THE SITH HUNTERS: PROLOGUE THREE: THE PULPIT BULLIES
Forewarned
This is the Game. This is how it’s played. You play it even if you are not. You are being played like it or not.
Part One: The Excavation of the Privileged Stones
Time Frame: After Chapter One Hundred and Nineteen of The Sith Maiden, fifteen years before The Sith Hunters

The Senate Rotunda, often referred to as the Senate House by the lesser, stood squat but no less grand than the Senatorial office buildings that surrounded its secured perimeter and reflected the sunlight of the new day off its wide dome. It housed just over fifty thousand minds of various aspects when the Senate of the Galactic Republic was in floor session, always in vain attempting to behave with one mind. Unfortunately the great good of the Republic ended outside its many doors, and some would say much further away than even that. A fair critique of reality; the right thing to do was always a dream, or a damn good slogan for an election campaign. Though the building represented ideas the folly of such theory laid in the very foundations of its making, and those of the Republic itself. Always it is forgotten the selfishness of the sentient being.
The Jedi Knight Casper Knightshade was only beginning to understand the puzzle of politics; many Jedi dared not to try, although they were demonstrating some form of it, in some manner. In an air taxi heading for his appointment with Senator Bly Coaxial, he knew what was going to be asked of him, and all the Jedi Council wanted him to do was just answer the questions and sit through the rhetoric that would surely come from an overzealous idealists. Casper saw this as part of his ongoing education in how the galaxy worked, about the difference between fair and unfair, between the truth and the truth perceived by the selfish individual.
The matter before Coaxial, which was a matter of the Jedi, of Casper and of his late Master Ros Ofcheck and the late Enothchild Sarch, had became Coaxial’s election victory; in particular the Rapier Clan Dynasty of Naboo. For the Jedi Order it was a matter of the Force and how it was used by the likes of Naressa Rapier and her daughter Juna, but for the politicians like Coaxial it was all about the rich and the powerful and how evil they all were. It had only been a few months ago that Rapier technology -- created by or subsidized by Rapier Technologies -- had rebelled against the Republic, shutting down key systems and causing great injury and death, but little was known who was really behind such evil. Young Bly Coaxial of Chandiss Prime waited no less than five minutes after the Shut Down of the Republic had ended to blame the Rapiers, the wealthiest Humans in the galaxy, and all of wealth and privilege for causing the Republic’s ills. There were many like Senator Coaxial that used the tactic, and their wins paid tribute to the strategy. The Shut Down was not the lone reason for such a large turnover of representation, but it was the final durasteel beam that broke the people’s back.
Entering secured docking and departing Casper made his presence known to security at Senate House and directed him to Senator Coaxial’s office. Coaxial was new to the Republic Senate but had secured the chairmanship of the Senate Panel on Special Duties and Inquires. That was the testament of his winning strategy, not because Coaxial had any real experience in such affairs as the law or investigating anything. Coaxial wanted the number three committee and his fellow majority freshmen Senators gave it to him, no questions asked. The only qualifier for him to take the job was election victories and then his promised hobby of going after the powerful; in reality, it was going after the Rapiers.
Casper reached the outside of the office and the young female Human secretary showed him in. Senator Bly Coaxial sat rather sternly and diligent in his chair but there was a hint in the air that he was not so upright before the Jedi Knight was let in. Coaxial looked up, faked surprise, and then stood up to betray his unblemished youth and lack of physical stature. Coaxial was only two years older than Casper, yet Casper appeared more weathered and more mature even with his longer hair and short beard; the Senator was facially clean and wore a hair cut that made his natural hair look very fake. 

There was more to Coaxial, more than his appearance betrayed. Jedi principal alone made Casper know better, but Master Mace Windu gave a further ‘recon accounting’ of the first term Senator; politics as well as defensive strategy were Master Windu’s strengths. On top of what was known, Coaxial was deeply connected politically with many ‘stellar groups’, and had been since he was fifteen years old. He had attended a university of study on his home world, but dropped out in his forth year shortly before he was going to be expelled for leading a public demonstration that turned riotous. After his connections made certain all he got was a slap on the wrist, Coaxial turned his fortunes towards the weak planetary seat in the Senate. It was bold even by his allies standards, but still Coaxial spoke the loudest and had impressed his friends.
“Master Knightshade,” said Coaxial in introduction, standing behind his desk still. “I’m happy that you’re finally here. It’s been quite a few months since you were last on Coruscant. Please, have a seat. Do you need anything?” Casper shook his head and took the offered seat across from the host, who in turn sat down.

Once the secretary was gone, Senator Coaxial kept most of his attention on data pads, data docs, and other resource materials as he spoke to Casper. The young Jedi found this to be a bit rude. The Senator said, “So, I have been going over much of the case files regarding the murder investigation of Edwaru Kurr and Pirus Krendel…and I just have a few questions for you.” He then looked up quickly and asked, “Why did I have to subpoena this documentation from the Jedi Order, when I should have been given it when I asked for it?”
The question was a little out of field, but Casper had an answer. “There were matters in the investigation which the Jedi Code must protect. Even under the behest of Supreme Chancellor Valorum such information cannot be released.”

“I see, so which law is that?” asked Coaxial.

“It was not always a matter of law, sir, but of principal founded under a silent agreement in the beginning, which allows the Jedi to operate and allow the Senate and the Chancellor to govern us in their time of need. But if you need cite, I direct you to the Separation Amendment of the Republic Constitution regarding certain affairs of a Jedi matter not the business of the Republic, especially its government. The Sixty-Second Amendment I believe.”

Coaxial looked up at Casper again and gave a chuckle. He said, “Read some law books before you came here?”

“Just had a talk with Master Windu.”

“Ah, yes, Master Windu. There’s a clever man.” Coaxial shook his head and looked downward at the files again. “The Jedi’s Senate Advisor knows these halls better than most of the Senators I have met the last few months. Nonetheless, my subpoena worked and I got what I wanted.”
Coaxial sat back and looked at Casper for a long time. He asked, “How are those new legs of yours?”
Casper sat a little deeper in his chair. He had lost his legs a few months ago in the fight with the one truly responsible for the Shut Down; the Sith Mistress Darth Rune. Such knowledge of the fight was not a matter of public record, or for consumption in private.

Casper said, “They work fine.”

“Yes, I’m sure they do, sure they do.” Coaxial said aloud thoughtfully. “Marvelous stuff when Rapier Technology works. I’m really surprised you give them that much faith, considering what had happened.”
Casper considered his response to that. He had seen so much to just spite the concept of faith even as Coaxial surely had. It was not just his Jedi upbringing that required giving spiritual belief, or the metaphoric use of it, respect. He had bared witness to various forms of faith in the last few months that in turn did what it was supposed to do: inspire hope. Coaxial, of course, was speaking in metaphor but wanted any answer that would work to his advantage. Casper was beginning to see that, and though he could just go along as he was told to do by the Jedi Council he felt he should not give a man of absolutely no conviction ammunition for his lone political weapon.
“If you mean that I have faith because I lack certainty, then allow me to say I know they will work just fine.” Casper tucked his hands into his robe sleeves. “But this isn’t about my legs, Senator, and I’m certain this isn’t about a murder investigation.”
Coaxial knew that too, but he just said, “But it is, Master Jedi, it is.”

“Then stop with the rhetoric; I’m not a citizen of Chandiss Prime.” The Jedi Knight just sat up straighter, revealing a defiance of sorts. “And even if I were from there the Code forbids me from registering to vote.”
Coaxial knew this, and yet he did not stop. “Well, I do….I mean, the people” and he kept his focus now that he had so badly slipped “demand some justice in what had occurred. But it’s difficult, you see, because I have your amended documentation here.”
The Senator held up a data pad with the said amendment to the original report Casper had filed. The report originally had stated Naressa Rapier was the culprit of the murders on Hapes, a conclusion supported by arcane evidence and Casper’s late master Ros Ofcheck. The amendment corrected the once iron-clad facts, but in the public version which Senator Coaxial had it made no mention of the events of Nal Hutta and the evil spirit of Darth Rune being the cause of the Republic Shut Down.

“Such vague documentation as of late from the Jedi Order when it comes to the Rapier Clan.” Coaxial left the unspoken accusations, which there were many in that statement, linger in the air. “To which I must ask do you stand by your amended report?”
Considering the matter naught, Casper said, “Yes.”

There was a long pause that was not meant to be dramatic. The hint of angered disappointment infected the air and it had come from Bly Coaxial. He could not use the Jedi in his crusade if Casper held to his conviction. The fusion reactor in his skull called for more antimatter.

Tangentially, Senator Coaxial flashed a small smile and said, “Come with me for a moment, Jedi Knightshade.” For the first time he was addressing Casper properly, an obvious sign he wanted to be on the good side of the Jedi. But this part of the play Casper had long expected to come, even though it got there pretty quickly. He stood and followed the young man; a long, quiet walk that did not end until they were out on the outer veranda of the Senate House. Outside had not changed much in light or weather, but there was a big, condescending speech in Casper’s intellectual forecast.
“You see that building, right there in front of us?” asked Senator Coaxial, pointing directly ahead at a cluster of buildings, but implicating the tallest of them all. “That’s the Tower of Mandus, named after the late, great Mandus Rapier, which houses the most affluent of Senators and their back up Representatives. Out here, on this walkway, it’s dedicated to Canus Rapier, who had proposed the measure to have it built. Inside there is a section of hall which every statue is a bust of a Rapier. Three booths, three mind you located in various places of the debate arena, are dedicated to Bendian Rapier alone and the man had never sat in any of them! On the first floor, far below us, is a public rest all that sings the praises of Meriadoc, the shortest of Rapier men who appealed to the small who couldn’t use the legally required restrooms. And today, after all the credits have been spent, they break ground on the monument to Bendian Rapier in the main grounds of this property.”
Senator Coaxial held up his hands. “What really has been accomplished in this? This institution has been corrupted by power, and for so many years the ruler of that evil was the Rapiers. Having money was not enough for them, they had to shape the laws to benefit them and hurt the rest of us. It was evident when nearly a year ago this Republic fell into a depression, and there in bright glory was Rapier Technologies, unhurt and unscathed, living off the burden of taxpayers on a law Bendian Rapier himself had crafted. In the end, it benefited him, his company, and his family.”
Interrupting, Casper pointed out a fact. “That deal was settled, Senator, for a single credit by his daughter.”

Coaxial ignored him and the fact Juna Rapier had indeed severed the deal her father had created for a single credit rather than the payment due amount of nearly thirty-five trillion credits, which the Republic did not have and even over the next years could not afford to get. “I believe, as the Jedi do, that there are no coincidences in the Force. This Shut Down, which only affects Rapier products mind you, happens on the eve of Naressa Rapier’s criminal trials, and it allows for her escape. I do hope the Jedi are diligent in finding such a dangerous creature because she’s nothing more than that; a reflection of excessive wealth, allowed to skirt the law!
“It was these well-to-dos that owned this Senate that ruined the Republic’s economy. Even without that Legacy Seat any longer the influence of Rapier filths the halls of this sacred institution. They lead the charge of the haves over the have-nots, stamping them down, giving them no chance to succeed. Such beings should not have so much power. I dare say it’s very Sith-like.
“Actually, they are the Sith if you think about, Jedi, but around here they were known as the Copper Nine. The wealthy just reach for their place, on money that is not theirs and money they hide on Bothawui to avoid taxation. So it’s no coincidence, I say again the Jedi philosophy, that the Bothans and the Rapiers are so tight. They wear the same pants!
“Well, the blinders are off now. The people have clearly spoken. The rich don’t deserve what they have; not when it forces the Republic to tax them severely to pay for debts they don’t pay. The Rapiers caused a great catastrophe, and yet the old Senate and much of this new Senate does nothing more about them. Nothing at all in my opinion, and to me that’s unacceptable. The Shut Down lead to deaths of tens of thousands of people, injuring hundreds of thousands more. It ruined many social infrastructures. It had displaced so many families, and just think of the children.
“But all we get from the likes of Juna Rapier is a mere agreement, an apology, and the people are supposed to live with that? That family is a curse upon this Republic. They must be stopped, and dealt with harshly!”

Senator Coaxial looked upon Casper with imploring eyes and demanded and begged. “Your amended report would exclude the Jedi’s view of them. I don’t know why your kind sides with them. They don’t represent Jedi values at all, hell they have a history of anti-Jedi feelings! 
“They have to hide behind a cloak of good intentions, and this latest conspiracy of theirs is so obvious. Perhaps you think my prior Sith description of the rich is wrong, but why would it be? They are never satisfied with the greed they have, constantly lusting for power. They throw a nugget here and there, but they for the most part do it to keep up a good front. What do they sacrifice? Who do they use? Sound like what a Sith would do if the stories about those devils are true. We are so close to putting an end to one of the biggest violators of the public trust. The Jedi can do what they are supposed to do, in the name of justice when justice is absent. Instead, what do I get from the Jedi but utter disappointment.
“So, I ask for the last time, it is the position of the Jedi Order not to help me end the Rapier tyranny? You won’t change your mind again in the people’s favor?”

Casper Knightshade had had enough. He stood, mute as stone, thinking how best to respond to such gollumish ramble. If the Senator of Chandiss Prime believed in half of what he just had said the Jedi Knight pitied the people he represented. It was indescribable, the echo chamber, and disconcerting.

The wisdom of the Jedi Council came back to Casper, and it ruled the day. Although he could have sited the realities of the galaxy, common sense, or go into heavy detail as to how he had lost his legs and was given the Saberhide legs by Juna, his ally against evil, and how much Juna had to sacrifice in order to right the galaxy, the truth would not matter here. He could give a long, valiant retort, but how would this all end? Casper alone could not afford to waste time, and neither could the Jedi Council.

“Last I checked,” began Casper, “our ‘tyranny’ is elected, and Valorum is called Chancellor. The Jedi Order’s commitment to the Republic will remain as it has been for thousands of years. When we feel our need is called for, for legitimate reasons, we will come to your aid. Your reasons for justice are political and therefore inexcusable.

“In my investigations, Juna Rapier Angelleia has not broken any known written laws recognized in the Republic, especially any that requires Jedi intervention. You can scour the reports over and over again, and perhaps convince others of the wrongdoings you alone can only see. I do not, and I will not be corralled into a falsehood that bolsters your resume. My amended report is the final word I have on this matter, and it is also the final word of the Jedi Council.”
“You don’t have to obey your masters, you know,” said Coaxial off hand and very coldly, and very implied. “And if your legs were given to you by the Rapiers in return for your silence…”

Casper forced himself to bow and he said rather curtly, “Good day, Senator, and may the Force be with you.”

Desperate, Senator Coaxial changed his tone and followed the unexcused Jedi Knight briefly. “Oh, I’m sorry. If I have offended you, it was not my intent.” Casper kept going and said nothing more. Coaxial stopped at his office door as the Jedi kept on going at an unhurried, unstoppable pace. “You’re only allowing bad people to fester with their lies! Where is your duty, sir! Jedi, they can’t be stopped WITHOUT YOU!”
When Casper Knightshade had disappeared, Senator Coaxial ignored the stares of his staff that had gathered just outside his office. He said nothing to them as he retreated to his office alone. When the door was closed his brief sincerity finally ceased.
“Stupid Jedi, I don’t need them! They’re just as corrupt as anyone else here!” Coaxial walked around his desk and sat down. To give himself peace he did what he normally did: he turned on one of the unused monitors on his desk and once again viewed the statistics that had been gathered from all around the galaxy. They were poll surveys, taking independently and by Coaxial’s own people. 

The polls showed negatives for the wealthy, which was no surprise; the rich never had a positive view by others less fortunate. Still, there were many like Coaxial that knew this and yet kidded themselves, believing that such responses were a first in the known cosmos; that such measures were taken for the very first time. Of course as a politician Coaxial had to play it like that. Of course he had to assume the people were lacking a certain degree of small intelligence. Polls were a comfort to politicians when it favored their platforms.
In particular, Bly Coaxial smiled when he saw the Rapier negatives. The trend of downwardness for Rapier Technologies only began as soon as the Shut Down had ended and it was revealed what the cause was. Though no one knew the real cause, it only mattered to the politicians that it was Rapier Technology that had failed, or “chosen to fail” as the Senator of Chandiss Prime had so vehemently put it when he was a lagging candidate. Such a strong accusation, be it true or not, could not be contradicted. It was not just the facts, the evidence or the lack thereof to claim the opposite, but the reality that Rapier Technologies had to go quiet as it entered crisis mode. Like the preverbal hunting aqua launches of the Senator’s home world, the hunted company from Naboo went into silent running mode to avoid the hunters. To answer the accusations of politicians was to bolster their appeal and give them campaign resources to exploit. No one could tell the difference between the word rich and the name Rapier; in the end, all were the same.
Single digit negatives for the Rapier Clan kept that smile on Coaxial’s face. The Rapiers could do nothing: no politician in their right mind would want to have anything to do with the Lady Angelleia, in any regard. It isolated Naboo, and it would for years to come, only because it left some to think that dealing with the planet meant dealing with the primary power, and it was not the Throne of Naboo. The King of Naboo was weak and growing weaker with every decision; Naboo lacked leadership in the hierarchy family lines; Angelleia was to be that pillar of strength until the new breeds of royalty could be cultivated, but alas such true royalty was thirty years away. The Nubians know it, and their distaste for the former Queen of Naboo was just as heavy as the rest of the Republic realm.

The polls could only favor Coaxial for the next few years. He sat back in that chair and relished it. He knew he still had hard work to do. He had to keep the pressure up, continue as if he was still running for his elected seat. He had taken a seat from an experienced libertarian; Coaxial had only his promises and promises, for he was no son of politicians even if he did come from a well-to-do family; as long as no one questioned his wealth he was going to be the poor man’s representative. He felt it was right to, just as he felt he could do no wrong here, and he could not be corrupted. He did not need the Jedi; he no longer needed any evidence; all he needed was the seriousness of the charge to prop him up above.
Such things do last long, but they do not last forever.

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

Part Two: The Thorns – After ‘The Phantom Menace’
“It is clear to me now that the Republic no longer functions.”
- Queen Amidala

The time known as the Occupation Days was long over. Peace Day was celebrated to inaugurate Unification Day with a parade showing Nubian pride from Human and Gungan alike. They honored the heroes, and more appropriately they had honored the fallen. So many had suffered at the hands of their Neimoidian wardens, and the bravery of the few would not be lost. It was still a joyous day, a great time to be alive and to be a collection of people again. 
And then, it was over. After celebration, after peace, real life returned; politics did as well.
The reality of occupation was not just in the numbers of dead but in the ruination of the Royal Nubian States’ central nation. The capitol of Naboo now and forever, Theed, had suffered some of the damages of war but the Trade Federation for the most part treated it fairly. The Neimoidians viewed the only major city of the planet as their new home; it did not seem proper to them to spite it since the Nubians were no longer in the city when they controlled it. 
The rest of Naboo was a totally different story.
The minor cities, the towns, and the connecting infrastructures were essentially destroyed. Thaneed, in the providence of Ambegion not as grand as Theed but the largest city in the southern hemisphere, was leveled into ruin. The town that bordered the Great Baustus Desert, a small desert that held much of the planet’s battery power sources, was dissected for Trade Federation use. The power system itself and the processing ability to run it were compromised by the installation of Trade Federation software looking for secrets. Many homes had been just as pulverized as Thaneed, in order to eliminate the resistances’ hiding places.
The Gungans -- the Deep Nubians -- could only do so much to help their fellow Surface Nubians -- the Humans. The Gungans possessed incredible technology, but the technology was predicated on the environment and such an environment were water based. The best their leader Boss Nass could do was take full responsibility for the cleaning of the waters that had been polluted; Thaneed was inconveniently a costal city and most of it had been blasted into the Seas of Ambeg, feed from the Ocean of Anmora; Otoha Madera the Gungans had called those waters. The Gungans advantage had eliminated only one problem of far too many. And so this was how the old days returned, through the politics of reconstruction.

The rebuilding effort was to be monumental even for such a sparsely populated planet as Naboo. Though the Royal Nubian States were vast and so many offered what they could Queen Amidala in good conscious could not impose a rebuilding tariff upon them. No matter how hard the good people tried in such a short time the young Queen could hardly see a reason to burden the rest. Alas help in funding would come from the Republic, and miraculously it cleared the expected hurdles. This was the fault of the Nubian Senator Dace Palpatine being elected as the new Supreme Chancellor of the Republic. As the Chief Executive of the Galaxy he held the sway of the purse. It was also too perfect, for Trade Federation political blood was now in the frenzied waters. As with the Rapier Clan before them, the Trade Federation became the new icons deserving the honor of the public whipping post. Chancellor Palpatine took the opportunity presented, and rightly so, and could write any blank check he wanted to rebuild Naboo. The Senate would approve without hesitation. All that laid at the feet of Naboo was how to rebuild Naboo, and more importantly who was going to rebuild Naboo. 
In this, on Naboo in particular, the clouds formed to signal the end of the new days. Again reality returned; again politics had done so as well.
For such a large rebuilding effort on the scale Naboo faced it either required resources from more than a thousand contractors, or to simplify the process it chose one out of three exclusive companies that could do the highly improbable task before them. In its haste the Senate, especially those representing almost all of those thousand smaller contractors, voted blindly on the hope those contractors would get the windfall. It also made very little sense to the politicians not to give Naboo what it needed; the debates over the conflict that lead to Supreme Chancellor Finis Valorum’s end put the honorable representatives quickly into polling negatives. The Senate picking the Nubian Senator Palpatine bailed them out. 
Another round featuring the bickering bureaucrats would put the incumbents in the polling red, and many of them were facing elections. The Senate would frown upon Naboo’s eventual choice, but in hindsight no Senator at that time was going to figuratively kill themselves over Naboo. In the end Queen Amidala made the wisest choice; unpopular to most abroad, suicidal career wise, yet in the end the practicalities needed required real leadership and Amidala was the Queen!

Amidala’s first step was to choose the lesser of two evils in the process, and she chose to go with one company for contracting than involving so many. Naboo needed rebuilding, quickly as possible, not a bunch of drawn out politics and bloated budgets. She didn’t want to leave office with reconstruction projects still incomplete, and she couldn’t rely on Chancellor Palpatine to push the issue; even those given power through sympathy had little time with their leverage.
Amidala’s second step would be the most controversial, and the most talked about decision next to her decision to return to Naboo to fight for her planet’s freedom. Three companies had the resources and wide ranging clout to do what had to be done for Naboo. Each had their respectful caveats in the view of many: Ranchar Logistics of Neimoidia the Trade Federation, Teemo Contractors and Energy of Malastare, and lastly Naboo’s own Rapier Technologies. 
The Queen chose Rapier Technologies.
Finally, reality and politics clashed against one another hard!

Queen Amidala knew the ramifications of the decision well before she had made it, and truly it was not a difficult choice under the circumstances. Again it made no sense whatsoever to her to go the failed route other leaders of previous disasters went through; she bore witness to such Republic ineptitude as a member of the Refugee Relief Movement, and watched the bureaucracy more than nature cause the extinction of the Shadda-Bi-Boran. Dealing with the Senate during Naboo’s takeover by the Trade Federation reaffirmed her fears that the central government body lacked not only leadership, but some semblance of intelligence. What was occurring after the occupation was one of those rare times of sanity, where logic and emotion occupied the same space at the same time.
Amidala’s other reasons were very sound when thought on. It would have been very odd indeed if she had chosen a company in the Trade Federation to rebuild Naboo. It would have been equally unusual for her to have chosen Teemo, for they had strong connections to political elements holding Trade Federation sympathies. Malastare had loudly stood by the Trade Federation during the debates, aiding them in preventing the real truth about the blockade of Naboo. Rapier Technologies were Nubian, their resources largely on Naboo, and under the complete ownership of a former Queen of Naboo. The protocol droids would even say it was a no-brainer.
The enemies of the Rapier Clan Dynasty were immediately horrorstruck with the decision! 
There were only hints and whispers of Rapier Technologies’ return to power, but in spite of its progress from ruination years ago it showed the company and its owner had no resemblance of any of its former power. The latest generation of politics preferred it that way; the remains of the last swore never to see it again. The Rapiers were the broken past that required no resurrection in their view. 
In one raised finger and followed proclamation Queen Amidala had raised the dead.

There was a faint hope in the political air of Theed that Lady Juna Angelleia would decline Queen Amidala’s offer; even the most loyal to Her Royal Highness, right to her Handmaidens, held that hope. Poll takers did not wait for the Answer; they took to the city and try to do whatever poll would favor their opinion on the matter. There was hope that the ruination of Rapier Manor would add to the weight of negativity upon Lady Angelleia’s slender shoulders. They feared not just the return of the Rapier Clan Dynasty, of Rapier Technologies, but of Lady Angelleia who had showed some clout with her allies in the last elections as members of the Thorn Party. They feared a Rapier woman once again overshadowing all and the Throne.
Governor Sio Bibble felt very differently and had practically shouted his blessing to whomever had asked him the most stupidest question the man had ever heard. Who had asked was not important. The question got this rather loud answer. “Not only has the Queen made her choice, she made the right choice! This planet’s modern ways were built by the Rapiers and by the Oceans Juna Rapier can and will make it even better!”
Over and over in the heads of many that had retired to the Lower Elders Room of the Palace of Theed were Governor Bibble’s words. These older men were a collection of scholars, lower court staff, members of staff for Governor Bibble, members of the media agencies, and non-biding observers sent by Nubian politicians paid to get the Queen’s attention when possible. The Lower Elders Room served as their official retreat before some retired to their home apartments in Theed, and others retired to their select rooms in the Palace. They expected news perhaps tomorrow, but one of the newly appointed Royal Media Relations members, Lio Garvasa entered the room and poured himself something strong.
Garvasa had fought a long time to get someone like Queen Amidala in politics much less the Throne. The taking of the Throne was a measure of his sacrifice, of how everything was forsaken for the price of power. He wanted little in return, but he did want to be on those Royal Robe Tails where Amidala went. He went into the election cycle, conspiring with as many people as he could, convincing them not of Amidala’s qualities but of the threat of the Thorn Party. He had done so much and told his employer -- Amidala -- none of the sins he had to commit. The elections, in his opinion, were far worse than being imprisoned by the Trade Federation during the occupation, for the Thorns were far worse than the Trade Federation in his not-so-humble opinion.

Garvasa’s actions got the other’s attentions and he said without looking, “Lady Angelleia has agreed to commit her company’s resources to rebuild Naboo. She will be submitting her plan by tomorrow.”

There was much stirring disgust, mutterings and uttering that could and could not be repeated in open, civil settings. Some left immediately to keep their opinions to themselves, which were not what they claimed to be to the others that stayed behind. One of the long time veterans of the political scene, Chars Beldeng, prodded Garvasa. “Lio, old boy, what is this young girl thinking?”
“Perhaps,” said Gainer Dregs, another older antagonist of political theater, “she is not thinking.”

Garvasa shook his head and the three men gathered in their own location in the chamber as did everyone else with their ‘allies’. The complimentary table they sat at had the best northern dark bourbon in all of Naboo. He said as Dregs poured the drinks, “I had high hopes for this one; for once, someone on the Throne with no attachments to the old families. No personal agendas coming in. Fully progressive. And at the very heights of her finest hour she makes the worst move in the history of all Nubian politics!”
Beldeng drank first and then muttered, “Well, Amidala is a child. Children often make mistakes. She did make a few leading up to the invasion. Then during the invasion…”

Dregs sat down and abused, “It’s a cheap, weak idea! I voted for this girl, and this is the thanks I get. Lousy girl. She’s probably got a digitally in-scripted holo of Angelleia stuffed under her pillow. Probably makes love to it every night.”

The slight drew laughter beyond the table it originated from, and it was intentionally overheard by the others. Though these pundits put themselves in small groups to keep most of their mutual opinions to themselves they took great strides to sometimes be overheard. It was parlay, not a social function, the sharing of opinions, a method of expression a thought where the others would simply say ‘I overheard something’ without saying who it was really from. In some ways it was the truth, thus it caused the conveyor of such rumors to have less stress.
Garvasa did not need anymore alcohol to loosen his tongue. “The Queen should have had the Supreme Chancellor declare Naboo a full disaster needing galactic recourse. But curse the Senate: the way they handled things just put her off completely on the idea!”

Dregs pointed out, “You don’t really want the Senate to make that call, Lio, and they would. I give Old Palpatine credit for his comeback and accession, but he is not the Senate. Very easily the Trade Federation would be tapped to rebuild Naboo.”
“I know, Gainer, I know that was possible, and the Queen’s reign would have ended the following day,” said Garvasa, “but still, anything but Rapier. This isn’t going to be done for free, you know. And this just speeds her financial comeback up. This puts the Thorn Party right in the thick of the elected conscious.”

“The Thorns,” muttered Beldeng, draining his drink and pouring himself another. “An Angelleia fan club is all they are; believers in the innocence of that harlot Naressa Rapier.” He took a drink and refilled the unfinished in his glass. “They had their days under the sun. They should take their glory and go away!”
Garvasa swallowed when he had not taken a drink. He spoke rather quietly and implied, “I could tell the Queen did not like the idea, though. She does think of herself, of her legacy.” He had lied, and his friends knew he lied, but nonetheless the lies were quotable.
“She’s no feminist; she wants to be a man!” Beldeng jabbed very sourly. “Well, its time she’s treated like one. She’s flat enough on the chest!”
“Now hold one minute, Beldeng,” started Garvasa with growing concern. “Look, I don’t like this decision either. I’m telling you she doesn’t like it anymore than we do.”
Gainer Dregs set his glass down. “Careful, Lio: now is not the time to become a hypocrite.”

“What I’m saying,” began Garvasa, stumbling his words and not because alcohol was the source, “is Naboo is still in a precarious position of political vulnerability.”
“The Queen is in the precarious position of political vulnerability,” shot Beldeng back. “In her position, it is all about her. Selfish is our elected Royalty, and they must be so.”
“Anyways,” moved Garvasa forward, “she must watch what she says and does. For instance” and on this he moved in closer, giving the room a through search from his single position “Queen Amidala believes Lady Angelleia is cold and cruel. I mean….it wasn’t like Rapier offered to begin with.”
Nervously but spurned on by grandeur, Garvasa continued. “On top of those monies Rapier is getting tax breaks. That wasn’t the Queen’s idea: only part of the agreement. In the end she’s getting everything.”
Dregs chuckled, “Right, sure, we know how that works.” None of the men were idiots, but they relied on others to be. The idea that one person was getting all the rewards was to inflame those they felt and assumed had none.

“I’m serious,” implored Garvasa. “Look, she’s in the sunshine, soaking up the rays. Amidala must placate the governors. Just because Sio Bibble says all is well doesn’t make it so; he’s not the sole voice of non-Royal authority. Amidala knows Rapier is a black cloud that will bring a rain that will ruin her parade. When the time comes, and I do know this, she’ll stab Rapier, end it.”

Beldeng chuckled and shook his head, but said in contrary, “Can I quote you on that?”
“Confidentially, you may,” Garvasa told the political observer. “The Queen is not afraid to express an opinion.”
“So long as it’s through you,” pointed out Dregs. He put his glass down. “Some bravery shown there on her part. Right up there with taking the easy way out by selecting Rapier Tech for reconstruction.” He stood up and said, “She should just leave Naboo in disrepair. Then again….” He just left it at that and shrugged his shoulders. “Well, what’s done is done. It is a dawn of a new Rapier age. After this, no one will remember Queen Amidala. She has written her own obituary.”
“Can I use that last line,” joked Beldeng, getting into the bourbon again.

“No way, it’s my brain child: I’ll beat you to deadline.” Dregs patted Garvasa on the back. “Thank you, Lio. Always fun to hear the Queen’s true thoughts.”

“Just doing what I think is best,” offered Garvasa. He was correct: he was doing what he thought to be the best political move to do behind the Queen’s unapproved back. Then again he was unafraid of the consequences. Amidala had no room for transitions, not with critical personnel in her Royal Court dead from the invasion. Amidala’s reservations were kept to Amidala: Garvasa was only echoing what everyone else thought about it and just put the Queen’s name in place of everyone else’s name. The Queen would be too busy to notice ‘her opinion’. This was -- is and forevermore -- how conspiracies are birthed.
The cycle of discussion evolved into the relevant opinion no sooner than the likes of Grainer Dregs and Chars Beldeng left the Palace of Theed. Lio Garvasa had found no support in the two editorial political writers for his Queen, and therefore he felt he had to defend her by lying. At the same time, Garvasa was attempting to make his opposition clear to the Queen, or at least that was what he kept telling himself. Selfish were the motives of those who did not lead but felt they could do better than Queen Amidala, or at least they felt they held a standard of better thinking. Queen Amidala was naïve and had to be pushed into a corner to make a decision -- no truer in example than in the way she defeated the Trade Federation, no truer when choosing Lady Angelleia’s company to rebuild Naboo. Still, by both accounts, it was the best and wisest decisions. It bothered anyone like Dregs, Beldeng, and Garvasa that the simple solution was implemented; made so worse that the solution was a problem, or at least someone they had a problem with.
---------------------------

The next day was as quiet as it could be as far as the media was concerned. Garvasa had expected a delay from his friends, but he was puzzled that Juna Rapier did not provide her promised rebuilding plan; puzzled, yet not surprised. Delays were always expected in bureaucracies, and more so from those with political clout and tremendous momentum advantage; Rapier held the latter. The potential to gain was expected from anyone in power, and in Garvasa’s view Amidala had inadvertently placed herself on the wrong end of a rescue. In the worse of nightmares, Rapier had been given leverage.
The following day opened with Garvasa’s confidential words in Dreg’s review, which spurred Beldeng to unleash his opinion on the matter universally through the HoloNet before he put it to digital screen early the very next day. There was still no sign of a plan by Rapier Technologies to rebuild Naboo, not as the morning in Theed gave way to noon.
Unexpectedly, Queen Amidala did not hold a conference with her advisors during this time. Garvasa was puzzled, but little worried over this. Seeing no reason to fear anything, he left the Palace of Theed and arrived at the inappropriately named Commoners Grounds; an exclusive café that catered to no common living being based on the one thousand credit charge just to get inside. It had survived the carnage of the invasion with no damage, which would eventually give it a bad reputation as if the owners had paid the Trade Federation off to prevent being trashed. It was a fact, but it did not matter to the elite; it just meant the upset had another reason, other than the high cover charge, to not enter. Exclusivity: the key to all happiness in any class.
Garvasa immediately spotted his cohorts; Dregs and Beldeng, along with various others who were attached to the current Royal Cabinet or to the various levels of politicians of the time. He smiled; they returned with their own salutes, and he literally found a seat amongst his peers. The order of the day was hard Rencede gin.

A time would pass before anyone else would enter the quiet establishment of male dominance. At first it was more of the same; a group of men, but different for they appeared to be very alert and not in a need for scotch. The men, members of a security force, were followed a young and very blonde woman. She was unidentifiable until a much older version of the young woman entered just behind her. Though blonde hair had noticeably grayed in her waning years the Lady Terese Landana was all too recognizable by face alone even without her trademark smile that had made her famous and beloved. Her daughter, Princess Jarah Maltanaw, eyed the scene for the both of them and gave the older version of herself a hand. The older woman had trouble walking but neither that nor her age dulled her luster. Behind them a few more unmarked bodyguards followed, and the attention of the entire establishment had been peaked.
“Oh my…Lady Landana!” Garvasa bolted straight to his feet and everyone else followed his example. He and the others realized, however, that the parade of power had not ended. The former Prime Minister of the doomed Nubian colony of Evramora and Royal Candidate Cessa Fermeia -- formally Evannava and Ferngully until her recent marriage to Cot Fermeia -- entered with her security entourage. Dregs and Beldeng began to show some worry as Garvasa stared on in puzzlement.
Lastly alone to enter came the Lady Juna Angelleia; tall, proud, dark and beautiful to the dismay of all those in the pub. She had not needed or wanted a Royal Guard, and no longer the Queen that was her choice. She came in relaxed, as if she were dared but feared nothing. She was hated by those in the room save for those she had followed in, yet not hated enough to be physically destroyed; and in that sense, the opposition figuratively trembled. She was imposing to them. They found no words of disloyalty, opposition, or malice now while in her presence. She expressed nothing in her beautiful face that should have made them afraid; she frightened them still. Whatever power they knew she had and imagined she possessed made them still as prey cornered by their natural predator.

Juna’s appearance was of dooming contrast to her lightly colored allies and put a chill in the pub. So much like her mother in appearance she was, removing the black fedarok leather cloak to reveal a dress that suggested widow’s wear save for the low cut in the neck line. A turn of her body revealed a partially exposed back, and the unsavory tattoo of a krayt dragon. She handed her cloak to one of Terese’s guards, thanked the man, and turned gracefully on the spot.
“L-Lady Angelleia,” bumbled Garvasa, his throat constricting on its own accord, choking him just as effectively as the Force could on the body part. “Prime Minister…Princess Jarah…..well….this, this is truly a surprise.”

“Is it?” said Jarah. All of the women looked upon him, but Garvasa’s eyes only found Juna’s shade of brown, missing Jarah’s blue eyes completely.
“Er…,” began Dregs, but he lost his will to speak when Juna waved her hand and the four seats opposite of the men that occupied the table pulled out with no seen physical assistance. Few around were too stunned to speak as the others mumbled. Although it had been revealed a decade ago she could use the Force seeing it being used by her, a non-Jedi, still unsettled them.
Juna and the other powerful females effortlessly sat in the seats, each with the grace that put others to shame. All four women, the leaders of the Thorn Party, had their own presence, but Juna stood out the most as the men in the pub all around them continued to soak in her appearance. She was thirty and although much lighter in hair and -- strangely to all -- eye color, Juna looked just as young as the twenty year old Jarah Maltanaw. 
“Mister Garvasa,” began Juna before she gestured towards the men to sit down. When she gestured they nearly tripped over each other taking a step back. Juna slowly sported the smirk she had inherited from her mother. “You should learn to relax. You’re among friends here.”

Flustered, Beldeng gave Garvasa a shove to move a little. He sat down and said, “Well, this is a privilege to have the leadership of the Thorns here. What a moment!”

“Then you should take some notes,” spoke the elder Terese Maltanaw. “Moments like this are so precious to the press more than they are to history.” Beldeng and Dregs shrugged off her point; they had missed it completely.
“We’re here because of statements made by Throne recently,” began Jarah evenly, gently. “Since you are a part of the Queen’s Royal Staff, Mister Garvasa, and since you’re here, and we had happened to be in the neighborhood, we all decided to stop here and ask you some questions.”
Garvasa’s danger sense, if there was such a thing in someone so Forceless rocks qualified as Jedi Masters, increased a few notches in intensity. The four women were living in three different parts; Jarah still lived with her mother on the family land; Cessa lived with her husband in the Port of Fasi far south of Theed; since Rapier Manor’s ‘destruction’ no one knew where Juna was staying. They just did not ‘happen’ to be in Theed all at the same time. They had obviously came together, in full unity. Garvasa gulped because he knew why.
“Y-You can always speak to the Queen’s Royal Chief of Staff,” said Garvasa. “I’m just so low on the knowledge pole.”
“No, you’ll do,” said Jarah with knowing blue eyes. “You’ll do just fine. After all, you are the head of Royal Media Relations, Mister Garvasa. When it comes to the Queen’s words being recorded and printed, you are the last to ensure her words are at their truest.”

Garvasa cleared his throat to say something, but then a commotion got nearly all of their attentions; Juna never turned her head to the door, for she knew it was an old friend. Juna said, “Weena, I’m glad you finally arrived.”

Weena Welchrest, one of Juna’s former Royal Handmaidens and highly placed members of her Royal Cabinet, chagrinned and said, “I’m sorry, Juna, those matters I had to personalize took a little longer than I anticipated.” She grabbed her own chair and sat directly behind Juna. Tossing back her bantha tail of dirty blonde hair, Weena asked, “Did I miss anything?”
“No,” assured Terese without a hint of novel tension, “we’re just getting started.”

“Excellent.” Weena pulled out a familiar object to both Beldeng and Dreg and anyone else that had been ever quoted in their life: a simple vocal recorder. “We’re on the record.”

“For what?” Garvasa stood up, afraid more than upset, unsure of what was going on. “I am not doing any interviews.”

Juna looked at him and very calmly ordered, “Sit down, Mister Garvasa.” She didn’t say anything more as the time ticked away and both she and the standing man stared at one another. There was not even a hint of consequence if he did not comply, yet he slowly sat down, his eyes not daring to move away from her eyes. Yes, her eyes that were once very dark brown may have lightened, but how they carried authority! There was no use of the Force here to sway Garvasa. The other women around her had been elected to leadership in some form, but none of them were born like Juna; born to lead, born to rule, and born to dominate. Beings like Juna, outside of her heritage and family history, were so rare and although not perfect they did not need to manufacture their qualities. People obeyed real leadership when applied to them. Garvasa was no exception to this rule.

Juna put her hands together and spoke in a voice that did not betray any hate, or frustration, or even peace. Somehow it would have to take her words to rattle the men she confronted. “I would like to know something, Lio - may I call you Lio?” Garvasa found himself nodding. “Lio, I understand that Queen Amidala feels she was backed into a corner by me. She feels that I was her only choice, and it was a ‘regrettable choice’.”
Juna turned her head and looked at Beldeng. “Am I right, Chars? I mean that was how you wrote it? You quoted the Queen as saying it was a ‘regrettable choice’.”

Beldeng cleared his throat. “Yes, as-as it was relayed to me by Mister Garvasa, that is what the Queen had said.” Garvasa looked at him as if stabbed in the back. Beldeng showed nothing because, ironically, it was not a betrayal when it was the truth as Beldeng known it to be. Besides that, he kept looking at Weena’s recorder.

“I see,” spoke Juna evenly, turning her attention back to Garvasa. “It was also the Queen’s opinion that I was a….oh wait, how can I forget. Terese, I was referred to as a ‘leech of the people’.”
Terese Maltanaw let her blue eyes narrow, and any hope that she would smile just seemed to vanish from the minds of others. “I believe Mister Dreg wrote that he believed the Queen thought you to be the ‘intestinal leech of the people: the parasite that lives in the innards of fish, sucking the blood from there and minding your own business selfishly until your business needs more blood’.”

Juna turned towards Dregs. “My word, Grainer, you are a first class interpreter! You should be an ambassador, nothing gets lost in translation through you.” There were a few chuckles. Juna smiled and added, “Maybe the Queen should have ordered you to the conference tables with the Trade Federation a month prior to the invasion. It could have saved lives.”
It was not funny, and it made everyone very uncomfortable; it was clearly Juna’s intent. Dregs sputtered, “Well, Lady Angelleia, I do have the right to express my free opinion.”
“Of course you do, I’m sure you exercised that right every single day in the prison the Trade Federation kept you in outside of Theed during the occupation.” Juna leaned herself over the table and laid her crossed arms on the surface. She observed, “Somehow you kept the weight on as others starved in your cell block. Perhaps you had survived on a steady diet of eating your own words?”
Dregs turned so red there could had been a galactic alert about him going nova. He and many in the room had been in the camps. Unbeknownst to their countrymen they were far better taken care of. The Trade Federation was not stupid: it was best to keep the word mongers of Naboo happily fed.

Dregs coloration did not shake his opposition. His quick retort attempted to. “Oh, who are you to talk! You, Juna Rapier, so called ‘Warrior Queen of Naboo’, who ran away while your neighbors suffered through the occupation! You, who left the planet so quickly!” There were some murmurs of disapproval towards Dregs. It was not out of respect for Juna.
Juna explained their misgivings. “Many left Naboo at their own rates of speed when the threat was very apparent, and then very real. The Queen approved: after all, didn’t she, too, run away in perhaps cowardice and not prudence? If it were my war, if I were the Queen, Grainer, I would have stayed and fight. But it wasn’t my war, nor was it something that I had enabled with indecision before hand. I digress: she is young and naïve and I hope she has learned her lesson. ‘A young Queen must be allowed a few mistakes’. I mean…..you wrote that, didn’t you, shortly after the end of the occupation?”

Dregs choked on his retort; he had no retort. Juna just looked back at Garvasa. “But enough with the target tangents about myself; it does not help me get the answer that I need. All I really need to know, Lio, is whether or not Queen Amidala meant what she had said to you to say to these….” She hesitated to find words as she gestured to his friendly press men. “Fine citizens of digitally worded media?”

Garvasa took a drink from his glass and it did not solve his dry throat problem whatsoever. Wiping his mouth with the back of his hand did not solve any problem he was in currently. It had occurred to him fleetingly what was happening here when Juna had entered the Commoners Grounds, but now it was weighing very heavily on his mind. One look at who was here spoke volumes. These women were political heavyweights long before they formed the Thorn Party. Terese Landana had served as Queen for a long time, and after her reigned secured the return of term limits. Jarah Maltanaw had the same Royal pedigree as her mother and could be considered creditable if chosen to run for public office or was appointed to a position of power. Cessa Fermeia was not necessarily a great figure in politics but the people remembered she was the leader of the colony of Evramora, and anyone from there was treated with great sympathy. Weena Welchrest had some friends, and although last he checked she was out of a job but her having a recording device to record his words unnerved him. And then there was Juna Rapier, who had just recently offered to rebuild Naboo despite the fact that her ancestral home was stolen and her company’s factory trashed, and lastly also a former Queen of Naboo.
Imperatively, Garvasa was suddenly so worried about two former Queens of Naboo confronting him; it was that fact that had scared everyone else as well when Angelleia and Landana formed the Thorn Party. The two women were forever tied to the Throne of Naboo, as members of the Royal Court; they were in fact the Royal Court as the Royal Constitution dictated it. Without being elected they each held some power; collectively, as stewards of the Throne, they could affect who rules from it. The political realities were much and those who disliked the Thorns feared it so they never spoke of the possibilities.
“Well, Lio,” began Juna again, “was those the Queen’s words spoke to you or not?”

Tugging at his collar, Garvasa mumbled very quietly, “No. No they were not.”

“Garvasa, you coward!” shouted Beldeng. “You are a smecking coward! The Queen’s political safe from the likes of her!”

“On the contrary, Mister Beldeng, Queen Amidala was on the thinnest of ice with me!” Terese’s cheek color changed to rose when Garvasa had admitted the truth. Her calm was no longer an option. “For her to ask for friendship and Juna’s aide, and then to turn around and slap the face of a savior turns my stomach. As it turns out, thank God, was it wasn’t the Queen it was a son of a bitch.”
“Shut up, please, shut up,” begged Garvasa, but unfortunately Dregs couldn’t let it go.
“Forget you, Lio, I’m not going to let you apologize for me and my opinion!” Dregs pointed a finger at Juna. “Who the hell do you think you are!”
“I am one of three votes, sir,” was all Juna said.

Beldeng snapped his mouth shut when he realized what had been said. Dregs, too upset to understand, just said, “Three what?”

“Shut up, Grainer,” mumbled Beldeng. He was fully aware of the consequences of their actions. They had created a terrible thing.
“No, I want to hear this,” shouted Dregs. “Well, what’s this all about to you!”

Juna turned her whole attention to Garvasa. She said, “This whole, sorry affair with the occupation of Naboo by the Trade Federation can be looked upon as an absolute failure by the Throne to act accordingly. The Throne did the best it could before, during, and is now trying very hard after the occupation to serve the people best. One way to look at it is that Queen Amidala is doing all that she can.
“Another way to look at it is that her immaturity, her indecisiveness, her lack of military experience, her true-to-practice pacifism, her running away, and her total disregard of listening to much more wizened advice in a timely matter had lead to the deaths of nine thousand six hundred thirty-three Nubian civilians.” Juna spread her hands wide, sighed, and mused, “And now such examples of ineptitude appeared to had continued with her criticizing me for her own decisions. You should thank God, or the Force, or whatever it is you hold dear in your heart that the truth has come out. We almost made a terrible mistake.
“You see, if we believed in the Queen’s ineptness, then it would have been in Naboo’s best interest to have myself and Lady Landana to have the Queen removed from the Throne. As the stewards of the Royal Court, we our duty bound to the people forever and ever by ensuring frauds, malcontents, and idiots never rule for very long.”

“You wouldn’t dare to remove Amidala!” shouted Dregs. He realized why his friends were telling him to shut up. But he was still too ticked off to cool down. “I know the Constitution just as you two do. With only two former Royals in favor of removal you will need the Governors for final approval! No Governor, not even Sio Bibble your pal, would dare do it! Amidala is untouchable!”

“You are very correct, Grainer, two former Queens cannot act alone without the Governors.” Juna nodded agreement. “It would be suicidal for the Governors, especially at this time. Removing a popular leader….total political idiocy, they wouldn’t dare consider it.” She held up her finger. “Of course, the Governors can be ignored totally, by law, if there are three former Royals. Last I checked Lord Veruna is still a member of the Royal Court.”
Dregs colored faded so fast some around him wondered if he was going to keel over and die on the spot. 
Terese intervened, “The Royal Constitution clearly states that a quorum of three former Ruling Royals is all that is needed to freely and rightly remove the elected Ruler of Naboo, and may do so for any reason, and without public consent. Queen Amidala’s would-be comments, to me, would have been enough. Its one thing to know nothing and struggle so soon after taking office and face such a terrible time, but it’s quite another to take a helping hand in order to spit in the face of who it belongs to. At a time like this, playing politics should not even be happening.”
“And before you say it,” injected Cessa, speaking to Dregs, “be aware that Tomas Veruna may hate us, but he sees Queen Amidala has the one of the few people who had ousted him from the Throne.” She pointed a stern finger between Beldeng and Dregs. “You two brought his reign as King down at the end and you both openly supported Amidala. He would love, just love, to really throw it back in your faces. You know him: he wouldn’t hesitate to side with us this once, just this once, to ruin your day. It would make his life if he could put Naboo in further turmoil.”

“And if we would have taken Amidala off the Throne,” summed up Juna, “her replacement for the years’ grace would be Princess Jarah Maltanaw. We would elect her to the position, and although the people at first would not approve they would have no choice for a year, when the new elections occur. But to think, in that one year, and you all know this, opinions can change.”
Sitting back and crossing her arms, Juna said, “A Thorn on the Throne: you’re worse nightmares coming true.” She mocked, “And to think: what ‘horrors’ we could inflict.”
Juna stood up, and her friends stood up with her. She said, very seriously, “Again, thank God, thank the Force, that it was Lio Garvasa who lied and not the Queen exposing her ‘true feelings’. As Terese said we almost made a terrible mistake. Now more than ever I support the Queen and what she had to do. And I will do all that I can to help her rebuild Naboo. Like my home, Naboo was stolen from us by the Trade Federation. Rebuilding will take sacrifice, whether you agree with it or not. Thankfully it’s not up to the likes of you” she went from Garvasa to Beldeng, “or you,” and she looked sharply at Dregs “or you to make that decision.”
Juna leaned back towards the table at the waist. The trio, and the other men behind them, leaned back or shuffled backward, a little afraid. Juna warned, “Never, ever, do that to Queen Amidala again. Do as you will to us, and to me, but never put Her Majesty in such jeopardy. She is our Queen; shame on you to think you speak for her. Shame on you!”
As Juna turned again to get her cloak, she said, “Oh by the way, newsflash to the reporters here, I bought the HoloNet News Networks’ Nubian branch late last night.” She turned around with cloak on and put a hand on Weena’s left shoulder. “Miss Weena Welchrest is my Chief Operations Officer and Editor-in-Chief of the brand new Galactic HoloChannel. We will be operating on the current Republic HoloNet stream until GHC completes its own holorelays to broadcast the news.” She smirked and mused, “You know, I always wanted my own public relations firm.”
“The top story tonight,” said Weena, holding up her recorder, “an admission by a Royal Administrator that he attempted to sabotage Queen Amidala’s rebuilding efforts and the government’s reconciliatory affairs with Rapier Technologies.”
“Catchy, but ‘reconciliatory affairs’?” Juna looked at Cessa sidelong. “Sounds like an arguing couple having make-up sex.” She waved a hand and remembered Garvasa. “Anyways, first, I, along with Lady Landana and Princess Jarah, have an appointment with Queen Amidala in half an hour. We’re going to assure her that I am moving forward with the rebuilding plan and I will still accept the monies, tax breaks, and conditions as originally agreed upon. Weena will also play that recording, unedited, and in its full entirety.”
“If you’re only fired,” said Terese to Garvasa before looking at the two reporters, “and you two only get kicked out of the Palace consider yourselves lucky. No one has been political blacklisted by the Throne in over a decade.” The blacklist was something not to take lightly; it was an official Royal decree, one of the few remaining rights of the Throne before the Royal Constitution defined the democratic powers of Elected Royalty.
“Do yourself a favor, Mister Garvasa,” spoke Jarah. “Go to the Queen, admit your wrong, tell her you’re sorry, and offer to resign. That way you will showcase what fractional dignity you think you have left.”

There was a moment of pause before Juna smiled and said to everyone whose attention had been drawn to the scene, “Gentlemen, to good times!” She showed her teeth in the smile before she left, without guards, followed by Terese and Jarah and rest with their bodyguard contingent.

In the establishment it became an uproar. Garvasa drained what was left in his drink. In the meantime Dregs took it upon himself to prevent Garvasa from ‘killing himself’. “Don’t you dare do it, Lio! Say nothing! It’s the Thorns’ word against yours! Her Majesty’s Court won’t stand for it!”

Beldeng, with more years and mileage on him, only said, “Let him go. It’s over.” He sat down and admired his drink.

“The hell it is!” Dregs grabbed Garvasa by his tunic and shook the stunned man. “Lio, tell Amidala that Rapier used the Force on you! She must have learned that pesky mind trick from…from what’s his name! Ah, who the hell cares who showed her! She knows the Force, we saw her use it! You weren’t in your right mind when you spoke!”
Garvasa looked at Dregs. He had survived the ship wreck; the crash upon him was tremendous and left him stunned. The damage was unknown because, figuratively and literally, he didn’t feel a thing. He mumbled, “I can’t let the Thorns take the Throne.” He pulled away and walked stoically and stiffly as he had done once he was freed from the occupier’s garrisons.
Dregs followed right behind him, for as long as could, trying to convince himself it was not over. “I won’t let them, Lio! I’ll bury them! We don’t need facts or the truth to do it! I cover them all with innuendo it snuff out their political fire! The people won’t stand for a hostile takeover of the Throne, Lio! Dare them! Lie to the Queen and tell her to fight them! The Queen will win! I’ll ensure her victory! Damn it, Lio! Damn you if you won’t listen!”

Lio Garvasa was all ready in a cab as Dregs continued his forsaken commentary. He had doubted Rapier or anyone else would challenge the Queen, but his bluff was called. The Rapier Clan Dynasty was back, and he had brought it back to life. He did not consider the consequences of his actions anymore: his political career was set in stone now, over and done as any statue. He had a duty to perform; he had to face Queen Amidala and confess his deadly political sin. That would be easy; he was thinking of the hard part, the aftermath, the long past his career end. That was why he spent the cab ride thinking of where he could get a blaster, and where there was a good place to settle his debt. The Thorns were real; he didn’t want to be around to see how real they could get.
-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Part Three: The Oversight on the Observation of the Growing of Green Grass on the Bright Side of Coruscant Special Select Sub-Committee
The history data documents in the archives of Obroa-skia would state that some years prior to the Clone Wars the shock was not that Nubian Senator Dace Palpatine, an understudy of the late Bendian Rapier had become Supreme Chancellor of the Republic. It was not what he would have eventually become at the end of the Clone Wars. It was the initial first one hundred days of the Palpatine Administration that would shock the galaxy. 
Before that terrible war and his reign as Emperor that would truly define him, the first one hundred days had been his trademark as a serious reformer of the Senate. Reforms in the Galactic Republic Senate could only be achieved by one method: dissolving all committees and then reforming them with new members and leaderships. And he had not just been selective in the approach. With the power invested in him, Palpatine dissolved all of the committees; it was his right and privilege as the new Chancellor. It was needless to say he had made enemies very fast, including some who had righteously voted him into the High Chair, therefore it was imperative for Palpatine to make new friends and very fast.
It was shortly after what was erroneously called the Battle of Naboo -- in proper historical reference, it was the Second Battle of Naboo, the second battle fought against an outside invasion -- Chancellor Palpatine returned to Coruscant and shocked the capital with the immediate announcement of Reform. Detractors had the ready made outcry unleashed, proclaiming it a hypocrisy because Palpatine had achieved power on the argument that the Senate as it stood did nothing; by dissolving the committees to reappoint them, the Senate could do nothing until the major committees chairpersons were nominated and appointed, thus the obvious contradiction. Pundits secretly found the idea provocative whether they sided for or against it. Others would salivate at this, as the redistribution of the Senate’s political power structure gave them hope that they would get the opportunity to control something.
More than ten years, two election challenges, one short lived mistake called a marriage, thirty pounds gained, less hair, and now a different Supreme Chancellor later, Senator Bly Coaxial of Chandiss Prime sat in his office with a newfound vigor. He had longed to gain power again since the Judicial Oversight and Investigations Committee he had ran faded into obscurity over the years. Long gone was the agenda driven young man that starved for political attention by pounding to the people the very angry feelings they felt towards the power brokers, such as the likes of the Rapiers of Naboo. Although his real friends were long gone and some of his allies had been voted out of office he still thought himself as that man of the people but just matured and seasoned; in reality he had become of those he hated, who used the Senate for his own personal net worth gain. He thought his beliefs mattered and his crusade was prudent and thus he continued to win his elections; in reality his crusade lost steam, had gotten old and boring, and so many thought he had done the job of chasing Rapier away from power, and therefore he barely won his reelections; the last election a few months ago was a mere ten thousand point win.
Senator Coaxial was alone in his office, and in the building for that matter, because he wanted privacy to think about his ‘resurfacing’ to the forefront of public knowledge. He assumed the best for himself because he had no other choice, and because he felt Palpatine would pick him as a committee head. Beside the fact he voted for Palpatine on the record it was not a hidden fact that the one time hand-picked Rapier successor to Naboo’s Senate seat had a falling out with the Rapiers sometime after the Lady Juna Angelleia had stepped down as her world’s leader. Coaxial himself had spoken to Palpatine when he had returned as Senator just a few years ago in the hopes of gaining dirt to use in his hearings, and Palpatine did not disappoint. Though the words were nice and measured to fit on a civil tongue, Coaxial could just tell Palpatine’s dislike for the Rapiers matched his.
And then the news that had made Coaxial’s week a few days ago came from Naboo, that Queen Amidala had tapped Rapier Technologies to help rebuild Naboo. The Senate was in an uproar, but could do nothing about it when Chancellor Palpatine, upon his return, made the decree to Reform. Coaxial was sure Palpatine was going to do the reform anyways, that he was not doing Rapier or Amidala any favors. In Coaxial’s estimation he believed Palpatine wanted Amidala’s rebuilding plan to happen. Palpatine wanted heat on Rapier Technologies. Coaxial was sure he could provide it, and Palpatine would remember him. There was always room in the political landscape for anointed enemies of the people and for conspiracy theories born from them; the Trade Federation was going to have company.

Coaxial’s moment of privacy ended when the security detail outside his building told him of the arrival of Senator Onidas Grim. Curious about the timing and curious as to the man himself, Coaxial had security send Senator Grim in. Even though this was perhaps the twentieth or so time they had gotten together to talk, Coaxial felt that once again he would be talking to Grim as if it were the first time all over again.
Onidas Grim was a curiosity to many because the experts thought they knew him, yet somehow he remained an enigma. He had no rich family, nor was his family in politics; his father was still a mid-grade patrolman of his home world law enforcement detail, his mother a simple wife that was simply a wife, and siblings who were just unremarkable. Grim never attended any advanced schools of note, and never lettered in general education. His notable distinction was his four years of service in the Republic Navy where he had set some remarkable promotion records starting as a mere enlisted Sailor; he ended his career as a Bridge Lieutenant, a command position.

In that short career he had seen action on only one frontier; the border that separated the Republic from the Hutt Empire. There then Ensign Grim was part of the crew of the Republic Frontier Freighter Juniper Row, the command ship of the Tenth Fleet, under the command of Admiral Froms Erdia – a disciple of the late Admiral Glace Culot. The Tenth Fleet was an observation post, designated only to keep an eye on a portion of Hutt Space known to run ships for the slave trade, but could do nothing about it unless the slave ships were stupid enough to wander into Free Space.
Admiral Erdia, a hero from the long forgotten Battle of Evramora, was counting down the days to the end of his career at the quiet post until Ensign Grim made a stunning suggestion that the time was right for them to retake the ancient Republic spaceport of Chrubev, a free-floating space station, back from the very Hutts that had stolen it centuries ago. Chrubev was well inside Hutt Space, and thus it would have been a violation of orders. Everyone knew that Chrubev was used as a slave swap outpost, but orders were orders and the six ships that made up the Tenth Fleet were no match against the hundreds of ships that moved in and out of Chrubev. However, Ensign Grim had a plan, one that required no more than what they had and required no time for preparation; it couldn’t look as if they were preparing for invasion. As Erdia would recount later, Grim said it had required a ‘natural time distraction’.
The Battle of Chrubev commenced on the Hutt holiday of Boonta Eve, right at the start of Boonta Eve Race on Tatooine. Ensign Grim showed Admiral Erdia years and years of compelling evidence, in the form of sensor recordings from various ships, of an absolute lack of concentration of those in command of the stolen space station during the holiday. There were also no slave trades made on the station during the Boonta Eve holiday, meaning ship traffic was next to nothing. When history repeated itself, when the ship traffic was nothing and the space station was quiet, and willing to take blame Admiral Erdia launched the attack. The six ships of the Tenth Fleet faced only an unarmed space station filled with one Hutt minion for every two thousand slaves; the freed and inspired insurgency helped end the battle in less than ten minutes The Tenth Fleet dragged Chrubev back into Republic-controlled space and reinforcements arrived long before the first Hutt-designated destroyer answered the distress call. Approximately 72,000 slaves of various species, too many of them Republic citizens that had gone missing unexpectedly, were freed. Admiral Erdia and all of the Tenth Fleet were hailed as heroes. Erdia and the rest made sure that Onidas Grim had gotten all the credit. To the disappointment of the Senate looking to exploit him, however, Bridge Lieutenant Grim resigned the same day as Admiral Erdia.
A year later, before the Invasion of Naboo had finally made the Battle of Chrubev a thing of the past, Onidas Grim ran for and won his Senate seat on the Battle of Chrubev, pointing out that if it was not for the Senate’s lack of logic and understanding many more people would not have been enslaved on Chrubev and it would have never required an act of mutiny to save innocent lives. He also ran on a philosophy he himself called ‘open-source conservatism’. Anyone outside of Godric didn’t get it, not even the so-called election scouts that knew every political philosophy trick in the data docs, but whatever it was, along with his heroics in Hutt Space, it had him win by a tremendous landslide on a planet largely held by progressives.
Coaxial had met Grim a few months ago at the Senate Freshmen Inauguration and Introduction Seminar; Senators with at least two terms of service to the Republic were left with the boring duty of treating the newly elected to tours and explaining procedure and protocol in the Senate. That day he found Grim to be friendly and attentive, but not annoying like the other bright eyed fools just freshly elected, or even those entities that all ready knew better. Grim never wanted to talk or debate politics with Coaxial. They just chatted about sports generally, which they both liked shock ball, and card games and women. From that time onward, when the two met, it was always around the Senate House and always unscheduled and it was usually long conversations about who picked the winner in the last shock ball event.
Politically they were the same in the sense that neither was making waves; only that Coaxial was a fading star and Grim just sat in his Senate booth, paid attention, and on an official capacity did nothing but vote; of course Coaxial was different politically from Grim philosophically. However, so far, Coaxial saw nothing that made Grim special, or for that matter made some of the allies and the old members of the Senate that would speak with him show worry. Coaxial mentioned Grim to Senator Feang Feuret of Sullust, and the old Sullustan said nervously, “That boy will be Supreme Chancellor in five years.”
“Oh really! Giving Palpatine no love there, Feang,” joked Coaxial. When he noted that Feang wasn’t laughing, he asked, “Oh why do you say that? He hasn’t shown a thing.”

Feang shook his head and said with a seriousness that at the time scared Coaxial, “Unless Palpatine kills him, Grim will become Chancellor. And there’s nothing any of us can do about it.”

It had been over a month since Feang’s proclamation and since then Coaxial had discovered two things: first, Feang was not the only senior Senator to hold such an opinion of Grim, and secondly Coaxial could not discover what the hell it was that made them believe it. And, as scary as it was ironically, most of those senior Senators agreed with Feang that Grim could only be stopped by death. To them, it seemed impossible that controversy or political posturing was enough for them to stop Grim. Coaxial felt a little sorry for Grim if the poor guy ended up dead some day soon. Only a little sorry, because Grim did not know what Coaxial knew what the others were saying behind his back. Though he liked Grim the man, he was still an opponent in that arena.
And even still five years was five years away. Palpatine, for now, was the Supreme Chancellor for as along as the Senate allowed it so. The Reformation probably did piss enough representatives off, but to call for a new vote for a new Chancellor was too soon, too taboo, and caused a bureaucratic backlog so bad it would make the aftermath of the Shut Down look like a paper document jam in an ancient printing press. Since what Coaxial had loved to call the Great Rapier End Game Fiasco the Republic government grew in size by forty-two percent; such growth in ten years after a lesser bureaucratic growth under Chancellor Valorum’s leadership that had played a part in the Great Galactic Depression. Again, Palpatine was going to have to make some friends very fast if he wanted to make it past one year.
Onidas Grim, oddly and always, traveled without protection or assistants, which made him appear to be foolishly brave and knowledgably cocky. His staff consisted of a single Human female secretary and a protocol droid; he gave the rest of his function debit back to the Republic. He entered the building that was so much bigger than the structure that housed the office that was three times smaller than Bly Coaxial’s private work room. He dressed in good, clean clothing of simple style, hair short, eyes of brown, and was physically fit yet overall he did not appear opposing. His posture was confident, and those eyes appeared steady and focus. And again, as Coaxial shook Grim’s hand, Coaxial could not see what the static was all about.
“Onidas,” began Coaxial first.
“Bly,” said Grim with a slight smile. “I thought you would be here tonight. Well, then again, I don’t know where you live.”

Coaxial laughed just a little. “And you won’t.” They walked over to the causal seating in front of the large bay window that faced east. “Just kidding. Maybe I’ll get some friends together and we’ll watch some shock ball. Playoffs are coming up.”
“Sounds like a plan if you don’t become too busy,” said Grim. He just sat back casually, but then stopped Bly with a hand gesture, preventing the host from calling the service droids for refreshments. “No thanks, this is going to be a short visit.”
“Okay.” Coaxial relaxed, at least appeared to, in his chair. “So I gather this is a sudden business call.” He joked, “I thought you went to bed around nine?”
Grim just shook his head and smirked. “I can’t help it that I’m an early to bed, early to rise kind of guy.”

“Yeah, like you sleep.” Coaxial gestured towards the unwavering bright lights of the city; lights that moved, stayed still, winked, nodded, flashed, but never really appeared to shut off. “With those lights on out there, who can? I haven’t found a natural way yet to sleep on this planet. Unnaturally-.”

“Don’t want to know,” said Grim evenly.
“You’re out of the navy, buddy, there’s a difference between admitting to using narcotics and having been caught using them.” Coaxial just shook his head. “I hope you don’t do what some fools had done in a past and try to get Morals Testing of Senators passed. They’re still trying to find the physical remains of the previous do-gooders that have tried.”

Grim only shrugged his shoulders and said nothing more on it. Coaxial sighed a little and said, “So, in an unofficial official capacity, what’s on your mind, Senator?”

“Well, the Supreme Chancellor is going to hand out committee chairs tomorrow.”

“No secrets left in this galaxy, eh?” Coaxial just chuckled dryly and remembered he had something alcoholic stashed in one of his desk drawers. Getting it, he then wondered aloud, “Palpatine all ready told you what you’re getting?”

“No, and no I will not chair, or be part of any committee,” spoke Grim adamantly. “I will be an Open Debater.”

“Wow, really?” Coaxial was confused because he had thought Grim was not stupid. Whether it was a committee or a subcommittee or even the infamous ‘blue moon panel’ Senators looking for something more never passed up the opportunity. There were few who refused assignments, therefore tagged with the official label of Open Debater. The Senators, on the other hand, unofficially would call those like Grim Losers behind their backs; Losers because they lost out on the always huge financial windfall from panderers. And in the long history of Senate, Losers never had their motions and bills pass in the Arena.
“Yes, I will be a Loser,” said Grim without a hint of regret. “You can say it.”

“Well….Cripes, Grim, that’s your prerogative.” Coaxial just shrugged his shoulders and took a drink from his hidden bottle of dry pearstti.
Grim then said, “But I’m not here because of me. Whatever Palpatine offers you; no matter how great it is, turn it down.”
“Ha, Onidas, what are you talking about?” Coaxial chuckled a bit, not sure where this was coming from.

“As a friend, and I hope I’m a friend of yours,” said Grim, to which Coaxial assured him with “Of course, of course”. He then said, “We will never agree in politics, which is why I don’t discuss issues with you. It can ruin friendships. But if we are friends please take my advice.”
Coaxial chuckled again. “Gee, I’ve been doing this longer than you have. I should be telling you advice. You haven’t been in office long enough to hatch a conspiracy for crying out loud.” He observed the former military man for a moment, and then said, “Come on, you’re joking right? Committee is far more fun than sitting around a rep booth waiting for a vote.”
“Palpatine isn’t the meek fool everyone thinks he is,” said Grim with clarity. “He’s going to use his seat now to settle some old scores.”
“Oh please.”

“Valorum did against Deng Jurrjens, and he was by all accounts Valorum was a decent man.”
“That’s because Jurrjens had call his mother a plit, not over some stupid treaty issue as it was officially put on the record.” Coaxial took another drink and continued. “Dace Palpatine’s all ready terra-formed habitual worlds with Reformation. He can’t afford anymore damage.”

Onidas Grim just leaned towards Bly Coaxial as Coaxial sat down across from him. He said, “Palpatine is committed to taking care of two problems and he’s going to use you as a solution. His first problem is his old past connections with Bendian Rapier.”
Coaxial laughed. “Oh God, wasn’t that rich? Old Palpy comes ‘home’ after returning home to find that his new ally Amidala sold her soul to Juna Rapier. I swear the Chancellor was wearing makeup because I’m sure he’s paling over the decision but you couldn’t tell.”

Shaking his head, Grim just continue. “Old ‘Palpy’ is going to use you against them. He must show there is no connection between him and Rapier anymore. It would have been easier for him if this Rapier rebuilding effort of Naboo had never happened.”
Coaxial interrupted. “He had no choice! In the status queue in the Senate, the Trade Federation gets dibs on any new rebuilding effort, it’s their turn. Forget the whole ‘debate’ process of rebuilding: how smug would it have looked if the Trade Federation wrecked Naboo, only to get paid by the galaxy to rebuild what they tore apart? Legal issues notwithstanding since the Republic has to take them to court.”
“Nonetheless,” continued Grim, “he needs an orator to profess his separation. With your history against the Rapiers, he’ll have you run a committee to oversight their role in the rebuilding effort.”
“So?”

For the first time Grim looked at his friend as if the older Senator was one of his midshipman, and the midshipman had just ignored a direct order. “Bly, I know your history as Palpatine does too. You will make this out more than it is.”

“If it’s there, why not?” Coaxial frowned and took another swig from his bottle. “If not, so what? Who cares if I go after rich people forcing the poor little girl of Naboo’s hand? Forsaken Lebschep, I’m a politician, Onidas, I’m supposed to turn shit into gold! ”

Grim reared back in his seat and looked a bit despondent. “Bly, you barely won reelection a few months ago. You got a five year term, and that’s five years to fix yourself politically. Palpatine is looking for your successor.”
Coaxial took that in and laughed. “Oh, that’s the second problem he’s going to correct, me?”

“Yes,” Grim said so matter-of-factly Coaxial finally gave him an ugly look. “He’s looking to replace about thirty, perhaps as many as seventy Senators, in the next five years. That includes anyone who had voted for him.”
“Reformation is one thing, but political suicide is another. He won’t kill off his supporters, Grim.” Coaxial put his booze away and wasn’t very happy that Grim had told him this.
Grim stood up with a proficiency that suggested no defeat, but he knew he had lost the battle. He said, “As I said, Palpatine is no fool.”
As much as Coaxial believed Grim’s words to be untrue that night he really did not sleep. Grim’s warning stayed in his mind through the night and into the next day, and right up to reception area of the Supreme Chancellor’s office just below the Senate House. During that time Coaxial did not remember getting dress or the conversations he had with his own people, and no one acted puzzled so therefore there was a sense that he was whole and sane. No one noticed a problem until the attractive Nubian woman behind the secretary’s desk had asked him if he needed help. Embarrassed and suddenly aware of himself, Coaxial first checked to see if he was wearing clothes -- yes, he was -- and finally he answered in the negative to the secretary before finding a seat in the lobby. He discovered the lobby was quite full with Senators, and most of them he knew were newly elected officials. If that was not enough the Senators had brought all their underlings with them; Coaxial was no different with thirteen helpers tagging along.
Through the crowd, Coaxial spotted old Feang Feuret of Sullust. Feuret waved him over to the empty chair beside him. Coaxial mused quietly, “Mining committees?”

“Naturally,” was Feuret’s response, filled with a tone of confidence. “Perhaps the Oversight chair on the subcommittees. You?”

Until now, Coaxial never really did think what he thought he was going to get. He just shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t know: at this point in my career I don’t take a Jedi guess.” And on that note as Feuret went on and on about which Senator he was certain would get a Chairmanship suddenly Bly Coaxial had a replay of his entire political career run through his mind. Those days and nights he slaved in college only to discover his talents for speaking laid elsewhere; the day, in the group known as Free Will Panic, where he raised his hand and shouted he would become the next Senator of Chandiss Prime. Those days he learned that unlike the privilege he could control his greed; accept what the partisans handed to him, ensuring himself that he had not changed except that his bank roll was much fatter. His message was quite clear then as it was now: there were certain individuals that should not rule the Republic! 
However as he thought lost to Coaxial, and for many for that matter, was his selfishness. He believed he had never done wrong, and he believed that even with his sins -- the same sins he accused others of committing -- he was righteous and unstained. And yet a realist still lived inside of him; a quiet, unassuming, and slowly becoming available voice of rationale. The realist believed these truths for they were the truth: he only won the last election because his foe was weak and his friends could not find anyone else to replace him. Onidas Grim’s words echoed in his head.
“Damn it, what is that doing here?” Feuret’s sudden change from protocol droid chatter box to a Sullustan in quiet disgust drew Coaxial’s attention towards the departing figure of Onidas Grim. Grim, all alone with no entourages, guards, and advisors, walked undisturbed from Chancellor Palpatine’s office, proud in gait but outwardly neutral. Grim vanished in the sea of entities, allowing Feuret to add, “I did not see it go in.”
“He turned down the Chancellor’s offer,” began Coaxial. “Grim stopped by my office last night to tell me he was going to do.”
Feuret then eyed Coaxial rather nervously; the Human didn’t like it. The Sullustan asked, “And what else did he say?”

Coaxial remembered that Feuret had a hate thing about Grim; therefore he weighed the answer. This was a moment where one Senator could lose a powerful ally. What mattered to the Senator was which to sacrifice. Coaxial’s problem was that he thought Grim would care if he told Feuret; on the contrary if Grim did he would have told Coaxial to keep their conversation private -- to date, Grim had never had what was called a ‘off the record’ conversation with anyone, not even about shockball.

Coaxial chose foolishly. “Nothing else than that, except that he wanted to have something planned for the next galactic shock ball game.”
Feuret’s response was not good for Coaxial -- fate would explain later. “Well then, I can see the fool needs a friend. Keep him guessing, Bly, keep the fool guessing. The longer you do that, the better off we all are.”

Coaxial eyed the lobby for a few moments before saying, “Why?”

“Sorry?”

“Why are you afraid of Grim?” Coaxial took another look around to see if anyone was really listening -- they were, but to really listen one must look like they were not. “Remember what you said a while back about Palpatine dealing with Grim.”

“It has not changed, that opinion,” said Feuret.

“But what, why?”

Feuret measured Coaxial before he began. After exhaling, he said, “I would have thought, by now, you would understand.”
“Enlighten me.”

Moving closer together, Feuret explained to Coaxial. “Comrade, you and I can handle our fellows very well inside and outside the chamber of the Senate: the liberals like ourselves, the conservatives like Blanco and Utie’fe, the socialists such as Remanar and Ciyuo, and the moderates like Organna and Festis. Then there are the idealists, and the originalists, and the gatherers of free form thought. And who can forget the progressives….well, I can.”

The chuckle between them subsided and Feuret said, “They are politicians, Bly Coaxial. Some may practice what they preach, but ultimately it is about who and what they control with their ‘passions’ as it were. We are politicians, you and I, we can get along with our fellows quite well. Dace Palpatine is a politician; it is why he won his position. He won’t forget we put him there, as it is evident here.”
Feuret licked his lips before continuing. “Grim is not a politician. Grim is a leader.”
Coaxial stopped Feuret with a frown. He shook his head and said, “What’s the difference? What’s the threat?”

“This Republic,” began Feuret boldly, “has had no leader for several centuries.” The Sullustan held up a hand to stop Coaxial’s laugh. He shook his held up hand to stress what he was saying; of a man speaking the honest truth. “No leadership, Bly, of any kind. Chancellors awaiting treaties, or committees, or the courts do decide the next move, which is ultimately up to the Senate to vote on.”

“Wait, that’s our democracy.”

“No, it is failure.” Feuret pointed a finger at Coaxial. “Deep in a dangerous cave far underground any Sullustan can see in the dark, but which of them will take the responsibility of leading the others out, to face the dangers of the unknown before him and the perils that follow behind them?”

“Oh wait, if this is because he was in the military-.”

“He did not have to be to become the man he is now; he chose to because he knew he would lead. He is a leader, Bly. You should sense it, feel it from him.”

“Oh right, my ‘political sense’,” muttered Coaxial. But he was bothered by Feuret’s fear. “So….what is it, IT, exactly, Feuret, about Grim? Give me something to work with here? Was it something he said? What?”
Feuret heard his name called and took a moment to try and clear his mind. He said to Coaxial sadly, “Ten years later, friend, and you still do not get it.” He stood up and gestured with his hand towards the exits. “You should see someone as they truly are once you see them. After all these years, you should have enough sense to see a real threat to the status quo. I just saw Supreme Chancellor Grim emerging from his office five to ten years from now. Dace Palpatine is just keeping the seat warm. Let the Bells of Gub’hiem cry; a leader has returned to Coruscant.”

Feuret would enter the Chancellor’s office eventually, but Coaxial felt his presence still lingering about like a poor, lost soul. Still, as much as Feuret’s fear haunted him, Coaxial could not come to grips with what the others saw in Grim. What was there to fear in leadership? What real power did any Chancellor have in the Republic? Certainly Palpatine called for Reformation, but in the end Palpatine had to bend to the Senate’s will. Coaxial convinced himself of many falsehoods as he continued to wait, such as the idea that Grim turned down his appointment on committee because no one else would had approved of him; a reasonable assertion based on Feuret’s shared take.
And was it just that simple: that Onidas Grim struck fear in others because he gave off some sort of aura? Again, to his meager ends Coaxial could not see the threat. He did not see the difference between politician and leader. Again, there was nothing there that stood out to Coaxial, nothing solid, nothing to touch, that spoke to him as if Grim was such a serious political threat. Grim had only the power of his countrymen, given to him by election. Grim was not a threat like Juna Rapier would be politically, Coaxial was sure of it.
The wait grew long for Coaxial, and it gave him more time to stew in his many thoughts. Eventually he amused himself by thinking the unthinkable. He knew Feuret was no fan of the Rapiers, and so Coaxial imagined a nightmare scenario where Juna Rapier won the Senate seat and then became Supreme Chancellor: he would chuckle every time he imagined Feuret and others like him jumped to their deaths high above the Senate Rotunda’s roof. And finally, his name was announced and Coaxial strolled in no longer relaxed by the passage of time, tensed suddenly by the ironic, oxymoronic thought of unforeseeable inevitability: walking towards the unknown future from the certain past.
The offices of the Chancellor had changed since the last time Coaxial had entered the room seven years ago, and Chancellor Palpatine’s decorators had just finished based on the new smells that lingered in spite of the atmospheric controls attempts to purge them. Structurally the room remained the constant that it was with an overly large window exposing a breathtaking panoramic view of Coruscant behind the desk of the Supreme Chancellor that always caught people’s eyes first. Coaxial did note the unusual stone and metal artwork, though, that brazened the walls of the galley chamber, the hall, and ending at the opening of office; strange works, it appeared to be of heroic deeds, but admittedly Coaxial was no man of fine art. Still, he had a feeling, a creepy one at that, that some of the individuals in the art were fossils and not stone or metal.
“Ah,” began the cherry voice, and rising from his desk and alone, Supreme Chancellor Dace Palpatine of Naboo began to welcome him. “Senator Coaxial.”

Attention drawn, Coaxial paced quickly in and gave Palpatine a respectful nod of his head; hand shakes on Coruscant were not only taboo but dangerous given how many creatures viewed such greetings more like agreements of business transactions and treaties than well welcomes; nods and well wishes had become the norm after the still-ongoing political fiasco of the Treaty of Leferwite, where the Supreme Chancellor six hundred years ago had accidentally agreed on a handshake, due to a lousy translation, to give the Fogu-plang Colonies one Republic citizen a year to slaughter in order to gain, at the time, much needed ease of trade travel. The sacrifice was to appease the Fogu-plang’s rock deity, Sa’bashu, for allowing outsiders to skirt the edge of their asteroid field. To date no Republic citizen had been made to honor the contract; to date, even though the Republic had never used the trade line, the Fogu-plang were still fighting in the courts, arguing the Republic owes them exactly six hundred and four individuals for sacrifice.

Dace Palpatine was not and never was an imposing man and his new title did not instill fear in anyone. When he sought the Senate seat he had given up years ago again Coaxial’s political resources scouted Palpatine, discovering that he was still the disarming, ‘silly buddy’ man he was as a mere representative under Senator Bendian Rapier and as Rapier’s replacement. Still, as Rapier’s understudy, Palpatine had learned from the best; his voting record was favor-heavy towards Naboo and ideological wise he was clean light to a prism, scattering in all sorts of directions. During his first run of service Palpatine was in the various revenue policy committees; this time around he was a Loser. Collectively he was the very definition, as Coaxial’s scouts put it, of a professional politician: perhaps moral and honest in real life but an absolute ‘go-with-the-wind’ man when it came to public policy. Someone who really never had allies, just useful fools.
It boiled down for Coaxial that the older man with receding auburn and gray hair and a crisp, seemingly unpracticed smile had at one time been associated with the Rapier Clan Dynasty. If he did not have a political sense, Coaxial did possess political paranoia: the concept that any little thing was in fact a much larger conspiracy. Palpatine possessed little in terms of real power during his first go around as Senator; a decade off and nearly a decade later that had not changed. Therefore Palpatine’s appointment to the Supreme Chancellor’s chair from afar was suspicious. Of course it was a bureaucratic appointment and not a sympathy one. So Coaxial did his best to keep the facts he knew in line. However he was blinded by his need to be significant, and the conversation he had with Grim last night faded away with the sunset. 

“Please sit,” said Palpatine, holding a tone of good cheer and well wishes. “We do have much to discuss.”
“Yes Chancellor, we do,” began Coaxial.

“Well, I’m for formality as the next person.” Palpatine sighed a little. “It’s been a long day. Shall we refer to each other by name? If I hear ‘chancellor’ anymore today I’ll quit.”

Coaxial chuckled a little, but reminded himself again that this was still a disciple of Bendian Rapier. “Sure, Dace, I guess you can have it your way now that you are the Chancellor.”
Palpatine shrugged his shoulders, collecting his hands and putting them on the desk just as he sat down. “A duty, you can assure your constituents, that I will take very seriously.”
“And I can assure you my constituents do approve of you,” said Coaxial. Though it was quite debatable on whether Coaxial knew who his people wanted for Chancellor politically they voted for the safest candidate. As Coaxial and many like he believed the vote for Palpatine was far more acceptable to all than Bail Antilles of Alderaan or Ainlee Teem of Malastare. Antilles was an old stalwart with a strong emphasis on ‘stall’, for he took too much time on measures; he was slated to lose his seat by next year, during Alderaan’s elections. Teem was welded to the bracket to his home world, and lately Malastare’s oppression of minority groups was edging its way back into the galactic conscious; and given their alliance with the Trade Federation it would have been just as stupid to appoint an Neimoidian sympathizer than it would have to appoint the Trade Federation to rebuild Naboo. In short, and with galactic sympathies at the time towards Naboo, Palpatine was the safe choice.
After Coaxial spoke, Palpatine grimaced a bit and said, “Well after what had occurred a few days ago I’m sure they are rethinking your vote for me.” His tone became a little more somber. “I do appreciate your vote for me, but before we continue I would like to know, really, why you did vote for me?”
Coaxial imagined a manual labor droid just refusing to work in an ore mine on a free floating asteroid; no defects, no malfunctions it was completely operational, yet absolutely disobeying its programming and its masters because it realized how dangerous its job was to itself. Suddenly, Coaxial was that droid and Palpatine was a master, but unlike the droid Coaxial’s feelings of discomfort were not an analog program designed to make him more Human. It was one of those questions Coaxial felt Palpatine should had known the answer to.

The time passed enough for Palpatine to interject. “Let me be frank, Bly. Your history with the Rapiers is one that is confrontational. Although I do not associate myself with them any longer, I did hear you mention my name a few times in those earlier hearings in relation to them.”
Now the certain question had a brand new answer. The memory cap on Bly Coaxial’s brain suddenly came off. He noticeably, and regrettably, and embarrassingly, cringed in his seat. Coaxial did his best to put that accusatory context against Palpatine that used in the past into a more favorable orbit for himself. “Well….it wasn’t….well it wasn’t as if it was not true.”
It was a terrible answer. Coaxial knew it and regretted it. Palpatine only smiled and most certainly when the smiled appeared it was not for what smiles were normally for. Eventually, Palpatine disarmed the fear bomb in Coaxial’s chest. “I guess you’re right, when you put it that way.”
Palpatine leaned back in his impressive chair, and proceeded to scrap Coaxial’s fat off of the cooking burner. “I mean, I was not the target of your investigations in the past. Bendian had long coat tails: I just happened to be along for the ride. You know, of course, that’s how the Game is played.”
“The Game?” sputtered Coaxial uneasily.

Smiling again, Palpatine just said, “Politics, Bly. That ‘Game’.” He waved a hand once Coaxial understood and felt foolish. “You know as well as I do that when you come from nothing, when you offer really nothing, you have to create a new self that others will vote for. You need an issue, and mine happened to be anti-high taxation. Your uniqueness happened to be the Rapiers. It is that particular uniqueness that I need, Bly.

“You see as much as I appreciate the situation Queen Amidala finds herself in, and I feel confident she will do the right things most of the time, you know as do I it’s that one little thing that can ruin us all. I think it was Hummaspiel-.”

“Hummaspiel?” Coaxial leaned towards the desk, towards Palpatine. “You’ve read Hummaspiel?”

“Haven’t we all?” questioned Palpatine, as if the philosopher was supposed to required reading. “It was Hummaspiel that said multiple successes are the dry brush of selfishness but failure is that unselfish fire that will consume it.”
Coaxial was still surprised that Palpatine had read Hummaspiel, the central system philosopher from Adirdonk. Much of Hummaspiel’s thoughts were captivating to say the least. Let others have the Jedi Code; Coaxial would take Hummaspiel any day.
“So, I must remember Queen Amidala is young,” continued Palpatine. “She had no choice. You know as well as I the Trade Federation is in the queue when it comes to galactic rebuilding efforts. In good conscious none of us could let that happen.”

“Why not make the Trade Federation rebuild Naboo for nothing?” pondered Coaxial. “If you forgive me for asking.”

Palpatine smiled but shook his head. “Senator Coaxial, you know as well as I that all things are not done for nothing. And if we have the Senate simply skip them in the queue, the bureaucracy attached to the system will effectively crash. As much as I would just like for once to apply a Jedi’s wisdom here, in the modern times such wisdom is nothing more than wishful thinking. The Trade Federation would fight it in the courts, and they would drag it out, and if there ever was a finality to it Naboo would have never been rebuilt.

“It was much this Senate’s fault as it was the Trade Federation’s fault for what had happened to my Naboo. I had warned the Senate body for years the taxation on trade routes, for the punishment of a past crime by the Trade Federation, had out lived its reason. I had watched that tax be raised eight times since its implementation, increased one hundred and twenty percent from its origin rate. Ever after what they had done to my home world, Bly, my home world, I am more motivated than ever to end those taxes.”
Before Bly could say anything, be it approval or a denial, Palpatine held up his hands. The Chancellor said, “Alas, this is not the time or the place to utilize my Speaking Giant. The taxes will be dealt with in due time. So will the Trade Federation, at least for their transgressions. You come in, Bly, because of a completely different reason.”
Coaxial did his best to sit up tall, but he was a little perplexed by the little things Palpatine had just said. “A different reason?”

“You uniqueness, Bly, is the Rapiers. You know perhaps just as much as I do about them.” Palpatine let that hang in the air; Coaxial began to soak the unspoken in. “We need Senate oversight on the rebuilding efforts since the Republic’s revenue is once again going into Rapier credit accounts. It cannot be your basic oversight committee; very tough questions must be asked and the occasional probe must be done. And I cannot appoint someone else for this task; I need a Senator with experience in the Senate, in committees, as well with the Rapiers; experience and a proven record of….having a ‘unbiased’ opinion when it comes to protecting the people’s money from ‘others’.”
Bly Coaxial could not help smiling; this he knew was coming this was what he was waiting for. As much as Palpatine did his best to cover up his own intentions it were clear. Palpatine wanted to distance himself from Rapier before the cannon fodder of their past alliance caused even more damage. Coaxial knew why he was here, he knew what he was going to get, yet the smile appeared. The smiled appeared because although he knew Palpatine was going to have him kill Rapier politically speaking he wanted to hear it, in so little or no words, from Palpatine himself. By Palpatine’s words, all of the doubts and Grim’s warnings vanished, faded away like a Force-taken dead Jedi.
“Therefore,” Palpatine began to decree after a held breath, “I am appointing you to the Chairmanship of the Special Republic Senate Committee on Naboo Reconstruction Oversight. It will be a fully empowered, five member committee-.”
Coaxial sputtered, but it wasn’t in disapproval. “Only five members?” He was envisioning his committee to be a powerful one, about fifty, perhaps one hundred, Senators strong. Such large memberships ensured grand spectacle before anyone ran off at the mouth.

“Well, reforms take precedent, Bly,” said Palpatine. “All the committees, new and old, will have less membership save for Appropriations.”
“Oh, no, don’t get me wrong Chanc- I mean, Dace,” said Coaxial quickly. “Five members is more than enough if they are the best and the brightest.”

“And that’s why you will have that power to chose them,” assured Palpatine, as if the previous interruption had never occurred whatsoever. “I will offer suggestions, of course, but I’m quite confident you will choose the best. And you will have wants and warrants powers, with an available Justice at all times to approve of them. Budget operations are yours to control unless I change my mind. Regardless, since this is an oversight committee only you or I have the legal power to end the committee.” He smiled again, leaving many conspiratorial thoughts hanging up in the air. “Which I am sure, in time, you will keep the rebuilding efforts in line.”
Coaxial could not help to think that Palpatine was indeed so very sinister. He really liked him now: he hated Juna Rapier, and he wanted to destroy her. Palpatine then added with a sly look, “And perhaps poke and prod around rather loudly. Maybe remind yourself….that once long ago the Rapiers and the Trade Federation had a….well, an understanding. I’m quite sure it’s not really relevant to this invasion….”
“Oh,” was Coaxial’s long, drawn out response, his coded answer to Palpatine’s directional hint of where he really wanted the committee to go, “I’m sure it’s just….merely a coincidence.”

“Yes, just that. Nothing more then.” Palpatine stood up and gave Coaxial a nod of approval. “As you know your hearings won’t begin anytime soon, so I would study up.”
“Certainly, and thank you Dace, I won’t let you down.”

“No, Bly: you won’t let the Republic down.”

“Eh, right.” Coaxial gave a nod and took his leave. In his joy he thought quickly on what to do as he grouped with his entourage and they retreated to his offices. He had so many ideas, so many directions to take, and more importantly he had the Supreme Chancellor’s blessing. Everyone in Coaxial’s group believed he could make this a comeback of sorts, acknowledging for the first time that the recent election was indeed a bitterly close victory. Eventually Coaxial had to reconcile at least one more thing.

A few days would pass and Coaxial had one of his parties over the key shock ball game of the year, and his invited were again an odd sort no one would ever believe would dare be in the same room. Coaxial was careful though in his picking and choosing of who was invited; the Malastare crisis had escalated at an unofficial formal, not one of Coaxial’s doing, featuring the exchanging of words and eventually the throwing of fists over dip. Because of such fractional tension that always existed in the Senate such parties were taboo, but in the ten years he has had them Coaxial had never had a problem.
The party was well attended by Coaxial’s guest, who most of them one at a time were separated from the rest one by one by Coaxial. Coaxial would take a guest somewhere else in his apartment and offer them a chair on his committee. Everyone he had talked to, three of them as the shock ball game and party continued on, had said yes. There was one more person to ask, and it was a long shot at that.

The last person, Onidas Grim, was the easiest to pry away; others had minor security details or female companionship that would not let them go away so easily. Grim was, again, alone when he arrived, spoke some, mingled only a little, and enjoyed what was offered sparingly. It was like all the other times Grim had attended Coaxial’s parties, only this time Grim really did not appear to be at least enjoying the company.
No sooner had both men went out on the patio deck overlooking the Pandonenium District of Coruscant, Grim said, “No.”

Coaxial was just closing the transparent partition when his friend spoke. He turned and asked, “Gee, I’m not coming out here to neck you, Onidas.”

“Bly, I know what you’re going to ask,” said Grim, taking a drink from a bottle of Angstdoubter, a powerful gray-colored lager but the same chilled bottle he had picked up at the beginning of the party a few hours ago upon his arrival. “I won’t be on anyone’s committee. Particular any committee Palpatine has created out of revenge.”
Coaxial snorted a bit of a chuckle and said, “Well, if you say so I won’t twist your arm. But I just thought to ask, man.”
Grim shook his head and just asked, “Why did you take it, Bly.”

“It was there,” said Coaxial matter-of-factly. “Cripes, isn’t that why you took that space station? I mean wasn’t it?” He had thought Grim’s negative was not going to bother him, but something just snapped. He just suddenly felt Grim was a little too righteous all the sudden. “The perfect political opportunity presented itself, you took that station back from the Hutts at a time the Republic was debating slavery again. You took it back, and you freed those slaves, and you turned it into your political career. No uniform or Senator was going to have you thrown in prison for disobey them.” He held up a finger, and then pointed it at Grim. “It was there, your political career, and that’s why you took it.”
Grim took another drink from his bottle, absolutely undisturbed by Coaxial’s outburst. The initial lack of response only caused Coaxial to just stare harder at his opposite. Coaxial then got a little more frustrated and mouthed goofily, “C’mon, you son of a bitch, tell the truth. Just tell me you’re as ambitious as I.”

Sighing, Grim shook his head, took one last drink from the bottle and set it on the nearby patio table. He crossed his arms and just said, “Ambitious? What were your ambitions exactly to become a Senator? Were you seeking a higher calling of public service? Did you want to help the people? Did you not want to be a crusader for the little guy?”
“Well, yeah,” interrupted Coaxial.

“Then if that were all true you wouldn’t need this committee appointment, Bly,” stressed Grim. “I would like to think you would have something more than hate for rich people to show for your service to the Republic. I think you do have something even if I disagree with it philosophically, it’s something that can further your career here.” He shook his head. “This committee appointment will end you.”

A little upset, Coaxial raised his voice. “My record speaks loudly, and I was voted back into office twice because of it. My people don’t want to see unselected controllers like Rapier and their ilk ever making a dent in our lives again.”

Coaxial then said something very selfish and very stupid. “I have held them back! I did! Screw the rest of them; it was me sounding that alarm every time! I stopped them from coming back, and then everyone else left my side. And looked what happened, look what happened: there she is, reaping taxpayer money like her old man did.”
“Palpatine is using you,” stressed Grim very calmly. “He’s going to end you with this.”

“Oh you may think that, Onidas,” said Coaxial excitedly. “But he hates that Rapier woman as much as I do.”

“And why exactly do you hate her?”

“Because…” Coaxial let out a gasp of frustration. “Oh come on, she’s the problem! She’s society’s problem, the cause of it all!”

“Your hate and Palpatine’s hate share only one trait: it’s a mystery.” Grim puttered out a few breaths. “I guess…your reasons for being in the Senate are quite clear. You do only serve one purpose. And there really is no need for it any more.”
“Oh really!”

“Your people did speak of that in the last election. You lost momentum in your first reelection and barely won the second. You won’t win the next one now.”

Coaxial just screwed up his hands in front of him and escaped the conversation by saying, “I don’t know why I bother asking you anything.”

“Because you’re still looking for a real friend on this world.” Grim straightened his long tunic, grabbed his empty bottle and made for the door. “And you’re looking for a real friend’s advice. I gave it to you, but you just won’t accept it. You won’t because you have always known, as I finally do now, that you’re a targeting politician.”
Coaxial snapped a hard gaze at Grim at what he felt was an insult. Targeting politician was an editorial slur used to describe single issue-minded politicians. They were also known as Idealists, or in the relative view of Grim Short Term Memory Loss; single issue Senators had very short careers, depending how long they could entertain their electorate; Coaxial had entertained his public for over ten years, meanwhile nothing of true substance that truly benefited his home world was ever done. Although it was a term that insulted the voting public of Chandiss Prime it was a fact that could not be ignored. But in their favor -- and Bly Coaxial did know it! -- they were growing bored with the current version of their favorite act.
“And Palpatine has hanged you up the biggest target one could find; one as big as the galaxy.” Grim gave him a little signal, indicating that the conversation was ending and he would be leaving earlier than normal. It was by no means the end of their friendship, but after they would not talk to one another for a long while. “And you’ll miss that target completely.”
Coaxial only watched Grim leave his apartment, which was easy given how transparent the walls were, madder than he had ever thought he could get. The only rational -- if it could be called that -- thought that had entered his red, inflamed mind was that he had figured out why the others really did fear Onidas Grim. It was not that he had won his seat by a landslide, or that he moved around with guards, or that whatever made males like Feang Feuret think he was a leader and that had to be feared. It was because uncannily without one hint of Force usage Grim knew what he was talking about, that his guesses and observations of people were absolutely, positively correct.

But like all -- ALL -- people, Coaxial did his best to convince himself otherwise. “To hell with him, what does he know! Screw him, the right wing bastard. I’ll show him and I’ll show Palpatine, I’m no Idealist and I’m not the Chancellor’s bitch!” As much as he hated Grim, he would eventually go to him again, talk again, invite him to parties again 

In the meantime his future awaited him, including a future he was warned about but he still will not see. Coaxial returned to the party with growing, delusional confidence, convincing himself the galaxy was just waiting for him to do what he does best. In his thoughts he absentmindedly bumped into a woman.
“Oh, sorry,” he said rather quickly. There really was no excuse for it; it wasn’t that crowded of a room.

“Oh,” she said rather innocently. “That’s okay. No harm done.”

Coaxial eyed the woman: about his age, but slim and attractive and blonde and…well! “I’m sorry…but who are you?” He had no clue who she was.

The woman smiled cutely, but not idiotically, and said, “Well…I live in the building, on this floor…and I heard the party and…I guess you can say I crashed it.” She shrugged her shoulders and giggled. “I hope this isn’t a private party. I’m just…new here, and…”

Coaxial suddenly had other things on his mind; women have that affect on men, particularly divorced men like Coaxial; the pressing needs of his mind become the pressing needs in his pants. He said with authority, “This is a private party.” But he flashed a smile, leaned in, and whispered, “But you’ve just been invited.” He stuck out his right arm and snickered, “You see, I’m a Republic Senator: party invites are my prerogative.”
Of course the woman just melted to him upon announcing his title. Senator Coaxial could not help to think that the good old days of his relevance were indeed returning. Senator Grim’s warning about that relevance, however, was never heeded.
