Wettlespear is Rapier concoction. So yes, now we can go after this lunatic! He can lead us right to Rapier.”

The others did not seem to care about Rapier. Novee Cet said, “You’re not going to gloss over this, Coy! This is serious! Every life on the list, predicated on the promise of protection through anonymity, has been forfeited!”

“Good!” That actually stopped every Sith Hunter from trying to say something. Coy held up his hands. “Good! You care so much about people you have never known, whom, last I checked when I got the Blue Seed, you did not want to know who they were, Novee! You want to get self-righteous on me, go ahead! Waste time screaming at the top of your lungs in disgust: that will certainly get the Blue Seed back!”

Pacing around, Coy pushed forward calmly, but sternly and powerfully, “The moment the Blue Seed vanished, it was compromised. I take blame for that, but I never knew this killer was with the Sith. I do now based on what Ramore just told me.”

“But I said he just said Rapier and Bog in the same breath,” chimed Dugal.

“Good enough for me,” announced Coy. He looked at them all and continued on, “So, by that fact, it’s already too late. Dwell on it in sorrow, or hate, or fear: I’m not!” When Posh Piv made the worst face about that, he just sneered at him, “I’m not! The Blue Seed is compromised. The Sith have the names of people, yes. Of Jedi’s families, yes.” He shrugged his shoulders. “So what? Our duty, our oath, is not to our families, it’s not to the barely visible percentage of the populace they represent: it is to the entire galaxy! This whole galaxy, the Republic and beyond: we have spent many years, you and I, all of us, fighting and protecting those that have never asked for our help, that does not appreciate our help, and when the situation is right they have even tried to kill us, but we help them later on down the road.
“Our attachments are very few and very narrow, and in turn our expectations and responsibilities are vast and wide. We do not attach ourselves to the concept of family, to romance, to the joys and passions others enjoy at our expense, our sacrifices. I do not envy them: I want them to feel those things I cannot! I want them to know those things I must not know! I want them to know their lives are just as precious as mine. I cannot save them if I first cannot save myself! By that extension, I either worry about myself, about a handful of people, or everyone else, or all of us! 

“That was bad what I did, and as such Rapier has all those names now. Down the line we’re going to verify that, but we already know the truth. So, it’s over! Its so over, this nonsense about Jedi families, what about the millions of non-Jedi families out there? Trillions of people that feel and think they have no stake in the Force that the Sith wishes to enslave and destroy? Are they any less important than those families on the Blue Seed? Do I choose to ignore them in the pursuit of justice for our families? The Code says I cannot!
“You act as if this is a revelation, something you haven’t lived once in your Jedi lives. Where the smeck have you been? Is this a dream, then, to you? Do you think you’re in some cubicle somewhere, staring endlessly at some fan fiction forum, reading made up on fake Jedi folklore, imagining this life and that any moment, you’re going to wake up? Okay, wake up! The dream is over, stupids! It’s all fiction, all of it: the religion, the Code, the Force, you’re lifestyle, the oath you took: it’s all an illusion! Wake the hell up and get on with your lives as if you never, ever been a Jedi. The fantasy ended the moment you cried for those people. Based on your reactions, you are not Jedi!”
When he stopped talking, Coy was more than happy that no one spoke. That was the response he was looking for. He smiled happily and clapped his hands together hard. “Well…what do you know? Everyone is still here.” He opened his hands. “Welcome to reality. Next stop the Jedi Code. You’re going to make a big deal out of the Blue Seed being lost….I understand that. But now I can see it in each and everyone one of your eyes how stupid you feel right now about doing that. There are innocent people involved, there are always innocent people involved in the situations we either put ourselves in, or more times than not we create for ourselves, and don’t say we don’t do the latter because we do! We do it a shit load of times. The Code says it is certain: the Force always guarantees it.
“We attach ourselves to that one Force that unites all we known as one. We have to respect the lives of those we even could not consider to be friendly to us or to innocent people. In that same retrospect, we have to respect the life of the Sith: crazy right? We have to, and we must, for the Code says it is required, and the Force says it is necessary.

“This problem with the Blue Seed is a problem only if the Sith does not return that same respect for life. As I said, we can stand here and dwell on what has happened, or we can go get it back and wipe the Sith out of this galaxy for now.” Coy saw some quizzical looks and said, “Yes, for now. Newsflash, the dark side of the Force is part of the Force. As long as it is, there will always be a Sithian threat. This incarnation of the Sith is as real as it gets, so tell me does them having the Blue Seed make the threat any more threatening, or serious? Do not insult me: you accept my invitation not because you are my friends, you became Sith Hunters because you already knew the threat of this Sith was far more dangerous than anything our generation has ever encountered! It is a never ending battle, my friends: do you have what it takes to fight it?”
Coy held up his hands again and gave them the answer. “The Code tells you how to fight; the Force is the means for the fight; and you and I have chosen to fight. Believe that, and you realize that the loss of the Blue Seed and what it means is insignificant compared to all our destinies in this fight against evil that we must win. Frankly, it should not be more motivation to end our enemies, but damn it if it makes you all feel better, why not! Personally, you can hate me for what happened, you can denounce me, you can stop following me, but don’t you dare give up on this mission. In this time, in this Age of Darkness, we will not be this close to victory ever again, I swear it! Peace in our time, at least for our time, can be achieved!”
Finished, Coy went back to the door and began the process of repairing it. As he kneeled down, he actually asked the Force for a little help. Master Yoda’s influence, in any form, swayed many minds and changed debates. Whatever Yoda’s intentions were, the mentioning of the Blue Seed could have been influential enough to end the Sith Hunters right then and there. Many would question his leadership, and whether what else he had said was influenced by other factors as well as if they were lies. Yoda could have touched more on the facts, but he had not: it told Coy that Yoda was at least convinced enough to allow him to see it through. Everything else at this point could have brought an end game of some kind; the Blue Seed could have been enough by itself. Yoda’s reasons, obviously, were his own, but they had a tendency of spreading. Either this was the end, or this was just another bump in the road that the group had to conquer together.
“Here.” Coy turned, and to his secret relief it was Jive Kring that was offering him a board. The one most likely to leave the Sith Hunters in disgust was offering to stay. “Let’s get this sealed up and get our job done.”

Saying nothing else, Coy turned back to work and kept his elation to himself. A few of the others would give a hand in securing the place. In turn, the Bothan was securing his position, for now, in being right. But he was right: as wrong as he was, the Sith were a even greater threat to the galaxy at large.
