CHAPTER 14.0
“Hello! Over here! Jedi, over here! Over here! Wait! I’m coming!”
The shouts over the crowd of people emerging from the public transport that came from Bagtheist reached both Ros’ and Casper’s ear came from a Duro in a local police uniform, causing master and apprentice to wait from them in the swirl. The Twi’lek frowned a little at the clearly young Duro’s over eagerness and said, “If he isn’t careful he’s going to get someone hurt with all the jumping he’s doing.”

When Casper didn’t answer right away Ros turned his attention back to his Padawan Learner. The young man was preoccupied again with his need to glare down at his data pad, obsessively going over whatever was on it. Ever since Coruscant their relation was getting better. Yet Ros was finding himself needing to get Casper’s attention, usually during any free time they had if they weren’t too busy going through case files. Just in the past week alone they were assigned another five hundred cases. Ros wouldn’t have mind this if it had something to do with cases or this particularly disturbing case based on the preliminary report they got while investigating the massive fire that occurred during New Years Eve on Bagtheist. One look told him otherwise; it had to do with the Sith language ball Master Yoda had gave him.

“Casper, put that away!” Casper popped his head up to look at his master; Ros watched him blush and put his data pad away. “How many times do I have to tell you to focus on the matter at hand?”
“I’m sorry Master,” said Casper in true regret. In the previous months that apology had very little sincerity, but Ros could tell that he really meant it. Whatever Master Yoda had told the young man it had effectively turned him around and made Casper respect him again.

Ros exhaled his frustration; again, in the previous months, that was rather difficult; now, it was flawless. “Look, I know Master Yoda would like you to discover a solution to the task he gave you, but I wouldn’t think he would want you to forsake your responsibilities to solve something that doesn’t require a solution at this very moment.”

Casper nodded and said, “I’ll do my best not to be so preoccupied with it.”

Smiling, Ros couldn’t help to her a ‘do’ in that sentence. He put a comforting hand on Casper’s shoulder. “Good.” He turned his attention back to the eager beager who thought it was absolutely the desperate hour of all their lives; the Duro figuratively bashed an old woman’s fruit cart to nothingness when he fell on it. “For crying out loud…Casper, change of plans.”
Ros pardon himself through the crowd -- the exhibition of good manners didn’t make the trip through the crowd any faster though -- with Casper not far behind. They reached the clumsy Duro, who was trying to clean off his ruined uniform and defend himself from the fruit lady’s large hand bag attack. Ros waited patiently; after all, the man deserved a good beating of some sort; not that any beating was good. “My apologies, ow, this is such, ow, and honor -- Madam, cease!”
“Quite,” said Ros, biting back any proper critique towards the male’s stupidity; having one’s ass handed to them by a old woman was enough. “I am Ros Ofcheck, and this is my Apprentice, Casper Knightshade.”

“A pleasure,” said the Duro. “Private Oguolive, of Unwemesur. Welcome to Unwemesur.” He looked around. “No bags?”
“We’re Jedi, not tourists,” assured Ros; assuring and being proactive so they could skip the kiss up portion of this case and get right down to it.

“Very well: follow me.” Oguolive led the two Jedi away from the transport and once they entered an area with a lot less people he lead them towards a speeder. “You’ll forgive me for my excitement.” He gestured for them to get in the speeder.
“Well it was rather foolish of you to act like that back there,” said Casper. Ros suddenly got an idea and jumped in the back of the open top speeder, causing Casper to give him a look of oddity.

The silence was broken. “Oh? Oh no, not that,” said Oguolive. “I meant this grisly case. Oh sure we have are brutal murders here in town, but nothing like the horrors of this. Decapitation, mutilation, and even cannibalism. Crispy, what is the galaxy coming to…eh, Jedi Knightshade? Aren’t you getting in?”

Ros made a small gesture to the seat in front of him. Casper finally climbed in and sat. The Knight knew his Padawan all too well; Casper’s curiosities with the language ball would drive him to defy his Master, and sitting the back seat where Ros wouldn’t be able to see him would have been perfect. Alas Ros had beat him to the punch this time drawing on his own experiences. There was a ton of times when he was a Padawan himself that he couldn’t wait to practice using the Force at apprentice skill level; a very dangerous curiosity when unsupervised. 
When Enothchild had discovered that Ros was using the Force behind his back he more or less kept an eye on Ros for a good, long time; most of the time he made Ros sit or walk in front of him; the latter rather comical given that Enothchild’s long stride forced Ros to walk faster than normal pace or get kicked in the ass by a size seventeen boot; some of those kicks were intentional when Ros screwed up outside of walking too slow. Ros figured it out some time afterwards that it was Enothchild’s intentions all along, that it was just simply the Vhinphyc borrowing from Nadja’s handbook on Jedi Training: in order for a disrespecting Padawan to learn respect, sometimes the Master had to kick the Padawan’s ass. Goofy metaphoric irony at its most profound and successful.
As the speeder moved through the traffic Ros noted Casper’s fidgetiness and smiled in amusement. The smile lost a little of its luster when the Twi’lek kept Enothchild on his mind and under the circumstances he couldn’t avoid it. This particular case where a lightsaber may or may not have been used in a murder would have been assigned to Enothchild exclusively by the Jedi Council if he were still in the Jedi Order; Enothchild was the Order’s Chief Investigator and head of the Behavioral Sciences Laboratory, positions he had inherited after Nadja Moranna had passed away. As of all things it was Ros’ turn to inherit the burdens.
“…Now this Hifubbae he really isn’t any loss.” Oguolive’s voice slowly bled back into Ros’ ears. The Twi’lek hoped that Casper was paying attention because he hadn’t. Then again the evidence could tell him more than Oguolive could. “He profited from the buying and selling of personal information, which is a horrendous crime in of itself. And the other victim, Cviaudi, was a known serial robber, suspected also of underground rail molestations of females. But the brutal nature of the crimes carried out upon their person go way beyond any Duro decency.”
“Private, do you think you will learn something from us?” asked Ros plainly.

“Certainly!”

“Then learn this: never assume that a creature is not capable of horror. You’ll totally miss the truth if you overlook your own kind.”

Oguolive sputtered a bit and said, “I’m sorry, Master Jedi. I was just basing what I said on the evidence we had collected to date.”

“Still it never hurts to remain open minded to the possibilities or you will be hurt by the closed minded facts.” Ros sighed after that and sat back; this was going to be a long trip if he had to train two young males the proper way to investigate a crime. Although Casper was along further than Oguolive Casper still had to be trained to limit himself to the facts. “So what tells you that it isn’t a Duro that done these murders?”
Oguolive looked over his shoulder briefly, and both Jedi could feel his quick eagerness to explain. “Well, sirs, Hifubbae had his head ripped off his body. No Duro possess that much physical strength. Especially since the physical evidence in his home suggests that he was used as a weapon of frustration: that is he was used like a club on the wall, the ceiling, the floor, and on various furniture.”
“The head was never found,” asked Casper.

“Yes sir. Unlike the second victim the first victim’s head has not turned up.” Oguolive paused to steer them through traffic. “The second clue is the state of Hifubbae’s remains.” He turned his head towards Casper, opened his mouth, and pointed at it. “Youf sef! Wef laf rolfs off feefh!”
Ros leaned in and looked at the Duro’s mouth. Unlike most Humanoids with sets of teeth a Duro only had two large teeth that followed the biting line of their mouth; one on top, one on the bottom, both arcing and going to the back of the mouth. Ros leaned back just in time to secure himself before Oguolive took evasive action to avoid another accident. The Duro said a little more excitedly, “Hifubbae’s body was covered in bite marks that feature rows of teeth. Plus those bite marks contained saliva residue.”
“That wasn’t in the preliminary report,” Casper brought up.

“I know,” said Oguolive in displeasure. “Although our coroner used that evidence to rule out that a Duro did the murders, he wouldn’t put it in the report sent to the Jedi Order. He thought the second death involving a lightsaber was far more important.”

Ros nodded and said, “In other words he didn’t think we would have came if a lightsaber was not mentioned.”

Oguolive looked over his shoulder again and said, “I admit I’m naïve sir. Clumsy sure. But I for one do know that lightsaber evidence or not the Jedi would consider this case relevant.”
“That’s a lot of faith in us, Private,” said Casper. “A little too much in fact.”

Ros knew that Casper spoke the truth; this case would have had no priority if it weren’t for the lightsaber evidence. Then again at least Oguolive was more optimistic than most of the other members of law enforcement they had encountered lately in terms of their ability to come in and solve the case. For that there had to be a reward.
“Oguolive, do you have the case files on you,” asked Ros.

“I do. And whatever else we need I can provide via a hotlink to my data pad.”

“Then take us to the crime scene; we’ll skip the trip to headquarters.”

Thrilled, the Duro made a hard turn to the right that almost caused another accident. Ros put his hand on his shoulder and said, “With the condition that you control your overeagerness please!”
It took no time at all for the group to reach the late information broker’s home, which unlike a few days ago it lacked the presence of a super curious mob that hugged the police lines established around it. All three walked through the flat; bigger than most of the flats surrounding it, but by no means was it super spacious. In fact for an information broker who was born and raised in the slums Hifubbae lived the life of a pauper and not one who had finally made it big. It flew in the face of conventional wisdom that even Oguolive knew but couldn’t understand. But when the Duro brought up the fact that Hifubbae’s accounts had vanished after the authorities had put a freeze on them Ros began to understand why the victim lived the way he did; he was no ordinary information broker.
After getting a feel for the surroundings, Oguolive set up his data pad and activated a special holographic program. From a omni projection node he had also set up, images of evidence that could be removed from the crime scene was projected in three dimensional images, including images of the murder victims. It had its projection limits; it generally stayed within the bounds of the kitchen entrance to the home.

Ros squatted down beside the holographic image of the second victim, eyeing the ‘body’ carefully, noting the ‘head’ that was not far away on top of the big spot of blood that had soaked into the porous grains of the wooden floor. He looked up at Casper, who was busing himself with Hifubbae’s image with a sick face. “Well, Casper, what do you see?”
Casper looked at the image of Cviaudi, looked back at the image of Hifubbae, and said, “These are two completely different murders. Committed by two different entities.” He looked at Oguolive. “What were the times of deaths?”

Oguolive looked it up on his data pad. “They were close together. Based on temperatures taking at the time of discovery, they both died late at night. They were found six hours later.”

Ros shook his head. “Is there a notion in there that the coroner considered the probability that given Hifubbae’s multiple holes that the heat in his body would escape faster?” Oguolive looked, but Ros answered the question. “No. Hifubbae probably died long before Cviaudi did.” He looked at the holographic image of the destroyed door; the door had long been removed for testing. “Given that this back ally wasn’t a garden spot for walking and lacked lighting, Cviaudi thought it was the perfect opportunity to rob the place. Wrong place, wrong time.”
“But if there were two murderers, could they have been working together,” asked Oguolive.

“A good question,” said Casper. “A strong and smart attack tandem. Came looking for information.”

Ros shook his head again. “Nope. Victim number one was eaten. That means the smart one would have had to indulge the strong one’s appetite, not knowing how much time they had for whatever reason why they were here. Question two: why in the hell would a smart person, even a hired one, want to be around a someone that does this?”
“Maybe he isn’t as smart as they think they are,” suggested Oguolive.

“True, that could explain why they didn’t take Hifubbae’s collection of information,” Ros said sarcastically. Oguolive understood it and clamped his mouth shut. “No, these were two different murderers; two distinctly different methods of murder; murdering for two different reasons; doing things that wouldn’t jive with the other.”
Ros stood up and looked over the damaged room. He said, “Hifubbae’s murderer didn’t give a damn about what evidence he or she left behind. They weren’t quiet in the attack, and it wasn’t because they knew someone would care given the uncaring nature of this part of town. They brutalized the body, consumed some of it, removed the head and kept it. It would suggest a cult, but why bother going through a heavy door to get a sacrificial nuna?”
All three entities turned their attention to the opening, eyeing the holographic door. Oguolive said, “We were still doing tests on the door when the preliminary report was sent to Coruscant. I’m afraid our testing methods are not up to the Republic’s quicker standards. That’s why we haven’t pinned the identification of the species responsible for at least Hifubbae’s murder. But what we do know is that the door was blown in from the outside…as you can see. But blown is only a figurative term: there was no sign that an explosive had been used.”

“Laser torrent fire?” suggested Casper with a great deal of skepticism all ready in his voice about the idea.

“Absolutely no charring on the edges, or signs that such a weapon was set up outside.” Oguolive checked his data pad and sighed. “No new updates on any of the testing yet.”
Ros glared down at Cviaudi and continued on with his summary. “Meanwhile Cviaudi is killed with practically an expert’s touch.” He noted Casper bending over the spot where the head of Cviaudi was found. “Problem?”

“There isn’t enough blood here,” said Casper. He looked up at Oguolive and said to get his attention, “Private, did you say on the way here that there was indication that the head was at one point outside?”

“Oh yes, sir!” Oguolive brought up a sub screen that featured a still image of outside for Casper and Ros to examine once they reached the data pad. They both examined the image as Oguolive narrated. “There was traces of blood and spinal matter here and there on a line from the door to a spot some ten meters out. Initially we thought the murder occurred outside, and the body was dragged back inside along with the head. But as you can see there is no drag marks, or indication of any kind that someone walked out to retrieve the head.”

Oguolive held up a hand. “May I ask the both of you something? I would thought given the light nature of a lightsaber wounds would be cauterized upon impact.”

“Most times lightsabers do cauterize the wounds they make,” said Casper. “But they can be as unpredictable like blaster wounds. Often it is the where, how, and when that determines wound burn closure by either weapon. And no, sometimes they don’t burn close everything. Besides in the case of a decapitation and where the blade made contact, it didn’t prevent the natural hemorrhaging associated with violent death, like the massive blood loss through the nose and mouth.”
Ros looked back at the image of Cviaudi, thought for a moment, and then scratched the top of his lekku in annoyance. Something wasn’t quite right given everything Oguolive just told him. “Private, you said they weren’t back on the test results with the bodies and the door?” The Duro nodded. “How is it that the investigators determined that Cviaudi was decapitated by a lightsaber. Aside from the burns of course. I know of a few weapons that can make similar wounds.”

Oguolive looked between the two in confusion. “You mean you don’t know?”

“That’s why I’m asking you.”

“No, no, you don’t understand. I thought you would have heard about it from one of your own.”

Ros and Casper exchanged looks. Ros’ lekku began to curl. “Oguolive, what exactly are you talking about? What do you mean one of our own?”

Oguolive swallowed hard. “Well, sir, yesterday…now I don’t know all the details or names, but one of my friends on the force told me that it was a Jedi that had told us that the second victim was murdered by a lightsaber, and thus pushed us to contact the Jedi Order. He and his-his friend were suspects at first, but the captain let them go and my friend was told to forget them.”

Both Jedi again exchanged looks. Ros said, “Did he happen to say why they were suspects in the first place?”
“Well apparently the one who said he was a Jedi was a big alien. Really big. And he had a lightsaber in his possession. The other my friend interrogated. A Sullustan. Male. Called himself Dizzy.”

Ros and Casper again shot looks at each other, this time they were gazes of great surprise. It had to be a mistake: he could not have been talking about Dizzy Arnes and Enothchild Sarch?

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

CHAPTER 14.1
When they had reached the police headquarters and found the captain, Casper thought it was wise just to stand there behind his Master and let him do all the talking. After all the news that his former Master and good friend was here and not necessarily on Naboo had rubbed him with great irritability. Casper couldn’t quite understand it in this case, but he learned a long time ago that Ros Ofcheck was not always a Jedi; he meant that he didn’t behave like one. Casper did have to admit to himself, though, that he was ultra curious as to why the former Jedi and Captain Arnes had been on Duro. For all Casper knew both men were on Naboo all this time; Master Sarch because of Lady Angelleia, and Captain Arnes because of his marriage to his Nubian wife.
“If you would have come to the house in the first place, Knight Ofcheck, I would have told you about Jedi Master Sarch,” the Captain blew out of both thin nose and mouth. “He told me he was on a secret mission for the Jedi Order! Given who he was I took his word for it!”
“I’m not upset over that,” said Ros calmly. “I’m upset over the fact that it wasn’t indicated in the preliminary report.”

“It makes no sense for me to put such information of a covert nature in such a report!” The Duro looked outside his office window at a very nervous looking Oguolive. “And for your information I’m a little upset that my own men can’t keep their big mouths shut. It’s the one reason why we have laws against the sale of information and why creatures like Hifubbae exist and make a good living.”
Ros leaned over the desk and admonished, “Oguolive has been an asset to us in this investigation. You will not punish him.”
“I will: he’s off this case.” The Captain was now leaning over the desk. “So tell me why the surprise over Enothchild Sarch being here, Knight Ofcheck? Was he or was he not here on a mission for the Jedi Order?”

Casper knew the answer to that one: absolutely not! Ros had other ideas. “That would depend on what he had told you.”

“So you honestly don’t know or you’re not at liberty to say!”

“All I want to know is what he told you, Captain, and nothing more!”

“Fine!” The Captain stood up and began with anger still in his voice. “He showed up at the crime scene, noted one of the victims and said he knew a lightsaber killed the man. We put him under protective custody. His Sullustan buddy was picked up when someone spoke his name. It turned out that his name was attached to a file filled with our secret security hideouts used to catch smugglers. I had a discussion with Master Sarch once I recognized him; he had been on Duro before a long time ago, had solved a tough case for us. He said Hifubbae had contacted this Captain Arnes in regards to information concerning a covert operative that borrowed Captain Arnes’ ship and hadn’t been heard from in long while. I took it at face value, let them take a look at Hifubbae’s hard drive, and blanked all records of their existence. Well, not all records.” He shot another glare at the window. “So you telling me that this is all news to you? That we just let a killer go?”
Ros held up his hands and said, “No, Enothchild wouldn’t have killed these two men. Its just a surprise to me that he would be here.”

“Well you’re taking the fact pretty fricking hard if you ask me.” The Captain strolled around the desk and opened his antique office door by pulling it open. “I don’t know what’s going on, but the sooner you complete this investigation the sooner you’re out of my hair! Barging in here with that attitude! You got a lot of nerve! Oguolive, get yourself in here now!”
Casper followed Ros, knowing that it was time to go and his Master didn’t need to tell him. He was filled with a lot of questions and wanted to ask them right away, but Ros bit out, “I see the way to the coroner’s office, let’s go.”

The finality of that proclamation made Casper shut up even before he said one word. The long silent walk down the corridor that connected the police station to the coroner’s building was filled with Ros’ cooling emotions and Casper’s unspoken questions. He knew the Twi’lek was still thinking about it in a stew the way his head-tails quivered and curled at the tips; Twi’leks naturally communicated with their lekku, a unique sign language Casper was still learning; it was the little nuances that expressed emotions that alluded him when it came to translation, but no question Casper was interpreting anger from his Master. That and the feeling in the Force he could sense.
Casper didn’t like seeing his Master mad. To him a Jedi shouldn’t even be mad, that is express anger. Be in anger. There was a danger when it came to anger, and even more so for those Force sensitive, and even more so when it came to being a Jedi. He himself had known anger; Casper wished there was a process to remove it. A long time ago he had asked Master Yoda if there was such a process to eliminate emotions. Master Yoda told him that if Casper was to discover such a process he should never share it with anyone. 
Even now Casper didn’t understand that. It went hand in hand with being told all the time that emotions should never govern a Jedi’s actions. Yet every time he turned around there was Ros doing it or Master Sarch doing it or Knight Cadabel doing it or even Master Koon doing it and he was on the Jedi Council. They were…animated. Granted they didn’t go off like some senator that had their appropriation turned down in committee, but in Jedi terms, to Casper anyways, it wasn’t very Jedi like.
On the other hand Casper had to ask himself how he would react if Master Yoda had suddenly left the Jedi Order without telling him, finding out through second hand information months later, and then have Master Yoda turn up some place where he shouldn’t be too close to a crime. He guessed he would be a bit flummoxed. Shock perhaps. Anger? No. No because he knew Master Yoda, and Master Yoda didn’t do things unless there was a very good reason for doing them. Like…
Casper let his hand slip into his robe pocket just inside the seam fold of his robe, letting his fingers touch the Sith language sphere. The dark side artifacts’ cool surface met his skin and seemed to plural his thinking. Perhaps Master Enothchild had a good reason for being on Duro. Maybe it was related to the dark side. Or maybe he was doing Naressa Rapier’s evil bidding.

He pulled his hand out of his robe, and then he came to a stop when Ros noted what just happened and stopped walking. He asked, “Are you all right?”

“Sorry, Master, I was distracted again,” said Casper honestly.

Ros looked him over and said, “That’s the last time, Casper. Honestly, it is. The next time I see you touching that thing I’m taking it away.”

“But Master Yoda wanted me to look at it,” Casper pointed out once again. How many times did he have to tell his Master this fact? “Besides it isn’t I who’s distracted.”

To that Ros folded his arms across his body and said, “Come again?”

Suddenly Casper felt very small, insignificant, and a Padawan Learner. He realized what he just said and felt his tongue go very dry. Ros extended his right hand out, palm out, and twiddle his long fingers. “Fork it over, Casper.” His eyes widened in horror. “Don’t make me ask you twice.”

Very reluctantly, Casper opened his robe, removed the sphere, and gave it to Ros. The sphere landed in Ros’ hand in a loud plop, surprising the Twi’lek for a second with its unassuming weight. Clutching it in front of Casper, Ros said to him calmly, “You were doing very good today. Now you won’t get this back until I think you’ve had at least two weeks of solid focus.”
“Two weeks?”

“Two months it is.” With that Casper’s mouth dropped open. Ros said, “If you want more time keep talking.”

Casper couldn’t help to bit his tongue and stomp past his Master. The Padawan Learner kept telling himself that he wasn’t angry; he was protesting. In no time they were at going through the automatic metal door. When the smell of death touched off the hairs inside Casper’s noise he began to reel back his ‘protesting’ thoughts he had hoped his Master felt the whole damn time.
“Ah, Jedi!” A Duro in bright white, clean clothing wearing a heavy, black work apron came towards them. “The Captain said you were coming. I got your message about the body cooling idea. Over here: you will find this disturbing, along with the testing results back from the labs on the evidence.”

“Rest assured, Doctor, we’ve seen death before,” said Ros in perfect Jedi tones and manner. Casper thought it was an act quite frankly.

“Oh really?” The Duro pathologist pulled open one of the dozens of metallic doors built into the far wall, reached in, and pulled out a long bed with a stasis tube on it. “How about this?” He flicked a switch, and the shutters built within the tube opened. Inside there was practically nothing. There was signs that a body had been in there based on the significant amounts of blood staining, and there drops of a glowing, purplish liquid on some of the remaining tissues, but nothing else in relative terms. “Gentlemen, I present to you what is left of the late information broker Hifubbae.”

Casper found his anger….his protesting nature being replaced with shock and curiosity. He exchanged the look with Ros and saw his Master was just as shocked as he was. Ros said, “You got to be kidding me? We’ve seen the crime scene images: there was more to him than this. You did bite mark tests.”

“I know,” the pathologist said regretfully. “But I didn’t notice until the sensors in the stasis tube notified us of a significant weight change before you two arrived here.”

“What is it being caused by?” Casper found himself asking as he approached the tube and peered at the remains. When he applied his senses to it, he suddenly knew the answer. There was a disturbance here in the Force. “Master.”

Ros stood on the opposite side of the pull out table next to the pathologist and used his Force senses as well. The pathologist continued talking. “I don’t know exactly. The stasis energy doesn’t even slow it down; its pace has been constant. I’m afraid to open the tube to investigate it further. See the purple substance? It could be some kind of chemical weapon remnant. I have notified the Minister of Health; he has ordered no one to open the tube.”

Finished, Ros looked between the pathologist and Casper. “Natural remnants of the Force in these tissues are separating and fading. Working against the cells.”
Seeing the pathologist’s confused look, Casper elaborated for him. “The Force is eating the remains.”
“What? How?” The pathologist looked between the two with concern. “The Force is just energy, right?”

“It’s more complex than that,” Ros assured him. Casper knew he was referring to midi-chlorians. “So you never obtained any samples off this body?”
“No; like I said I wasn’t about to risk my life. This could be some kind of genetic warfare chemical we don’t know about that releases based on time and rot. But...the stasis sensors are not that advanced.” The pathologist sighed deeply. “The Minister of Health won’t have much of a body to claim if they don’t get here soon.”
“What about the other victim, Doctor?” asked Casper curiously. The pathologist answered his question by pulling out Cviaudi who was also in a stasis tube. He was perfectly intact, or as close to it under the circumstances; the head was sewn back onto the body. “That proves that there was two different assailants.”
Ros waived his hand to stop the conversation, not necessarily to use the Force to stop it. He asked, “How long do you figure before the body is completely broken down, doctor?”

“Two, three hours given what’s left.”

Casper knew what his Master was thinking; Ros was going to invoke his federal powers and take possession of the body, which in this case was his right under law, and have it transported to Coruscant for analysis back at the Jedi Temple. The Padawan Learner did some creative quick math in his mind and was disappointed. He said, “Master, given that the Galactic Core is between Duro and Coruscant the best we can do is ten hours if we pilot through the stellar mass.”
“Smeck!” Ros put his hands to his hips, his lekku twitching and betraying his thoughts. Casper could only watch on, not sure what else they could do. He doubted very much that they could prevent the destruction of the remains with their abilities. That left them, as far as he could tell, one option: they had to open the tube.
“Doctor,” began Ros with slight dread in his voice. At that moment, Casper really wanted to tell his Master no. It was true that they needed something from these remains; without question it had to be connected in some fashion to the murderer; and it was rather curious as to why the Force was involved in the breaking down process. But this wasn’t the time for such sacrifice. If it was a killer virus or toxin, Ros Ofcheck couldn’t possibly survive gathering a sample if it was now contagious and airborne. He couldn’t let Ros do that.
“Doctor, how far is it to the nearest hospital from here?” Caught off guard by Ros’ question Casper could only cough to clear his throat that was filled with his no response.

“Not far,” said the pathologist. He then glared awkwardly at the Jedi Knight. “You can’t be serious…”

“By the power invested in me by the Supreme Chancellor of the Republic, I hereby take possession of this body.” Without another word, Ros gestured his wide open hand towards the entire stasis tube and with the Force he lifted it off the roll out table. The cables detaching from the outer housing, the tube went into its battery back up mode, but it possessed no repulsorlift capabilities. “Casper, give me a hand. Doctor, where is the coroner’s wagon and perhaps you can give us a lift?”

Throwing up his hands, the Duro said, “Why not? This I got to see.”

Casper touched the Force and stretched out with the energies towards the tube to augment his Master’s grip on the tube. As they walked and their energies intermixed, the young man could only sense what Ros was up to; hints and pieces of Ros’ thoughts. He also sensed a great deal of emotions that attached themselves to some of those thoughts and they had nothing to do with the case directly. Intertwined with anger and disappointment and curiosity, Ros could not get away from thinking about Master Sarch and why he was here. 

Casper was just as curious as well.

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

CHAPTER 14.2

Ros’ idea was rather a clever one and he patted himself on the back for such quick thinking because in any other situation he would have never came up with the idea. Half the battle was convincing the hospital to allow them to bring in possible hazardous, lethal material in order to use their ultra comprehensive large mammal medical diagnostic sensor array. Their authority didn’t supercede such a private institution, but a little Force persuasion made the hospital administrators change their minds. Knowing arrays of this type, which was generally used on beings of considerable mass, Ros figured it could penetrate the stasis tube’s metallic and duraplast casing without interference or scanner error. Thus there wasn’t a need for anyone to sacrifice a life today. 

Correct in the assumptions, Ros and Casper stayed in the monitoring room to watch the long, ongoing scanning process being supervised by the medical technician. They would continue the scan, collect as much information as they could from the scans, and finally take their findings back to the Jedi Temple after they finished with what they could with the investigation on Duro.
“Since the stasis tube’s sensors were inadequate,” laminated Ros, honestly proud of himself, “I just assume let the real experts have a go at it without the expense of our lives at stake.”
“It’s really brilliant, Master,” said Casper, observing the monitors while they stood back far away enough from the technician so they could have a quiet conversation. “I thought for sure we were going to have to open the tube.”

Ros shook his head. “There is a time and a place for sacrifice, Casper. But this wasn’t one of those times. If I didn’t think of this I was just going to call it a day.” He reached in his robe and pulled out the Sith language sphere. He observed it carefully, and then presented it for Casper to take. Casper reached out to take it, but Ros pulled it back to get his attention drawn to his eyes. “When it comes to sacrifice of anything, remember that it is a product that always comes with a costly price that very few can afford. With sacrifice, make your purchase count. Never, ever on trivial things such as a murder investigation.”
Ros presented the sphere again to Casper, loudly hinting without saying it that it also meant sacrificing too much of his time on solving the sphere. Casper nodded and took the sphere back, somewhat grateful that his Master relented. He asked Ros with the sphere held out in his hand, “Are you not the least bit curious of this, Master?”
Looking at it nonchalantly, Ros then shook his head. “Not really. I understand that it may help us in certain cases.” He gave the technician a look to make sure the Duro was not listening. “But with so many other matters taking lead in terms of priority I can’t see how it will solve all of those problems.”

Casper hesitated at first when Ros glued his eyes back towards the monitors, but finally he put the sphere away. He was certain that Ros wasn’t going to listen to the possibility -- a slight one perhaps in this case but one never knew -- that Naressa Rapier was perhaps involved. Especially since… 

“Master,” Casper suddenly remembered, “what was Master Sarch doing here?”

Ros snapped out of his trance and looked at his Padawan with a bit of perplexity, but then he slowly shook his head after the same thoughts crossed his mind. “I don’t know, Casper. I mean I wouldn’t have believed it so if I thought the captain wasn’t being sincere. And Dizzy? It would seem rather uncomfortably odd that someone would know those two were partners in the past.”
“It is a matter of public record,” Casper pointed out.

“Yes: Naboo, twelve years ago. As for every other time?” Ros shook his head. “I don’t know. Perhaps…no, it couldn’t be imposters.”

Casper looked at the monitors again, eyeing the images that were being recorded in real time and in virtual reality; noting the ever continuous slow decay of Hifubbae. “Master, this is still going to take a while. Maybe we should contact Master Sarch?”

Ros’ snapped his head up. There was considerable growing apprehension showing in his body language. If the circumstances were different such an idea would not have been met with such resistance. He then smiled at Casper and said, “You know that’s a great idea.”

Following his master, Casper found himself a little worried. He regretted suggesting the idea; it had appeared that Ros had gotten over Enothchild’s unannounced departure. No longer. “Master, eh…wait…maybe we should think about this.”
Ros ignored him; he was busy getting the attention of the receptionist at the desk, asking where the nearest public transmitters were located. Pointed in the proper direction Ros nod his thanks.
“Master, this might not be such a good idea after all.” Casper rephrased his plea for him to stop. It didn’t slow Ros down as he drew open the privacy door and stepped in. Casper quickly joined him before the door was shut and the privacy field was turned on. “Under the circumstances-.”

“We have to eliminate Enothchild as a suspect,” Ros blurted out with a little force in it, finishing Casper’s sentence for him. “It’s best that we stick to procedure on this; its still a case that involves a lightsaber. That last thing I want is this investigation to become political ammunition. There are some high value chairs in the Senate in the upcoming election cycle ripe for someone with enough ambition to take it away from their current occupants.”
“I didn’t know that you cared for politics?”
“I don’t normally. But with the Republic in a political bind that means every elected official as far down as paper shuffler on Bothawui will be desperate and overly ambitious, ready to make simple jaywalking a political issue if it gets them elected to higher office, or helps them retain what power they all ready have.” Ros hesitated for a moment in order to recall the transmission frequencies and channel they used last year in order to contact Rapier Manor. Using the Force it came back quick. He turned the transceiver on and dialed in the frequencies after supplying the terminal with his off-world bypass number to avoid transmissions charges on using public transmitters.
Finished, the hail signal was sent to Naboo. Ros looked back to Casper and said, “Think about it. Enothchild left the Order. He’s been seen near the location and around the time of a murder involving a lightsaber. This after less than a year ago he was involved in a fight with Qualeggoes. Despite the evidence and eyewitness testimony there were still senators screaming that it was a cover up; their motives numerous, they all have the same hope: to obtain, or retain, power.”
Before Casper could ask anymore questions, the transmitter indicated that the hail was being answered, audio only. A womanly, accented voice answered the call. “Switchboard, Rapier Technologies. What is your transmission destination?”

“Rapier Manor, attention Enothchild Sarch.”

“One moment please.”

The hold light came on. Ros looked at Casper and said, “Let’s just make damn sure to get all the tee’s dotted and the eye’s crossed on this one. Every step taken.”

There was a long, long silence after that, both Casper and Ros was thinking, staring hard at the HOLD indicator. It’s yellow brilliance seemed to capture the Jedi’s undivided attention, drawing them into the doldrums of boredom as time ticked by.

Fifteen minutes later -- fourteen minutes too long -- Ros snapped his fingers, and said, “The Captain said Enothchild was looking through the victim’s hard drive. Call up the hard drive on your data pad via the link with have with police headquarters. Check it out. Go by the case number.”

Casper did as he was told. Running through the list for a few minutes he stopped and said, “Master, I may have found something. It’s familiar to me. It’s a sub-file named Forlorn Warlord.”

Ros snapped his head towards Casper. “That’s got to be Enothchild. Open it. Some no-war idiot called Enothchild that after the Mid Rim Conflicts.” Casper opened the attachment and gave the data pad to Ros for him to read. “’To whom it may concern: there’s nothing to see here. Go about your business. Move along. Forlorn Warlord’.” Ros frowned. “It’s Enothchild. But I don’t get the message.”

Casper took back the data pad and stared at it. He shrugged his shoulders and said what he thought. “Looks like there was something here that concerned him and it was no one else’s business.”

“Maybe.” Ros looked distantly at the HOLD light. “Well it shouldn’t take this long. There has to be someone home.”

“Maybe we should just leave it for now and contact the Jedi Order. Apprise them of what we have uncovered.”

Ros looked at Casper and nodded. He went to turn the transmission beam to Rapier Manor off when the HOLD status winked off and a different, womanly voice spoke. “Hello this is Rapier Manor, Greta Culla, Head of House, to whom am I speaking to?”

“Hello, my name is Ros Ofcheck, I’m a Jedi Knight and a dear friend of Enothchild Sarch. May I speak to him please?”

There was a pause Casper thought was too long when he considered the long hold they were placed on to begin with. “I’m sorry, Knight Ofcheck, he cannot come to speak to you. He is by the side of Lady Angelleia and has given strict order that he does not wish to be disturbed.”

Ros frowned and gave Casper a knowing look. Casper nodded in agreement: the woman wasn’t that good at lying because she wasn’t a bad person; there was no fooling the Force when it came to that. “Okay, then may I speak to Captain Dizzy Arnes?”

“Captain Arnes and his wife aren’t here.” That was the truth. “I don’t know where they are, sir.” That was true as well, but Ros hadn’t asked where the Arnes’ were. That was too much like a cover up statement; the kind a amateur liar would make up.
“Then perhaps I could speak to Misses Rapier?”

There was a sigh and Greta Culla said, “Forgive me, but my Lady does not wish to speak to no one that represents the Republic government. Such contact does mean immediate contact termination. I don’t like to be rude, I hope you believe me, but I must obey my Lady’s wishes.”
Ros sighed, gave Casper another look, and said, “Very well. I’ll contact Enothchild later. Will you relay a message that I called?”

“Certainly, Knight Ofcheck. I will relay the message. Good bye.”

“Good bye.” When the transmission ended Ros looked at Casper. “Well, now we know.”

Casper stared at the screen and nodded. He wasn’t too sure what it meant for the rest of the investigation.
