CHAPTER 25.0
With all things considered, being sent to his room was not necessarily the worst the Jedi Council could have done to Casper after he gave his full accounting of his movements with Branch the last few weeks. They even sent him there without guards, confident in him that he was not going anywhere. They even let him keep his lightsaber. However, the room they sent him to was not his old living quarters he and Angelleia had shared while raising her; it was the Office of Behavioral Sciences Unit; an inheritance from his Jedi Master Ros Ofcheck that had not seen any use for fourteen years.

‘Unit’ was a bit of a misstatement from the office’s conception some eighty years before, and it was not necessarily a totally new specialization. In investigations the Jedi had reached out to psychologists and psychiatrists in some of the more baffling disturbing cases to which the Force and logic was just not enough to show any Knight the way. A flaw in regards to this was found in their adherence to the Jedi Code, for in training and in thinking a Jedi would never consider in their minds the rationale or the perceptions of others; that is ‘think like the subjects do’. In short, most – read almost a hundred percent – Jedi had no imagination; their minds were taught logic and layers of complexity and innovations were based solely on previous existences of subjects. This fact is further explained by the truth that Force users did not dream; anything considered such was in fact a muddled up vision of some kind, a fact proven time and again. The joke that the Jedi did not have an original thought was a little too close to the truth. And finally to study and consider the behavior of others and since it required considering their emotional behavior that bordered on or crossed into the feelings associated with the dark side of the Force, it made the concept a strong taboo subject that Jedi Masters routinely avoided, especially for the sake of their Padawans.

But so many years earlier, a very young and very new Nadja Moranna decidedly petitioned and opened the Jedi Order’s very own B.S.U. that featured for quite a while only her. Ever unafraid of the dark side or anything taboo or socially wrong to society’s tastes for that matter, Nadja gave the old investigative concept new life and a fresh presentation that put her to use and caused the many jurisdiction in the Republic to rejoice. Unlike anything similar in the galaxy, Nadja was not tied down by the forms of bureaucracy and took on everything that came her way herself instead of putting suggestions in a memo and sending them back to their point of origin. As her successes mounted, so did the requests for her expertise, and eventually it would force her to take a Padawan, introducing a new form of Jedi Specialized Training in the same vein as Healers.
Since her death, the B.S.U. had taken a hit even as her Padawan, Enothchild Sarch, inherited it. Enothchild’s Padawan, Ros, would inherit the position and office, but did not accept the duties until Casper was old enough to be taken around the galaxy on investigations. The sporadic comings and goings had caused piles of data cards and data docs to pile up just inside the door of the office and sometimes in front of the door out in the hall. Law enforcement from throughout the galaxy did not give up on the Jedi Order B.S.U., hoping for any help and seemingly undeterred by the lack of response over the years.

To Casper’s surprise upon his arrival, however, he found the door clear of debris, and next to the door a data transfer and storage station had sometime or another been installed since he last looked at the office just after receiving Angelleia. The station received everything now, in downloads and data card or key or stick or automation transfers. He found that his personal identification number had been programmed into it and he was able to access it: the last download of case files was that very early morning from at least thirty systems.

Shaking his head, Casper said, “It’s no one’s job anymore.” He keyed in the code to unlock the office door and, as instructed by the Jedi Council, he went in and await their instruction. But no sooner had he entered and had begun to consider what had happened in the Council Chamber, the Jedi Knight felt someone had violated the place.

The office was considerable in size, having been converted from one of the oldest quarters to be found in the Jedi Temple; the old hosting quarters during the era of Dor-Li Nimh. There were solid partition walls that created four individual offices: the maximum number of B.S.U. was four, and they were Nadja, Enothchild, Ros, and Jurivicious Pern. There was a laboratory in the rear that was basically set up but at a moment’s notice could be converted for more advanced experimentation. Everything was organized has Casper had left it after sealing it. The only noticeable difference was the inclusion of some cobwebs in the corners, but as Master Yoda had often told him in his youth his eyes could deceive him.

No longer tired from the long night and the long morning, Casper would spend the next hours investigating what he considered to be a break in. His very first search was of the office central data base that recorded every instance the door to the office was opened. Other than Casper only the members of the Jedi Council had access to the office, as they did every room in the Temple, via their specialized pass code. The log showed the fourteen year difference between Casper’s last exit and latest entrance. Unconvinced, he checked the code use log and found the same results: Casper and Casper only had used the keypad to input his PIN, and they reflected the times he had last did it. Still unconvinced and now undeterred, the Jedi Knight relied on his best non-Force strength as a computer expert and proceeded with a cyberinvestigation.
The dogging research soon lost track of time, a fact not revealed until the door opened and Jedi Master, Council member, and friend Plo Koon had entered. The big Kel Dor male, whose imposing appearance was complimented by his strong, unabashed will had been a certified stalwart of the Order for a long time, but had lost some respect from so-called ‘outside looking in’ peers when he befriended Nadja and became part of a Jedi group known as the Headbangers which Nadja led against pseudo-Mandalorian terrorists that had taken over the Nubian colony of Evramora and caused the Mid Rim Conflicts. It was said some of Nadja had rubbed off on Plo, but others had felt with the bad some of the good came with it. Still a stalwart, and he was much older now, he still could let an insult fly when warranted.
“Well someone has an open house and forgot to invite the neighbor. Scumbag,” mirth Plo Koon at Casper. The younger Jedi took his weary blue eyes off the screen. “Woof, I’ve seen Initiates with better looks than you, Buddy. You sit in front of that idiot box all night?”
“All night?” Casper looked at the screen again, at its clock, and slowly rose from his seat. Unlike in his younger days when an all day sit was nothing to his body, the eight hour butt-numb-athon challenged the back of his thighs and the small of his back. “Damn, I wished I kept better track of my time.”

“When you have all the time in the universe, what’s there to do?” reasoned Plo, crossing his arms across his chest. “Like I told Yoda four years ago during Naboo, and like I told them years before, you were being wasted.”
Casper pinched the bridge of his nose and said, “It was your idea to keep me grounded, remember?”

“For Angelleia’s sake,” stressed Plo. “But I didn’t think they were going to absolutely lock you out of everything. Like this place for example. You could have done some consulting work.”

“What’s the point of bringing that up?” reminded Casper. “Did the Council decide something?”

Plo gave the room a once over and asked, “You don’t know?” Casper gave him a look. “You don’t know. Well, we were still talking about you and what you done, and what you told us, and as we broke some idiot Senator right on the edge of Senate recess accused us of aiding and abetting in a Sith conspiracy involving the Trade Federation and Naboo four years ago.”

“You’re kidding,” said Casper with new, curious energy. That was a far-flung-hoping-to-stick accusation if there ever was one to be made against the Jedi. “Who?”

“Old pal of ours: do you remember Bly Coaxial?”

“Coaxial!” Casper ran his hand through his thick mane of long hair. How could he forget the first and last time he had ever dealt with the representative of Chandiss Prime; the young blow hard was a very loud cancer. “That egomaniac, he’s still in the Senate?”

“Unfortunately that’s the drawback to democracy,” chagrined Plo. “It’s worse this time. You might want to sit down.” Casper did not. “Not only did Senator Coaxial make the allegation against us, he made the charge that Lady Angelleia is the Sith Lord that trained the one called Darth Maul who killed Qui-Gon Jinn. He also claimed that through her father’s past associations, she and Hidu Bog conspired with Nute Gunray to invade Naboo in order to resurrect her image and company.”

Casper let his mouth drop open and had wished he had taken a seat. All of it was absolutely absurd, but he knew Plo was taking it serious, especially where it related to the death of Qui-Gon Jinn; both Masters were dear friends. He said, “That’s…..mynock-shit’s insane! That can’t be true! None of that can be true!”

Plo held up a hand and said, “Now, before you go off, two things I want you to consider, Casper: first was the recent rescue mission she had apparently undertook all by herself to save her employees from Breslin, and earlier today the return of Rapier Technologies shares in the trade markets. According to Coaxial, his committee has solid evidence she had staged the rescue mission in order to gain favorable public buying momentum for her stock.”
Casper shook his head; he did not need to consider anything. “No way are you buying this! That is not Juna Rapier. She would never put the lives of innocent people in risk for some profitable gain. By the Force, it killed her every time as Queen when she ordered Bravo Squadron to do anything dangerous. It was a necessity that had to be done, but it bothered her horribly.”

“If you knew her as Enothchild did, I would agree with you,” said Plo rationally. “But you don’t, Casper, and Enothchild is no longer here to vouch for her.”
“What are you saying?” Casper forgot what he had uncovered in the database of his office and stepped around the desk to confront Plo. “Don’t tell me the Jedi Council is taking this serious?”

“Wouldn’t you? Search your feelings, Casper,” said Plo, “it’s something that must be taken under advisement.”
“Under ad-. Plo!” Casper put his hands on his hips and stared in disbelief. “Senator Coaxial is a political sensationalist that gets off on accusing those he despises to create popular sentimentalism to gain power and win elections. Master Windu warned me about his tactics before and I’m sure he and Master Adi Gallia pointed those things out now.”
“The Council hasn’t forgotten that fool’s tactics,” assured Plo. “Adi’s contacts in the Senate are far and away better than Mace’s old contacts had ever been, and according to them, this time, Coaxial has substance and not just fluff. Casper, the man has something to his allegations: the Senate won’t recess because of it.”
“Oh, so we know its right to accept the words of a lying propagandist,” questioned Casper. “So did the Jedi Order conspire to cover up Juna’s Sithian undertakings?”
“Now you hold on for just a minute, Casper,” said Plo adamantly; some of his old gruffness emerging. “Don’t be going off on me like I’m your kid!”

“Then don’t tell me the Jedi Council believes an anarchist like Coaxial who thinks he knows what the color blue tastes like,” pleaded Casper. “That charge alone should throw all of his argument out the nearest airlock!”
He could not see Plo’s hidden expressions, but Casper got the feeling there was something in his face that told him what he did not want to know. The Knight said to the Master, “You’re serious? You are all serious?”

Sighing deeply, Plo said calmly, “The Council…did look the other way on a lot of things concerning the Rapier women, Casper, you know that. Even with what we knew, even with only Enothchild’s Ros’, and even your assurances, we let it go on thinking so long as we did nothing to provoke them, neither would do anything to merit our reaction. What’s embarrassing for us is that it happened.”
Casper took a step back and said, “What do you mean exactly by that?” There was something very suspicious about that last sentence. He could feel Plo was holding something back. It was not related to the far past in anyway.

“I can only say,” began Plo, deflecting any attempts at Casper’s probing going deeper than it was safe to do so, “that we let dark side creatures alone, and by the looks of it we shouldn’t have.” He held up his hands in surrender. “It’s been fourteen long, unchecked years on a young woman who had suffered deep emotional scars since she was eight years old, Casper, who had lost everything and everyone she loved. To our best knowledge her mother is still alive and on the loose and Force only knows if she is doing anything. And then there is Lady Angelleia, who lost her husband, her only Force stop gap, and was left behind to face a constant firing squad of hate. I don’t need to be from this very office of behavioral science to know how such things can affect anyone like that.”
Casper shook his head, knowing deep in his heart what Plo was saying was wrong; that the Jedi Council was wrong. Years ago when he naïve he would be saying the exact same thing; he was no longer naïve. “Juna was saved by Enothchild, and she bore his daughter out of their love and for everything he stood for. You’re going to stand there and tell me with a straight face that we’re to take the word of a known liar that never knew the sacrifices that woman made, to save the universe, to save herself, and her child?”
“Things change, Casper,” reminded Plo.

“They need reasons for change, Plo,” countered Casper back. “Her history shows repeatedly time and again all the good she has done. To betray her own people, to put them in jeopardy like war: that’s not her! She would never do such a thing, Plo, not if it meant her daughter could potentially be involved in stopping her! She loves Angelleia as she loves her people: with all of her heart.”
“Loves would imply you talked to her recently?” questioned Plo. Casper did not answer because Plo already knew the answer. “Time and again, as you just put it, the history shows the dark side sacrificing love for gain. The betrayals of devotion and family that are in the past can be found in the Jedi Archives; the Sith are far worse than Bly Coaxial when it comes to using people and lying about them. By your own words, Brother: the spirit Rune was Juna’s grandmother and she used her, and tried to kill her more than once!”

“Juna’s love is the same as Naressa Rapier’s,” said Casper. “She would never create a situation that would drag her daughter into a mortal danger of her creation. Why can’t you understand that? Why can’t anyone get that through their head!”

“Maybe because we are not attached to Juna in some way,” offered Plo, and Casper shrunk down a little. “Maybe because we did not raise her daughter.”

“That is too damn low, even for you,” said Casper in retort. “Not after you told me minutes ago my talents were wasted. I can subjectively think, separate myself from this situation.”

Plo looked long at Casper and said, “I was wrong before.”

“Wrong?”

“Yes, wrong. We can be wrong you know. I know you have been wrong before, too.”

Casper rolled his tongue around his mouth. “Good, you’re wrong about this now. Coaxial’s a fool, Juna’s innocent.”

“It’s not that simple and you know it. You can be a hard ass on this all you want, Casper, but the fact is we have to take all considerations seriously. While you were out there, did you notice the galaxy was one piece of poodoo away from a shit storm?” Plo threw his arm towards the door. “We’re tapped! I’ve never seen the Order stretched so thin like this. We’re dropping age restriction and allowing Masters to drag their new Padawans with them on missions. We are even considering asking for volunteers from the old folk’s home to come back and take over administrative and teaching positions here to get the able bodied out there.”
Casper sat on the corner of the desk and had to ask, “And I? What about me?”

There was a very long pause from Plo that was unhealthy and said virtually everything that had to be said. The Jedi Knight from Lonestar dropped his head and chuckled, “I get it; the Jedi Order can barely maintain the peace with the numbers they do have, yet they can’t afford one of their own to help them because he has a attachment problem. Smooth thinking there.”
“You,” stressed Plo sternly, “gave your word. You traded in your future in order to give it to someone else. That’s a worthy sacrifice to make, Jedi or not.”
“Angelleia is worth it,” said Casper with a nod. “The daughter of Enothchild Sarch and Juna Rapier is worth that and more. She’s going to waste as a Healer, but she’ll make a good one.” He shook his head. “Regardless, her mother does not do what Senator Coaxial claims she had done.”

“Thankfully,” said Plo, “that’s no longer your clouded judgment to figure out. Casper, considering what you told us about this Wettlespear, on its incredible capabilities, how it was Hidu Bog’s apparent creation, and how it was received on Breslin, do you not wonder how coincidental that all this is to anyone, let alone us?”
Casper wanted to say something, anything more, but he refused to. It was not because he had nothing to say; it was because his friend was not going to hear it. He just did not believe it was possible for Juna to have done anything this diabolically evil, not when Angelleia – her Bella – was old enough now to be a Jedi in training and patrolled the universe. Indeed the Sith of the past showed no loyalty to their offspring if it did not suit them, but Juna, and Naressa before her, was not the kind of creature to do such a thing. She called herself a Sith Maiden once, and somehow that alone told Casper her word was strong, her heart true, and despite whatever darkness plagued Juna she would never become the very evil that nearly ruined her with Angelleia alive and well.

“You’re right: I can’t be trusted,” said Casper. “My perceptions are indeed clouded. I’m…worthless to the cause.”

“Don’t do that, or say that,” said Plo, putting a big hand on Casper’s shoulder. “The Council had become sidetracked by this whole mess, so I don’t know when we are going to debate about you again. I promise it will be soon, and by the looks of it you don’t have anything to worry about. You broke your word, but it wasn’t like you just left on a whim. Branch Lur needed your help and could only trust you. Perhaps that aide could continue, but with you stuck here looking for that government list you two think the murderer is using.”

Plo sighed and gave Casper’s whole body a shake. “After that, we can probably have you in administration, or even here as a consultant if you like. In fact, it wouldn’t hurt to have you back in this full time at all. The crazy meter has been off the charts the last I looked.”
Sighing again, Plo said, “If she’s innocent, she has nothing to fear from us. Right now, everything is under advisement.” Casper pulled away form him and stepped back around the desk. “I will check up on you later, alright? We will get you squared away quick, I’ll get Yoda…and we’ll get everyone together and get things done.”
Casper did not bother to say goodbye as he felt Plo turn and heard him leave. It was bothering too much that everything the Jedi Master had just told him made so much sense. When the source of such sense came from the mouth of a dangerous fool like Coaxial, and the Jedi Council accepted it face value, it caused Casper shiver in fear for his religion.
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 25.1

The realm was doused in terrible shadows that flickered and warped the scene so badly it was difficult to decipher. The scene was already too difficult to see with its transparency so obvious; solid objects and the living subject matter within can be seen through. Briefly a female Anomid Jedi Master was talking, voice far away. Briefly a young female Padawan nodded in understanding. Briefly it showed the both of them moving together in a bad land of some kind. Briefly, the two separated. Briefly the young female Padawan began looking around desperately for her Master.
But it changed from briefly to continuously. The scene gained consistency and continuity and substance. No longer was anything and anyone transparent. The young Padawan slowly became a Vhinphyc named Angelleia Knightshade, and her voice clearly could be heard. “Master? Master, I can smell you. Where are you? Master?”

Angelleia stepped on something and a cranium smasher mine leapt up and detonated right before her face……

“ANGELLEIA!” screamed Casper, leaping violently and uncontrollably to his feet. He caught himself by lying his body across the top of his desk in the B.S.U. office, recovering from the meditative trance he had been under to refresh himself; he began to meditate as soon as Plo Koon had left. By the clock in the room, some time had passed again, but Casper was only numbed to the reality of what he just saw in his mind.

The cold sweat tricked down his face as he tried to access the Jedi Operations Roster. The dead feeling in his stomach was too much for him to bear; Angelleia, at that very moment, wasn’t just in trouble, she was suffering! Casper could just feel her suffering on the edges of his mind. He had felt such things before and they were not just visions of the future. There were times in the past when Angelleia had managed to hurt herself and her cries for him tugged at him as it did right now. She was in pain, and he felt her crying and calling for him.
Pleading for him.

Begging for him.

Praying for him.

Casper could not access the Jedi Operations Roster, for he was not a Council member, but he was not thinking clearly. Throwing rules against the wind, Casper sliced into the system and penetrated the safeguards that would eventually identify him as the attacker. He did not care: he slipped through the TFI Paragon Centerface and got the encrypted list. He quickly began to decode it using old preferential script.

The comm system next to this terminal came on. A familiar voice said, “Jedi Knightshade, do stop you must.”

Casper nearly did, but then he grunted and ignored Master Yoda’s first request. He finally decoded the roster and began to scroll down it. He found Angelleia’s name and checked her information.

“If persist in this you must, harsh measures I must take,” said Yoda. “Casper, please, stop.”

He said, “Master, according to this Angelleia is status Stand Down No Missions. When was this last updated?”

“One hour ago,” said Yoda. “Casper, cease you must.”

“Then why do I not believe it!” Casper stared at the comm as if he was to dare stare right in Yoda’s eyes. “She’s badly injured. I’ve seen it.”
“I know,” said Yoda, and he said with absolute certainty. “Forget you must what you have seen. Ignore it, you must.”

Casper stood up from the comm and asked another question, “Master, why was this office’s log book sliced into, altered? What is going on? Why are you lying to me?”

“Lie I do not!” Yoda’s sigh was very loud. “Know not why the log book sliced!”

“A Jedi did it and covered up their tracks,” accused Casper. He had found his Jedi cloak he had shed off hours ago and put it on. “I was going to notify you when I had more but Master Plo’s visit had stopped that. Now I know for certain someone was in here unauthorized, just as I know Angelleia is in trouble. Where is she?”

“Know I do not! Care I do! Stay you will!” Yoda then said adamantly, “Stay you must!”

Casper said nothing else when he gave the comm system one more measuring look before he left the office. He did not know much about what was going on, but he suddenly felt that if he wanted to save Angelleia he had to run. Run now!

Casper ran away from the lifts. The Force told him taking the lifts was not an option. A few seconds later Mace Windu, Plo Koon, and Adi Gallia emerged and calmly headed for the B.S.U., but then the three of them as one slowly walked past the door, and finally began to quicken their pace. They headed right in Casper’s exact direction.

Meantime, Casper could feel Yoda through the Force begging him to stop. He ignored the pleas in order to focus on his instincts, and they told him he was running out of two things: time and places to go. He sensed the approach of the Jedi Masters from where he had come from, and he had a feeling the available Jedi in the Temple were beginning to converge on his position. They only wanted to capture him, hold him, not hurt him. Casper believed otherwise, for if they succeeded and Angelleia died that was the worse pain of them all.

Swiftly, Casper ran for the outer corridor leading to the outside meditation balconies. To his luck there was no one there. He bounded swiftly with his artificial legs, which were exactly like his old legs but could operate to stand far higher stresses that the Force could potential put on them. Without another thought, Casper reached the edge of one balcony and leapt, clearing the twenty meter space between balconies and landed in stride. He more or less back tracked on his main pursuers, to create enough space between himself and them.

At the far edge of the balcony, Casper pulled out his comlink and switched it to a port broadcast. He yelled, “Taxi!” He waited and looked at the line of traffic that was approximately a mile away. The Jedi Temple had a no fly zone around it, but he had learned from Ros that desperate cab services authorized their fliers to pick up fares at any restricted area sky height, but ONLY if the fare calls for them.

“Come on, come on, TAXI!” yelled Casper again. There was no indication that a yellow repulsor craft was breaking away to pick him up. “Taxi! I need a taxi now!” He senses alerted him to another approach and he turned sharply back from where he came.

Adi Gallia said to herself, “I have him.” He knew she was summoning Plo and Mace. The beautiful, dark skin Human said, “Casper, stop what you are doing. Listen to us, please, you must not go.”

Without looking Casper leapt strongly up and backwards and landed on the three inch wide concrete railing that was, when used right, prevented falls. “Master Gallia, I must go.” He held up his hands. “I will not fight you, but I will not stay.”
“We do not want a fight,” she said compassionately. Adi jumped effortless on the railing and proceeded to follow him; as like him, she was unafraid of the height. Without looking and no effort whatsoever Casper stepped backwards, finding every impossible foothold the small rail offered. “We will not fight you, but we cannot let you leave. You are not thinking rationally.”
“I do not believe the Jedi Council has been thinking rationally as of late,” said Casper, sensing he was running out of railing. Out of the corner of his eye he saw Mace and Plo slowly stepping out on the balcony.

“Then come with us,” she offered sincerely, diplomatically. “Let us go to the chamber and we shall discuss it. I will hear your grievances; I promise I shall be fair.”

“You will not, Master: you must be impartial.” Casper shook his head and raised his right hand towards Mace and Plo, causing the two men to stop. “That’s far enough.”

Mace Windu was not as charitable or as understanding as Adi Gallia. “Casper, get down from there at once! We jammed your comm signal and we have contacted the fleets; no cab is coming near here to pick you up! It’s over!”

“It isn’t over, Master Windu, until Angelleia is brought home,” said Casper strongly. He reached a corner and realized with a glance he was indeed cornered; the next available balcony was two stories down and nearly out of his line of sight as it wrapped around the main tower mast. “She’s in danger, in terrible pain and misery, and it’s happening right now!”

What was damning was the fact none of them were denying it. There should have been some lecture by them telling him it was the future, and the future was always uncertain. Instead, they made no attempt to point out his glaring flaw.
“Casper, trust us, everything is going to be alright,” stressed Plo. “Come down, come with me, and I will explain everything, I promise.” Casper noted Mace’s look at Plo, but Plo looked back at Mace and said, “I have to tell him!”

“You cannot!” said Mace. “Now is not the time to have this argument!”

Casper sensed Adi’s move the moment Mace began to speak; it was not a ploy thought up by the three, it was just Adi taking advantage of the distraction. He jumped backwards and away from the balcony. Plo’s shout drowned out Mace’s cry. Mace grabbed Adi as she nearly lost her balance trying to grab Casper’s robe at the very last possible moment….
The former Padawan of Yoda and Ros Ofcheck ignored everything: his three antagonists, the situation, the Jedi Temple, the wind sheer, the noise of his flapping robes, and for a long time gravity, and for just the next few moments he stopped feeling Angelleia. This was not a suicide attempt, and only to him was it not a suicidal stunt. His trust in the Force had never been in doubt as it was when he was younger, and the he was going to show the three Masters not to doubt his belief in the Force.

Casper fell, and he fell backwards and past the balcony he should had tried for. Feeling the Force as Yoda had always told him to, he let the wind spin him, and then he spun himself and without looking he planted his feet against the side of the balcony many stories far below. The Saberhide legs took the bone-crushing impact without damage and sprang board back towards the Jedi Temple; the smooth side, where no balconies existed for the next few hundred feet.
Casper took the impact of hitting the wall, bounced, and was heading for it again but this time he ignited his lightsaber, extended his legs, and all three made contact with the wall. He lost his footing momentarily, but with frantic speed his boots found purchase. With lightsaber cutting and boots burning due to friction as he applied his legs as a brake, Casper began to slow his fall. He would thank the Force later for his long body and limbs, for if shorter he would not have pulled the stunt off.

He felt more than saw the approaching balcony. His boots finally burned off and he lost his footing, so his landing was less than healthy. Casper dropped twenty feet still going a dangerous speed, bounced off a table, and went over the side of the balcony….

At the last moment Casper’s free hand caught an edge.

Without stopping, he put away his lightsaber and pulled himself over the edge with the Force. Casper pulled off the remains of his boots from his ankles, exposing his black Saberhide feet, and quickly ran back inside the Jedi Temple. He had his doubts that the others would follow the exact same crazy foolish stunt he had just miraculous pulled off.
When he reached the outer stairwell on the level he was on, Casper was proven wrong with his assertion. Just outside the stairwell window, he watched Adi, Mace, and Plo complete what was described as a two by one falling ladder descent. Unlike Casper they had the advantage of leaping forward and down to the next balcony, and to the other side where the balconies continued in a stair-step fashion all the way downward. They needed every available body to pull off the swings and tosses, but they had the right number. They landed, they looked, and they saw Casper.
“Ah shit!” Casper ran and began leaping insanely down the stairwells. By the forth landing, a lightsaber could be heard shattering glass.

“WAIT!” At the last moment, Casper twisted in midair to avoid the grasp of a Jedi Knight coming up the stairs. At the last moment as he sailed down the narrow corridor he stuck his legs out to stop his progress against the walls and used a Force gesture to knock the Jedi back down. He dropped….

Plo tripped over the Jedi Casper had knocked down. He landed though he was clearly off stride and all he could say was “CASPER!” in order to stop him.
Casper was long through the door and out in the upper hall. It was midday, and there were enough Jedi out and about walking around, and soon they were not going to be walking around. In fact he could sense shifting perceptions throughout the area. Without thinking, Casper went to his left….

Adi flew out of the door, trying for a flying tackle, and barely missed Casper. Mace was on his feet and giving chase swiftly; Plo was right behind him; Adi recovered and outpaced Plo. Even with the Force with them they did not have Casper’s advantages: longer legs, younger body, years of reconditioning his thighs by running around with Angelleia constantly throughout her childhood, and Saberhide limbs unable to tire. However, the other Jedi were now responding and trying to break Casper’s stride with Force Shoves or slow him down with attempts at tackling themselves.
Ahead of Casper was a down shaft in the wall. He slowed down enough to get his weapon and prepare his next stunt. Another Jedi clipped him, spun him just enough to where Adi tugged at his hood with her fingers. In a defensive move to create space he spun with his lightsaber on, it’s green light causing everyone to drop back. Still running he threw the lightsaber at the fragile air shaft ahead, broke it cleanly, and then dropped kicked the damaged spot. The Saberhide legs and his momentum took care of the rest, and the last second he called his weapon back to his hand before he fell down into darkness.

Banging around the narrow passage, Casper kept the lightsaber turned on and above his head as he fell. One look by the others above and they would know it was too risky to follow after him. He was certain the shaft would end in the docking bay, but Casper had other plans. As he did with the wall outside after a few seconds he used his body to stop his descent, and quickly he cut himself out of the shaft. Emerging from the shaft and wall, he rolled right into a gathering of the Elk Clan. The little Jedi Initiates were startled by his appearance and stepped back. To Casper’s luck, no Master was around.

Casper coughed and swallowed and finally said, “Younglings, a lesson: do not do what I just did. It’s not safe. It’s not fun. It…” He wiped the dust out of his eyes. “It damages public property. Do you understand me?”
The little children, still displaying tiny faces of disconcerting shock, said in unison, “Yes, Master Jedi.”

“Good! Carry on!” Casper shook himself up and left the area as fast as he could, ignoring the questions from the younglings why his bare feet was so pitch black. He guessed correctly he was in the Learner’s Row, and if the others had responded to Master Yoda’s call for assistance everyone able to have long left their charges. For the next minute, perhaps a few more, he had the level to himself. The drawback was there was very little to work with in terms of escape. Learner’s Row had many chambers, many rooms, and many halls but not stretched out to windows or balconies or any other outlets; for good reason, for a Initiate could accidentally have an arrantly thrown object or misused lightsaber or Force knew what else end up outside and hurt someone on the mesa below.

“Okay, think Knightshade,” he said to himself as he eyed the lifts to see if anyone was coming down. He noted the controls were locked out. “Risky, risky, risky.” He took out his lightsaber, cut a hole, and leapt for the service ladder inside. The risk was at any time climbing the doors could open and he could be….
He got to the next floor and the doors opened; four pairs of arms reached for him. Before any Jedi could yank him from the ladder Casper let go and was in free fall. He banged off the sides of the shaft and barely managed to get his zip line around one of the ladder rungs unseen after a harrowing fifteen second fall. He jerked to a stop. He had his weapon out and cut a new hole in the lift doors. Finished, he leapt through it.
He was surrounded.

Only, it wasn’t Jedi Knights. Casper looked up from his landing and noted the curious faces of refugees. He stood up and took in the scene: the Taterous Refugees, who were stationed in the lower floors of the Jedi Temple, getting ready to depart for one of the picket colonies the Republic had in existence. Today was the day they were leaving.

Casper was up and moving, deciding not to try and blend in. He had no time to wait to get on board, for surely Yoda would shut the space port down. He was going to have to make a break for it. A plan formed quickly and he made for the nearest port hole near the bridge. A standard travel compliment, none of them Jedi, was on board and paid little heed, at first, to Casper. But then they eyed him and asked, “Yes?”
“Disembark, Captain, I’m in a hurry,” said Casper.

“Really? We haven’t gotten any refugees on board yet,” said the Captain.

“Sir, we’re getting orders not to disembark,” said one of the men.

“You will ignore those orders,” said Casper, calmly and waving his hand at all five people on the bridge.

“Ignore the orders,” said the Captain.

“Disembark and engage thrusters.” Casper began to strain as he slowly backed out of the ship. The men were repeating his words. “Full power now!” He took his active comlink, dropped it on the ship, shut the hatch and jumped back just as the ship’s pulled violently from its moorings and shook the entire dock. The ship momentarily floated away at full power, but the crew got its senses back as Casper’s influence waned. They got the ship under control as the refugees panicked on the dock.
Casper leapt quickly down from the new hole and onto the roof of the ground parking terminal of the Jedi Temple. The noise and the racket caused some Jedi from within to come out and view the near miss that had occurred right above them. Before they knew it, a speeder bike slowly floated from the repair center and silently fell over the edge to the mesa below. The pursuing Jedi Masters quickly stormed the ship, only to discover the open comlink they were tracking the only clue Casper had left behind.
Once the repulsorlifts kicked in and the bike hovered three feet above the primary surface of Coruscant, Casper pulled himself from its blind side, opened all throttles and expertly sped through the crowds walking about Jedi Mesa. He gunned the vehicle when he got a clear of foot traffic and proceeded for the massive drop off that housed various Jedi spacecraft, but it was not his intended destination. He reached the edge and shut down the vehicle. When it stopped he hopped off and removed his Jedi robe, placing it on a security well, and then used his lightsaber to cut the locking system on it. Finished, he ran like hell for a while through the crowd at a normal, Human pace until he hailed a sky cab. He jumped in and said, “Millennium Park, and hurry.”

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

CHAPTER 25.2

Millennium Park was an old, deserted parkland that had been built on top of one of the smaller buildings many centuries ago. Progress had eventually eclipsed the park, and it’s natural beauty damaged by the lack of sunlight unable to penetrate the rows of skyscrapers around it. It was just one of the more feeble attempts at Coruscant trying its best to show life could exist on such a cold, sterile, metal world, but progress had once again proved their intentions fruitless.

Disembarking the cab, Casper tipped him well and entered the park with no fear or need of caution. He discovered the park by chance when he and Angelleia were in a sky cab high above and it turned on its side to avoid a maddening chase of vehicles. Often Casper did all he could to take young Angelleia to the park to play. It was not much, a place with little green grass and a polluted pond and dead trees all about, but Angelleia loved it every time they came here.
The park was going to be Casper’s safe haven to a little while. Using his abilities he shielded himself he went to a spot he and Angelleia used for shade during the hot weather. He needed a moment to collect himself because his attempt to reach the hanger bay in the Jedi Temple had failed terribly. In truth, he had no clue where Angelleia was. Where was he going to go? How was he really going to find her?
“Why didn’t Master Yoda lie?” questioned Casper. Yoda seemed to know Angelleia was in serious trouble. However as he had learned from his own experiences over years the Grand Jedi Master could not do it all, he could not see everything; if Yoda honestly could do all those things every Initiate and Padawan Learner believed he could, no Jedi would ever die. But that question just hung there in Casper’s mind. Maybe Yoda did not know, but knew he did, and thought lying about it would have made him go.

Putting the many deeper questions aside, Casper thought out his options: he discovered few. Since at that moment the ports were probably flooded with Jedi looking for him he had half a chance at getting off of Coruscant; better chance if he gave it some time. Time was wasting, on the other hand, and Angelleia he could sense was not getting better; she was not getting worse, but she was not better; perhaps a victim of a Sithian trap; perhaps it had to do something with Coaxial’s announcement; maybe Coaxial was working with the Sith!

“Focus,” calmed Casper as he got off tangents. His best option was to contact Branch. In his concerns for saving Angelleia he felt it would have been wrong to deny the Republic its best and only chance at catching the Wettlespear user; even if he got Branch to give him a lift, once again, Casper did not know where Angelleia was. The galaxy was much bigger than a haystack.

The next best and greatest option made him move his legs and go to the summon box to hail an air taxi. Casper made certain he went to a public comm station in the sublevels of Coruscant to get himself out of the much clearer lines of sight the main street level would give his Jedi brothers and sisters. It was a long shot, but it was his only long shot. He paid out the appropriate funds and using Jedi recall he punched in an exclusive comm frequency Juna used in their last mission together years ago. He sent a hail and waited.
Juna’s sensitivity to the Force was through the roof compared to anyone Casper knew. When Darth Rune had murdered Juna’s half-daughter Faith, she knew it the moment it had happen, and where exactly it had occurred. Muriel Arnes had professed that Naressa had the same awareness, so if anything it was the bond, that link enhanced by the Force, between parent and child.
There was a catch that Casper had to consider. The Jedi Council had spared no expense on applying certain ‘protections’ on Angelleia; protections were their word for it, and they never told Casper what they were. He had to believe one of those so-called protections was to sever the link between Juna and Angelleia, or perhaps create some type of mirror to reflect any attempts of either trying to ‘feel’ for one another; it would be to prevent Juna from doing that since Angelleia bought the lie she had been told since she became a ward of the Jedi Order. Even if such protections were in place, they were applied to only one ‘end’; Juna would still feel Angelleia, and she would know where she is. In fact, knowing Juna, the mother was looking for her child right now.
“W-Who is this?”
Casper blinked from this thought trance and looked at the comm transceiver equipment. It was an audio only transmission, but something had to be wrong: that was not Juna’s voice. He was not sure yet, but he swore it sounded like Branch. “Who is this?”

“I asked you first,” said the voice. 
Neimoidian for sure, just based on the dialect; definitely not Branch. Casper checked the comm frequency, the channel, and the beam; they were correct. “I am calling for Juna Rapier Angelleia, could you please put her on.”
“Ack!”

The signal was terminated.

“The hell?” Casper put more credits into the public transceiver and hailed the target again. It beeped and beeped, indicating that the hail was reaching the target point. He had the wrong thought that Juna was on Neimoidia, which would not make sense unless…
Casper shook his head of any Coaxial thoughts that attempted to creep in. At the same time, the hail signal changed, indicating the target transceiver was no longer active to receive the transmission. Looking around him, and curious as hell what had happened, Casper used the Force to rip open the quarter panel to access the stored circuit board. Fiddling with it by smacking pulled wires together, the options screen on the equipment went blank and showed him the boot options. He selected the internal log records and had his last connected call come up. It still said it was the old end coordinates, so he ran the trace to which the transmission had to travel through hyperspace transceivers for a transmission lock. He discovered that his interstellar transmission never left the atmosphere of Coruscant. The active transceiver targeting node, part of the intricate interstellar and intrasteller network used to locate the target point of any transmission by relying on its call frequency, was finally identified.
“Trade Federation Consulate,” mumbled Casper, confused by the information at first. He hit him on second number two; his transmission meant for Juna had reached Hidu Bog. Branch had told him Bog had a dark wooden desk in his office in the consulate building where he was staying; wood desks were not something Neimoidians would care to have unless it was something of extremely high value. Branch believed the desk was from Rapier Manor; Bog had been accused of stealing the whole superstructure during the occupation, but no one could seem to prove it.
Casper repaired the circuitry and used his credits again to make a new call with different, listed coordinates. He did not identify himself, but he told the receptionist he had information regarding Branch Lur and what he was looking for. After quite a while, that familiar voice over the audio transmission that had answered the previous call to the Rapier desk answered, “Yes?”

“Remember me?” asked Casper. He heard the Neimoidian – Bog – gasp. “Before you dare think of ending this call, I have a proposal for you to consider that will keep you out of trouble. Let’s just say Wettlespear kind of trouble.”

There was a long pause before a response. “Who is this?”

“Branch Lur’s guide, and if you deny it I will give you the names, dates, and times you and he had hyperspace transmissions between one another. Doul’ba’set, you called him. You also went so far as to say, and I quote ‘why does anything in this galaxy need a reason to kill. This is a creature that has evolved a far reaching killing mandible. Treat him as the animal that he is and you will find him’ end quote. Do I have your attention now, Arbiter of Inventories Hidu Bog?”
There was a long, hissing sound. “You have my attention.”

“Good, listen up: all I want is a ship. Nothing fancy, nothing new. I just need something with a hyperdrive that can get me off of Coruscant,” said Casper. “Do that and I promise no one will know you have a piece of Juna Rapier’s property in your office, or that Branch Lur is hunting down that paraphasic weapon that has killed seven people to date. A ship is a small price to pay in exchange for avoiding life in Republic prison, wouldn’t you say?”

After a few seconds, Hidu Bog said, “Yes, I would agree.”

Gambling, Casper suggested, “If you like, give me that ship you probably got back from Corellia. You know, the one Branch ditched to buy his new Corellian Sidewinder with your credits; the one with all the tracking beacons on it; that’ll do just fine. That way, when I’m finished with it, you can locate it and claim it back.”
Before Bog could say anything else, Casper added, “I’m warning you right now: any attempt at trickery I will spot it. The last thing you need with Bly Coaxial breathing down your neck is for me to give him a reason to do a comprehensive colon exam.”

“How do I know this is not one of his tricks?” seethed Bog.

“Have that ship ready for me at the Claradeyys Public Dock in thirty minutes,” said Casper, trying hard to sound cold, “or by minute thirty-one Senator Coaxial will have you bending over.”
Cutting off the transmission abruptly, Casper hurried quickly from the public booth and proceeded towards the before mentioned dock that was ten minutes away on foot. He had wasted so much time, but he had no choice in the matter. Angelleia was slowly fading away in his conscious; her presence being consumed by unworldly, deadly shadows.
