THE SITH MAIDEN: PROLOGUE TWO: THE DRAGONSLAYER

The bounds of the unnamed world were not of the sky above, the ground below, the gravity and time all around. It was the Force that penetrated it all, and specifically it was the dark side that held everything and everyone in their destined position. Because of it no light shined when the primary star had risen. The curtain of lights that came out during what was once known as darkened night lacked their customary twinkle; the planets that orbited the home star had no glare off their disks. This, all this, was well before the blackened smoke of war and death that covered the world. It was this world the ruler of all the lands of the universe felt his knights in all their white armored glory had to be in order to stop a menace far dangerous than the religious zealots that lied to the galaxy before. 
Those same zealots who made promises and could not keep them. The same zealots the people grew tired of and sought the government's help now. The very same ones responsible for bringing forth the destruction of so many. It was here the white knights, with their swords drawn and marching in unity, were going to put an end to that which the Jedi failed to destroy. They were going to slay the Krayt Dragon; they would do it with their weapons of steal and swearing to loyalty and oaths to protect the citizens and the glory of the Empire, for the Rule of the Cog. They came on sailing vessels so large they dwarfed most countries, landing ashore from the sea on smaller ships capable of carrying thousands of white knights. Much smaller vessels took and remained in the sky with angry singular eyes adorning their breasts in between their wings of steel, hollering with a deafening screech of fury to match the rage of those piloting them. There the white knights march in file, rows and rows merging on an undefined path under the flying machines, creating their own road of destiny to meet the beast and her fury. 
Through the blackened ash skies from which old and dead fires had created came the Beast in question, a krayt dragon larger than fact and swifter than myth, with wings that had only once existed on such beasts many millions of years ago in the cosmic past. The zealots were foolish in their assertions, assuming that such an ancient creature was no better than her modern, wingless kind in the lands of the Twin Sun Desert. A throwback to failure; that was the reason for evolution: to improve on the existing species template and its effect on other species afterwards, even if it meant taking away the dragon's wings, making it smaller, or shortening her life span. In natural evolution one species will give way to another through the processes, eventually a new species will replace an old species through extinction. 
This was true in all facets of life, be it biological or ideological; the latter more represented in the way beings thought and how that thought translates into civilized society. In this turn it was reflected in symbolism, in the form of the white knights that began to approach and take position to keep the Krayt Dragon far in front of them. In the vessels above and abroad. In the way the government was run by a single individual now when in the not too distant past many voices had a lot of say and thought, which after a few millennia it finally became that society's fatal weakness. Power was transferred from thousands of corrupt minds, minds that had been created by uneducated and ill informed people, to one mind of clear clairvoyance who seemingly could see the forever for all. All that was required of him was to rid those obstacles that were in the way. They gave him his power. They gave him his army. They gave him his laws. In return he cleaned the slate of those elements that corrupted the thinking of individuals so he could establish his New Order. Gone were liberal thinkers and conservative questioners. Gone too were those religious zealots who could not keep their promises to the innocent and brought forth this Krayt Dragon monstrosity; they lied to her, harmed her personally, and now she took it out on all, even the ones not directly responsible.
It is natural for evolutionary changes to clash. A newer, better, more constructive society against in all appearances a rusty link in the chain of nature.

In both cases, however, looks were very deceiving, and there was enough ignorance in all the lands, on these very lands at the moment, to give such deception majority rule clarity. It was firmly believed that with enough of his might and wisdom the ruler of all the lands could overtake the Krayt Dragon on this battlefield, although he did not choose this place to set the trap; it was a reaction to her arrival and eventual destruction of the lands, and proudly she awaited for the response and awaited for their Ruler. Alas it was her mistake to assume that he would come, and it was his mistake for not coming in the first place.
The Krayt Dragon stayed in the skies for advantage and charged the ships with wind down force from her larger than body wingspan greater than hurricane strength actually slamming the white knights flat to the ground and spun the smaller ships out of control. She may have looked like a throwback in evolution, however she possessed much more than even her yellow eyes betrayed, realized to the captains far too late when she swooped in wings battering their sails, the opening of her mouth, and the unleashing of her purplish flames. Those flames melted through the hulls and inside the decks, roasting material and flesh very quickly, eventually destroying everything the flames consumed. Her feet bashed another large vessel, and again more flames found the third vessel and any of the smaller ships that arrogantly and foolish flew too close to the fires. Again the smaller ships were no match for the wind she generated with her wings or for her agility in the sky. With the threat of the sky removed, her focus became the ground. Whoever survived on the ground from her close fly over began to fire at her with their weapons in vain hopes of penetrating her armor. 
The Krayt Dragon was so swift against the larger vessels and their cannons she was never hit so she was never weakened. It made no sense for them to fight, they're weapons were useless. It was natural, though, for beings to fight regardless of the realities of their soon upon them doomed destiny. The Krayt Dragon was never given mercy at any time in her life, and such mercy she gave to others in the past was used against her, so she had learned her lesson painfully well: never give quarter to those who wish to destroy her. She landed before them, inhaled, and unleashed a long volley of exhaling fire. Those who did not seek sheltered burned faster than the others who would eventually succumb to their bodies within the armor overheating and combusting inside. The metal armor found itself fused to the metal of rocks, causing more suffering for those that did not die so quickly. Those who finally learned turned to leave, leaving the Krayt Dragon to do a great number of things. She decided to crush them under her feet. All of this just fueled more darkness, a darkness blanket that spread itself out more to cover the bed of the universe, providing no comfort.
When it was over, the Krayt Dragon never relished in the victory. These battles, this war, the massacres she caused served no true purpose other than to vent her sorrow on a vengeful scale. The deaths of so many to date were never enough, never enough, to fill her black heart void of the compassion and love she had lost in one terrible moment. It was a sorrow that would kill normal creatures. It drove her to hate everything else when her revenge did not quench her emotional need to lash out. There was no end to it; her sadness was endless for they could not give her back what they had taken from her.
In the vast distance an uncharacteristic gleam of light arose over the black horizon. Glaring out of place the Krayt Dragon could not have missed it, and therefore held her ground as it approached her. It was soon realized that it was a knight in shiny armor, but far different than the white knights she had disposed of. He was unlike them, they were copies of an idea and followed a formula of thinking and feelings and caring that was less in weight but no different than the Ruler they obeyed. This Knight had a free mind, an individual concept although he obeyed morality and ethics; a contradiction, but contradiction was still a natural concept truly found in all leaving things. That and his sincerity gave him weight that showed in his armor, in the shield he carried with the twisted, weaving symbol that had a long, prescribed meaning to it, which all affected the steed he rode towards her and eventually stop.
The Knight's face showed emotion though much of it was covered for he knew the Krayt Dragon very well. His age betrayed that he knew what caused her sorrow, her anger, and his failure to find a solution other than the one he was about to propose. It was unfortunately similar to that which the Ruler had wished. There was no solution, for the solution was unobtainable. In these times there were not solutions but means to an end; they were different for with solutions they could go back; to end anything was to end it for good or bad.
With shield ready in front of him he reached for his sword, removing it from its sheath, upon the start of its clearing it made no sound of steel rubbing against the leather; rather it made a buzzing sound after a soft SNAP-HISS; followed not by the gleam of steel but the illumination of light in the shade of green. The Knight looked in on himself, doing so brought forth his soul, evident in the way his armor and shield now shined brightly even with the absence of sunlight. 
He spoke in a language far removed from the conscious of so many in the modern time, influencing his compassion and making cry out one last plea. "[My Lady, hear thy words and heed them well! Desist thy ruckus and disparaging behavior! Find peace, or if nay I will aide your way towards life surrender!]"
The Krayt Dragon bellowed to the sky in denial, fiercely resolute in her dark side stance, answering to the demands of no one. Especially to one who has aided in her suffering and had not kept his promises to her so long ago. From her opened wide and fanged mouth came a roar-enforced flame that scorched the heavens, surreally igniting them ablaze, all clouds of moisture now burning embers of atmosphere. Her eyes fire of yellow found their way southward towards the Knight, spoke to him in a completely different language very few outside her species could comprehend let alone speak. "[I will not yield my position! My Light has been taken from me; therefore thou shall no know mercy!]" Her glare upon the Knight grew intense. "[You most of all, the worst of all betrayers, shall know that such truth will be evident!]"
The Knight lowered his head and shield just a little, saddened not by her promised actions but by the point she had made. "[I make no insinuation that thy not blameless. Thoust womanchild has claim to bare so grief.]" He then raised his shield and laser sword. "However in sorrow, thou does not own right to the souls of innocences to take out such pain upon. They are blameless. They deserve mercy.]"

The Krayt Dragon, a tear down from each eye, snarled and retorted in fever. "[It is they who have doomed themselves! It is they who bend a knee to the Ruler! It is the Ruler who desires to rule them all!]" Her eyes grew brighter, and the air around her mouth began to frost. "[Before I slay him, I shall make him King Nothing. Even if I must go through you!!!]"
The Knight had tried again, knowing failure was the only option when it came to the Krayt Dragon who had no concept of reason save her own. She reared back, the frosty air charged in her gullet. Thrusting forward with head and body, the purplish fire burn insanely from her fangs. Blasting was the dark side flames, low to the ground, pluming large as it approached the Knight. Immediately he raised his symbolic shield, looked inside himself, and as one both Knight and shield took the impact of the flames, pushing him to one steadied, readied knee. The flames continued with their the fierceness of heat, the frightening of cold, rolling around and beating upon the shield along with the reinforcement of emotions swirling and lapping and licking and touching the Knight's armor. Once again he focused, willing himself to fight off the flames and anger that were determined to destroy him. It became a contest of might in the area of will and feeling, of whom which had the most desire through the means in which they embraced. The struggle was intense as the Krayt Dragon never seemed to run out of exhaled breath and raw, damaged emotions that were never going to be satisfied even with the Knight's defeat. That was the moment the Knight had realized he had lost….
---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Nine years before The Dark Hope, nineteen years before the Fading Light, and twenty years before The Sith Maiden.

It was the sudden loss of something that finally brought the Grand Jedi Master Yoda out of his unusual, restless slumber, the remnants of such a dark and foretelling evil fading away quickly like the dying dark side fires that were burning in his eyes. Blinking and rubbing his green eyes he aided him more in clearing his vision in the Force than it did to remove any sleepiness that existed in his lids. The energies dissipated with the lingering vision as he requested, however the rest of the memory retained in his mind proceeded to follow it, flowing out like a tipped over, unsealed bottle with its contents leaking out; the outcome of such leaking either depleting the entire contents within said memory bottle, or leaving an insignificant amount behind to be counted as worth while even to a thirsty being in an arid desert. Such an event was unprecedented, for a Jedi with an undamaged brain and the Force as his or her ally had the ability to retain and recall even the most elusive of memories. Not this one at its current state. 
Quickly he did all he could to refocus and stop the leaking, yet that very same something that cut into his sleep and awaken him was there distracting him! Befuddling him more in this was the contradictions taking place, whereas the nightmare he had was rooted in the dark side and a Light Side being such as himself could see it, and that something that was causing problems with his senses was rooted deep in the Light whereas it should have been the shadows that caused the problems. The two solutions to the problem was clear to him: embrace the darkness and remember everything, or embrace the Light, discover this interdiction that kept him from retaining anything of the nightmare, and leave it up to chance whether or not he even keeps a atom's worth of the dark knowledge.
The only solution in his opinion was the obvious one. Without another second of thought towards the darkness, Yoda embraced the mystery of the Force that cut through his conscious. In only a matter of moments all that remained of the nightmare that was easy to remember vanished without a trace. The answer to his nagging problem very quickly presented itself.

The answer was not good, and with a great sigh that came from his heart Yoda silently wept with no tears; just a tug of sorrow that did not threaten to consume his years of Jedi steadiness and lead him to despair, but nonetheless his life and its reflection in the Force as a whole was touched, torn, and left him sad. 
Yoda held out his hand, and from near the doorway to his small room came his rickety walking stick through the air, responding to his command of the Force. With it aiding him out of his small bed he walked from the small, more like home chamber into the much larger, more humanoid friendly spacious guest room, bypassing it completely and heading for and through the open partition that lead outside to the Coruscant night. Just as it was in the day time the skies were littered with small air vehicles and ships above in the higher elevations with the added and required glow of lights of all sorts of shapes and colors to avoid destruction or promote something in the way of advertising. Most of that glare, that artificial light in such an artificial world, was far and away from the air and land space of the Jedi Temple, but nonetheless it still all found Yoda's small eyes. The metaphoric reasoning of such light was that it was fake, a fraud, and had lesser meaning as it compares to the Universal Force, the Living Force, and the Wake of the Force. Reality had more meaning in the Force, and that reality soon came on cue in the form of the first hints of Corusca rising above the visible horizon to defy the metal world and the controlled clouds that were scheduled to give that sector of the capitol world of the Republic rain.
Eyes widening as the light reached his pupils, not yielding to the blinding glare and the beauty that defied all that defied it, Yoda raised his hands to it and said in calm sadness in his croakish voice, "Nadja." 
With the exhale of her name he knew all he needed to know. It was the passing of the Jedi Master and good friend Nadja Moranna Sarch that caused the confusion and interference. He felt her become One with the Force, and such matters first saddened the Jedi and then gave them solace to know that one of their own had achieved such status; an acknowledgement that they did stay on the right path to their end, and in the views of the Force it sought to reclaim that which it lent out in spirit to fertilize the fields of life. This time Yoda could only find sadness and the relief that her long and pain-filled life had finally come to end; it was not that he wished her dead, but had hoped everyday for the last two years of her life that she would no longer feel pain which seemed to been her destiny ever since Nadja Moranna came into being. 
Yoda had known her as two entities: at the beginning of her life she was Siren Gheruit, the daughter of Jedi Master Soo-Si Gheruit, and then after a horrific tragedy that saw the death of her Father-Master, her mother, and her siblings by the hands of her older fallen Jedi brother Dux Gheruit her rebirth as Nadja Moranna; Siren changed her name because she couldn't go on being Siren, the sister who killed her brother to save him. They were profoundly different people that shared the same scared body and pushed to near insanity mind. Nadja was very different and crude, more times than not she did her own 'thing' as she called it without consulting the Jedi Council or others. Her view of the Jedi Code was one of a bent angle that many questioned the validity of her sworn oath to it, which was controversial enough without her odd ball antics. 

At times early on Yoda questioned them himself and even reconsidered allowing her to use the Force, but that changed one night long ago just a little time after Nadja had been 'born'. That night they were alone together during the Passing Light ceremony, its humble begins rooted back to the first Jedi and celebrated between Grand Jedi Master and the lucky Knight or Padawan who's name is drawn once a month; the objective was to connect said senior most member of the Order to those of the new generation and share their views of the Force. It was then when Nadja revealed and he sensed the truth of her words that all of her wackiness and often foolhardy - if not near life ending - sacrifices involving her body were ideas passed to her by the Force. The concept of thought was just like her: highly irregular. On the other hand it made sense for the Force was never meant to be too clearly defined in its logic; for example how many a time a Jedi questioned why the Force allowed so many to die? Nadja alone was a debate, but the way she approached situations through the Force brought forth an old debate and gave it new life: did the Force define, shape, and pave the way for the Jedi, or did the Jedi define, shape, and pave the way for the Force? Such a conflicting statement question was made all the more interesting the day after Passing Light, when it was discovered that Nadja had rigged the selection process; all the name cards in the satchel in which Yoda drew out the lucky Jedi had her name on them. The others frowned upon that, but Yoda could only laugh.
The debate had been kept alive with every success Nadja achieved and by the way she achieved them, usually through unorthodox means and too many times through pain and injury inflicted on her very petite body; she wasn't all that much taller or more massive than Yoda; one would rationally question after years of taking such damage, how she managed to survive one month's worth of injury. Nadja didn't enjoy pain and injury, she just didn't believe in others experiencing it; 'taking their place' was often the phrase she echoed, Yoda remembering the one time she said it when the healers were mending what was her tenth fractured skull.
Or was it her ninth? Or twelfth? He knew of twelve, they were documented. He had also seen the scars that had littered her small body that were from that terrible time from her Siren Gheruit past and more times than he could count did he wonder why she continued to put herself in such harm's way even though he all ready knew the answer. Again for Yoda the debate was that eventful question of whether or not this was the Force's doing. As unimaginable as it looked at times there was no choice but to accept the Will of the Force as it pertained to such things, gruesome at times. Such damage, however, never diminished her spirit or questioned her belief in the Light; in fact it was at her physical worst that Nadja did her Jedi best. Frowned upon even by Yoda, the concept of toughness applied to any Jedi was more of an egotistical and selfish point of view, however it was how non-Jedi -- the many and many people who couldn't use the Force at all -- best described her and made her unique among the thousands of Jedi in the Order; a uniqueness that had found their way a little in her Padawans Enothchild Sarch -- the lone Vhinphyc Jedi who would become her husband -- and Jurivicious Pern, but both would say only she and she alone held such solitude. 

Over two years ago the years of injuries had seemed to catch up with Nadja, but instead of the usual happenstances associated with such accumulated damage found in other beings her injuries didn't just nag they seemingly came back along with it the pain as if they were inflicted that very day instead of years ago. It was a mystery further fueled by her loss of her Force signature, and hence the energies she once controlled through her Jedi experience; she could either not use the Force, and it was the Force that brought back those old injuries often with crippling affects. Many ideas were tried to curve this problem but Healers had no answer and it was even out of the whole Jedi Council's abilities to solve; applying the Force in any way just made it worse. This was a slow and painful way to die; with the Force leaving her like it was, Nadja could not live for very long. She lasted two years, and on this day her biological shell had finally faltered.
Yoda's heart ached for how it all now affected him, and how her death would impact others: to the people she saved and made friends with, to her husband Enothchild who stayed at her side faithful during the difficult times; for the Vhinphyc, those times undoubtedly were not over. 
It was only a few days ago that Jurivicious Pern had died, a man that was like Enothchild and Nadja's offspring for a time; without question Jury would have been devastated by the loss. Enothchild's one time apprentice -- the other 'child' of the couple -- Ros Ofcheck would also have felt the loss wherever he was. Initiate Overseer of the Jedi Temple Nue Cadabel, a lifetime friend of Nadja and the Gheruit family, unquestionably would be shattered. Alas if all had cared for the sun they would have indeed wept for this Bright Star that had suddenly winked out of existence. Again it was special when a Jedi became One with the Force, but when it came to a select few like Nadja Moranna one knew the universe would be better off with her alive and well than as mere energy, for one would have the feeling she could have done more things right and beautiful alive.
And just like the sun now fading behind the dark cloud cover on Coruscant, she was gone.
Gone as well was the sadness Yoda felt over the loss of a great Jedi, replaced by the thought of why Nadja's death had awakened him from the dark side vision, and in turn had erased significant amounts of what he experienced from his memories. Although rooted in the dark side the vision was still part of the Force, like the visions encountered in the Cave of Dagobah; such a place cursed heavily with the dark side. Once one left the cave that vision was memory, one that no Jedi ever forgot. It was true wherever a Force sensitive was. Not this time.
Yoda walked back inside and took a meditative position on a sitting stool in a quiet corner. He closed his eyes, slowly began to clear his mind to examine the problem…and stopped quickly! Normally such mind clearing just set assumed questions and illogical reasoning aside to allow a Jedi to examine the base evidence, but in this case all it did was speed up the erasing process, and now it was to the point where even a simple detail about what occurred was gone from his mind.

In haste, Yoda gestured towards his antique writing desk and from an ancient ink jar a large writing quill with a dark tip came to his hand furiously, causing some of the yellow and tan feathers of the quill to flake off. In his hand, he jumped off the stool, moved as fast as possible to the nearby wall, and with the last of his memory of the vision he wrote out what he saw before it too vanished….

When he opened his eyes, Yoda was puzzled about a great number of things. He remembered waking up because he felt Nadja dying. But just what was he doing with his writing quill in his hand? 
Blinking, he looked behind him at the nearby wall not far from his meditation stool and before him was some runny image of some sort, drawn with black writer's ink, about the size his hand. It was easy to be curious; for it appeared to him that it was he and his quill who drew what he perceived to be a symbol of some kind. 

"What is this," he pondered aloud, studying the twisting, turning, somewhat ominous symbol he had apparently drew on the wall. He couldn't recall doing it, but in the Force there seemed to be a feeling that he did. The question of why was far too elusive. "Puzzling this is."

A puzzle that for whatever reason he had created for himself and had locked his mind onto thinking about it more and more. Now it was a puzzle he found himself so very determined to solve. In his heart Yoda sensed some sort of connection to a great deal of matters, and unless he took care of them right away and correctly he would be unable to do anything else in the near future.
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

It did not take long before the news of Nadja Moranna's death to make the rounds throughout the Republic. Her death became THE new Story of the Century, which undoubtedly will retain such title until the next Story of the Century, which Nadja's death presumably would last longer than the former title holder's reign of one week. It was only one week ago that it was revealed that Jedi Knight Jurivicious Pern had been vaporized on the planet Vhanba; the home world of the Vhinphyc, the very unusual Vhinech species the Vhinphyc were trying to sterilize, a non-Republic world, and a world no Jedi was allowed to be on based on both Vhinphyc law and the will of the Galactic Republic Senate. Ironically for the moment it was the master that surpassed her apprentice in the people's conscious. 
However by no means did those in the Senate with anti-Jedi feelings decided to give the Jedi a momentary break from what was clearly the most serious breech in the law the Jedi had ever done since before it had become part of the Republic's Judiciary Branch under the Executive Authority of the Supreme Chancellor. In this case the being in charge over what the Jedi Order did for the Republic as a whole was Fha'la, a Ho'Din from the planet Moltok, who convinced the Jedi to send an ambassador to Vhanba under the political radar to broker a deal that would save the Force sensitive Vhinech from genocide. The Jedi Council at first was not warm to the idea because it seemed to them that they were aiding Fha'la in his political ambitions, but the plight of the Vhinech had in their estimation been ignored for too long and by a narrow voting margin the Council approved of sending one Knight in secret to Vhanba. 
The Vhinech was what made the Vhanba situation unique and perhaps swayed many on the Council to break the law. The Vhinech as a species has only been around for a millennia, in the beginning born from the Vhinphyc and data suggesting that Vhinech births from Vhinphycs were still occurring -- according to reports. The Vhinech were unique for two reasons: one was there appearance the other was their ability to feel the Force. The Vhinech that came out of Vhinphyc wombs never looked like their large, horned parents they looked like any of the other species found in the known galaxy like Ithorian, Bothan, Wookiee and thousands more, regardless if the species breathed oxygen or not. The common factor among the Vhinech was internally, beginning with their blood being a purplish-pink color, and the two brains; one brain felt the light side, the other brain the dark side of the Force. 
Secondly, and the other common factor among the Vhinech, was they were all born Force sensitive. For many years, since it was revealed many centuries ago of that fact, there were many Jedi from the Council on down that felt compelled to sympathize with the Vhinech and wished they could go to save them. They were not afraid to say the Vhinech situation was that unique, and that sometimes it was far more important than any other slightly similar problem in the galaxy. The Vhinphyc were mostly a very suspicious, very racists, and very militaristic species: it didn't get any more explanatory than that. 
There was a good point made long ago by Master Gheruit when he tried to get the Republic involved in the Vhinech plight that a few Council members to sway those members that were still on the fence; quote the Jedi Master: "If the genocide is allowed to continue, and longer and longer it continues, the Force using Vhinech will be forced to use more darker tactics. They may embrace the dark side of the Force. Now you may think this makes sense, that they should have every right to use whatever means necessary to survive, but in the long run it will only swing the scales of rightness around to where the Vhinphyc will find themselves in the view of genocide's rage. The Vhinech will not be satisfied with just survival when that happens; vengeance fueled by the dark side is never quenched until all the Vhinphyc are dead. A wrong against another wrong only makes more wrong, and I fear this most of all: there will be Vhinech fueled by dark side ambition, and it won't be long if it happens that their angry stares cast a look our way."
It was at the time a compelling argument, but the years had to pass to make it even more so. Their first choice to go as secret ambassador was Enothchild Sarch, a Vhinphyc, but when his wife Nadja fell ill the Council knew what his answer would have been. They instead tapped Pern who had good diplomatic skills. Using the cover of the Republic quarantine, Pern was making progress over the two years he was there between the Vhinphyc and Vhinech, reducing a great number of incidents according to his reports secretly sent to the Jedi Temple. Then they received word that Pern had been killed, and literally after telling Fha'la what had happened every being in the Senate learned of Pern being on Vhanba illegally.
Under the circumstances it was too good of an opportunity for those that hated the Jedi Order with a passion to punish them and wanted to get rid of the politically hopeless Fha'la for his serious breech of legal protocol, so no death of a great Jedi was going to stop the ill winds from blowing. In fact there were enough anti-Jedi Senators who convinced the 'do hard, try harder' representatives of the Senate to convene adjourned meetings on the issue; an adjourned meeting was a like a committee meeting but without the full Senate in session. Through it they barked their disapproval of the Jedi and the Supreme Chancellor via live HoloNet feeds and would soon perhaps create measures to be voted on once the two week recess was over and the full Senate returned; odds makers and political analysis suggested that it would be the Senator from Naboo Bendian Rapier who would lead the charge.
So for the time being the Jedi Order, the Jedi Council specifically, was in a problem chamber with walls closing in on them. They did accept responsible for what they had done, but what they feared the most was the repercussions and penalties. There was so much they couldn't afford to lose as far as existence went let alone what they could do legally under the law, and the edges they had that kept the innocent safe were possibly now in jeopardy. They had to decide on what to do next, what to say to convince so many skeptics on the fence about them to prevent them from joining the extremists and doing something rash.
The Council was supposed to finalize what to say and deal with other matters, but after a few hours of waiting three members of the Council decided to go look for Master Yoda, who never showed up for the morning gathering. The Jedi Masters Qualeggoes, Sifo-Dyas, and Kefelle O'thdu spent most of the search exhausting every corner of the Jedi Temple from Yoda's room to the Jedi Archives; the Archives was the last place anyone had seen Yoda that morning, his appearance witnessed by Archive and Library head Jocasta Nu. They were then alerted by young Jedi Knight Mace Windu that the Elfin was deep in the bowels of the Republic Museum of Galactic History and Antiquities. 

Upon their arrival Mace greeted the three at the door and proceeded to escort the group to the hole Yoda had hobbited himself in. Qualeggoes, a former Padawan of Yoda's, knew his former Master and good friend best. "This is so unusual even for him. This cloak and vibroblade approach to what? Research that not even the Jedi Archives has? He has better things to do."
Mace frowned at that, but it was O'thdu that injected reasoning into what Qualeggoes had said and what he was implying; it was often many took a poor view of Qualeggoes for sometimes he came off as very hard in opinion of others and not towards himself. "We understand your concerns, Master Qualeggoes. There are other matters far more important than whatever he is doing." She looked at Windu. "By any chance do you know what Master Yoda is doing?"

"Yes and no," was Mace's response. 
Sifo-Dyas lifted an eyebrow. "A very cryptic answer to the question, Knight Windu? Which is it?"

Mace was clearly not impressed and not flustered by the response. Calmly he pointed out, "Well, I had thought he was interested in what I was doing, which was researching the Old Speak of the Republic to re-catalogue some of the ancient journals of the Jedi Order, but it turns out he only had a seminal interest in the Aureash language. Strange; I felt the idea puzzle him deeply."

 That made the situation all the more interesting if not highly peculiar. The Aureash language predated the modern Basic language speak of the Republic, also known as the Aurebesh. Many Jedi names were based off the Aureash wording -- but not off the pronunciations -- and there are detailed records on the ancient language in the Archives, however outside of that there was very little more on the language since no one had spoken the language fluently and fluidly for over ten thousand years.
With that knowledge, Qualeggoes asked, "Do you speak the Old Basic?"

"I try, but the words come out clumsy. There's not a recorded instance of it anywhere to sound out the words. I was hoping that there was a pronunciation chart hidden in the Archives. Turned out Master Yoda was looking a little too. He suggested that I try here." Mace grinned a little and said with some embarrassment. "And…since I was coming here, he said he might as well…bum a ride."

"So what is the 'no' aspect of your answer," questioned Sifo-Dyas. 
Mace frowned a little because he was reliving what he saw. "It's strange. He did help the best he could with what I was doing, but he seemed more interested in symbols. He showed me a symbol and asked me if I ever saw it before. I was at a loss."

The three Jedi Masters shared a look as they came to a stop in front of a large fossil that was dug up from the bowels of Coruscant; an ancient predator that apparently had three heads and a body that surpassed A-class destroyers in total length. Qualeggoes asked, "Was it…skull shaped at the top, one piercing line in the middle, two twisting lines intersecting randomly?"

"You've seen it?" questioned Mace, uncertain where this was going but not liking how the three Jedi Masters were taking the information. 

"We have," Qualeggoes finally admitted, leaving it at that as the silent explanation that they had no clue either what it meant. The end of the questioning of Mace Windu was further augmented by the appearance of Master Yoda. They were not far from the entrance to the storage room from which the Jedi Master had been doing his research. He emerged, sitting in and piloting his antique droid walker, guiding it with meek levers to manipulate its four all terrain spider legs towards the group.

After a quick exchange of bows from the searching group, Qualeggoes said, "Old Friend, what have you been doing all this morning? We grew concerned when you did not answer our mental calls and you had forgotten your comlink. And you know how hard it is to sense your presence from afar on Coruscant." The last statement was very true; with so many countless people, so many unfocused minds with wondering thoughts covering X-Y-Z directions, on the capital world of the Republic it often created a 'snow storm' effect in the Force that not even the most focused of minds could cut through when seeking someone. Proximity was often a necessity in the Force, be it in feel or in use.
Calmly Yoda looked at Qualeggoes and said, "Fine as can be, I am." And right off the back he did not at all sound convincing. "Under the circumstances that is. Nadja is gone."
It was news to Mace Windu, but the other Masters nodded somberly. Qualeggoes out of all of them kept his knowing nod very short, and it wasn't because he could sense that wasn't really why his mentor was in such mental confusion. It was no secret that Qualeggoes was not fond of Nadja's existence in the Order; he felt she was always a bad influence, and given her inability to heed the words of the Council he felt she was more of a problem than a solution to a problem. In return in her own fashion Nadja gave him no respect. Their….uncompromising points of view were a clear example that absolute Jedi unity was an often believed misconception; rivalry existed, but only to the extreme limits of the Jedi Philosophy. History has shown few exceptions that were tragic. Nadja and Qualeggoes never went that far; far enough to where Qualeggoes didn't necessarily grieve for the loss. The grief was not suppose to last, yet Yoda had his suspicions that the Caamasi didn't even spare a second on it. 
Yoda exhaled the thought away and continued. "A mystery in her wake upon my lap it has fallen. It has a great weight, to why I have no answer as of yet."

"The symbol on your wall." questioned Sifo-Dyas. When Yoda had not challenged the self answering question then much was explained to at least the Jedi Master's curiosity. "And?"

"No answers in the dusty cave I had just come from," Yoda replied. He looked at Mace Windu and said both politely and in praise. "A help you were, Knight Windu. Thank you."

"Can't say I was that big," said Mace honestly.

"Ah, but you were. The symbol not a glyph of the Aureash; why thought the symbol was connected to the Aureash I still do not know." The others could see the strain in his eyes when he mentioned the symbol and the Aureash; could feel him use the Force to seek the answer within; watched him sigh quietly and tried to hide his disappointment. "The need to pursue that cause that is doomed no longer required. Still…the language intrigues me. Like the symbol a mystery as to why I am so intrigued."
O'thdu cleared her throat a little, stepping forward to gain Yoda's attention. "Forgive me for the forwardness in the light of the loss of a good friend, Master Yoda, but there are still major issues the Jedi Council must convene on today."

"Yes," injected Qualeggoes. "Yes, we can all concur on that. We have lost Jedi before, and we have never let their deaths stop us so abruptly before. Even Nadja would frown at such stoppage."

"She would yes indeed," said Yoda. "Unless something or someone was trying to tell her of a great and impending doom. For the benefit of the galaxy, all other matters would become secondary" That drew the others to look towards him with even more curiosity than before. "That is the circumstances here. The symbol…came to me. It is attached to some…unforeseeable event. I feel to ignore it would be ignoring my own death."
"Was it from a vision, Master?" asked Qualeggoes.

Yoda sighed a bit in frustration. "I wish I could say with absolute certainty. Easily misconstrued as a dream."

"But we know better than that. Jedi do not dream."

When all was at a nod of approval, Yoda added, "Nonetheless I can only guess how I came about the symbol. Honestly, I do not know."

O'thdu said in observance, "You said the symbol is part of an unforeseeable event." Yoda nodded, and the Jedi Master looked at the others for a moment, uneasy with what she was going to say next. "Is it possible that this is warning…from the Messenger of the Force."

There was a silence as the thought was considered much because it had to do with Nadja Moranna again, only this time on a prophecy scale. Approximately ten thousand years ago a dying Jedi Master had spurted predictions that eventually would be called the Jedi Enlightenments, a collection of visions of what was perceived to be the future near and distant. A few of these Enlightenments had come true, and one such prediction said there would be a coming and a going of a Messenger of the Force. 
Alas as in any prediction much of what was said and written with that prophecy was just as vague as the vision itself, however it was in many of the Council's hearts -- as strange as it may be -- that Nadja was indeed the Messenger of the Force, for said Messenger was chosen by the Force having been through a 'great and unequalled trial of the spirit'; Nadja had fitted that requirement in the eyes of many. There had been a challenge or two to such claims, many new and old in the Order constantly questioning it and Nadja herself -- always someone who prided herself in making herself bigger than life -- never boasted about it even though she felt she was indeed the Messenger. Putting Nadja and Messenger of the Force together was often too taboo of a subject and a debate many Jedi avoided.
To convince the skeptics of the Enlightenments, there had to be a collaborating prophecy related to the prophecy up for debate whenever it was not clear that such prophecies had come to pass. Much of the Enlightenments were cryptic; part of the reason was the dying Jedi Master's ramblings making no sense, part of it the lack of order in when these events were to happen, and part of it seemed to have been done on purpose for reasons that were widely debated among the Council members. Therefore at times it wasn't easy to cross reference one prediction with another, even if it were in the same Enlightenment passage. Especially, too, when such knowledge of the Enlightenments were limited to a select few, and even then that knowledge was restricted based on a Jedi's experience factor in the Force, thanks in part to the safety measures put in place by the Jedi Holocron; the Holocron was a Jedi artifact that held the deepest of Jedi secrets within it. And just because one was a Master it did not mean they had unfettered access to everything the Holocron possessed in secrets.
The silence was broken by Sifo-Dyas. "That is a debate within a debate. I see where it has no bearing on the whole picture of the Jedi Order right now."
"I disagree," said Yoda. Out of the four of course he had the most experience, followed by Qualeggoes, then O'thdu, and lastly Sifo-Dyas; hence he had a clearer picture of the point O'thdu was making. Yoda, who was far ahead of Qualeggoes, seemed to gain strength from the sudden thought that also entered his mind. "If serve my memory does, remember an Enlightenment that claims the coming of an Age of Darkness, and it happened to mention the Messenger of the Force in some way." He rubbed he little jaw with even smaller, three finger hand. "Odd. Thinking about the Enlightenments has only intensified my need to uncover the origins of the symbol."
Yoda then judged the looks of concern on the other Council member's faces; they did not feel as he did, and therefore they viewed it as a blank crusade of nowhere. They felt there were other matters that were, in the here and now, far more important to attend to. However, Yoda was a still a student in the principal of looking ahead to the future whenever it was appropriate to; although the present was vitally important, he firmly believed that the future was more vital, especially when there were dark side storm clouds beginning to break over present's horizon. Like any dangerous weather front, eventually those clouds would find their way to somewhere. It was best to prepare for them. 

For anything.
Clearing his throat, Yoda could only see one solution to the Jedi Council problem; if he did not solve that, then there would have been no way he could solve the much larger mystery. "I feel this burden will consume much of my time. For the sake of the Order at present, temporarily I must step aside and allow another to lead."

Everyone there reacted: gasp, shocked expression, quite mutterings of disbelief. Qualeggoes took two careful, weak steps towards his former Master and said, "Yoda, you can't leave the Order. Not now."

"It is only temporary," Yoda insisted. "Like those who were Jedi that have died, the Council and the Order will go on without me. Precedents this quest takes of my life it has. Smaller issues must either wait, or they must be handled by someone else." Before another objection was made, he looked towards the lone Knight of the group. "Knight Windu? Continue if I may the need of your help?"

"I can offer you a little more of my time," said Mace after he got done being stunned by Yoda's announcement. "My Padawan Learner is not expected back from his solo mission to Ulteroa for another few days."

"I feel I will need less of that much time from you," Yoda assured him. He turned to Qualeggoes, which drew the Caamasi's attention. "Until I can function properly as the head of the Council, you will take my place my former Apprentice. Confidence I have in you that you will guide the Order through this current shame and through whatever may come to pass in the future."

Qualeggoes was taken aback at first. Then he noted the other two Masters, turned to face Yoda again, and said with a nod, "I accept the burden of Grand Jedi Master, for only as long as you will have me bare it. With your return, and I hope it is soon, you will find your seat where you have left it. All be it a tad warmer."

There was a sharing of chuckles with that remark; a little humor went a long way to calm the nerves and extinguish the doubts that threatened to preoccupy all their minds. After all, as the groups went their separate ways, Yoda, the strongest and greatest of all the Jedi, was leaving them. Temporary or not it was a big, glaring deal. And temporary was one of those troubling aspects of the galaxy, for it was just as indefinable as, and could just as long as, infinity itself.
---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

After a few days, there were finally some breakthroughs.
The first of them was found back at the Jedi Temple, where both Mace and Yoda took another look at the Jedi Enlightenments via the Jedi Holocron; Yoda solicited more information out of the Holocron than Mace did because of the guardian's often finicky standards. Such standards as well as the whitish crystal's creation were both the brain child of the first Gatekeeper of the Jedi Holocron, the nonhuman Jedi Master Bodo Baas, who's likeness and brainwave cognation patterns were programmed into the Holocron soon after his death many thousands of years ago to give it a holographic response interface very close to having a real conversation with the real Bodo Baas; Baas near the end of his life had also been the Grand Jedi Master, and to achieve such rank and to have it be known to Jedi of the future made it mandatory that those who accessed the Holocron heed what he said. 
Even after 800 years, after twelve thousand recorded missions and many more uses of the Force and more than thirty-five trained apprentices of various species Yoda had never wavered from the feeling once. One of those heeds of Baas, the most important of them all, reminded Yoda that not all was absolute in what he said. That wisdom came from experience and not from some learning artifact and certainly not from a long dead Jedi Master who honestly only knew what he was programmed to say and respond to; artificial intelligence had the same limits as real intelligence, so therefore Baas could only respond to what he knew. As Yoda knew all too well life was not as simple as the Jedi Code pretended it to be.
So it was no surprise then that Baas' answers to Yoda's questions were as clinically smooth as a colon examination: ask, look, ask again, and look again; a great deal of the answers had the following attachment: consult the Jedi Enlightenments for further study. 
Yoda knew why; although much of the Jedi Enlightenments were recorded in the Holocron verbatim, the word-for-word saved data shared the same incompleteness of words, sentences, even whole paragraphs found on the true documents themselves, often affecting translation, and more often than not spelling challenge markers, designated with the '?' symbol plagued the recorded data for no one knew for sure what went there, or that the Jedi Master that spouted the prediction just didn't sound out the words properly. Through many years and a ultra small number of Jedi Scholars over that very long time the Jedi Order had attempted several different times to fill in those question marks; more often than not the Enlightenment had to come true, almost every time making such Jedi Scholars look very wrong, thus why no one took up the task.
Armed from what little he learned from the Holocron, Yoda went to the very holding place of the original Jedi Enlightenments in a vault so far down it even surpassed the more earliest and known building foundations on Coruscant; this wasn't Yoda's first trip to the vault, for he had to come here once he became a high ranking member of the Council many centuries ago, a trust forged with then Grand Jedi Master Othous Kaines. 
Once there it was impossible to miss the feeling of stepping into a time machine and traveling back into the past; other than the ancient Enlightenments written on paper that were protected inside air and continuum tight cases set up beyond the entrance chamber there were other things accidentally left behind like palm calls -- ancestor to the comlink --, pinpoint projectors -- two dimensional predecessors to the miniature holographic imagers Jedi carry now --, and even a three hundred year old token chit, long since replaced by a different design and increased denomination. Like much of anything in the Temple now cleaning droids --ancient ones that could only run on their batteries for two hours instead of two days for the same kind of models -- kept those items out of the way and the place spotless. According to the visitor logs a few Jedi Masters had been down to read the Enlightenments since Yoda's first and only trip to view them many years ago.
Out of all of them, Nadja Moranna's name appeared multiple times. That made things all the more curious. Yoda never recalled a conversation in which Nadja brought the Enlightenments up. The curiosity prompted him to run through the entire log for the past thousand years, using the Force to speed read. In the end, hands down, Nadja was the undisputed champion of Enlightenment visitors, Non-Scholar class; Scholars spent more time down here, often living in the vault so therefore they weren't visitors in the eyes of the logs. Alas the logs only offered who came and went, but said nothing of what they viewed. Then again, with Nadja, it was academic in his guess: anything that had to do with the Messenger of the Force. 
Yoda left the entrance chamber and entered the main housing chamber, walking onto the old, rustic moving platform affixed with an ancient keyboard interface. He keyed in his inquiry of interest. Like with the Holocron he sought out all Enlightenments that made mention of a krayt dragon as an iconic, important metaphor. Only this time he narrowed the scope by including the term 'Messenger of the Force'.

Immediately the platform moved along the rail system that traveled around the large chamber so dark and vast it appeared to have no walls, no boundaries. The Enlightenments, in their cases, were set up in the order in which the Jedi Master had given the predictions; there were either little or no hint to when a prediction was to come to pass, so the designers of the vault thought it prudent to just keep it in the original spoken order. 
After a while, he arrived at his destination and before him was the Enlightenment of the Messenger of the Force. The page itself was as tall and wide as Yoda's body, and just about every spare inch of it was occupied by words; words that were old and the before mentioned question marks. Some of the words -- and it could not have been a coincidence -- were written in Aureash; Yoda recognized them immediately from Mace Windu's handbook. The words were translated via a holographic screen; a press of the button, the words lighted up within the confines of the surface glass; a similar set up politicians used to read their speeches. Yoda made a note to tell Mace to come down here to help him in his study of the language.
Reading it all he found just about the same words relayed to him from the Jedi Holocron, but that all changed when he adjusted the light on the platform carriage to read more of the bottom. Oddly, Yoda's body shook with a touch of cold; a cold only found in darkness. He read on, and he found himself growing numb as the words changed. The words now were sounded out, filled with question marks, and somehow missed by the scholars; it was has if it was Yoda's destiny to discover the words. Even Yoda felt that way, but that did not mean he relished in the discovery.
Yoda found the language in his mind, imagining the Jedi Master spurting the words that at the time no one knew or understood, and said in the language, "….Upon those of high ideas will be a higher debt left unpaid. Upon the death of the Force's Messenger, those debts shall be in remittance and all will be unbalanced in the Force. This will be the beginning of the Age of Darkness, beginning at the Messenger's End, beginning with the Conception of Darkness. Two elements of Darkness will provide a Hope of Darkness, One who will collect the forfeited debt; powerful creatures of Nature, born of the Darkness themselves.]"

Sucking in a worried breath, Yoda said, "Language of the dark side this is, this the tongue of the Ancient Sith." He knew, like many Jedi Masters very committed to their ongoing studies, of the Ancient Sith language because he had studied from the Sithian Language Ball that had come to the Jedi's possession over a thousand years ago. It had belonged to a self-proclaimed true Sith, or has she called herself a E'oqerst E'sithropian. 
It came back to him, that past so long ago and not so far away. Her name was Luna Mystery Nimh, and she was supposedly the wife of the fallen Grand Jedi Master Dor-Li Nimh. All the sudden at that very time nothing was even a partial coincidence, especially when he read the very last sentence in the Ancient Sith language. "[The Hope of Darkness, this Dark Hope, will be born….identified under the sign of the krayt dragon.]"
From that point on Yoda was more determined than ever to discover everything associated together with the Messenger, to Enlightenment conveniently entitled the Enlightenment of the Dark Hope of the Sith, and everything in between. He was beginning to believe that the Age of Darkness had indeed truly begun, and that if so the vision he had only foretold one percent of a great and terrible era of galactic history, and he was directly involved in it. He was quick to jot down every new discovery on a data pad, and with collected data that filled up an entire data pack of eight data cards he returned to the main floors of the Jedi Temple, often being asked when he walked through the lobby to meet up with Mace Windu if he had suddenly taken ill. 

The other breakthrough was why Yoda had to meet Mace Windu so quickly upon his return to the surface. The young Jedi was in charge of finding out what the mysterious symbol meant, and after doing things conventionally he decided to expand his search by plugging the symbol into various dedicated databases where symbols were not a criteria of study. It was a gamble of high odds, but in just three days Mace had hit the jackpot. 

The jackpot was at the Coruscant Minimum Correctional Facility in the Northern Quadrant. It only took them both two hours and one court order, and soon they were strolling the long hall where hundred story tall sections were around them with cells on every level, proceeding to the counsel's room where their person of interest awaited. During the trip to the prison Yoda had explained to Mace his discoveries; needless to say the Jedi Knight was both intrigued and distraught all at once. As they walked the long walk Mace returned the favor as promised.
"Her name is Alluetia Hailstorm, a Human female native to one of the deep voyage colonies far past the charted Outer Rim, from a planet called Lone Star," began Mace, walking along Yoda who was in his walking transport, recalling what he had read from his research. "An admitted smuggler, she's one month in on serving a fifteen year sentence for having a diplomatic pouch in her possession containing illegal spice." 
"Such a long sentence for a serious crime. Kessel her 'home' should have been," pointed out Yoda. "Lucky, she is."

"Too lucky, Master," said Mace dryly. "Such a crime would have gotten her Kessel, but instead it got her this place. Research indicates she may have made a deal, all be it a lousy one. However there are no official records of a deal at all." He left that up in the air to tout the significants. "Since her incarceration there have been two separate attempts on her life. They are bringing her up from the protection ward."

Yoda made a grumbling noise has they entered the counselor's room; he didn't necessarily like the circumstances in which Miss Hailstorm was in even if she did commit a serious crime. Putting that aside for now, Yoda refocused on the main problem and asked in reference to it, "How is it that she can help us, Young Mace?"
"If I had my data pad I would have shown you sooner, but you will see." Just as they approached the meeting table the door to the secured gangway on the opposite side of the room opened and droid prison guard escorted the prisoner in with a locking vise on her left arm to prevent any attempt on her part of escape, or doing something stupid. "There she is, Master."

Yoda was looking, and for the moment the answer to his quest had just arrived. Beyond her plain appearance sans the bright green one piece uniform screamed loud in its brightness and her obviously dyed and slowly fading cinnamon and pink hair was a small tattoo that started at the end of her left eyebrow, and that was why Mace had brought Yoda there. It was black, gnarly, twisting, and it resembled the symbol Yoda had drawn on the wall of his room. It was a bet that it wasn't something that those on the Fringe shared in jest, or the usual jailhouse territorial mark.
Once the droid released her and took up residence at the door, Hailstorm noted the stares from the males standing across from her. In typical Fringe reactionary response, she sported a nervous smile and said, "So…what is this: a Jedi mercy congregant visit?"

Mace smiled just a little, keeping any chuckling in check and mirroring Yoda's fine Jedi example, but honestly if he did he couldn't decide if it was over the arrogant jail house joke or the way it was delivered with her very unique accent; an accent that had a good share of drawl to it. Clearing his throat to rid himself of such ignorance, he gestured towards the chair in front of her, and through the Force it moved out. "Eh, no. Please, Miss Hailstorm, have a seat. We're here because of a rather unique situation."
She let out a barking laugh that emphasized how she felt before she said anything. "Well, ain't that one of life's great treasures? Life really begins for folks when they find themselves in rather unique situations. Take me for example." She flicked her hair back, which wasn't necessary because it was tied and positioned to hang down her back, but for the first time both Jedi noted that her right eye was not as unique as the pattern by the left eye but it gave them a reminder about the last of the two attacks upon her; her right eye was swollen and hints of bruising gave it a disturbing purple color around the iris. "Just a few days ago, a rather unique situation found a Fallen's fist in my face. This after another rather unique situation was cleared up after some red head tried to strangle me in my sleep."
She put up her hand to stop them from saying another word. Clearly they had pressed the wrong button with her, and the frustration could not be shut off by anything they said. "And that was after some…Senator wanted me to smuggle a secret message to his mistress." She laughed a little, and that seemed to make her wince. "You know, when those Republic Guardsmen stopped me, I should have had the foresight to not show them what was inside that legally protected under the high and mighty Senate law pouch." She shook her head. "Man…that tells you how good my education was, wasn't it? Then again, I'm not a lawyer. But hey, look at me!" She gestured around herself with a sarcastic smile. "Look at the deal I made for myself. At least it ain't Kessel."
When it appeared she had nothing more to say, and looked as if she were going to cry, Yoda said to her gently but with strength, "Miss Hailstorm, we do not mean to upset you so. Apparently matters that are unknown to us are occurring. Perhaps you require our assistance."

Hailstorm gripped her arms and wasn't sure how to accept the kindness, which told Yoda and Mace a lot. Despite her reputation and arrest and conviction Alluetia Hailstorm was anything but a hard core criminal. Apparently the woman -- she wasn't a child by any means being as she was in her late twenties -- wasn't born into the criminal life like most were, and although an adult there was a level of naivety in her that brought forth a measure of pity; a pity that was honesty and thus prompted the Jedi to do something for her. That same naïve thinking was a shield that kept her from trusting the Jedi with the offer they just given her. 
Hailstorm just said, "A ticket out of this hell would be nice. But I know I'm asking too much of ya, being Jedi and standing for justice and such."

"Even criminals have a right to live and exist in peace within the bounds of the law, Miss Hailstorm," Mace assured. "If they desire such peace within them, then why should we deny any cry for help you give?"

Yoda commanded his walker to lower down enough so he could see her eye to eye and said, "Perhaps there is a way to get you that ticket you desire." His green eyes immediately charted Mace to note the Jedi's reaction; Yoda was offering too much too early for whatever information they still did not know they were going to get from the woman, who despite her problems was still a felony serving time. Yoda had no time to explain his reasoning to Mace Windu or any other Jedi; the ramifications of the future took precedent over simple questioning, interrogation and trickery. He even considered using the Force to persuade the information out of her if need be; he felt that it was that serious. However that stopped when he believed her. She told the truth, and truthfully she shouldn't be in prison. And obviously she all ready concluded that two Jedi requesting her presence meant she had something they wanted; why else would they have come?
She wanted to help.

"Miss Hailstorm-,"

"Alluetia, please litter feller," she said in interruption. "Calling me 'miss' makes me feel old." Then she raised her eyebrows. "Or…that I missed hitting a target. But you know what I mean."

Yoda agreed, and then he remembered to introduce both he and Mace. After that, he continued. "I came to see you because of the tattoo upon your face. Honest I will be with you. Imperative it is that we know what it is."

Alluetia frowned a little, raising a hand to let a finger touch it. "You mean…you guys don't know what it is? Here all this time I thought you were super smart and knew everything." Remembering herself and her manners after she realized that they weren't amused, she continued. She did so with a sigh that told of woe and weak hate. "This is called the Mark of Forgiveness. You get one pretty much when you do something bad in the Oracle of Circles."
Yoda repeated the phrase and his ears perked up in realization. He asked, "The Path religion you are a part of?" Mace got it once the Path was mentioned.

"Well…I'm not technically part of the Path anymore, but if you wanna just single it yeah the Circles is part of the Path."

Both Jedi looked at one another because it really got interesting as it relates to the current galactic situation. The Path religion had begun on the planet Vhanba, and both the Vhinphyc and the Vhinech embraced the five thousand year old religion, perhaps the only intangible both species shared. Yoda knew of the Path because of Enothchild Sarch's personal data disk given to him by his birth parents, and a few in the known also knew that there were off shoots of the Path found throughout the Republic. Primarily the Path was like any other religion, its concepts rooted in peace and hope. And like any religion there were some unique and unusual points that sometimes contradicted others and even its only concept. 
Yoda indeed knew some of the religion, but not all of it. He knew that there were offshoots of the main religion based on the need for groups to only brace a singular concept of the religious philosophy; Oracle of Circles sounded familiar to him, but he was still a novice with the information. Alluetia was a source of information, but given what she just said both he and Mace had to be careful; emotionally she wasn't in the best of moods even though she seemed ready to become chatty.
"May I look at it closely?" Yoda asked, and she leaned over the table. It looked similar to the symbol, but it wasn't as full and there were differences in the secondary patterns. Satisfied with the examination, he sat back and folded his hands together. "Are the Marks of Forgiveness varied in their patterns?"
"Yeah," said Alluetia with a nod. "Their unique to the person. They tell a story only a reverend of the Path can interpret."
"I am not certain, but small yours seems."

"That's because a long time ago I gave up looking for forgiveness." Alluetia subconsciously rubbed her bruised eye, a bit of her feminine vanity wishing it wasn't there. "You see if you still believe but still remain outside your family's Life Circle, you go back and have the Mark expanded." She let out a sarcastic huff. "Of course you gotta have faith to handle the reverend's brow beating during the whole process, pun intended."
"So…you were afraid to confront whatever sin you may have caused," asked Mace.

She frowned. "Windu, right? Well Windu, do you consider free will a sin?" He shook his head. "It is a sin in the Oracle of Circles."
"I would think it is based on what you do with it."

"And you're right, and with that", she made a quote-end quote gesture, "'free will' you have one choice: to choose the family Life Circle's Path." She shook her head again, and decided to elaborate on it more. "Okay. Say Mister Windu decided tomorrow to leave the Jedi Order." She looked at Yoda. "Do you attempt to persuade him not to?"
"Yes," said Yoda without hesitation. "I would remind him that his loss would be a great disservice to those in the galaxy that may need his help."

"And if he doesn't change his mind?"

"Then further say I do not have."

"Well, they don't stop! You go back to upgrade the tat, they just pounded more and more nonsense into you with the hope that you just come back and be the person the family wants you to be. They're scared that a star will go nova when someone just ups and leaves." 
"So…what, if I understand this, was your destiny?" asked Mace.

Alluetia sighed a little and said, "Teacher. My father is a teacher. My mother is a teacher. My brothers and sisters are teachers. My grandparents were teachers." She sighed again. "I would have probably married a teacher, but if not whoever I would have married I would have to learn a new trade or be solely a housewife that pumps out kids that will…become teachers or whatever my mate's Life Circle pursuit is. Get the idea? The Oracle of Circles demands you stick with 'family tradition'. Presence called it a stability factor. Personally, it’s a total downer of a way to live."
"Lone Star is a far away place to roam away from," pointed out Mace.

"If you know where it is, you'll know there isn't much around to make things…exciting," said Alluetia. "Just the way the colony founders intended. Don't want the outside influence to affect the younglings." 
"Decided to smuggle instead of teach?" questioned Yoda. "Do you feel that improved things in your life?"

"What is this; slam me at your leisure? Look, the Republic doesn't exist out there and we're still just a colony with its own system of trade and money. I had to stowaway on a passing ore hauler to get to the nearest Republic system and that took a year's trip on the Outer Rim. Ore hauling is good money, but it's boring as hell. Plus I didn't like to be on the losing side of any more pirate attacks. Besides that when we hit port the captain couldn't have my body so he changed his mind and decided to turn my ass in as a stowaway. Lucky I got away with what I had. I spent every last cent to get my ship and start working for the Hutts. They're disgusting, but at least they pay. And lastly it was something no one else on Lone Star had done."

Yoda then added, "Offense I did not mean. Pointing out only that free will sometimes carries a price."
"Yeah," she said. Then she grew quiet, looked around, and said somberly. "Yeah, it does." After a few moments, she looked at his pondering form and asked, "Can I ask you something?"

"Of course."

"Why the interest in me and my tat? You said a situation had come up. Like what?" Concern crept in her voice. "Is…Lonestar all right? You said this stuff was imperative."

Actually she was asking if her family was all right. Despite her feelings towards life there she clearly missed her family. Mace assured her. "It's fine. It's rather a difficult matter to explain."

"But I was a help, was I?"

"Helpful your information was," assured Yoda. "It will help us in our research." He looked at her, and observed her next question growing in her body; hints of hope were there. "In return, I will look into your case. For now, all I can offer is a word with the warden and the courts. Clearly you have gained someone's ire. Know something you do."
Alluetia shrugged her shoulders and sighed a bit because she heard the promises before. "All I know was that the pouch belonged to a Senator Bracks'cagg Eff'neth."

That was enough information, and finally it clicked for the Jedi. Bracks'cagg Eff'neth had just been voted out of his Senate seat as the representative from Pharmar; a drug scandal of some kind involving the criminal organization known as Black Sun. Now it all seemed clear. Yoda walked around in his mechanical walker and placed an assuring hand on her shoulder as the prison guard droid rolled up to take her. "Promise you, I will, that you will know no further harm. I will make the arraignments immediately. I may seek your help again."
"If you do, it will cost ya," she said empathically, but then added, "but if I don't hear from ya, I won't hold it against you. You're a nice little feller, Yoda. You and Mace are good guys. Nice talkn' to nice guys for a change."

The droid picked her up, locked a mandible on her arm, and rolled away, dragging her away. Yoda nodded towards Mace and immediately the Jedi Knight contacted the prison warden to request his presence. All the while Yoda continued to think, and his feelings were telling him that the answers were soon coming.

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

A day passed, and Yoda stewed in a mediation chamber pondering all he had found up to the point and was also contemplating what to do on his latest set back. He had tried several times since he left the prison to get a message to Enothchild Sarch, to at least have the Vhinphyc Jedi Master send him the SON disk that contained possible data he could further use. It would be a tough favor to ask; a long time ago Enothchild's foster mother, Jedi Knight Anka-Dee Sura, had shown Yoda parts of the disk, keeping the rest for only her and her son to see only, vowing never to show anyone what was inside; a vow she hoped her son would always honor and most of the time he did so. She didn't even trust the Jedi Archives or the Jedi Holocron with any of the SON disk's contents; she wouldn't even download the contents of the computer antiviral program that had prevented the Legacy Virus outbreak a few years after the Vhinphyc infected the Republic database with it. Again, Enothchild was just as finicky; he didn't show much of it to Nadja. Knowing it contained a lot of Vhinphyc history and data Yoda understood the paranoia; there were things in there that were meant to be left there. 
Still, Yoda had hoped to convince him, from one Jedi to another, to at least give him the disk if Enothchild couldn't participate in this quest; a quest that was building very slowly at the pace of most lye slugs, but unquestionably it was imperative that he not stop. When his mental summonses failed to draw a reaction from the Vhinphyc, Yoda centered his mind and solely focused on what he all ready had. There was much there, and it was starting to tell him that perhaps a trip to the planet Lone Star was in order. In the extended field of his mind where it had touched the universe he sensed a familiar presence approaching, a man whose aura in the Force produced energies associated with excitement and elation. Joy. Hope. Promise. These were emotions that fueled the Light within and all about. The Few did not know how just such feelings from one individual had a broad and reaching affect on the rest of the galaxy. Perhaps if they did, they would strive for it.
It was a dream to have such peace and elation for all to experience and all as one produce. For now as he drew himself out of his trance, Yoda had to settle for the arriving Mace Windu's happy news. "Master, you will not believe this." Mace offered Yoda a data pad. "Then again, if I recall, you always say there is no coincidences in the Force. But if the Code would allow it, I would suggest you go buy a lottery ticket or place a high bet on next week's shockball game."
Yoda read the contents of the data pad, his ears perking and stirring the boiling pot of significants more and more. "A Potential from Lonestar." A potential Jedi Knight that is. Someone took the time to transmit a new born child's blood work to the Jedi Temple for a first look midi-chlorian screen to see if their child had enough of the microscopic organisms in their blood. If the number was high enough by the Jedi's estimation, then the child's sensitive to the Force would be high enough for them to use it. This baby male had over fourteen thousand, which was more than enough. But the fact the child was from Lonestar…
"We received the transmission, interestingly enough, about the time you had your vision, Master," added Mace. "I had happened to stop in and asked Nue Cadabel if there ever had been Potential submissions from Lonestar. As you know it takes him time to go through all the submissions."

"A million false positives a day sometimes," Yoda conceded. The Jedi were always on the look out for more potential Jedi, but in the universe where the participating population in the Republic easily numbered beyond the quadrillion mark it each new birth every second just reinforced the task. It was made easier by the fact that the blood test wasn't a mandatory requirement, and even if a child tested good they weren't required to submit to any Jedi inquiry, nor were the Jedi expected to go to the Potential to prove anything. 

Nue Cadabel and his team at the Padawan Learning and Development Center primarily took the point when it came to confirmations; sometimes other Knights and Masters were called upon when possible. Nue rewrote much of the rulebook when it came to procedure first to weed out false positives; especially those who intentionally fake the tests in the hopes their child would be taken care of; they honestly believed they could sucker the Jedi Order when it came to Force potential in their children. Oh, there were creative beings out there based on either desperation, vanity, or for some darker purposes. The problem was they just didn't have the Jedi's resources; the Force always the greatest of all the advantages. Sometimes it only took one to look at the submission test to tell them that the child was a Potential. Yoda was indeed looking at one, but they still did checks per Nue's stringent criteria no matter what.
Turning the page digitally Yoda continued to read. Mace offered commentary, "I personally re-ran the Cadabel Reviews. The Potential's father is one Orion Nightshade, served two years in the Republic military as a Rim Ranger, taking part in the Mid Rim Conflicts where he was decorated twice for valor; left R.R. wounded before the unit was discontinued. Prior to that their family history is practically non-existent. No hits on the Sith List though with the name or with affiliations with any known Sith sympathizers. He is married, of course: records of spouse not existent. And….this is the fifth time he has sent blood work, so this newborn named Casper is possibly his fifth child. The others tested borderline favoring the negative; our preliminary tests concluded that the other children were not Force sensitive and thus further testing was unneeded. And out of everyone on Lone Star's colonial history Mister Nightshade is the only one that has ever requested such Potential testing of his children."
Yoda read the rest. Finished he gave the data pad back to Mace, who in turned finished the report by saying, "Based on the review it is in Knight Cadabel's opinion that stage two proceed. I, of course, concur even if this has nothing to do with your quest."
"Tell Nue why you had interest?"

"No Master."

"Good," said Yoda before Mace continued. That seemed to puzzle the Knight, but Yoda had his reasons. Even with all the discoveries, from the symbol to Lone Star to the Enlightenments there was still a lot of room to allow the concrete mix known as error to fill up the remaining, unanswered spaces; that made for lousy foundations and complete wastes of time. Still there was that feeling in his little gut that just kept growing all so slowly, and that sort of made him hold back his thoughts. There were tons and tons more opinions that all seemed correct that at any other time he would have expressed them. But even now he felt Mace knew way more than he should. Such a feeling was un-Jedi like, but his best efforts couldn't quash it. The feeling was tied to the Force. Every time he touched the Force, the feeling came to dictate his actions, thus it was the Force telling him to obey the commands.
Yoda kept things going, with his thoughts centered on the matter at hand. "Direct testing is next."

Mace cleared his throat and said, "Yes. Lonestar is a very far away planet; a trip that will take two months to get there from here. Knight Cadabel said he knows the right Jedi for the task based on matter of convenience. Knight Ros Ofcheck is currently in the Bespin System where he can hire a long range ship; from there he shaves off at least ten days off the trip time."
"I know of Knight Ofcheck," said Yoda approvingly. "Enothchild's former Padawan. A Twi'lek. Undercover he may be. Wise it is not to break the cover." He rubbed his lower jaw. "Feel I do that I must take precedence on this. To Lonestar I shall go. My burden, it is."
That last statement killed any argument Mace wanted to make; not that he disagreed with him going, but whether he could go along. It was silly, for he had a Padawan Learner returning from his successful Jedi Trials to attend to. In his eyes, Yoda could see that Mace understood that this journey was one of solitude. If the Force had decided that more than one had to go to Lone Star, then surely the Force would have picked others to have seen and felt what Master Yoda had seen and felt as well if it were something as serious as Yoda proclaimed it to be. Not that Mace Windu doubted that it was serious; it was just that he didn't share in his fellow Jedi's feelings in the Force.
"I'll tell Knight Cadabel that you will conduct the in person testing," said Mace, for clearly Yoda had a lot of preparation to do for such a long trip one way as it was. "Given his reputation for being cranky, I somehow could imagine him cannibalizing the ship carrying him after a month's worth of travel."

Yoda chuckled at the soft joke. Indeed Nue was not your usual Ithorian by any means; if he could eat meat, he would. Cranky, yes, but he had a more patience than anyone gave him credit for. Mace gave Yoda a respectful bow, thus killing the thought Yoda was having….

And a new one entered his mind. "Knight Windu. Tell Knight Cadabel for this mission a pilot of my own I have in mind." 

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

Alluetia Hailstorm stopped believing in miracles when the Needle of Blessed Pen broke her young flesh ten years ago by her eye. The lack of miracles enhanced the more time she spent traveling the galaxy, hauling spice, and bared witness to the cruelties of reality in civil as well as the uncivil areas of the galaxy; recently the civil had been the worst, and in prison she was most definitely in hell, or as the old faith would call it the Bowels of Lore; Lore was a island on the planet Vhanba that sunk in the massive ocean, home of sin and the apparent birthplace of the evil Overlord who Presence had slain to save the Vhinphyc people. While in prison her life nearly ended twice and she had lost her freighter and her money accounts, even the Huttese ones. She imagined emerging from prison fifteen years later, possibly finding salvation in the deepest and darkest valleys of Coruscant like all the others who lost their hope on miracles. When she left Lone Star she firmly believed in making her own luck. Obviously, her own luck sucked.
She stretched her arms up, but instead of finding a prison cell she found only more air; the free air of the Jedi Hanger Bay, where she had to grow another three hundred feet tall in order to reach the ceiling. Freedom was a great thing to stretch to, and smile about, and if she didn't think she would embarrass herself in front of the Jedi Technicians working on the long range Sathoroth transport as she waited for her passenger she would do a very little girl dance; the kind two year old girls did in wheat fields while wearing their worshipping best. 
It wasn't too long of a wait for Alluetia. Master Yoda arrived with Knight Windu and a large Caamasi on the other side. Then again everything was a blur since three hours ago when the warden woke her up in the middle of the night; that scared her at first, she thought the warden was on the take. That all changed when a Jedi Knight she never met the other day was waiting for her with civilian clothes in a bag in one hand and a legal writ in another. She giggled at the thought of the scene, the one which she did make a fool of herself by kissing the Jedi fat on the lips; the young man was quiet and blushing the entire trip to the Jedi Temple afterwards. She felt there was more to this freedom though, and held all questions until Yoda arrived.
The Caamasi's voice carried and found her ears, and apparently he and Yoda were in disagreement. "…It isn't that I don't doubt your abilities, Master. But anyone can retrieve the child. I beg of you to reconsider."

"Afraid of the responsibility, are you?" Yoda remarked back as his droid walker carried him. Alluetia didn't quite know it because she only knew Jedi for less than a grand total of half an hour in reality, but to her it sounded like the much smaller creature just called the large Caamasi an out right female gender part; Gates of the Temple of Life for practically.

He didn't seem to take offense like that, though. "No, Master. It is just…that this brooding you have on this matter. Forgive me for being out of line, but there is too much subtleness on your part." His large eyes trained on Alluetia, and she felt his power in them and it scared her a little, ending her elation for the moment. She heard enough stories from a ton of beings in the fringe about Jedi and knew not to mess with them directly; then again why would she since they arranged her release? 

Qualeggoes -- she would learn the name shortly -- finished his one second observation of her and said to Yoda, "It is either a distraction, or it is an Enlightenment Challenge." The way he said the latter made Alluetia cringe retrospectively; that sounded too religiously distinct from any everyday conversation. If this so called 'challenge' was some crusade, she was strongly thinking of opting out. The last thing she wanted to get involved in was 'soul searching' and trials involving the strength of the spirit. Or in anything where she couldn't get involved someway as a normal person. "If it is the latter-."
"Surely then the Force you would have felt tugging at you to go," said Yoda to cut him off. Just like that the larger being clamped his mouth shut and the argument/discussion was shut down. The diminutive one put a small hand on the other's arm and said, "Qualeggoes, I have faith in you. Succeed you will as Grand Jedi Master. However, your concerns for myself are unwarranted. You are not needed, for I do not need you."

Qualeggoes sighed and suggested, "Then I shall do as you ask. Without any more protest." He looked towards Alluetia. "But may I suggest someone else to take you. Someone within the Order that understands the importance of this matter."

"Miss Hailstorm will be fine," said Yoda confidently with their final arrival before her. "She is needed for more than piloting I feel."

She smiled at that, and then proceeded to pump his small hand after grasping it. After a few shakes she was so excited she began to figuratively shake Yoda out of his body. "Oh my god, I can't thank ya enough Mister Yoda! I really, really can't! I won't let ya down, believe me!"
"S-sure I-I a-am y-you w-won't," stammered Yoda as he was shook. "Arm back, i-if I may?"

"Ah shit, sorry," and she let go. "I'm just so excited and thrilled to be out of that hell hole. Whatever it is I have to do to stay out, I'll do it." She then kind of looked between the three and asked, "What exactly will I be doing?"

"You will be taking Master Yoda to your own world of Lonestar to test a potential Jedi Apprentice," said Mace calmly.

Alluetia kind of smiled, let out a chuckle, and said, "What?"

"Is there a problem," asked Qualeggoes in demand. "Some unknown legal problem or perhaps a personal, unsettled vendetta against you."

"Nah," said Alluetia. Then he glared at her. "No! Like I told Mister Yoda here all I have against me there is that I didn't return. That's all." 

"And what are the consequences of said return. I wonder, for I would like my Master not to be heading into a gundark's nest of trouble. Speak!"

Alluetia stuttered a bit. Yoda's look of disapproval towards his former apprentice didn't help her confidence any. "N-Nothing r-really. Hon-Honest! I-I mean…they haven't stoned anybody for centuries."

"That will not happen," said Yoda with assurance, defusing her fears a tad. It was a combined statement of seemingly knowing that such an arcane form of 'justice' wasn't practiced anymore and a fact that he wouldn't allow such a fate to befall her if it were still practiced. "Still going we are." He turned his attention to her. "What is required of you is clear. Take me to your home world and back, help me when necessary, and a free woman you will be."
"Okay, sure, no problem." She let out a sigh. There were always conditions in life, so why would the Jedi be any different. Still, she wasn't happy at the prospect of going home. Just a tiny bit of her mind reflected the possibility that stoning had returned; that is if a certain individual ended up getting his way like he always did. She believed more so than not that Yoda would protect her. Thinking about it more as the both of them quietly boarded the long range vessel, Alluetia got the impression that Yoda would have never taken her out of one bad environment just to put her in harms way. 
In the cockpit she inspected everything and kind of sulked: the Sathoroth classes of ships weren't known for their defensive capabilities, and in this case the deep space exploration series had none. She knew the Jedi Order were supposedly pacifist by nature, but even an Alderaanian counselor ship had a Class Two defensive rating. This ship only had shields; powerful shields with two redundancies, but even an idiot wouldn't just rely on them when things got rough. She doubted they would run into trouble, but in the fringe the old rules were 'never say never' and 'only a fool or a Jedi entered an argument unarmed'.

Alluetia frowned at that and thought well, who's the fool now?
"A credit for you thoughts, Alluetia?" asked Yoda, practically making her jump out of her skin with his near silent approach. He was in his noisy spider walker anymore, barely able to walk seemingly hampering his all ready small disadvantage. He struggled into his seat next to her. 
"I thought you folks could read minds?" she asked directly.

"With impunity we do not," Yoda assured her after a tiring exhale from his climb. "Forbid the Codes does such use of the Force when the answer can come so easily by asking." Then he added. "Fortune tellers we are not."
"Well, isn't that nice to know," she said sweetly. That was nice to know; it actual created an interesting thought that passed…

"But sometimes I cannot help to hear the loud conversations you have with yourself," Yoda admonished without looking at her, his eyes seemingly preoccupied with the instruments before him. "If you spent more time on centering your mind more than thinking on less constructive and foolish things I would not have to continually admonish you. Best to start right now."

…and before she could wave the thought of running away, of escaping he was right there to put it down for her. She said, cheeks reddening in embarrassment, "It was only a thought."
Yoda grumbled. "And like memories, not easily forgotten thoughts are." His ears perked up as he observed the controls. "Ahead of us a long trip. Let us not make it longer over trivial matters like this ship's armament."

Alluetia let out a sigh, closed the hatch, and began to increase power to the repulsorlift generators. As she waited for the power to reach maximum, she realized he wasn't just commenting on just the one thought of escape she had. For a moment her embarrassment slowly became anger. "You just said you guys don't read minds for the heck of it. Why do I get the feeling you have?"

"Read your mind I do not when you have revealed so much. You had decided not to return to your home world for reasons of religious persecution. Such a feeling of misjudgment logically must be mutual, thus promoting in you great fear and hesitance when you speak of such things."

She just looked at him and said, "Great, I got the galaxy's smallest shrink prying open my brain and telling me that it's only my childhood." With lights going green, she grabbed the controls and mumbled under her breath, "What's the fricking point of bringing me along?"
"Because I feel you must go with me," said Yoda instructively. 

"Well, again, I'm grateful if it gets me out of prison." She moved the unnamed ship of out of the hanger bay and into Coruscant space travel traffic, slowly rising through the atmosphere. "But if you don't mind I don't need you to tell me anything about me. It's going to be a long two months to Lone Star, Mister Yoda. Like you said let's not make it any longer than we need it to be."

Yoda said nothing to that and seemed content on staring out the transparisteel view port. That only got under Alluetia's skin more, but she just focused on flying for the moment. The stars greeted them shortly thereafter, and once the ion drive was allowed to kick on she began to plot the course to Lone Star and calculate the jump to light speed. The hyperdrive calculator was pretty new and fast, but it was still playing hell over the fact that a place as far away as Lone Star existed. The hyperdrive sensors took their sweet time trying to bounce a navigation beam off the planet and that told much of the story alone. She was forced to do it the hard way; multiple jumps to stars along the way until Lone Star came close enough to make a stable, direct hyperspace jump to it. She punched in the vectors, and when the hyperdrive motivator decided that it was almost a hundred percent safe she locked them in. They had to do was clear the main traffic lanes of Coruscant before they could make the jump.
Nearing the entry threshold, Alluetia finally found her voice again and asked, "So, we're going to pick up someone for Jedi training?"

"Yes," said Yoda with certainty. "A newly born boy has tested positive."

"A new born?!?" She actually didn't like how that sounded. "Ain't that rather young?"

"It is our policy to accept only those of a very young age to avoid attachment," he responded. "It may seem inappropriate to you, but we have our reasons."

"I'm sure you do," she said admonishment. "Couldn't just wait to pluck him off the nipple?"

"The father sought us out," said Yoda. "I am certain the mother feels the same way he does."

"And if she don't?"

Yoda sighed and said, "I would know if she didn't."

You don't know for certain she thought. "Did you try to contact them?"
"Lone Star has no real HoloNet relays heading towards it. I am even amazed the transmission the father sent had reached our notice." Yoda watched a small ship skirt passed them; obvious it was in a hurry. "Then again, data only transmissions have tighter beams and are collected by the low gain array near Pollusx. It receives, but does not sends."

"Yeah, I figured they still weren't trying very hard to modernize out there." Alluetia just shook her head. "When I left, they wondered why they weren't getting recognized as a sovereign world. That there is a good reason why."

Yoda looked towards her. "The Republic report said there were certain social issues that needed to be resolved."

"Now that's a laugh," cried Alluetia sarcastically. "Lone Star is crude, but I've been on far worse planets in the Republic when it comes to so called 'social' issues. It's all about money, Mister Yoda. I may be uneducated, but even I can see that when it comes to stuff the credits determine it all. Believe me, Lone Star don't have enough wealth on it to make a golden crapper." They exited the travel lanes into free space, and she began to line up the ship for the jump. "On second thought, you're doing the kid a big favor."
"Remains to be seen, that is," said Yoda. When he said that she suddenly began to feel sorry for the kid and almost changed her mind again. She waved it dismissively, latching onto that time honored smuggling credo that the questioning of the job should only be centered on the credits -- or in this case her freedom; the whens and hows and more importantly the how soons of the payoff. Complications only prolonged or worse prevented the payment. Once again the sooner this was done the better, and it would seem to her that Yoda viewed it as such as well by the answer. Or was there more?
"Come to think of it the kids' parents may be proud to have a Jedi son, you know?" Alluetia pondered aloud. "They may be someone that thinks Presence used the Force, you know?"
There was a sound from Yoda that she concluded to be his affirmative sound; he always seemed to make it whenever he agreed. "I have heard enough about the Path founder to speculate on the conclusion and agree that is possible. Also I must point out that her archenemy, the Overlord, was apparently a proponent of the dark side of the Force."

"You sure do know a lot about the Path for a Jedi," she said.

"A Vhinphyc with such knowledge was one of our own."

Alluetia about crapped herself. "Really? I mean, I heard rumors. I thought those old spacers were poodooing me. Whoa." That was amazing news, something that actually played on her childhood memories for a moment. There was always debate among the elders in church about Presence and Overlord being Force using beings; Overlord in particular. In the Path Bible there were often references of him using a strange form of black magic, a form of unspoken sorcery that was all too effective. What was also prevalent here was that for a Human like Alluetia to know and what the Vhinphyc were compounded the point that not very many beings knew they existed; stop anyone else on the street and ask them how they feel about the Vhanba situation and likely they would tell her or Yoda that they have their shots. Those same beings also knew very little of the Path; just another hokey religion filled with superstition and nonsense. 
"Well Mister Yoda, you'll get many people to listen to you there if you can prove it. The people that believe the whole Presence-Force thing. They may see that as a sign of something." She got the green light to make the first plotted jump. She reached for the throttle handle and asked, "So tell me, who's the lucky family? Maybe I know them." Here eyes flashed big, the new thought stopping her progress to make the jump. "Is…is it one my kin? Is that why you sprang me out?"
"No, I got you out of prison for you safety. Nothing more than that."

"Oh." She shrugged her shoulders, grabbed the handle. "So who is?"

"A boy as you know. His name is Casper Nightshade-."

When the name escaped Yoda's mouth, she was half way from locking in the jump. And when the name came out, she heard it, didn't believe it, couldn't believe it, and finally she saw everything go straight to hell. Immediately she threw the stick back to reset, and both suffered the shuttering affects of bailing out of a light speed jump, the high whine and dying of hyperdrive engines following after, and Yoda suddenly feeling Alluetia's mood not just go sour but find dread and doom. This was followed by several nasty communiqués that blared at them from ships that had to move out of the way because they assumed they weren't going to be there now, but angrily Alluetia silenced them with a rather hard slamming fist on the button.

"Nightshade," she said in disbelief, and she was deep in it. "The kid's name…is Nightshade."
Yoda couldn't answer at first; he was still trying to stop his body from shaking, his hands holding on to the counsel in front of him as his eyes wavered up and down. But he heard and felt her dismay, her growing distress, and with her sigh a strong sense of defeat. "Yes. Nightshade is his name."

Alluetia pinched the bridge of her nose in frustration, illustrating it further by gesturing out with said hand, not looking at Yoda, and saying, "The grandson of Onus Nightshade. That's who we're going to get?"

"I only know the name of the father, but yes if what say is accurate." She sighed and turned the ship around, shocking Yoda. "What is this you are doing?"

"Saving you a long trip." Suddenly the levers moved without her in the shut down sequence, causing her a brief shock and letting out a startled yelp. Then it occurred to her that it was Yoda's doing, and when looked at him his hand was lowering after he had held it up. "Hey, damn it, don't do that! You'll get us killed!"

"We will not go back to Coruscant. My destination is Lone Star."

"Then find another pilot, short stuff! I'm not going to waste time on a lost cause."
She attempted to power up the ship again, but this time the main propulsion lever would not budge. She tried both hands, and the lever moved a fraction. Yoda only looked at it, and the lever pushed her back hard! She sucked on her palm and all of her politeness was gone. "You little shit! Stop that!"

"No. Tell me why this trip would be a lost cause." Yoda demanded. "Or I will take your advice and you can go back to your prison cell."

Alluetia's eyes got even wider. "No. Please!" Frustrated, she sat back and said, "You…you don't get it."

"Enlighten me, you will."
She gave it some more thought, found that she was going to lose, and sighed. "You want the real reason why Lone Star has social issues. It's because of Reverend Onus Nightshade. He's a Herder that doesn't spare the wraith when it comes to his Flock."
"How do you mean," questioned Yoda. "Mentioned this shortly before you have. Clarify you must."
Alluetia turned to him, pointed right at her unfinished Mark of Forgiveness. "He gave me this, as it is 'required'. The whole time he did he belittled and berated me, constantly tell me that my family, not just me, was going to burn for leaving. That if I ever gave birth my children would be deformed and retarded, and they in turn will give birth to even more stupid and ugly children. The guy pulled out all the stops, and that was the first, only, and I thought for sure the last time I ever went back. I said to hell with that, believing in something wasn't worth it if he had to be there in it." 

Her heart clenched in sorrow. "I don't even try to contact my folks. I-I'm afraid he'll be there, at that moment, actually waiting to intercept the call. Or…or that he went and had the most devote of his followers kill them. I…I sometimes think that. I-I know better." She grew quiet. "But sometimes….I really don't know for sure."

Yoda considered it all, weighing it in his mind. Still the puzzle had missing pieces. "I see now why you hate home."

"I don't hate home. But if I had the choice to go back the first question I would ask is if Reverend Nightshade is there. My Daddy could be dead. My Mom. You would think I would go home if was true, but I know that man would be standing over their graves giving the last rights." She wiped her teary right eye. "And he would come over, point to the graves, and he would tell me that it was my fault. I broke the Circle. I killed them."
"You cannot believe in such words, for they have no merit," he assured her. "I do not believe one man would last long if such threats he made in the past had come true."

She was hesitant to concede to it. "The folks wouldn't buy it for so long, but they firmly believe like he does; that certain behavior like mine is counterproductive to the entire society at large. The choice to leave that is."

Yoda made that affirm noise again. "Understand your reasons why you do not wish to go. I now also see why if you did not have your problems. Young Nightshade's life may be all ready determined in the eyes of the grandfather." He raised his little hand and finger. "But not the father. Do you know of him?"
"Orion? Yeah." Alluetia took another look at the controls, thought better of it, and just sat back. "I was young when he went to the war. Whew WEEEEEE, that was a mess and a half. Last I heard he and his old man weren't talkn' when he came home. Orion got marked, too, but rumor was that Reverend Nightshade didn't do it. Only rumor, though; best my recollection no one else suppose to do it except the reverend of the flock." She thought about it some more. "Ewwwww, the old man wouldn't like this."
"I am as you thinking along those lines," noted Yoda. "Perhaps a struggle between son and father is apparent here."
She let out a great big sigh and blew out long through her mouth. "I would hate to be involved in any family spat. Especially that one. Look, Reverend Nightshade has clout, all right? If he knew you were coming by the time we got there he would have what we have for an army scare us away."

Yoda's ears perked. "So he is not leader of the world?"

"Well, no. I mean yeah he's not the leader. Just a guy with a lot of heavy handed stroke; he strokes, and the purrs snuggle up to his commands." Alluetia looked off to the side in thought; something she always did when she an 'on the other hand' thought. "But…we were trying to form a real government. I mean…I don't know how that's going. It's been over ten years."

"And they do not know for sure that we are coming." Which was true; the only person that had a presumption of their arrival was Orion Nightshade. "Two months to figure out what to do."

It took her a moment to realize that Yoda was implying again that they go. She was about to object again, but there was something going on in his green eyes that just told her that nothing was going to happen to her, and no one was going to stop him from receiving young Casper. This was a problem the Jedi Master could solve, or that was what he expelled from him; either that or he passed gas she wasn't certain; there just seemed to be a funky smell in the cockpit she hadn't noticed before. He just wasn't going to give up; she remembered that he desperately wanted to find out about her mark and what it meant, and now there was an urgency to go to Lone Star to get Nightshade's boy. 
She asked, "Why Nightshade's boy?"

Yoda smiled just a little and said, "So happens, it does, that it would take two months to tell you everything."

She smiled at first, and then let loose a chuckle. "You are one slick willy, I'll give you that. You try that on every girl, sugar?" When he gave her a prune look, Alluetia grabbed the controls. "Oh hell, I got nothing else better to do. Let's go stir up some trouble back at the ranch."

She turned the ship around, recalculated the original course, and entered hyperspace; the first of many jumps on a long and eventually difficult journey; the difficultly was not going to be on the trip, but upon their eventual arrival. Even she could see it coming; when it came to being right, no one fought harder than the good reverend. And somehow she doubted that even the Jedi beside her had chance.
---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Two months was a long time for any subject to stew, even by Yoda's stringent standards of patience. Yes, even at his advanced age and experience in the ways of the Jedi in the Force he was constantly challenged in the area of patience; a Jedi -- Padawan, Knight, and Master -- was constantly challenged, for the dark side always beckoned the most resolute. Even in the mundane such has the long trip can affect those differently than they expect, when they are at there least usefulness. Knowledge was a key ingredient to combating such trails on the way to Lone Star, so he spent some time with Alluetia Hailstorm to discuss about the lonely, unrecognized colony -- the system, the planet, and the inhabitants themselves. All the while he carefully measured how much information and when he collected it so he wouldn't annoy her, and also to promote more conversation, for the next two months. 
Much of what Alluetia told Yoda of the Lone Star System -- that wasn't its name officially until the Republic designated it: for now it was System 19283032 on the astrogation charts -- was basically found in the pre-trip data the Jedi Master read up on. The system, located beyond the Outer Rim main region and the Wild Space sub-region,  was discovered approximately a thousand years ago by the ancient Posh-Ran magneto-scope as part of the Far Sight Project to chart the outer most boundary of the galaxy; too far and too dangerous for the Republic to fund an extended scientific exploration mission; the Senate of course citing that was the reason why they supported the Far Sight Project funding in the first place, fearing an election backlash if they had sent a live expedition and its failure ending in death. A political risk they won't take, one that had kept putting the plans for the Outbound Exploration Project on and off hold several dozen times at the current present time. 
Roughly eight hundred years ago the system was one of several thousand systems that were the final destinations of a massive exodus from many Republic worlds; for Lonestar it would be its second attempt at colonization; the first, a thousand years ago, failed miserably. Yoda, who was more than eight hundred years old, remembered that rather unstable two hundred year period of time in Republic history very well and a few of those moves were Path religion inspired. 
The Path found its way off of isolated Vhanba through the scientists and explorers who were allowed there on limited bases, finding the concepts of the religion more suitable and go getting in their lives filled with questions and no answers. Has the religion grown in size on many worlds so too the ire against it; the Path was too recognizable with the xenophobic Vhinphyc, and most of the Vhinphyc had always looked down at other species under an unfavorable and unappealing light, thus an unreasonable connection between species and religion was birthed. Many determined without debate the Path has a religion that favored racism, and all it took were a few incidents of Path hardliners who mistook the purpose of the religion to make matters worse. Governments began to outlaw the religion, doing so more and more as the genocide on Vhanba heated up; and where it wasn't outlawed some of the more overzealous of citizens in fear and in anger conducted their own witch hunts to eliminate the Path problem as they called it. 
The Path sects ray of hope and light came in the form of the Constitution Revolution Movement. A large number of Republic citizens were growing more and more fed up with the Republic and the bureaucracy that choked everyone; the taxation and lack of common sense goals was too much for them to continue to support, and the elected officials that promised to change all that didn't. The splinter groups formed one large political action committee -- CRM -- and delivered an ultimatum to the Republic: reform or relieve; either reform the system or relieve themselves from the duty and allow people who could. 
When it didn't work, they unleashed a peaceful 'nuclear' option; they would leave the Republic entirely. The Supreme Chancellor thought the group was bluffing and called it, figuring that their so called membership of twenty-five billion citizens was a bloated, fake number. Oh how wrong was everyone from the Chancellor's chair on down; far more than that many left many worlds to start fresh and new, leaving behind unpaid bills, holes in vital economic platforms, creating massive unemployment, and above all else killing the Republic's tax collection revenues; all this immediately plunging the Republic into an economic depression that lasted the better part of fifty years. Where would they go? Why all those planets the Republic failed to explore and have no claim. Those not part of the CRM followed the example, and that included most of the Path sects that wanted to escape unwarranted persecution. 

Colonies were always a two way bet: it either succeeded or if failed; failure more apparent when there was no support and when the unknowns of the unexplored star system caused significant trouble. Many colonies and many people died. Many of them had to be rescued; Yoda personally saw to the rescue or evacuation of numerous colonies. Some of the colonies disbanded, some of those citizens returning to the Republic, some going out on their own. And some were successful once they petitioned the Republic to become a recognized colony, and thus fell under Republic jurisdiction; and unfortunately some were successful only under Hutt control. And finally those few that survived without outside sources, but like Lone Star they were either the most poor, the most isolated, the most undesirable, or all of the above. Alluetia assured him that Lone Star fitted at least two of those criteria, perhaps even the third.
Lone Star was so named for it was truly a lonely system; a fact apparent in the reports, detailed more by Alluetia, and Yoda finally seeing it for himself when they arrived. The system was one brilliant yellow star that contained only one planet and very little else in the way of celestial interest in system; it had one simple moon in simple orbit around the planet, disorganized asteroids and other debris, and a few comets.  The lack of stellar matter was due to its location relative to the rest of the galaxy; since the center of all gravitational pull was based in the very center of the galaxy, all the matter eventually over eons of time headed for it. Thus, the stellar matter was less this far from the center, and that meant fewer suns, even fewer planets, and fewer and fewer planets that could sustain life, or in this case a colony. The planet was young and indeed its distance from the center was obvious when at night all one had to do was look up into the night sky and actually see the galaxy like it was a blown up image; a sight Yoda would remember for a very long time. 
Back to the trip there, Yoda continued to learn slowly a great deal about Lone Star's reclusive, unknown history and the culture. A thousand people left their former home of Ord Mantell with only hints of Lone Star's existence; the Flock left the planet known for its philosophers and scholars and comprehensive libraries to avoid further ideological persecution that had gotten rather nasty. With the old data from that planet's libraries they set out looking for the world and after a long and difficult year -- due to lousy astrogation -- they discovered Lone Star. There was no government then, just a handshake council that enacted laws there were based on moral common sense more than on religious overview. 
Generally it was at the beginning -- and according to Alluetia somewhat now -- a 'selfish rule and responsibility' type of society with a set core of living principals defining responsibility: one of the basic living responsibilities was in the matter of land; maintain and care all that you reasonable one could. A measure of what one could and could not do of course was defined by their destined Path in life; a farmer needed more land than a store owner. Yet said farmer had to use and maintain that land; failure to do so meant that his land was undefined and anyone could claim as much of it as he or she wished.
It was only in the last fifty years or so the council government gain a little more center and power and the citizens decided to have a more connective relationship with the Republic; outsiders had on ultra rare occasions stumbled upon Lone Star, but they were mainly deep space miners and the like Alluetia had hitched a ride with, or someone willing to sell supplies and equipment cheaply. The decision to reconnect with the Republic was an idea favored by many of the citizens that had heard the stories of the Republic's greatness from their ancient past to the current times; like Orion Nightshade quite a few men left Lone Star to enlist in the military during the Mid Rim Conflicts. What really stirred the imagination -- and support -- of many were the Jedi stories, which in turn re-ignited the debate of the Force and its possible ties with the legend of Presence. In turn that created the opposing view, lead by the likes of Reverend Nightshade. Thus the debates had enough drag on them to hamper reconnection efforts. 
Twenty years ago a Republic committee arrived to do the survey in which Yoda had read back on Coruscant, from where he had gotten the 'social issues' critic. Alluetia was half right about the lack of anything profitable to gain from Lone Star, but Yoda knew two of the committee members personally and knew there words to be gold in value: the hardliners were few and far but they carried a lot of clout and made a lot of noise. Although the Republic respected the rights of worlds to govern their worlds as they saw fit, be it through law or religion, there were still requirements addressed under the Republic's Constitution that said governments and citizens had to follow. The report indicated that disagreement was profound there, but it didn't specify whether it was the government or the clergy or the people that had a problem. Alluetia in her opinion was adamant that it was Reverend Nightshade. Yoda left his mind open for the time being, but the more he heard the certainty in her voice the more he erred to the side of caution.
The trip was as pleasant as it could be for Yoda. Alluetia at times was finicky with her emotions; sometimes she just couldn't stand the trip or him. Again he was careful with her save for a few incidents in which he annoyed her. Much of her agitation was based in how close they were to Lone Star. If she were his Padawan Yoda would have admonished her for taking someone's words too close to heart for they would have the same affect upon her as if they were true. But she wasn't, and at best all he could tell her was enough to assure her and keep her at a very peaceful mood. Towards the end of the journey, he realized he didn't tell her why exactly this trip was necessary. She never bothered to ask. Nor did she asked the question that had kept her up at night after night since the trip had started, and with the evaporation of hyperspace tunnel had brought the trip to an end: why did Yoda chose her?
The answers were on the surface of the bright world ahead of them. Alluetia piloted the ship she had decided to call the Hailstorm's Hauler through the system totally void of any starship traffic, to the planet with absolutely no traffic control tower or an atmosphere without a bunch of flight vehicles overshadowing the green and yellow and red and vibrant array of color land below. There was only one real spaceport, and that was only due to the fact that ships as old as or older than Yoda were parked collectively in one bare, flat spot; a few newer ships were there, but obviously they won't owned by the local populace. With their ship landing, add one more to the unique and the different.
-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

"'Welcome to Lone Star'," Alluetia commented after she and Yoda shared a welcomed, first real air breath in two months together, repeating the words printed on the sign that hung over the archway that represented the exit from the field; they had conveniently landed right by it, apparently she did so on purpose in the advent they needed a quick getaway.
She finished the phrase on the sign with another exhale, "'The last place in the galaxy you will ever visit'. Geez, you think they're overstating the ironic obvious?"

Yoda looked at her to note her sarcasm while she raised her hands and arms up to show her appreciation for the sun Lyra that burned bright and warm over their heads. He couldn't debate the point because on one hand it was true, and the sunshine was just too inviting to invoke an immediate response. 
He savored the rays for a few more moments and then said, "Say I cannot. Too long it has been for any sun and air in my face to complain." He then mused, "Been here only five minutes, I have. Hold the planet to such 'quality' you place it in I cannot."
"Oh, ha ha," she just spat out. She cracked her neck as he ordered his spider walker to stand up again from its resting position. "But I gotta admit I'm not ready to get back in that can any time soon. Sooooooooo…if you're in no hurry…"
"Funny, that is," said Yoda as they passed under the sign to enter the tunnel that led to the largest building he had seen so far on the planet. "Would have thought you were the impatient one out of our duo."
Obviously he was pointing out what she had said before, augmented by her choice of location when landing. "Boy, you don't miss a trick, do you?"

"As a Jedi afford to miss I cannot," he said stoically. 
The two continued on, walking the corridors of the ancient, prefabricated building that had to be part of the original colonist's building supplies kit; called a block-lock kit, all one had to do was slap down the floor, and then the rest was just connecting the walls and ceiling together like children's construction blocks. They were light as children's blocks, but when the blocks linked together through the snapping construction the structure was as sound as any non-military building. Yoda remembered them fondly, remembering the time he put one up as a Jedi Knight so long ago; a 10 cubic meter square shaped structure which only took him five hours to complete. 
A drawback to such a kit building was its short longevity; with the Lone Star model it was only meant to last one standard year under favorable climate conditions, two years if it were only twenty-five percent occupied and weather was at a constant, comfortable level; the presumable theory was that within the allotted time the colonists would have built a more suitable structure to take its place, at least build their own homes. The building was existing several centuries beyond its lifetime due to a mix of cobblestone rocks thrown up against the walls for augmentation and fortification, all held together by simple old building construction mix of concrete.
Another factor helping the structure was that it wasn't being used for housing; Yoda had seen some housing near the building, on the far side of it and far away from the landing field. In fact they never encountered anyone, not even a sentry. It all changed when they approached a counter marked 'Customs' and sitting there in a chair was a elderly Human man, dressed in soft tone hue colored robes, his elderly eyes trained on the small Path Bible in his hands. Undoubtedly business was slow and he was catching up on his reading; perhaps for the one thousandth time.

"Excuse me, kind sir," said Yoda after clearing his throat. The man yelped and about launched himself skyward in fright. "Forgive us. We did not mean to cause alarm."
"We?" questioned Alluetia quietly to Yoda. "Who among us here ain't what folks see normally everyday?" She then subconsciously smoothed out her hair, which only made Yoda shake his head a little.

The old man put a hand to his heart, took a few breaths, and gave them a once over look. He shook his head and spoke with a much heavier accent than Alluetia did. "Pants afire! You sure know how to give a man a heart attack! Whew!" 

Standing up, he set the bible down, straightened himself, rubbed his eyes, breathed in deeply, and said….nothing.

"Oh wait." He reached in his pocket, pulled out a small note, read it twice to commit what was on it to memory, and after putting it away he cleared his throat and said, "By the guiding grace of our Holy Savior Presence, we the people welcome you both to the Blessed Planet Lone-." He finally noted Alluetia's Mark of Forgiveness and stuttered. "S-Star." He cleared his throat again. "I-I guess…I should say welcome back?"

Alluetia smiled a little and asked, "Why do I get the feelin' this isn't your Life Circle, friend?" That actually caught Yoda a bit off guard and left him with an interesting question: if this was part of his Life Circle, did that mean this man's family were also customs agents?
The man was hesitant to answer at first, and Yoda had an idea why. However he cleared his throat and spoke a little more confidently. "Well…no. Perigen Hillman used to man the counter, as well as other duties here at the air field. But he and his family died six months ago from a rather brutal tornado. He and his family were good people, may Presence guide them to the Lands of Plenty. Since then some of us old timers have filled in, a different person every day. Actually this is the first time I've done it. They haven't decided on who was going to replace him full time."

"Yeah, I can see where such help is needed in such a busy place," she said sarcastically, as if any second now the entire Republic was going to drop in the system and swamp the place. 

The comment solicited a small frown from the man, clearly insulted by the remark. Sensing a potential, unending argument, Yoda stepped closer to the counter and spoke to him as if he were a regular Republic customs agent on Coruscant. "Speaking on behalf of my pilot here Alluetia Hailstorm, my name is Yoda. I am a Jedi Master from the Republic capital of Coruscant. If you like I can show you both of our credentials."
The man looked spellbound at Yoda, seemingly in awe of the fact that a real life Jedi Master was here. The illusion ended when he said, "Hailstorm?" He snapped his gaze at Alluetia. "Are you one of Spin's and Spirit's kits? Ha, girl, I've heard all about ya! Names Merritt Poppythorn."

"Old Man Poppythorn? Shucks, last I remember you were a news reporter. How's the good wife?"

"Retired," he said flatly and in distress; as if she were dead by Yoda's guess. "She's enjoying the fact too after twenty kids. By Presence the last one is just getting out of the house." He smiled proudly. "He's going to the northern continent to be a reporter."

"That's…great," smiled Alluetia, which was anything but a smile of good feeling for the man, but he didn't sense it. She took a look at Yoda, and noting the Jedi Master's bit of flabbergast moment, she said, "Uh…we would like to chat but Master Yoda here wants to verify his arrival here with the Continental Council. Some kind of procedure and all he has to follow."

"Sure thing." Poppythorn pointed to his right. "Take the right corridor, turn left, walk the stairs, keep walking until you hit the indoor garden and then knock on the first set of double doors you see. The Continental Council will be impressed with your friend here." He took another look at Yoda. "A Jedi Master? Garsh. Does he do tricks?"
Alluetia just winked and said, "He comes when I call 'em." She took a few steps and said over her shoulder. "Come on, little fella." That elicited a very cheap laugh that kind of brought Yoda back down to thinking, and he gave her a disapproving look. "Sorry. Couldn't resist."

"Not sure what to call that back there," said Yoda when they were far away. No space controllers, no security, and very little to no customs checking; they practically expected no one, and they didn't believe anyone that came wanted trouble. Then again given their distance from the nearest port of call and what little wealth they had what would be the point? 

"Call it a good soul under the Grace of Presence doing what he can to better the flow of society," said Alluetia. "Or call him a bored, retired reporter: the one time and only news source on the planet that had to get out of the house. It's kinda based on how you look at it."

"Reporter? Which I must ask…"

She nodded her head. "A good bet every single one of those twenty kids could be reporters. Or housewives. Or even househusbands. But there's a chance some could be something else in relation to…writing."

"Novelist perhaps?"

"Yeah, or a secretary. I mean folks read more than just the Path Bible." Alluetia then corrected a once held adamant position. "Okay, so folks aren't just locked on one thing. The strictest of families are; the wool of good producers of the Flock. Like Nightshade's family."
Yoda only ignored her after her admission, knowing the last point she made was going to come up again; a repeat of certain failure he had been hearing for the last two months. He didn't need to go down the road again, or take a trip down that Path as it were. If what Alluetia claimed was true, and if Orion Nightshade was indeed his father's son, then it would have been more of a mystery as to why the father bothered to send any of his children's blood work to the Jedi Temple to begin with. Instead he left it at that as they followed the Mister Poppythorn's directions to the conveniently located Continental Council.
The two arrived at the indoor garden -- this was the first time Alluetia had actually been in this part of the building -- and noted the simple double doors per directions. However for the first time the two ran into their first crowd of people; a mixture of single individuals and families, males and females, adults and children; all in a perfect, uniformed line; half of them wearing clothing styles centuries old, the other half wearing more traditional Path-based garb. They traveled a long way to the back of the line, gaining a stare or a glare of unwelcoming at random; Alluetia's presence a lot more distracting than the strange creature Yoda was. A few of them turned away before she walked by them; some very quickly hiding their children from the sight of one with an incomplete Mark of Forgiveness on her face. 
Taking their place at the end of the line, Alluetia sported a stone look of non-feeling, but Yoda couldn't help to sense her sadness, her embarrassment, and her growing rage. He put a small hand on her arm and said, "Calm yourself."

Alluetia yanked her arm hard from him, turned and stopped herself from saying something. She looked away and folded her arms. "I'm not a Jedi. I'm not your kid. Stop treating me like I'm either one." Then she added, "And no, I'm not going back to the ship." She had come along to be his guide since he was a stranger in a strange land. Besides that she didn't want to spend any more time on the ship. Unfortunately to free herself from the ship meant having to go through some trying times with her own people. 
She added, "Like it or not I'm all in on this poker hand."

For an hour or so they waited, following the others slowly to the doors. New appointments did follow them from a distance after they took note of Alluetia and her unfinished Mark. At her age the Mark was suppose to be longer, defining. It wasn't, so they knew she had left the Flock. Perhaps that she was much worse than that; therefore they treated her as a potential virus. Mister Poppythorn was so far the exception, though the Jedi Master couldn't help to notice his rather lukewarm at first reaction. 
For security reasons Yoda had to leave behind his spider walker at the door; he had plans to do so anyways out of formality. Together he and Alluetia left the antechamber and entered the large, square room that was anything but a government meeting chamber; essentially all they did was knock down -- or did not put up -- a wall that connected two rooms normally designated for a colonial cafeteria. The walls were bare, the floor before the large crescent table where the council members sat and waited bore the sign Yoda remembered seeing on the Path Bible; one of more than several on the cover; a simple circle that started thin at the top, compass reading 90 degrees, and it thickened to maximum at degree 180, and thinned again traveling back towards the top; the Mark of the Philosophy of the Oracle of Circles. They took their place on the symbol, has if it were meant to weigh them in judgment. Alluetia looked around nervously. Yoda bowed as all Jedi did to show respect.
A look at the council members told two stories based on two distinct ways of looking. If one were to just merely glance and not weigh the group, they would have seen nine partition-like walls separate groups of people of various ages and genders, apparently each box representing a nation or city and each being representing each town perhaps or interest. But Yoda took the careful examination approach as all good diplomats as well as Jedi do, recalling what he knew for this journey. In truth there were only nine representatives; the others that were sharing the space in their respected boxes were their children. 

A woman stood up in the middle box, holding the hand of her three year old daughter, very noticeably pregnant with her dress known as a Blessing Gown doing nothing to hide the fact. The woman was obviously the colony's leader, but Path beliefs gave her power if she weren't an elected or birth righted official because she was a pregnant. The Vhinphyc's mostly one child only biology put a strong emphasis on the worship of life creation, and thus in the Path such women who bore children were short one level of being goddesses in Path society. It wasn't exactly that, and didn't necessarily mean they dominated with such status of pregnancy. But they were given a lot of leeway and more respect than any other creature.
She took a look at the both of them, raised her robed, unseen hands to shoulder height, and said, "By the Grace and Glory of our Holy Savior Presence, we welcome you both to Lone Star." She introduced the other representatives, and then introduced herself. "I am Prime Minister Skyanna Springwater, of the Continent of Complication. Who are you and what is your business with the Children of Lone Star?"
"I am Jedi Master Yoda," he introduced himself. "My pilot, Alluetia Hailstorm, a former resident of your world I asked to aide me in my quest to come here." 

The prime minister measured Alluetia carefully as the others began to mumble. She looked to the others in silence, and when they noted her look they followed suit. Springwater looked at Yoda and said in reverence, "A Jedi? Here on Lone Star? I wouldn't have thought to bare witness to such a day." She smiled brightly. "We are very blessed then by your arrival. Please sit, Master Yoda." 

Two men, one from either side, pushed two large sitting cushions towards them. She gestured with both hands, imploring Alluetia with only a nod to sit as well; clearly hesitant to acknowledge someone that was perhaps forsaken. The representatives sat down, and Prime Minister Springwater guided her daughter to sit beside her before continuing; grunting a little as the loads of pregnancy affected her back. 
"I am honored by your words and offerings of peace," responded Yoda in kind. "As you may or may not know I am required to make you aware of my arrival here."

"I am familiar with Republic law," she said. "I speak on the behalf of everyone here that we appreciate your honesty and sincerity. You say you come here on a quest? A quest is a spiritual reference, so pardon us from death if we may ask what it is. That is if your faith or circumstances will allow you to answer?" 
Alluetia thought nothing of it and just waited for Yoda to speak. The Jedi Master did not right away say a word. This brought the man to the baroness' right, Copper Whollysmith, to narrow his brow and illicit comment; although it was only three seconds of pause on Yoda's behalf. "Pardon me for this challenge, but why do you not answer? If you cannot say, then tell us you cannot say."
"Forgive me for my hesitation," said Yoda. "Deceive I do not intend. I am here to examine a boy for possible Knighthood. The Code, however, forbids me from mentioning who the child is until I have determined whether or not he or she can be trained. In pause I was finding the right words to say so I may not offend." He put his hands together to rest them and his body against his walking stick. "To extent, I have said too much all ready. All that is required of me at this time of peaceful visiting is to make known of my arrival and then my departure. Agreed to, if memory serves, with the Republic not long ago to such treaty did you not?"

Springwater raised a hand to indicate that she was taking the point again; in reality she was merely a spokeswoman for the power is equal among the others. Nonetheless she held the title of prime minister not for her inherited Life Circle but her profound wisdom; plus, it showed an effort on their part that they resembled a uniformed, familiar government. "You are so correct, Master Jedi. If your intentions were hostile, then surely you would not have told us of your arrival." She smiled just a tad. "So long as anything you do does not interfere with the peaceful status of our world we shall have no more to ask of you in official capacity. Only to respect our laws and our customs, and in turn we shall show you the same courtesy." She looked to the others, and one by one they conceded anymore questions with a nod of their head. 
"We shall, as visitors and as friends," he said, using his walking stick to help him back up. He gave Alluetia a look to persuade her to agree.
Alluetia looked back to the council, and sure enough they were waiting for her answer. All she said was, "I promise to stay out of trouble."

There were a few frowns, and Springwater seemed a little disappointed at first. Then she said gently, "That is all we require of you, Good Woman Hailstorm. Nothing more or less."

"Glad to hear it," she remarked, seemingly relieved but not necessarily happy she still had to receive permission.
---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Shortly after they said their goodbyes Alluetia lead Yoda away from the capital building/government services building/space port and found a family she knew well by the name of Hardmountain that were willing to lend the two their landspeeder with the simple payment of keeping the promise of returning it in one piece; they weren't allow to fly their ship over the lands. Although it had been years since the family had used it and they relied more on carriages pulled by heavy cubba oxen, it was important for them not to sell it; it still held sentimental value, but they still lent it out due to the principals of which they live by; help those who may help you, and in return receive the full boast of their honest. After a few hours of maintenance work on it they were on their way to Fendegin, the southern growing continent where Alluetia knew the Nightshades would be. 
Not a far ride if it weren't for the speeder. Practically scrapped together parts now, the 9000 SUX model speeder was top of the line three hundred years ago. Now it was lucky to scratch the surface of the bottom of the barrel due to age and wear. Most of the trip was spent in silence because Alluetia had to focus on maintaining a straight course with the lousy steering. Yoda observed silence as he thought more, allowing his companion to handle the disagreeing task at hand she was having. He had sensed her frustration, yet he knew it had nothing to do with the speeder. 

Forced to stop to check the linkage to the steering yoke again, Yoda decided it was time to levirate some of her frustration has she disappeared under the raised hood of the speeder. "A thought for a credit, if I may. You have a question I sense."
There was a good deal of mumbling that his ears picked up; something involving the steering rod fusing with the Jedi Master's brain through his ears. Finally she said, "That hooey back there at the capitol. It true? I thought you weren't scared of the old reverend? What about that stuff you rattled about on the way here, about a Jedi having no fear?"
Yoda just rested his small hands on his lap and explained without contempt. "A Jedi having no fear I did not say. Acting on or out of fear is what a Jedi cannot do. It is one of the elements-."

"-that leads down the path of the dark side," she interrupted, invoking a frown from him. "I know. You've rammed that footnote in my hard drive a few times too many all ready. Geez, you're just as bad as my mother." A loud bang followed her hand motion he briefly caught, which was followed by a "OUCH! Stangnabbit!"
"The hand is a marvelous tool until it is broke," he pointed out with a slight chuckle. "May I help you?"

Alluetia popped her head over the hood, a large patch of oil on her forehead that wasn't there before. Sarcastically she smiled and killed out, "No. Thank you. Wise frog." She vanished under the hood again, muttering something about aquatic pads and his rear end before speaking aloud. "So how 'bout it?"
"I did not deceive the Continental Council. The truth I say. The Code forbids the open revelation of a Potential to anyone outside the Order. Through such concealment do we protect the families of so many Jedi, for the dark side reeks vengeance upon the weak and the weakest areas of a Jedi's armor."

"But you told me?"

"Yes, I did."

Yoda knew she stopped working on the steerage to think over his response; such work was not silent even when one did not speak. She appeared again from behind the hindrance and asked skeptically, "Why?" She stepped around the hood, threw up her hands, and continued. "I mean as a matter of importance I don't rate compared to politicians. Hell, I'm a ghost to them."

"To you and your view of the universe, where power is brokered by those have intangible power, it does not make sense to you." He said that while pointing his stick, to illustrate -- in a non-insulting way -- that the line of reasoning she possessed was as only as large as she was; compared to the Force, it was indeed small and insignificant. "In the realm of the Force it does. The speeder," he gestured all around him, "My coming here. You're coming here. All the people we have encountered is the work of the Force. It has guided us, guided things to fall in line. It had showed Knight Windu to you, and through him I went to you. Through me that is why you are here."
Alluetia pushed her hair back behind her right ear and chuckled. "That's just circumstance, honey. Don't get me wrong I happen to be enjoying the circumstances now under the….well, circumstances of my previous home." Not liking how that came out, he barked out with a shake of her head and closure of her eyes. "You know what I mean." 
She sighed. "Basically, in your rather nerdy way, you're saying in the grand scheme of the Force I and this piece of shit speeder here has more power than anyone else."

"The power of purpose, yes," he said with a nod and spoke to clarify. "The Force had guided me to you, and as it relates to me you have more to offer than the information you provided at the prison. So proven with what you have done for me so far, in obtaining this speeder." He pointed his stick at her again. "Even now I feel that even with young Nightshade in our possession you will still have a powerful purpose."

Alluetia thought about it, and then she flippantly crossed her arms across her chest and cocked a hip. Tartly she said, "I don't know what the purpose is, but I gotta tell ya if it involves me and junior you can forget it; I'm not his momma, and if you haven't noticed I'm not lactating at the moment."

Yoda laughed at that and shook his head. This time he had a good laugh, which brought a gentle smile from Alluetia. "I do not know what it is. The Force only aides us, but it does not give us the answers."

"I don't know. Beyond the Force leading you to me I only see coincidences after that. IF I believe everything you say." Outside she was skeptical, but Yoda could sense that Alluetia was really thinking about what he said. She retreated back, went under the hood, and tinkered some more with the steerage. "But I gotta say how really convenient it is that you Jedi have a rule against telling certain folks about certain folks. Convenient because if someone from the council flapped their gums to Reverend Nightshade all they would tell is that you and I are here." 
Alluetia finally closed the hood down on the landspeeder. She brushed her hands symbolically, wincing a bit and wiggling the fingers on her right hand. Shortly the distraction there ended so she could get to her point. "Because if you did tell them, and if they told the good reverend like I know they will, then there was going to be no way you could get the kid off the planet without a fuss." She smirked. "Really, really convenient that Jedi Code, eh?"

Yoda frowned. "I told the truth. I cannot reveal the boy's name." She stared at him with her blue eyes the whole time she walked around and climbed in. She waited there in her seat, awaiting an answer she would believe; better known as the answer she wanted to hear. 
What he said was the truth, but to be honest with himself Yoda thanked the Force for the Code prohibition in this particular situation. Like any Jedi he wanted to avoid confrontation; confrontation came in a variety of forms and did not always center on physical and/or mental and/or spiritual violence. He did not want to debate with a third party -- i.e. Reverend Nightshade -- who held non-elected and unhindered power over those who legally had such right. Even with the appearance of progress there were hints of thoughts coming from the prime minister that suggested she held power only when Reverend Nightshade was not present and he had not spoken. If he could prevent such a struggle that could set back Lone Star's chances at becoming a member of the Republic in the future he was going to make sure it didn't happen on his behalf.
Most important of all was what Alluetia alluded to two months ago and was alluding to now with her stare. There was that chance that Orion and his reverend father were at odds, at levels where the wrong action, the wrong words were dangerous to the all ready strained relationship. If what Alluetia knew was still accurate they weren't speaking to one another, and strange as it sounded that was a benefit for Yoda and his quest, and it was far better if Onus Nightshade was left out of the equation when it came to Orion giving him Casper to become a Jedi. 
Yoda sighed a little and said, "Admit I do I wish not for the grandfather to be involved in this. However the Code is the Code and that is what I abided by. Convenient under the circumstances you say?" He looked at her with a bit of guilty -- not much and not lasting -- on his face. "Perhaps. Debate it with you further I will not. Think of it what you will for it is I who knows what I say is true. While doing it, do so as we speed ourselves on our way. Believe you do in our presence reaching Reverend Nightshade's sensitive ears, perhaps it is wise to get to the home as soon as possible."
Alluetia nodded at him and said, "Ooookay. Let's go." She started up the speeder and they were on their way again. "You see? That wasn't all bad to admit that I knew you were being deceptive."
"Given your own criticism of yourself, surprised I am that you place yourself high on a thought pedestal," he said. It wasn't an insult by any means; all the time he had known her to date she had always knocked herself for not being smart. 

"I have my moments," she said with a smile. After a few minutes of silence, Alluetia said seriously, "I…I know you're not lying. I have known you long enough I shouldn't have…you know…hint that you lied back there at the capitol. Just now." She shifted a bit uncomfortably in her seat, the guilt causing her body to feel bruised. "You're a good guy, and I'm sorry I've even thought the way I did."
Yoda looked at her and said, "I took no offense from your observation. Apology is not necessary." After reviewing her appearance, he noted that the frustration she had before had now become muscle tensing guilt. The incorrect thought of his true motives threatened to really damage her sense of spirit. Only familiar words spoken in a familiar tone would easy her worries. "But I accept it humbly."

He watched her lower her shoulders a full inch, breathed out silently, and her eyes narrowed to a normal level of openness as the words he spoke relieved her. Alluetia was silent for a few moments collecting herself, and then she asked the one question he knew was two months in the making, "So if the good reverend is there what exactly are we going to do?"

Yoda had thought about that quiet a bit in his meditations during the trip, going though a ton of scenarios. Yet under the known circumstances he kept going over the same answer. He unloaded it on her. "If he is there. Feeling, I do, the good reverend is not."
She flexed her hand again and mused, "You could be right." 

He watched her set her hand gingerly back on the wheel and she didn't grip it at all while her left hand held it tighter than before they stopped. It was bothering her much like the fact that the man she feared may be waiting for them at Nightshade farm. Yoda felt, though, that those elements were nothing compared to the only briefly mentioned trouble she was having on the inside; a fact he did not forget, and he wondered if the Force had been guiding his hand in that regard as well. 

An idea formed in his mind. He set it in motion by saying, "As I told you, your hand is broken. Allow me to look at it."

Alluetia looked at her right hand, made a face, and assured him falsely, "Its fine, Master Yoda. Just bruised. I've whacked things before with it." She began to wave it around like any Coruscant air cab driver would do to aid in their point making. "Hell, I even decked a guy in a bar fight once who had droid mandible for a -OUCH!"
When her hand came close to the mid counsel, Yoda just grabbed her by the wrist and touched the inside of her palm. To him, after so many years of using the Force to anticipate movements, it didn't seem that big of a deal to pull off. Alluetia, on the other hand, responded more out of surprise than in pain; out of the corner of her eye he was sitting still one moment, and suddenly he was hunched over her hand and touching it the next; the movements in between just didn't exist within her normal realm of perception. 

Before she could take the next step to pull her hand away from him, Alluetia felt warm and calmed down. When Yoda spoke, she listened without question. "The road ahead your eyes look upon. In the now. In the future." There was no debate and there was her mind wanting to challenge it, but deep in her mind her logic centers were screaming for her with common sense, and therefore she kept her attention on the road.

Yoda could feel the hairline fracture under his Force enhanced touch probing as his finger traced the microscopic fissure. Before it was only a hunch and experience was a knowledge no Jedi left out; he had seen many hand injuries as a Jedi from sparing to training to something done on a mission, and he had suffered as well from them. If left untreated the physical problems were clear. What was lost on so many until they suffered such injuries was what its affects were on the mind either directly or indirectly; in this case it was indirectly maintaining Alluetia's frustrations levels at unwarranted highs. Pain elicited emotions that influenced thoughts that were counterproductive. And with existing pains and fears it caused even more harm to the individual. 

By removing the pain and promote the healing of the break with the stroke of his finger and with his command of the Force, Yoda would remove an obstacle from Alluetia's life that was hampering the healing and mending process within herself. Prison life had only two affects: it either made someone harder, or it sobered them up to the reality of the mistakes they made and could have controlled if they really did care about themselves, and more importantly the people they loved. Alluetia was not a bad person, just a lost soul made afraid to stay away from her family by Reverend Nightshade. Through that fear was confusion, not realized until she found herself in a place where twice beings tried to end her life. When he came to her she was begging for hope. When she was released she got right back into the confusion. 
Now it was Yoda's hope that by coming here she could right herself; the best way to do it was to confront her worse fears. That didn't mean she had to face Reverend Nightshade, just face his false claims. Yoda held the firm belief that Alluetia would have never turned out the way she did if it wasn't for the reverend abusing her with the very beliefs she had been raised on; more so abusing because of his status within those beliefs as a dispenser and reminder of what is and what should never be. 
Such a being, although it was still premature for the moment to hold such an assumed thought, reminded Yoda of the stories and documentations about the Sith War, of how the Sith had infiltrated and used belief to their advantage to hold entire populations of beings enslaved without having to use brute force. To play on the minds of the innocent that way was utterly wrong in the realm of conscious. He would not let the reverend's words defeat this woman's soul, nor would he allow the pain in her hand to compound it.

After an hour of massaging, Yoda let go of her hand and asked, "Better?"

Alluetia during the time had been under a trance of sorts but she recorded every movement and done her tasks when needed. She wiggled her fingers, and then finally she closed her hand into a fist. "Yeah. Thank you." Gripping the steering wheel with both hands equally, the tension in her shoulders further gave way. "You keep doing all this stuff for me and I feel I haven't paid you back yet not once."
"Start, you may, by leaving me at the Nightshade farm," began Yoda. "From there, go home you shall and see your family."

"Really?" questioned Alluetia, a little more confused. "Are you sure?"
"Don't see why not. Go see them you should. Ease your mind with them, and peace you will find."

She was silent for a good, long while, contemplating the idea, creating a silent blaze of conflict between her childish need to see her family and the fears she had instilled in her by outside forces that her leaving had caused pain or worse in her family. She didn't want to go home and find anything that was caused by her leaving, or the fact she refused to continue returning to enlarge her Mark of Forgiveness. The worse of those fears would be that they were all right, but not with her. Disownment.
Yoda was forced to understand her fears, and honestly because he had no experience in this area; the experience being that if he was in her place. He never knew his family, like the vast majority of all the Jedi in history, and he never sought them out. At times he had contemplated it in his meditations, often wondering if he would know who they were if he and his mother and father happened to be in the same room; if they were still alive. Stopping him was the delicate rule of attachment; the rule created to quash such a scenario such as the one Alluetia was in currently before it ever became a problem in a Jedi's life. On one hand it gave a Jedi an advantage, but without the experience of something of this nature it sometimes even left the wisest of them all on the side of disadvantage. 
The counter, though, was an Old Jedi rule to escape the dark side hold of fear: confront and face them. It wasn't easy, but then life itself never, ever was. Hardship was a taskmaster, but more learned from it than from the taskmaster of Sloth.

Yoda influenced her mind, but not with the use of the Force; that would be too easy. He did it the hard way: reason. "Do not I think we honestly want to get back in that ship as fast as possible?"

Alluetia's mood through the Force suddenly shifted, and she finally said, "Nah, I'm not ready to get right back in that flying can of trash. I'll…I'll drop you off at the farm." After a moment, she smiled a little and said, "I haven't seen my young kin for so long. I better go before they forget what I look like."

Yoda smiled just a little, and feeling assured that one problem had been finally dealt with that could have complicated his journey, he looked ahead up the road to focus on the task ahead.

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

Near dusk they arrived at the outskirts of the Nightshade property; it was Orion's land for the mail box had his full name on it as well as the names of everyone in his family, including the not too old painted name of Casper. Through it Alluetia related to Yoda a humorous note of history before she left that often was repeated on Lone Star. In the beginning of the planetary postal service, when there were so few deliverers -- a Life Circle pursuit that had to be ordained on someone -- there were lots of delivers messed up because everyone did what others throughout the galaxy had done to standard letter deliveries: they only had their last names on the boxes. This little confusion went on for a long time until finally a law was passed that made it mandatory for all land owners who possessed the ancient form of message delivery to list every member of their family under the roof of their home. 
The story was amusing, especially since such a system of message delivery had long ago ceased in the majority of the Republic thanks to data transmitters, data cards and readers that stored messages, comlinks with considerable distance range and uplink capability, hyperspace transceivers and the HoloNet. There were still deliveries of some kind, but not in the form of a simple letter or a hand drawn sketch or a still picture. Thus, such modern message necessities left many feeling unmoved by them. Such artificiality lacked romance for even those who have never longed enough to remember such primitive, prosperous days. Yoda himself was not that old, but such simpler ways of communication intrigued him more during times of peace; save the modern ways of communication for more urgent matters was his humble opinion. However he could only dream, for like the Force life progressed forward.
Still, seeing such a mailbox made him smile as it represented both simplicity and innocence. The Elfin was at odds with modern technology from time to time; more so than ever as the years ticked on by. Qualeggoes had told him it was aging factor, that often proven fact that some of the elderly reach a point where they don't understand technology, don't bother to learn about the new advances, and often rejected them. There was the fact too that advancement in any area -- technology or even thought -- affected people through their living participation environment; a new cleaning droid could make them lazier; a new blaster could make them deadlier.
Although as a Jedi he was wary of the negatives of advancement, that wasn't why he was fickle with technology for even the positives of some things took the feeling of innocence, romanticism, sentiments and warmth from anything and replaced it with convenience to fit a host of situations. A good example was candles -- often Yoda turned down the artificial lighting of his room to just work or meditate under candlelight. Candles are not hard to find if someone wanted one or more, but what one would find at a typical shop on Coruscant were laughably considered state-of-the-art compared to the traditional candles beings have read about. Through science and development the candles could smell like anything as they burned or employ different varieties of scent as they burned down, some even induced gasses that helped individuals sleep, or there were the traditional gala-long, thin candles that now could burn for weeks with no spent wax drippings, or only a single stick could be used to light up a entire ball room. If he wanted basic candles like the ancients he either had to hunt them down and pay the extra credits for them or like so many on distant, not too wealthy worlds made them himself.
Sighing as he piloted his walker down the grown over road, Yoda had to remind himself that he shouldn't have such attachments. Still it never hurt to reflect on the past for there were lessons to be learned from them. Importantly most of all it was foolish to forget the past and those elements that defined it. Perhaps that was why he held on and not because out of fear of his own mortality that was approaching its limit; to make sure matters were squared away before he was no use to the galaxy in this particular situation.
The gray hairs behind his right ear tingled…..
Yoda stopped his walker, turned in his seat towards his right, and surveyed the brush that ran up the steep hill. He made sounds of amusement as he pretended to look all about; in truth the Force had all ready told him everything, but he just went along with the situation. A stick breaking. The sounds of disagreement. The notions of quieting and the feeble attempts at it. All was bound to the Force, and therefore bound to him. His suspicions were raised and amused no longer he calmly said, "Wonder, I do, if the bugs of Lone Star are so large they knock down trees? So large their brain they may understand me?"

There was an awkward silence after he spoke. Yoda smirked, squinted his eyes playfully, and said, "Or is it they are small bugs, but make a lot of noise? Nonetheless, bugs that are far larger than I, I suspect." 

He lowered the walker down and climbed out of it to show off his diminutive stature. The gasp in the brush was cut off by the sound of a cupping hand. Yoda said, "Fear such bugs, I do. A meal I would be. What harm can I do to mere bugs? A blood sucking one would drain me dry in minutes!" He heard a few snickers, and so he shook his head and whined, "Me without my repellant. Whoa is me. Whoa is me."
From under the bushes, a tiny head of sandy blonde curls appeared and spoke with a tiny voice. "We're not bugs!"

"Nadja, you dummy!" came another little girl's voice. 

"I'm nodda dummy!" was the first little girl's cry, and soon there were the sounds of baby slaps. "You poo poo head!"

"You two shut up, the green guy is still there!" said a third girl, not sounding too much older than the other two. "And I'm telling Mommy you called Theta Moran a poo poo head!"

"Then I'm telln' you said poo poo head!"

"Me too!"

"Traitor. You're both poo poo heads!"
Yoda had a hunch he knew who these girls were; without question they were Orion Nightshade's daughters based on logic. He did note that one of them was named Nadja; as a veteran of the Mid Rim Conflicts, Orion perhaps felt obligated in some way to name one of his daughters in tribute to one of the war's most recognizable heroes and most successful military leader; she and her Jedi unit known as the Headbangers single handedly ended the war, thus sending a great deal of young men and women home instead of having them continue fighting. Obviously a soldier would be grateful enough to name a child after their hero.
He went to speak to them again, and suddenly three little girl bodies rolled out from behind the brush. Each one of them was very young, angelic, and apparently as post-toddlers they could handle themselves fine against one another when it came to sisterly sissy fighting. Yoda chuckled for a moment or two, and then seriously injected himself into it as an adult; what he didn't need here were tears if one of them hurt the other, like a poke in the eye. 

Clearing his throat loudly with no results he then yelled, "Tussle bugs!" over the squeals. That brought the little girls to a rolling stop. They stared at him, realizing in their child-like way they had just given themselves away. They stood up quickly and grabbed one another in fear. He assured them as he raised his arms and hands to show them he wasn't dangerous, "Do not be afraid."

Suddenly, they just screamed and began to run up the road. He realized he just goofed; his arm raising misconstrued perhaps as him trying to cast a spell on them. Every little girl's nightmare, compounded by a factor of three minds that shared in that horror. "Wait! Cease with your running! I mean you no harm!" 
Sighing when they vanished from his sight, he climbed back in his spider walker, noting that perhaps his mobile aide didn't help the girl's perceptions of him at all, and hoped that at the end of the road there wasn't someone with a blaster rifle waiting for him. He took his time; rushing it would make it look like he was giving chase. And if someone came looking for him they may see that he was no hideous beast with arms and legs and forty other unmentionables that were dripping with slobber. Yoda stretched out with his senses for the rest of the trip; in either case he didn't want to be mistaken for a monster and shot at.

It was longer than expected, nearing the late afternoon hours when Yoda saw the simple wood cabin at the end of the old road, smoke puffing away from its cobblestone chimney betraying dinner preparation fires. Behind it were a water tower and fields set for growing things. On both sides were buildings; a barn to his right and a shed to his left. Four-legged game fowl scurried for the barn as Yoda passed close to them and reached the porch. He commanded the walker down just as a two beings appeared around the corner of the house; a man with a noticeable limp and a small boy.
"Pa!" the boy shouted as he spotted Yoda first. "The girl's weren't lying! Look! It's an eight legged rabid hare-frog warlock!" The Jedi Master made a face at that. "Kill it, Pa! It's going to spit its venom at us!"

Although it appeared that he recognized him now Orion still clutched his pitch fork when his son shouted. His grip slackened and he loosened up in body tension, using the tool to lean against. He was supposed to be a young man, but he was beginning to look weather worn and thick in body due to labor, age, and perhaps the wounds he sustained during the war; Yoda even surmised that it could have something to do with the cooking too. Wrinkled a bit around the eyes the blue irises betrayed his youth, as did his full head of hair. And just visible in the dusking sunlight was the Mark of Forgiveness on his face; like in the case of Alluetia far different than the one he drew on the wall.

"Nah, Rigel," said Orion with a heavy drawl on his words. "He's no eight legged rabid hare-frog warlock. This here is a Jedi Master." He walked over with a growing smile on his face, his left leg dragging behind and making a clicking sound. He removed his shading hat to show some respect but it was clear he didn't know what to do. He was just excited. He stuck out his hand and said, "By gollygumbucks! Yoda! I…I sir…This is an honor!"
Yoda shook his hand with a smile, then bowed and said, "No. The honor is mine, Mister Nightshade."

Orion looked at his son taking residence at his side, and continued flabbergasted. "Well…I just heard all about ya and all when I was in the service and seen ya on the HoloNet while I was stationed at Heilsing." He let go, took a step back, took his boy in one hand to admired him. "I mean…Geez, you came all the way out here to see my boy Casper. You! Out of all the Jedi in the Order! Ah man!"

Yoda felt a little embarrassed by the attention. During the war he and the rest of the Jedi were not centrally involved in the disputes among the systems involved save for diplomacy. The Headbangers, those Jedi, were the talk of many, yet the young man was treating him more so than he deserved; Jedi were not suppose to bask in such admiration. "Mister Nightshade-."
"Please call me Orion, Master Yoda!"

"Orion," he began again. "I need my hand." That stopped the continuous shaking. "And I apologize for scaring your daughters. And I must say, on behalf of the Jedi Order, it is more of honor for any Jedi to be here. For this I hope will be the first of many new days for your son."
"Rigel, get Mama and the girls. We have manners to uphold." The boy quickly ran into the house. "I'm really should be just thrilled that any Jedi had come. I mean I wasn't sure if you all got the data transmissions." He then clutched his hat tightly and asked, "I mean did you get them all?"

Yoda remembered that Lone Star's transmission reception capabilities were…well, pitiful. The Jedi Order did send back messages for all five children every time they received the transmission. Obviously the replies never made it. "Indeed we have. Courageous enough were your efforts. Alas, only Casper shows promise."

Orion frowned just a little. "You mean…he isn't a lock?"

"Nothing has been firmly decided. It is a process we must conduct. Understand I hope you do." Yoda was confident that Casper was going to go with him, but he didn't want to create a scene and protocol had to be followed; he didn't want any part of the investigation to be tainted any more than it all ready was with the misconceptions filling Orion's mind. 

The man grumped a bit, and then he nodded. "Yeah. I mean they didn't put me out on the battlefield simple because I could pull the trigger. And I heard those stories." Yoda's ears perked up in noticeable curiosity. "About them Sith. The dark side and all."

Yes; which was a good reason protocol had to be followed. He said, "Yes, that is a concern of sorts. I have questions, so pardon me from ending to begin with if they seem too intruding."
Orion seemed to like that he used the Path phrase for forgiveness; under the law if one was offended by words or abused by actions then one shall take the life if he or she can of the person responsible for offense or abuse. He smiled, though, because he was glad that the Jedi had some idea about where he and family were coming from. "You're forgiven, Yoda." 

"Oh my, he's…." Both males turned to the door to find Orion's wife speaking, "Small. Very small." She was a robust woman, pretty in face, covered in a dark blue dress that looked better than any of the normal dressing Yoda had seen on women on Lone Star; except those who were like her who had given birth; pregnant and new mothers were presented in the best of clothing for a total of two years, as required by the testaments under the Path. She looked at Orion and asked, "And he's a great warrior?"
Rigel and his sisters took up residence by her side as Yoda approached. "Wars do not make one great, Lady Nightshade. Size matters not." He leaned on stick and mused cheerfully, "To that point I can testify that your children profess more love than more populated star systems. So little. So few. Yet so more the kind." He gave her an eyeing look. "A product of their mother, I suspect."
She blushed and mumbled, "Are you hitting on me, Mister?"

Orion laughed loudly and Yoda giggled. "A compliment, nothing more."
"This is Cassiopeia, my Good Wife," said Orion, presenting her officially by pulling her to his side by the shoulders. "Rigel, the oldest, you have all ready met." He gestured towards the girls, who lined up from tallest to shortest. "The girls of my family: Vanusa, the eldest. Theta Moran, the middle. And lastly Nadja."

"We have met, but the circumstances were not informative," said Yoda chuckling. 

"Where's Casper?" asked Orion.

"He's in the rolling crib," said Cassiopeia. Orion went to rush inside and quickly she stopped him with admonishment. "Now don't you go waking that boy up! He's asleep."

"But he'll miss dinner. And he hasn't met Yoda yet."

"You forget that babies keep to their own feeding schedule, Hubby dear; he's as bad as the livestock." The children teasingly furthered the point by going around, pretending to sprinkle feed down and calling the baby's name; it elicited the domesticated foul. 
"I will have time to see the child," Yoda assured Orion, and for the first time the Jedi Master could sense prodding apprehension from the man; the desire to rush through matters as quickly as possible. A feeling set in Yoda's stomach, something having to do with the transmissions…

"Oh my, was that you?" asked Cassiopeia. "For a little man you sure have a loud stomach. You wanna eat with us?"

"It would be an honor," Yoda said with a smile. 

"Well come on in. Remember to wipe your feet. There's a washing basin in the bathroom; straight ahead past the living room. We'll get ya a chair and wait for ya."

Yoda followed, stopping at the door to take note of Orion. The man was hesitant to go back in, and for a moment he looked a bit concerned. Yoda could guess why, but he felt it wasn't the time to dither on it. He gave the man a nod, and it managed to get a warm smile back on Orion's face. For the moment, as they entered the house, it had the desire affect of chasing away the man's fears.

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

The supper, like so many, was a long and enjoyable event, decorated and headlined by the homemade and homegrown meal spread out before the masses. The quantity and the quality would have been considered to some in the Core Worlds to be on a festive level, too much for an evening dinner even at home, even a family of this size. Here on a planet that gave no guarantees for survival one ate when they could and as much as they could, for starvation could begin on the next day; there were no Republic technological countermeasures to prevent drought or famine or pestilence; like any colony with no modern benefits everyday was a roll of the dice, letting fate decide. Or in this case faith as Orion lead his family and guest in prayer, thanking their Savior for giving them the means to have such a meal and for helping Yoda find his way to their home safe and in one piece. Yoda, though, never saw that fear in the family's faces; they made and ate all that they could because through their hard work it was their just reward. This was the extent of their wealth, and they were contently happy with their full bellies; millionaires with bank accounts in their tummies. 
Yoda learned that first hand too at this meal; by custom under the Path the first time guest at a dinner table had his or her plate made up by the host family; each member took measure of the guest and applied what they felt the guest could eat. It took no time at all for him to develop a belly the same size as the hump on his back, and when he left the table he could have sworn the two round areas of his body acted as balancers and helped him stand straight up for the first time in ages. He joined Orion outside in the dark on the porch, and both males sat awhile in silence to 'let things settle'. Cassiopeia and the other children tended to the mess inside, and afterwards the two of them could hear the mother talking to the children in their rooms; reading to them and preparing them for bed. She would later set up a place for Yoda to sleep.
The two men engaged in small talk at first, simple questions about minute things like if anything had changed from when Orion was a soldier; he was sad to hear that Nadja Moranna had died and yes he named his youngest after her. Another: Orion had married Cassiopeia when he returned home from the Mid Rim Conflicts; twenty years old the both of them at the time, now they were both thirty. 

Yoda let him eventually do all the talking to get him in a chatty mood; to establish a trust more than anything else, but it was a proven fact that the more one talked in any circumstance the more one wanted to talk no matter how embarrassing the subject matter or the implied taboo. A person that was drunk had looser lips, but Yoda didn't need to go that far nor use Affect Mind to get the information he wanted. This was the best approach when it came to Potential interviews of the parents; to lead them into the round of questions by asking a related question towards what they were talking about.

In this case, Orion was talking about the field and storage work. "…and finally Rigel and I got the melons stored in the winter cases. Lot of work for one man to do by himself. Especially hard in my condition if you haven't noticed." He lifted both his pant legs to reveal two different states of disability at least upon visual revelation from the knees down; both were artificial, the right leg more mechanically droid-like than the less damaged left leg; the left foot and calf more complete and the steel ending at the knee, while the right continued upward and inside. It was clear to Yoda too that they weren't working properly; such artificial appendages needed yearly maintenance. Orion, though, had admitted in the small talk that never wanted to leave Lone Star again, even if it meant he couldn't walk. "But I manage with a little help from Rigel."
"From the war I presume," asked Yoda carefully. He asked only because he had seen beings with similar conditions fighting in wars before.

"Yup. I got picked up and dropped from the sky by one of those Mandalore terrorists; planted me perfectly right on top of an A-mine. Took all of my right leg, part of my left, and a mile of my small intestines." Orion stared out with some anger on his face and gnawing on his insides. "The bastards."

"ORION! WATCH YOUR MOUTH!" came Cassiopeia's immediate reply to his muttered response.

Orion cringed and said, "Sorry, honey." Embarrassed he placed a hand on the opposite shoulder and said, "Forgive me Presence for my foul tongue, for my tongue is your tongue." Finished, he looked to Yoda and said, "Like any good Path woman, she has sensitive ears that can only hear the tiniest of baby cries and swear words no matter how far and how quiet."

Yoda got the joke and mumbled in the affirmative, but then past to him a point. "Changed you, the war had. Difficult it is to forget those memories and motivations. Your anger especially."

"Well I can't say you're wrong there. I'm bitter. But unlike a few guys I know that went with me and came back I didn't transfer it onto those I love. I never will. That anger was and still is reserved for those guys that did all that wrong back then; they're still out there. Not terrorists anymore, but they're bounty hunters and such." He let out a hoot. "In a way they have just decided to apply terror to wrong causing people."

"And the innocent," Yoda added. There were beings with bounties on their heads for just merely being involved in a minor, everyday life accident; that was how low most of the criminal element could sink when it came to the helpless.

"Them too," said Orion in agreement. "Back then, though, it was basic. The Madalores were storming planets. Even from afar I was like 'heck, they'll attack us next, or later, and then where would we be?' That changes when ya get there and they fire blasters and such. It really changes when you fire back." 
He let his gaze drift outward, and he seemed and felt young again. "I went because I wanted to help people that couldn't help themselves. There were folks like that anywhere, and they had their reasons not being able to fight."

Yoda looked at him, taking note of his look. "You wanted to do what was right. That was why you left?"

"I know to you that don't seem right, and I gotta respect that," said Orion unapologetically. He gazed up in thought. "'At times, though, we must do what we do not dare dream we can do'," he quoted. "'There is no shame in taking a life to save another, to spill blood out of necessity and not out of pleasure. Have remorse in your heart; forever the weight of life taking, even in validated glory, shall be there to remind you what you have done, but with remorse you can hold such weight'."

Orion shifted around where he sat and said, "I thought those words Presence spoke of were merely for personal conflict between two people. But its wisdom that covers a lot. Hard to live by it, though. But ain't that the purpose of faith?"

"Indeed; it is easier to live recklessly than in peace," said Yoda with a nod. He took a moment to contemplate the discussion to date, and then asked, "With such wisdom I suspect your father disapproved of your decision."

"Ha," was Orion's little response to that, followed by a momentary drop of his head to signal his frustration over the topic. "When I came home he couldn't look at me. He didn't speak to me for a very long time. Finally he came around. Marked me." He pointed at the long tattoo running down the left side of his face. "And had me make some promises in order to be totally forgiven for what I've done to the Family Life Circle."

Yoda could sense some changes in his emotions that bounced all over the place. Carefully, he plodded, "Not all in your immediate family could have disapproved of you."

"I don't know. I never had the chance to ask them. They weren't alive when I came home." 

The silence between them seemed to spread out to the night that had once been filled with the typical noises under such skies; a sky that was beautiful to view as it showed the galaxy in almost its entirety. At the moment Yoda did not notice it; the glare from the hot gases that made up the galaxy above them acted effectively like a quarter moon, betraying Orion's somber face. He was a man that knew too much disappointment in such a short life. 
Orion suddenly said calmly, "It was…a few months after I enlisted. The bulk of my kin lived with my parents not far from here. My Dad was away. My Mom and the youngsters were asleep at the time. A storm hit with some powerful winds, a lot of folks that lived through it said it was just so…unreal. It stayed in one place it seemed like to them; it just expanded and kept expanding, like an ocean whirlpool. A lot of people died that night because of that storm.
"Yet the outlander who flew his trade ship in it didn't even give the storm system another thought; too drunk or too stupid, there wasn't enough of him left to figure it out. The cross wind took his ship and spiked it right into the house." He paused to let that settle, eyeing his artificial limbs for a few moments. "Kinda made what I went through even more of a mute point in my Dad's eyes. I put myself in my predicament."
Yoda made a noise of disapproval. "You should not blame yourself for events that not even a Jedi could have seen. Cloudy, the future is."
"But you can see the future," he said. "You can see through the clouds, can't ya?"
"If I could, assume I would be so malevolent to allow suffering to occur?"
That stopped Orion very quickly, his mind wrapping itself around that question and also wrapping around the unspoken thoughts Yoda knew he possessed; a great deal of misconceptions generated by what he had heard and the sad loss of his family. The Jedi Master had to put it out of Orion's mind with that prospective question he posed. There were many in the galaxy that thought the Jedi could do it all and in a perfect universe perhaps that was so; debatable since a perfect universe would not need the Jedi in the first place. The perception was fueled by the Jedi's long history of success, compounded and often exaggerated beyond acceptable logic by tale tellers. The other component was apparently the growing true idea in Yoda's mind that perhaps Reverend Nightshade indeed was malevolent to others psychologically as Alluetia professed to; still an unfair assertion for he had not met him, but the evidence was collecting into a noticeable pile in the back of the Jedi Master's mind in part to Orion's own words and unsaid feelings.
Orion sighed, scratched his head, and said, "I…I wouldn't think so."

Yoda said, "Unpredictable, life is. It is like the crops you plant; do you know for certain the seeds you plant will grow? How do you know? How can you be certain? You may -- and an uncertain may it is -- have an idea by tending to those crops from start to finish. Living, in other words." He leaned against walking stick. "A Jedi does his or her best always. Like any being that is all we can do. For life, like the future, is unpredictable."
He walked around Orion and asked, "Forgive me for my forwardness, but the death of your mother and kin the reason for submitting your children for testing?"

"Sort of," said Orion with difficulty; he was afraid to answer the question, fearing that it may cost Casper his chance. 

"Never be afraid of your own true feelings," said Yoda plainly. "A lack of answer could be just as detrimental to an honest answer to my questions."

Orion stood up and walked around in silence for a few steps. Yoda waited patiently on the ground, looking up at him on the porch. He said finally, "I never gave that idea a thought. Well, I did some time after I had returned home and reviewed the past year of my life. I remembered being at the hospital, after I lost my legs. I was delirious, in and out of it. I was lying there one day, half asleep and half in pain, and I heard someone saying a Path prayer. I thought it was a memory 'cause there was no one else there that I knew worshipped Presence.

"I opened my eyes, fought the blurriness. And there he was." Orion held his hand out, reaching for the memory with awe on his face. "And when I touched him, I knew I wasn't dreaming. It was…an honest to Presence Vhinphyc! He was…right there, kneeling by my side, speaking the words of the Path as they should be spoken. I tried to say something to him, but he touched my head and couldn't. But I didn't feel any pain after that either, so I was…liked blessed twice. I tried not to fall asleep, but I couldn't prevent it. I watched him stand up, and with my eyes closed he vanished.

"I didn't realize it until I got home and thought about it that I remembered seeing a lightsaber hanging on his belt. I ran through my record documents, looked through the recognized chain of command, and right there in full blown reality was his name, division rank, status, and picture: Enothchild Sarch, General - Specialized Division, Jedi Master. And he was a Vhinphyc!"

Orion put his hands to his chest, touched by the facts. "Do you have any idea what it means for someone like me to had met someone of the Original Flock of the Path? True, I know the Vhinphyc in general are not all thrilled with other species and Force users, and in turn folks don't like them because of it. And I know some folks don't give credence to the possibility that the Holy Savior had the same power as the Supreme Evil Overlord; magic, of Force as it were, you know? But I was like 'I just met the exception to the rules'. Here was a Vhinphyc Jedi. Here we was, doing the work of Presence by going out and protecting all the innocent he could; the very same reason why I went to fight. The same reasons why the Jedi do what they do: because they can.
"I also go to thinking that there had to be more to the Jedi than fighting and even protecting. I mean if that was all you were good for, then why let a Vhinphyc be one of your own? His kind kills Force sensitives." Orion had an idea, snapped his fingers, and pointed to Yoda. "Sinning out of fear. That is what they're doing at the Holy Land. On Vhanba, you know?" Yoda gave him a nod. "So the Jedi must be a very forgiving bunch. Sure the Vhinech are not your kin, but they can do what you do and that's gotta affect you all somehow I reasoned. Yet if it did it doesn't show."
Orion sat down on the porch and looked up at the galactic sky show above. "There were times since all that where I prayed at night and wondered what if he was here. Could he have stopped my family from dying? My heart even now says yes." He looked at Yoda. "He isn't here. But what if we had a Jedi of our own of sorts? I heard about the 'stay at home' Jedi, those who returned to their homes. And then I thought if I had a child, one that could use the Force, then it wouldn't be proper to deny him or her the chance to help a lot of people. Would I miss them? Yeah, but they would be doing the right thing every day, and that is all Presence would want people to do."
Orion grimaced and asked, "Am I wrong to think like that?"
Yoda thought about it, and there were more positives to it than negatives. He smiled and wanted to put his mind to ease. "No. For a parent that loves his child he would do what he feels is best for the child. When one is capable of feeling the Force, becoming a Jedi is for the best. He will learn, and learn to keep learning. Along the way many he will help. There is no other better way for him to be a contributing member of society.
"However I will not deceive you. This is the truth: the life of a Jedi is a difficult one. Hard, requiring the deepest of commitments. The most serious of minds. One reason why he only take in the very young; to instill that which are Jedi Values and raise them in our ways. The Code of the Jedi will be his creed, and at times it will be his bane. The greatest share of battles in a Jedi's life is within and with the Code."

Orion nodded in understanding. "I…have heard about the serious stuff. I realize he may never come home. Or know where he come from. Or pray."
"When he has reached Knighthood, the option of discovering himself is his to make," assured Yoda. "Ultimately a Jedi must decide what is best when it comes to that. Consider it all seriously."

Orion nodded again. "Well, that's not a bad thing I guess." He looked towards the house, then a bit reluctantly at Yoda. "Cassiopeia may have a problem with them."

"Does she agree with you that Casper should be a Jedi?" Yoda asked immediately.

"She's always said yes to the testing," said Orion. "But I've noticed her holding Casper more than any of the kids when they were babies. She hides her worries well."

Yoda looked at him and asked, "However."

He sighed. "I tell her that she doesn't have to always follow my lead, you know? I'm not like some men I know who expect their Good Wives to just be there and be quiet. I've told her a bunch of times she doesn't have to agree with me on this. She gets…conflicted."
"Hmmmmmmm, yes I see," said Yoda with a knowing nod. "She feels that she has a duty to you under your faith. This puts you in awkward position yourself." And for him, Yoda needed both parent's consent to take custody of the child, regardless of their customs. He tapped his stick on the porch as a thought passed his mind. "A solution. Questions I must ask of her, and I must see the child. Tomorrow would be a good time. Encourage her to ask of me any questions." He held up a hand before he got too joyous. "I have plenty of time, so rush her you do not."

"I won't. I'll just mention it."

Yoda turned towards the sky and admired the golden glow in the heavens. Orion noted his awe look and cleared his throat. "You know, its best to look at it lying down. C'mon." 
Orion walked away from the house, turned towards Yoda, sat on the ground, and just laid back with his hands under his head. To the man's surprise the Jedi Master did follow suit, although he had a lot more difficulty with the hump on his back. For a while there was much more discussed about the Jedi Training, but all the while Yoda just was in another dimension at times, just speaking and responding to the questions correctly. He was enjoying such a wonderful sky of brightness, and a large and powerful reminder of the Force. No sky that he knew of could match this example, and he someday hoped to bring Potentials back to Lone Star just to have them look.

Suddenly, Orion asked, "Did you ever…have that tough choice? Did you wanna know who your family was and all? You know second thoughts? Regrets?"

Yoda had to sit up to look at Orion, knowing what he was referring to. "Yes. But it was not whether or not I stayed a Jedi. It was whether or not I would ever ask myself that difficult question again. I had decided back then that I was a Jedi, and that was the first and last time I reviewed myself. It was more important for me to serve the Force than it was to serve any desire I may have had in my heart. Regrets I do not have."
Yoda laid back down and continued. "The Force guided the Jedi to me. The Force has guided me to your son. A circle if you will." He glanced over to his left, knowing Orion had taken note of the 'circle' point. "You may think it was just a simple matter of sending blood for testing. Of Casper having high enough midi-chlorians. Assure you I do there are no coincidences when it comes to the Force. Your transmission. My coming. All linked. And all meant to be.
"You and I are apart of your son's unseen path towards destiny, and he is apart of ours individually as well as together. If he had no part to play in the larger view of the Force, I would not be here. Perhaps even Casper born unable to feel the Force." He gazed back up at the stars. "For the better, and for the worse, there are reasons we may never discover why this meeting is so. Why your son. Why me. With that for certain I only know this: at the end will we know the answer. For now we do all that we can to achieve a smooth voyage, to the port of all answers. Why not do so and in return have it benefit all?"
Orion stewed over it for a long while. He said with a lot less apprehension. "I can accept that. As a man of faith. As a man that can think. Yeah. Long as he's doing something good, then I shouldn't worry whether or not he comes home."
Yoda smiled and said, "See that way I felt that you would." 
The two of them laid there for a while until Cassiopeia practically dragged Orion into the house. Yoda felt obligated to head inside as well. From his made ready bed he thought for a little while longer about Orion's apprehensions; they were still there, but he seemed to be able to live with them. Cassiopeia, however, may be indeed a challenge. He could only reason with her. Not push her. And if she said no that would be the end of the journey.

He felt, though, he could reason with her.
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

The following day was designated as a family outing day; the males would take the day off from the fields and take females and their Jedi guest to the northern meadow clearing. The way Orion looked at it was a celebration of sorts to have such a famous guest, and it had been a while since the family had such a picnic. Also it just seemed best to have the other children preoccupied with activities while Cassiopeia could talk to Yoda with some levity of privacy. And finally for the Jedi Master to actually met Casper for the very first time.
There were times since his arrival at the Nightshade Farm Yoda could feel the child; the Force was with indeed strong within the baby. At such an age children exhibited instinctive curiosity, and unbeknownst to their little minds and the people around them it was the very first steps of Force usage. Like animals, sentient beings are born with certain gifts that they can loose grasp of when they age and do not use them. This was true with the Force, and either a Force sensitive goes cold dormant and cannot utilize the Force to its full potential, or worse yet have no control over it; the latter another reason why the Jedi sought out Potentials, for such beings could hurt themselves, and worse hurt others. They fall to the dark side and become a slave to its will. It could be argued that to seek such beings capable of using the Force was more about prevention than about revelation. Such prevention was proper for it did save lives.
During the trip by cubba oxen-pulled wagon, Yoda talked to them all about Enothchild Sarch; just enough to put a smile on Orion's face and give everyone a 'see-I-told-you' look. As he spoke, Yoda would look at the white blanket that bundled the baby boy and held close to Cassiopeia's breasts. He would send a Force ping, a simple form of energy towards him during those short glances to test basic responding. The two month old would respond with a delighted whoop as the energy touched the joy centers of his mind; a conclusive sign that the child was Force sensitive, but also to see how he would react to the Force. There were other matters to consider, such as mental capacity; brain damage of any kind was a scary proposition for any Force sensitive, too much of risk with the threat of death to train such an individual. Unfair it would seem, but again Yoda had to consider the possibility to prevent tragedy.
They reached the northern meadow, filled with low in height green grass that covered the continuously rolling hills, and proceeded to eat right away on an old, checker blanket at the pre-designated camping site; they have been here many times and have come to this spot for major events since. Much of the feast was well worth not having breakfast as Orion cooked a large rib slab over the all ready handy fire pit and other cooked foods in a stone oven. They ate and talked small, avoiding much of the talk involving Casper. But the Force had to come up eventually, the littlest one Nadja no less asking Yoda about it. He explained.
They were confused. Rigel had a better grasp at it, but the girls didn't get it and overall they just felt their father was pulling their leg. Yoda just gave them a look that elicited a chuckle from them and said, "Hmmmmm. Doubters I sense here. Demonstration to quell such doubts in order. Yes. Yes indeed. Let's see." He stopped and looked towards Orion. "If I may be allowed to demonstrate."

Clearly he was asking him if it was okay given the religious implications; often viewed the Jedi as gods with their powers, and for some it bordered on heresy that mere entities could do what only the gods were supposed to do. Orion gave his wife a look, and after a moment he said, "Its okay. I've told them all about it before."
Yoda nodded, and proceeded to show off. First he had the children take their favorite marble from their playing pouch -- any marble, in this case a bright red stone --, group themselves in a huddle, and among them place the marble in one of their pockets while he was turned around with his hands over his eyes. Right off the back, Theta Moran took the stone and actually tossed it to her father, who put it in his pocket. He then walked over to Cassiopeia and sat on the ground beside her as she fed Casper. She disapproved of such foolery with the look she gave them. Yoda opened his eyes, faced the children, and then the Force directed him to turn towards Orion. He held out his hand and from his pocket the marble smoothly left it and into Yoda's hand. The children's mouths just dropped open in shock. 
Yoda merely held it out to them and said, "I said hide it amongst yourselves, dear children."

Vanusa said, "Hot chocolate! How did ya do that?"

"Is it magic?" questioned Nadja with her wet nose, lost orphan eyes look.

"No magic trick is that good," exclaimed Rigel.

"I bet he's good at marbles," pointed out Theta Moran. She lead that into the next demonstration. She drew a marble playing field in the nearby sand, and with her marbles dumped them in the center. She took the red marble and placed it outside the circle. Without any explanation on what to do, Yoda waved his hand and the red marble zipped into the playing field, striking the marbles. He then levitated all the marbles and smacked them together; slow at first, but it went faster and faster. 
He did a few more Padawan-like exercises for the children's glee until Orion called mercy and had the children go and do something else. To give Yoda, Cassiopeia, and Casper space and privacy. The Jedi Master 'shared' in the children's disappointment, insisting so with humor, but there were questions that had to be asked and answered. Yet he watched the children leave with Orion, and kept watching while his mind was more transfixed on the fresh memories of joy and laughter that moved his heart. It touched him with happiness, and at the same time sorrow.
Cradling Casper in her arms, Cassiopeia observed him and asked, "Do you have kids, Master Yoda?"

Yoda was in the process of clearing his mind as he turned to face her, but her question sabotaged the process. "None of my own. A foster father of sorts I was once, but the Order took precedents of my time."
She looked a little disappointed, but her face cleared up and she asked, "Married?"

"No."
Cassiopeia mused, "And you're how old?"

Yoda chuckled a little and clarified, "To be a Jedi, the sacrifice of desire is demanded and the control over one's instincts is required. The Jedi Code forbids forms of attachment that would distract me, or weaken me."

"Like marriage and family?" she asked. He nodded and she smiled before disagreeing. "Families solidify society as a whole, and give purpose. How can that be bad?"
"The Jedi sworn protectors of the Republic as you well know. At times the evils we face are not only strong, but they are vast and reaching and resourceful. And worse despicable." He rested by sitting down across from her on the picnic blanket, laying his walking stick in his lap. "Be everywhere we cannot, and there are so few of us. The dark side knows this. If the option available, those who do harm would take up the chance to harm our love ones, our families. To injury us. To even draw us into a trap."
Cassiopeia shifted around a bit to keep herself under the baby's little body. "So a Jedi is like a secret agent in a spy novel I read once. He does good, but his life is the job."

"In one sense, given what we do to preserve peace, that is so. The other is key to the Jedi themselves, within them. Anger, fear, despair: these are the emotions of the dark side of the Force. Attachment requires emotional input. Therefore a loss of attachment would affect a Jedi most negatively, allowing those emotions to dominate them. Such consequences have occurred in our history, and from that history we have learned."
"But…that would make you emotionless. You haven't shown a lack of it yet."

Yoda nodded and pointed out, "A fine line difference there is between feeling an emotion and reacting on emotion. Still a significant difference." He placed a hand on his chest. "I think, therefore I feel. I do get mad. Instead of continuing the anger I seek a solution that will reverse that trend towards a positive emotional outcome. Jedi Training instills such knowledge and mental control and preparedness."
She nodded in understanding, which was only a little head movement; suggesting either that she only understood it a little, or didn't agree with that at all. Casper made a little noise, causing her to look down and smile at him. She said, "I asked because I've heard a lot of things differently from different folks while growing up. Orion's been the most believable of the bunch. Turns out he was pretty much right."

Cassiopeia sighed a little. "I can't help to not like what the Jedi's stance is on marriage and children, despite the dangers. It's like I would be sending my son away to separate himself from his humanity. From his birthed-in faith. That scares me, and it makes me think I'm sinning."
"Understand I do," assured Yoda. "Difficult choice it is for you to make. Many do not realize how hard it was for the parents of Jedi to just give their children to the Order. They do not throw a party. They do not jump around in celebration. They are certain, and the certainty comes with long standing questions that eventually fade into feelings and thoughts of doing what is right."

"For the child?"

"For all," he corrected. "With the Force, it is always about the all. The Jedi dedicated themselves to that principal. We do not necessarily ask the parents to consider the whole. Just the child; from there, they will see and make a final decision. Again, it is all difficult. Life, though, is seldom so easy."
She thought about it a little as she bounced Casper a little, causing the baby to make a funny repetitive sound. She reached down to adjust his blanket, and then adjust the Path charm that hung delicately around his neck. Staring at the symbol, Cassiopeia said reflectively, "My Savior and Grace Presence does agree with you: no life is easy, and difficult decisions are a requirement and are mandated to be solved." She looked at Yoda sadly. "Even if I say no, I believe it won't make things any easier."
Yoda nodded and said, "That is a wise observation very many far older than you can never seem to comprehend."

"So, you wouldn't be disappointed?"

"I would be," he said, then clarified, "But I will not dwell on it. I only hope that you would give your son the chance so very few have. I believe deeply your son has so much more to offer as a Jedi. Through his deeds he will honor you and Orion's sacrifice." He stared back at the children playing with their father. "If you do not wish for your son to go, then I have no choice but to honor such wish."
Cassiopeia grew sad over the situation, looking between her child in her arms and the Elfin sitting and watching her other children play with their father, her husband. She said, "I am at a loss. I don't know what to do."

Yoda looked back at her. "No need to make a decision right this moment. Your boy is still very young, and I am very patient. You have doubts, therefore questions. Continue to ask them of me if you wish. Consult your faith if you desire. I will wait for a while."

"But you can't wait forever," she mumbled.
He didn't say anything. He didn't shake his head. He didn't need to; with her eyes looking back down at her baby, Cassiopeia all ready knew the answer. 
---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

The ride back to the home was subtle in conversation than it had been compared to the ride out to the picnic grounds. It had been a long day and long travel with slow going to and from, but Yoda figured that wasn't the whole reason for the silence. Cassiopeia was thinking and weighing everything he told her. Orion was waiting for her answer, his anxiety well hidden as he guided their wagon home. Yoda thought to speak out, for in the long run such feelings of fear -- it was not impatience -- would be sensed by his better half. In turn the feelings could easily be misconstrued by Cassiopeia two ways: either she sensed impatience and found herself forced to agree with her husband, or she sensed fear and assume that he changed his mind about giving up their son.
But Yoda resisted, just as he decided not to tell them how potentially important Casper was. He did feel that the boy was who he sought and it was important to acquire him. On the other hand his Jedi sensibilities as well as the Code reminded him that now was not the time for diligence for the situation throughout the galaxy was not pressing enough to have him 'force the issue'; force only a figurative word. He all ready had the both of them -- even if Orion didn't acknowledge it -- in difficult positions when it came to what was best for Casper. Each parent held their own positions of reluctance. To explain to them that their son could be placed in a very precarious position in the future in regards to the Enlightenments would most certainly make them turn him down.
The Nightshades were no fools: they knew Jedi Knights were at times in troubling situations where death hung in the air. As it was in every case that view changed when the Jedi was someone's son or daughter; it was no longer a stranger, it was someone they knew and loved dearly, basically put there by their very parents. One could acquaint it to a grown child enlisting in the military, but it was far off the mark since in that case said child made the decision; the only regret by the parent would be if they felt they didn't do enough to dissuade them not to go; the guilt if the child perished would be great but in the majority of cases minimal in length and scope. Here the parents were being asked to put their child literally on the vicious chopping block known as the galaxy. Whatever they may say or believe any parent would hold a tremendous amount of pain for a long time if they knew their Jedi child died.

So like anything in life it was only good to reflect on the positives of becoming a Jedi and not dwell on the possible negatives. This was all ready very daunting for the parents. To the point, telling them that Casper was a child of destiny filled with doom would force them into a much precarious position.
This went back to the 'could' thought that held Yoda's tongue. The Enlightenments have been wrong before. Countless Jedi have misinterpreted them. With those items and even with his own personal feelings Yoda was wise enough not to be so optimistic. He felt he was right, but he wouldn't be the first Jedi in history to be wrong. That was the evil deal when it came to the predicted future: all was not certain until the event happened. 
If Yoda was wrong, then Casper would be a welcome addition to the Jedi Order. If he was right…then it was better for everyone that he was right; a troubling point in on itself since if he was right, a great many innocent people were going to die.

Therefore it was not best to say anymore than necessary, thus it kept the Nightshade's minds clear.

Sitting in the back with the children, Yoda allowed himself to fall into a half-trance to rest and to keep himself open to any questions directed towards him by the parents. The children were behaving for they were a tired enough to settle down and keep to themselves; they assumed he was praying, and thus religiously learned manners and respects prevented them from prying into his business. 
In the mute solitude of his mind Yoda technically was not alone there. The Force was there; the Force touching him and he touched the Force. It was here for the moment they shared everything; time, space, and thought. As one there was a peace within that chased away any traces of turmoil they both shared, for the Force not only affected beings but beings affected the Force. Through that thread that bound everything and all together, Yoda could find an inner calm and in turn stretch out with his feelings; such exercise gave a Jedi more of a detailed insight on their thoughts that only the Force could reveal, through their surrounding environment via the connection. Connecting with the future and the past as well as the present as it pertains to them and their thoughts and to whomever and whatever.
Yoda's solitude was interrupted first by a wall. It was not a wall made of stick or stone or duracrete, nor was it one of energy typically generated from a mechanical, power-supplied source. It acted as a solid wall nonetheless, repelling the Jedi Master's casual inquires as effectively as a blast door against a blaster. Puzzled, he curiously tested the wall by pushing it with his mind. In response the wall gave up only the echoes of voices. 
"Orion?"

Yoda solitude was interrupted next by Cassiopeia's question of worry. There was no mistaking the growing feelings of apprehension that littered the Force around them. He rose from his cross legged position and carefully walked towards the riding seat of the wagon. Looking between her and Orion, Yoda could see cubba oxen team and wagon similar to the one they were in, only that the cover top was better maintained with no lose threads or patching. It was parked in front of the cabin home, and from the chimney top of the home came smoke; indications that whoever it was had certainly made themselves home.

"Is there a problem?" asked Yoda. Orion's lack of answer after a few heartbeats told the Jedi Master quite a bit. He stretched out with his senses towards the house, and to his curiosity he ran into the wall again; a wall of thoughts and emotions. He realized now that it was a strong thought wall of absolute certainty; such a wall was created through determined dedication, which anyone that strongly believed in a thought or was dedicated to a purpose could generate. Those that could do it possessed clear minds and strong wills. 
Other than Jedi, Yoda knew of very few beings that possessed such strength of will. Such beings were highly effective and competent in demanding professions and purposes in life. In this case a devote being of faith, devoted to his beliefs without question. 

Obviously it had to be Reverend Onus Nightshade. And suddenly to Yoda time had become a factor.
"It's my Father," said Orion. The man was by no means glad his father was here, now. It wasn't breed from hate, but from inconvenience. "Apparently here to see his new Grandson."

"Grandpa's here," squeaked the other children. The girls did not share in their parent's apprehension. Rigel was stoic on the other hand and shared a little in their parent's feelings; clearly because he was the oldest and therefore understood more what was going on.

"Yup, Grandpa's here," repeated Orion with a deep sigh, bringing the team of oxen to a halt outside the stable barn. "Rigel, help your mom off the wagon."

As the others disembarked, Yoda said to Orion, "Happy you are not to see your father." The man had jumped a bit as if the Jedi Master were a ghost that happened to sneak up on him. "Forget you have your wanted and invited guest?"

"Nah, I just…got lost in my thoughts."

Yoda knew better, but he did not press further. Patience was his guide, and with it he followed Orion and the rest of the family to the cabin to confirm what he knew. Only because it was what he didn't know that drove him to silence, further fueled by his curiosities over Reverend Nightshade. Curiosities grown from the combination of Alluetia's shaken words and the disturbance in the Force he was now aware of. Something was amidst.

"GRANDPA!" came the girl's voices ahead as the door opened for them. There to greet all three tiny children bent at the knees to hug them all at once was Onus Nightshade. Standing up with girls in his arms, it revealed to Yoda that he was a tall, elderly man, thick with aged girth but by no means over emphasized in shape. Brows gray and skin wrinkled, the rest of his appearance was covered by the traditional candulas garb that signified him as a Reverend of the Path.
Possessing a cheerful voice weathered with age and full of the distinct accent of his home world, Reverend Nightshade said, "Oh my Presence, look at these wonderful angels! They're so big! It's no wonder why you can't fly!" He set the children down, and with right hand on Vanusa, left hand on Nadja -- and Theta Moran stuck between them -- he said to them. "Now have you been good children? Respecting your mother? That's good. Saying your prayers? Excellent."
Reverend Nightshade stood up again, sans girls, and eyed all those who approached him; Yoda lastly. In that exchange it was very, very short; no surprise to see the Jedi Master at all, unlike every single other individual he had encountered on Lone Star so far. With that, Yoda's suspicions arose even more.

"Rigel, my Presence you're cleaning your plate," continued Reverend Nightshade. The eldest boy accepted the mandatory head rub, remaining silent as his mother with youngest brother still in arms came up behind him. He welcomed her. "Cassiopeia."

Yoda caught her small smile, and he felt her emotions; both were diametrically opposite in meaning. In expression she was at least happy to see him, but deep down inside she was in more knots than ever before; more so than after talking to him. 

And to add to the scene's Force-related surrealism, Yoda had outpaced Orion; the shorter, slower Jedi Master had beaten the younger, healthier, and taller Human back to his own home.

"Hi Dad," said Cassiopeia as her Father-In-Law hugged her. "I thought you were in Hollowdale, on the other side of the world?" 
"I was, and then I heard about the new life you brought to the world." The reverend looked down into her arms. His eyes became softer as he raised his right hand to caress Casper's bare head, revealing to Yoda for the first time upon closer look a hand covered in tattoos, starting at the fingertips and running underneath the wrist cuff. He continued, his voice actually choking as his eyes locked on young child's own innocent pair. "What's his name?"
"I named him after my Father, Casper," she said.

"Hello Casper," the Reverend said approvingly, his finger playing with the baby's lower lip a little. He smiled when Casper did, and retrospectively he said, "No one is as innocent as a baby. If all were so…young, soft, and dedicated to just wonder." He chuckled, shook his head, and sighed. "Pardon from ending an old fool's astonishment."
"You're pardoned," said Orion, standing more than a dozen feet away from the porch. Reverend Nightshade finally acknowledged his son; his demeanor calm and his smile a tad smaller, but no one missed the flicker of change in his emotions. Chagrining, the son said, "You must have either become the fastest long distance runner on Lone Star, or Presence herself plucked you off the ground and dropped you here all the way from Hollowdale."

"Hello, my Son," said the reverend, amused with the sarcasm he had heard. "And no to either. In fact I never reached Hollowdale." 

From the house as the rest of the family went in came four men dressed similarly to Reverend Nightshade, but by no means were they near his gleam or stature in appearance or age. Unrelated understudies Yoda presumed; the bore no resemblance to Onus or Orion. The group flanked Onus Nightshade as he stepped off the porch, coming to a stop a few feet from his son. They totally ignored Yoda, and because of the circumstances currently it actually bothered him where normally it wouldn't have.
Reverend Nightshade continued. "We reached the mountain shores of Caradhras, in the continent of Complication, and set camp there to prepare are ocean crossing. A messenger from the capital came, sent by Geordie." He briefly indicated towards the one understudy, who nodded in affirmation. "The new Grandson is a bit of a surprise, Orion. I thought the previous birth of Nadja had been a great trial for Cassiopeia. I thought she wasn't supposed to risk more childbirth."
Yoda heard the accusation of betrayal and honestly no one could miss it. As Nadja Moranna would say he really stepped right in the middle of a badly written melodrama on HoloChannel Three. Orion in turn noticeably began to sweat, and within there was swells of…anger. Because of that Yoda began to move around the group to make himself more noticeable.

As he moved, Reverend Nightshade suddenly smiled and said, "To Lore with droid doctors. What do they really know about the power of our Grace and Savior? They're soulless things that beg for us to give them purpose." 

And that was that; Onus had accused Orion of trickery, and then bailed him out of it in the next breath. In such cases there was a pretty good reason for it, and in Yoda's experience in such situations there was a catch of some kind. Admittedly, the experience was limited to smugglers and spice lords, pages and politicians, lawyers and judges: entities involved in so called under the table deals and lawbreaking. This was a family situation, and it was completely new, alien, and very unknown to him.
"All that matters now is the completion of your Forgiveness, my Son. I won't be going anywhere, anytime soon. The other side of the world can wait."

Orion clearly choked at that thought, looked at Yoda once, and then back at his father. "But you talked about pilgrimage for years."

"Your Forgiveness is more important now. We must complete your Pact of Salvation." Onus had followed Orion's brief glare, and his blue eyes met Yoda's green orbs. "Beginning with introductions. Orion, you have forgotten your manners. You must pardon my Son for his rudeness."

"There is no need for pardon," said Yoda casually. He gave the reverend a customary bow. After some careful deduction, it was time to reveal some points to gain some insight. "All ready know who I am just as I know who you are, Reverend Nightshade."

Reverend Nightshade's smile bore sincerity. Yoda believed he was anything but. "As rumored, the great Jedi Master Yoda does not beat the bushes for amusement. But I'm rather curious as to why you bothered to come here."

Like Yoda, the reverend didn't beat the brush either, but only because it didn't serve his interests. The man's answer told Yoda a great many things. Casper's birth was a surprise. Cassiopeia's pregnancy more so. The transmission to Coruscant and Yoda's presence on Lone Star was all too known and treated as a worthless formality. A waste of time. 
And Reverend Nightshade actually enjoyed that. 'Why you bothered to come here'? Not 'why are you here'. He seemed calm, but Yoda guessed the man couldn't wait to tell him the truth; the truth obviously Orion forgot to mention. But to what end would such revelations serve. To amuse him? To belittle his son?
Before Yoda could answer, Reverend Nightshade just looked to Orion and said, "Now I'm being just as rude as you, Orion. Perhaps, Master Yoda, you and I should take a walk. To clear up whatever wrongdoing you may perceive."
A rather diplomatic solution, but it was one that would confirm what Yoda was beginning to see and realize. Perhaps even help him understand what he was gathering from Reverend Nightshade, which still wasn't much. With his words and along with his shields it was hard to determine whether or not the Human was being polite and diplomatic, or down right rude. 

And more, there was a great disturbance in the Force about Onus Nightshade. It was undefined, which meant a lot of things or nothing at all depending on the circumstances. In this circumstance it bothered Yoda. It bothered him significantly. So he agreed to the request in spite of Orion's silent objections. 

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

"This is rather embarrassing."

It had been a good two minutes of walking along the tilled earth of the fields behind the cabin before Onus said anything; he and Yoda were alone, but apparently it wasn't enough confidential solitude for the man's taste. 
"I just knew by leaving Lone Star Orion would change for the worse," continued Onus, grim in his expressions; sullen was his face and body posture, with hands clasped behind his back and taking slow, short strides to ensure that Yoda didn't have to hurry along with him. "And to go fight in a war that had absolutely nothing to do with us. Terrible. They made him a mindless killer trained in the art of deception."

"Such harsh words to describe One's son," said Yoda after a spell. Of course he never had children, but even the Jedi Master frowned at the lack of respectful restraint, of what is normally associated with a loving parent and their child; criticism yes, but not to the point where they are your sworn blood enemy.
Onus sighed and said, "So you understand the embarrassment."

Yoda eyed him and said dismissively. "I do not, for I do not know who is embarrassed, and why anyone would allow it to govern their life."

"Because unlike the Jedi, we of the Path embrace and understand our own emotions," Onus said flatly. "And the truth. Oh, the truth!" He stopped and looked down at Yoda. "Now that's something very much lacking here. Again, my Son was never a liar until he left this world. He never held the smallest things in confidence. I'm sure even you have sensed the deceit from him if what I've heard about the Jedi is true."

Yoda had met his eyes, sighed, and rested his small body against his walking stick. "Sensed I have a hiding of facts from Orion."
"And you're not offended? I know of Coruscant, and I know how far the center of the galaxy is from there to here."

"Offended I am not." He shook his small head, tucking back an errand lock of long, wispy white hair behind his long ear. "Come here I have for your grandson. Testing prompted me to come here. Confirmation of his sensitivity was the only truth I was interested in. Strong in the Force he is." Seeing that it didn't appear to matter to the reverend, Yoda added, "Know, I do, that you possessed such knowledge."
"I'm sorry," questioned Onus.

"Around the galaxy for eight hundred years I have been." There was no need to sugarcoat the truth since Onus was not inclined to do so in regards to his son but not in regards to himself. Honestly, Yoda disliked such beings and therefore had no guilt in showing them the error of their ways. "Fool I am not. If offense I take, it will be this insistence that you know of nothing, Reverend Nightshade."

There were a few moments of feet dragging the ground making all the sound. Then Onus chuckled a little and said in affirmation to Yoda's accusation, "As I said you don't beat the brush. I admire that, I do. Yes, I did know about the transmissions to your worshipping temple. I knew of every single one that was made, because I knew Orion would make them. All he talked about upon his return with everyone was the Jedi. Talk about the glory and riches of the rest of the universe, of the ribbons on his uniform. Talking it up with his artificial limbs profoundly obvious when one glared at his two different shoe sizes with his feet and the transparent sins found in those uniform ribbons for the murders he committed that stained his soul. His Life Circle, his faith, called for him to follow my lead and what did he do? He threw his faith away."
He shook his head. "Forgive me; I am straying too far away from your point." Breathing in and chasing away the frustration that threatened to dissolve his mental shields, he continued. "Mere forgiveness wasn't enough for Orion for what he had done. To remain on this planet and to secure his faith and have his marriage be recognized he had to swear to the Flock one of his male offspring after the first born male."

That made sense to Yoda. "Due to Orion's limitations to leave him without a son would make his life far difficult."

"Correct, for no one else would come to his aid."

Yoda clamped his mouth shut until the thought that it was Onus' fault that no one would aid his son due to religious persecution went away. "Your granddaughters do not qualify to be reverends of the Path?"
Onus stopped abruptly and bared a troubled, worried expression. "I thought you were wise and knowing? As mandated in the Oracle of Circles only Nightshade men may be reverends and preachers and bishops." He smiled a little. "If those girls are anything like their mother they will make wonderful Good Wives. Obedient and faithful to their husbands, but not their slaves."

"But exceptions to your faith there are." Yoda inclined with his head back towards the cabin. "Those men are not your sons."
"Observant, like the policeman you truly are," Onus said with some admonished undertones, implying with no remorse that was all the Jedi were in his thinking: like the solider Orion was they were soulless tools of the government. 
Sighing now with heavy regret he said, "No, they are not my sons; they are merely volunteers who would have taken my place if I died. Save for Orion the rest of our family perished shortly after he had left the Circle. As much as it hurts to say, Orion's leaving did more damage to the Nightshade Life Circle than any other such occurrence I ever had the misfortune to bare witness to." 
Yoda softened and said, "Unfortunate the happenstance must have been. To lose so much admit I do I would not understand. However it was not his fault."
"No, not entirely. It was mine as well. I did nothing to stop him from leaving." He raised his tattooed right hand to stop Yoda from responding to that. "You are right about one thing. You do not understand. You do not understand our ways. You have no idea the powerful wrath from which our Grace can inflict on those who stray from the Flock. You are a Jedi, and nothing more than that. We who have surrendered our lives to Presence do know. Orion knows, and being a grown man and having grew up with Her in his life he knows better to go back on his word sworn on the very book Her scholars have written. Her wrath is tempered only by Her patience, but like all living things such patience has a limit. Tested it is when those who believe in Her do not heed her Written Words. Elapses when ignorance rules the minds.
"Whether or not you understand it doesn't matter." Onus' mood lightened up considerably after his brooding. "Casper is here, and my Son's soul is now free from Lore's bondage. As promised Casper will become my heir, and if I die too soon my subordinates will ensure that my family's Life Circle will continue with him as the Reverend of the Flock."
As expected from the shielding of his mind, Yoda knew Onus was all too sure and certain that his will would overrule everything else. He was dead certain now that Casper was going to replace him, and given the fact that a promise had been made to secure the child's allegiance to his religion it ended Yoda's mission; a rule born from the Jedi Code and followed very strictly, even by the likes of Yoda.
Onus Nightshade knew it. It was in his eyes. The man questioned Yoda carefully, measuring his words. "With your wisdom, and your compassion towards beings and their many forms of theological sovereignty, would you interfere what is considered spiritually right by your brethren?" 
"Predicated answers there are to your question," Yoda conceded. "The Code does concede to the wishes of one's culture, if such culture demands one too much of their time from the Code. In short, in some of those situations I cannot interfere. It is best, for it affects training. In turn such affects can be damaging." 

"And it's that fact alone that bothers me the most about this whole waste of your time," said Onus. "That is why I am embarrassed, that's the number one reason. When such things that are promised are thrown away like common tissue paper. It's like Orion is throwing away his life again. Only this time he wants to throw away Casper's life as well."
Onus began to walk back towards the house. "As his father and as his guide I can't let it happen. I have to be here to remind him how very much important it is to follow through on his promise. Again, I'm sorry he wasted your time."
Yoda followed assured the man, "It was my time to waste." They were 'circling the military base' as the old saying went; if he hadn't said something that affirmed he accepted the apology the old man would have just kept 'orbiting the star', a saying he heard Alluetia say back in the city. "Curious I am, if you pardon my asking?"
"Not at all, Master Jedi. What is it?"

"Allow first for me to explain. As you say shame and embarrassment has befallen your family due to Orion's lies. Treachery. Deceit."

"It has, unfortunately so." To both their surprise at that moment they were very close to the house. One of the understudies noted their return, and Onus gestured for him to prepare for departure with a simple hand gesture. 

"All due to the fact that Orion had not told you of his newborn son. Of course we know better."

"Yes indeed. Again, I did know."

Yoda nodded. "Monitoring all you were. Baring witness to your presumptions coming true."

"Yes, yes, indeed."

"Successful he was in blinding me to the fact that he was promised to you. The entire family in line with his thinking I suspect."

Onus looked down at Yoda for a moment, and then looked ahead as they continued to walk. "I…suppose you are right there. I forgot about Cassiopeia. This action by Orion is poisoning all whom he loves. I've come back just in time." He looked down at Yoda again. "Thank you for your wisdom."

"Do not thank me yet. My question you have not heard."

"My manners forgive. What is the question?"

Yoda stopped walking as Onus continued towards his wagon. Inhaling deep, he said upon his long exhale, "Strong in your convictions, known a long time your son's plans, in control of communications you are, and knowing this would be as you say 'a waste of my time', a 'bother for me to be here', then why did you not tell me to stay on Coruscant?" 

Onus strides grew small, and finally he slowed to a stop. All Yoda could see was his back, but he finally -- FINALLY -- sensed something from him. His shields bulged out, caused by a strong set of emotions that tried to escape from within. Like memory mesh the bulge shrunk back deep within the vessel, and once again all was not readable.

He turned, and Onus' face was neutral. Yoda offered more to his point. "A long way you were by the sounds of things, yet your arrival here is perfect. In time you have come, tells me it does you have had knowledge of the transmissions before you admitted them to me. Reasonable it is to assume a message at any time you could have arranged through your contacts to be sent." 

Yoda pointed his stick towards the understudy Geordie, who shied away from the attention, or merely because he wasn't sure what was going to come out of the stick. He was pointing to Onus' admitted contact. "A message you could have sent in order for me not to waste my time. You did not." He put his full weight on his stick. "So why did you not do it?"

There was a creeping silence after that as Yoda waited patiently for an answer he knew was not coming. He knew because he had seen arrogance many, many times before. Onus would not answer him, or if he did it wouldn't be a real answer; only a response measured in selfishness, pride, and fake pity.

In time, as Orion and Cassiopeia emerged from the house to watch the scene unfold, Onus finally smiled a little and said, "Now that's more of an accusation than a thought of curiosity, Master Jedi."

"Peace," remarked Yoda calmly. He eyed the situation all around and felt it was neither the time nor place to continue such bickering. He needed to talk to the parents. "I did not mean to make it sound so. Curious I was. Nothing more."
Onus looked at Yoda for a few more seconds, and then turned his gaze towards his son and daughter-in-law. Smiling, he said, "Pardon for my short stay. There is need of me back at my home; I stopped there before I came here, and it's in dire need of repair. After all, I should reside myself to being close to Casper as he grows, but you don't need me here to take up room. The sooner all is fixed, the sooner I can invite you all for dinner or for a stay."

"That would be fine, Dad," said Cassiopeia. Orion said nothing to it.

Onus turned to Yoda and said, "Well then, I'm off. It was good that we met, Master Jedi. I hope you have a safe trip home. May Presence guide you home."

"May the Force be with you, Reverend Nightshade," said Yoda in return.

After weighing it in his mind, Onus just grinned and nodded. He walked away, stopping before getting on the wagon. "Master Jedi, one more thing. Please take the Lore-bound Alluetia Hailstorm with you. Your pilot is no longer allowed on Lone Star or to have contact with her family, due to her felony conviction." He continued his climb, disappearing behind the raised canvas of the wagon. Subordinates on board, the oxen were commanded to go forward.
After a few seconds, Orion left Cassiopeia's side and walked towards Yoda with a regretful face. "Master Yoda, I'm sorry. I should have told you-."
Yoda held up his hand, all the while staring queerly at the departing wagon. After a few more moments of silence, he said, "Yes, indeed you should have. Is what your father say true? Promise him your second born son?"

Orion looked to the ground, sighed, and said, "Yeah, I did." He kicked the ground hard with his right foot and threw up his hands in frustration. "I…I had no other place I wanted to go. This was my home. What I did not everyone understood, most of all my Father. The Mark of Forgiveness wasn't enough for him, so he made me make the deal."
"Made you?" questioned Yoda. 

His shoulders sagged down to match the levels of his growing sorrow and injured pride. "He didn't quite….make me. I….thought, by the way he was talking when I came home from the war, that if I didn't take what he offered I wouldn't be able to see my home again. And my Mother and kin's graves." 

Cassiopeia came to Orion's side and laid assuring hands on his shoulders, but her posture betrayed the fact that she had no strength to give. Apparently she knew of the deal, thus explaining to Yoda quietly why she was more conflicted in deciding whether or not to give him Casper for training; clearly she wanted what was best for him, but in what regard: in what he could do for them through her faith, or what he could do for them as a Jedi? Did she dare stand up against her spiritual guide? Against her husband?
"I thought," continued Orion, breaking Yoda's thoughts, "I could slip Casper by him. The doc did a preliminary test and when it came back….and with my Dad supposedly on the other side of the world……Look, I'm not necessarily proud of what I did, but I saw no other way. When my Dad's mind's made up or you promise him something he sets the course and never deviates. Ya can't tell him you changed your mind; he tells you off or just ignores you. From there you just mindlessly follow him.
"I'm sorry for keeping this from ya, but I ask ya don't hold it against my boy." Orion looked at Cassiopeia, and his wife nodded silently. He put an arm around her shoulders and said to Yoda. "We want him to become a Jedi. He's no good being a Path preacher, not when he has much to give."
Yoda looked at her, and Cassiopeia said, "I…I do. Please take him."

The Jedi Master looked at her for a time longer and said with a slow shake of his head, "Indeed, I do not hold anything against your boy. However like all deceptions it has shed its cruel cloak to reveal the truth; the complications equaling the consequences. What you have done was reckless."
"But you can still take Casper away, right?"

"Under the circumstances I cannot. The Code forbids me from interfering in this, a lawfully recognized deal sealed under the authority of a recognized religion." Yoda leaned on his stick, waiting for their reaction and their passing of thoughts and exchanged glances before continuing. "However grave tidings I am currently sensing in the Force. Disturbing matters that are not defined, yet they hang in the air like humidity."

"Grave?" Orion didn't like the sound of that. "What is it?"

"For certain I do not know, but involved in it your father is." Yoda inhaled deeply to shake the feelings, which most of them went away when Reverend Nightshade had left. "Investigated such disturbance must be."
"Is my Dad going to die? Is that what you mean by grave?"

"Again, I do not know," said Yoda emphatically. "The word merely matches the unknown at the moment. If it becomes a threat to your son then your wishes I will immediately honor." The Code gave him leeway if -- and only if -- the source of the disturbance was defined and if -- and again only if -- Orion's father was truly the source. He was beginning to feel that the present was more of a pressing concern than whatever unpredictable future lie ahead. Thus that was one reason why he just did not leave. He other reasons, but they were more personal to him than to the pressing needs of the galaxy.
His words gave the parents some comfort, but Yoda was quick to end the small joy of news. "Do not assume anything. Neither the good news or the bad. The outcome is very much in shadow, no thanks to what you have done. Influential your father is. Very successful in his gathering of information. Know I do such power stretches beyond his control over radio transmissions. To take Casper, if it came to that, would not be simple. I must avoid conflict. Tomorrow go to his home I will. Convince him to release your son."

Orion sighed heavily. "You may be wasting your time. But if there's anyone that could change my Father's mind it would be you."

Yoda decided to let him on his thinking. "Ah yes. He will entertain what I say, and for that I have hope. One does not turn down a challenge to debate in terms of philosophy, especially when One demands such a challenge to begin with."

"I don't understand," said Cassiopeia confused.

Orion seemed to have gotten it. "Are you saying…he just isn't doing this to put me down?"
"You know as I do he knew of your transmission to the Jedi Temple. Feel I do he could have sent a message expressing the truth surrounding Casper. A man like your father does not waste other's time unless it is to his benefit. He has done this to spite me, for reasons I do not understand. Assure you I do that I will discover why and perhaps by showing the error in his judgment he will no longer hold sway over your son."

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

The next day came, and with it its share of hardships. It was an old saying in Yoda's thoughts, but it was appropriate when dealing with Alluetia Hailstorm. He had contacted her via comlink and allowed her to tell him about the wonderful time she was having with her family. She wasn't being her sarcastic self; her parents were alive, well, and all in her kin were thrilled she was alive and well. He waited for her to finish and told her how happy he was that she was happy.
Then he told her about the Nightshade situation. 

If telling anyone bad news was a macabre torture session, then Yoda had felt like he had been stretched on a rack, the wheel being turned every time Alluetia interrupted his supposedly short story that took five minutes too long to tell; the feeling the same for Alluetia as well. She just wanted to remind him over and over how evil Onus Nightshade was.

Unlike before when he had no comment, Yoda disagreed with her in a limited fashion. 

"I see," was all she said afterwards. "So you do think he's evil?"

"Say that I did not," said Yoda. 

"Right. Sure." She knew better; she remembered that he said nothing before. By talking now, he was admitting he had the idea now stewing in his mind. "Okay, so are you calling to say we're going now?"

"You are," said Yoda, going silent for a moment to adjust the course of his spider walker. "Reverend Nightshade has said you're breaking the law for being here as a convicted felon. True?"
"Not to my knowledge, but hey woulda folks in the capital when we arrived had said something?"

"They should have."

"Then screw him, I'm not going anywhere."

"No," said Yoda emphatically. "Leave the planet you should. Stay in the system. When I need you, I will contact you. If your claims are true, he could sway the governing council to make his lie a law, or if it is law have them enforce it."

There was a long sigh on her end of the transmission. Then she said, "This isn't right." Clearly she was disappointed.
"I know, and sorry I am."

"For what? For bringing me back here to see my family, or telling me I have to leave and I can't see them again?"

Yoda stopped the walker and sighed with deep regret. "Understand your feelings I do. Responsible I am for them. However you must overlook them and take in consideration that the boy's life may be in danger. Steps must be taken to ensure that we are not forced to leave him behind."
There was a long silence, and then she said, "Okay. But I'm not going to float in space. There's tons of unclaimed land on this planet, I'll just find a spot, sit, and wait it out. Keep in touch."

He was going to argue against it, but he couldn't. Logically she could get away with; Lonestar had no planetary sensors, obvious when their arrival went unnoticed at the capital. If she stayed planet side communications with her would be easier. And if necessary…
"Hey, you said the kid was in danger from grandpa!" Alluetia's voice had cut into his thoughts. "You're a Jedi, take him off the planet! Just take him. I'll help ya."

The thought had crossed his mind, but it was a very quick passing; matters have not reached the levels of that critical juncture. "That would be something Reverend Nightshade would expect from you. Not I, nor will I entertain committing a felony." Yoda sighed and clarified, "Say I did not that Reverend Nightshade was endangering Casper. Matters unseen are disturbing the Force that surrounds the Nightshade family, around the boy specifically. If I cannot secure the boy….then I cannot. But I will not leave him and his family in danger."

There was another quiet pause. Alluetia said, "I don't get it, but I'll take your word for it. Look, I'll be waiting for ya. Call me if you need anything."
"I will," Yoda assured her. They mutually signed off. From that end it wasn't long before he began to see the two story home of the Nightshade clan just past the trees around the bend of the road. It wasn't a mansion or by any means an extravagant house. It was a log cabin which in the years past was built upon, extended upon, and eventually another floor added; something that had to be done in order for Onus and his wife to accommodate their growing family; a task made easier with the 'extra hands'.
Life rarely remains easy for long periods of time. Too often the reminders of the fact were very grim. It was not long before Yoda saw Onus' reminder; to his right hidden in the corner of the property was the family plot land filled with grave makers, and in the forefront was at least nine stones that were very new, representing Orion's mother and his brothers and sisters.
Yoda had to consider that the family tragedy had a lot more to do with the deal struck between Onus and Orion than the Path religion. The father was using the deaths to keep a firm choke hold on his son. Was it enough in the eyes of the Code to break the deal under those circumstances? No, but perhaps there was in the hidden element in the underlining….
The noise from the rear of the house caused Yoda to pilot his walker around it, where he found the reverend and six men hovering over a freshly cut log, cut to fit in the open space in the wall they stood near to; most of the wall was replaced, while damaged, rotted timbers still remained, awaiting to be removed. Two of the men he recognized as Nightshade's understudies, the other four were apparently volunteers, which explained the small cargo repulsor bikes he had passed in the front lawn.
After inspecting the damage, Yoda said curiously, "Lightening strike?" Before he spoke the others had noted his presence, which in turn Reverend Nightshade was just turning around to look at him. "The damage is too contained to be a fire."

"Well this is an honest surprise," said Reverend Nightshade. He quickly introduced Yoda to the volunteers and continued. "Yes, it appears to be lightening. I've seen it before on other cabins. Luckily it didn't burn my home down. Perhaps it was raining when it the bolt struck."

"You weren't here, I assume."

"Assume right, Master Jedi. It's old; happened sometime after I left on my pilgrimage." The Path reverend took the sleeve of his candulas and wiped the sweet off his forehead. He stepped away from the others, and the others continued to work on the repair job. He said after a sigh, "But my damage wall isn't the reason why you haven't left. I'm rather surprised you are still here after what we have discussed."

Deflecting that statement away, Yoda said, "I am here to continue that discussion."
"Really?" Onus looked around, looked over his shoulder at the wall, and mused, "After the truth was revealed, I was sure that was the end of it. And forgive me; I have a lot to do today, inside as well as out."

"If felt this was not important, than bother you I would have not. Your grandson's future is important, and feel I do that it would be best for him to serve as a Jedi."

"I see," said Onus with suspicion. "So my Son did not put you up to this. You have concerns over someone not your blood relative, in which you have no legal or moral right to have such concerns."

Yoda cleared his throat and repeated the accusation he made yesterday. "So why did you not send a message explaining this deal and to not waste my time?"

Onus looked back at the others again, and then said to them after some thought, "Continue. I'll be back shortly." He turned back to Yoda. "And it will be short."

"I need only little time," assured Yoda, but if the conversations became circular he was going to do whatever it took to extend the time. "I only need to address my point of view."
The two men began to walk away and back towards the front of the house; this time Yoda remained in his walker. Onus didn't wait for distance to give them privacy. "I would think your point of view is irrelevant in this."
"Then you beg of me to ask the question again: why waste my time?" Yoda said insistently. After a few moments in which the Human didn't answer and his shields fluttered, the Jedi Master pulled back. "If you will not answer, then you should listen to what I have to say, on what you may expect from your grandson.
"Casper feels the Force. Strong he will be with it as he matures. With such power come dangerous influences, thus the need for those who feel the Force to find a means of control." 
"I know what you speak of," said Onus. "The dark side of the Force." He followed that with a shake of his head. "I'm sorry but I frown at such a concept." Yoda's ears perked up, waiting. "I do. Because it sounds like an excuse when someone comments a great act of evil. To me it sounds like a form of addiction or mental illness when put in the terms you just did."
"Assure you I do that was not my intent." Yoda had a feeling that the conversation would go this trek based on what Onus knew from whatever sources of experience he had relied on to date. Admittedly Yoda was a little impressed with what Onus knew; he was more than well read when it came to the Force. 

"But oh how often does history reflect the fact, Master Jedi," said Onus with some condescension. "Of what I know the dark side has been blamed for a lot of things, when in fact all one has to do is look at the facts of the matter. For example, a person uses the dark side of the Force to kill someone. Everyone in this galaxy seems to only focus on the method of death and not the person who carries it out. 
"Although I must admit I couldn't blame anyone for looking at it that way. I mean to a layman here is a weapon you cannot see, or touch, or put a safety on, or holster, or lock up in a cabinet. A single individual with a single mind may develop a single purpose with it since he or she can use it and others can't. Surely the sins of greed, envy, and wraith come into play demanding satisfaction. But in the end when the deeds are done and the bodies have been counted it’s the dark side that did it, not the person who carried it out. And you Jedi constantly point out that fact more so than the average being."

Consuming Onus' point, Yoda slowly began his retort. "In hindsight I must agree with your observation. But only because we do not clarify our point. Assume we do that all with common sense know. Forget we do the majority the uninformed hold.

"Do not do we separate the individual from the dark side, or the dark side from the individual. For we are all one and the same, and thus no one is truly different from each other in the realm of the Force. We do not own the Force. The Force does not own us. We both exist in a cooperative realm, one fact influencing another. Ultimately it is our actions that dictate the matters we do see, but it is what we do not see that plays just as equally into any outcome. The Force, as you say, is like a blaster; inert until used by an individual. I submit the Force is neither useful nor dangerous unless an inexperienced person decides to arm themselves with it. Imperative it is then by those who know how to use it to find those like your grandson before they decide to use the 'blaster' out of purpose or out of instinct."
Onus thought for a moment, and then said, "Well what you say makes good sense. I can't argue against it." He let it sit out there for a moment, as if to allow Yoda to relish in such a small victory -- which Yoda did not -- and continued. "But we do not live in a sweat and sincere universe, therefore I must submit to you two glaring examples against your point. One of which birthed from your belief system: the Sith. Their destruction and reign is very well documented, right down to the Jedi Code they once swore allegiance to. All I have to point to is to the Sith War, which started with the Great Defections, the return of the Dark Jedi that was expelled many years before that, and the fall of Cacurcauss in which ten of the strongest Jedi Masters, the herdsmen of your great flock, butchered their apprentices to seal their dark fate."

Yoda took his original thoughts back. Onus wasn't just well read, he was well researched. Most dedicated scholars couldn't cite Cacurcauss. Come to think of it most of the Jedi currently in the Order couldn't cite such a dark day. Cacurcauss, like all examples of the evils of darkness, was important to know. However there were numerous and more compelling examples in the opinion of most Jedi Masters to go by from the history of the five thousand year long Sith War.
And how many modern historians knew about the Dark Knights of Cantaspher, the Jedi who were banished from the Order thousands of years ago before the Sith War? The Cantaspherians were the ones Onus had referred to as coming back and started the war; soon after were the defections of many Knights and Masters, all due to the perceive notions that the Jedi Code was unnatural and inhumane. Many of them did not want limits, and many of them did not want limits upon their brethren; many, many Padawans became unwilling pawns, and many more became slaves to the Sith. Too many all around became victims.
"I know most of those men and women were taken at Casper's age to be trained," continued Onus. "Even before it became your code's mandate to do so. Five thousands years of blood shed came from your code, which has not changed much in the hundreds of generations since then."
"You cannot base certainty on history," said Yoda in return. "We have learned from those mistakes."

"Mistakes that could have been avoided in the first place," said Onus. "Prior to that war, the Jedi had existed for over twenty thousand years. I would've thought a string of logic would have surfaced on those minds back then that such power will corrupt one mind. Even my religion and beliefs are not perfect, but we have never used our faith, our spirit, to kill and to dominate. We do not commit ourselves to the Great Fiend, and we most certainly take one step towards his vision. 

"Oh, and what have you learned exactly from those mistakes? Apparently little, for the Sabbath Massacre on Alderaan is still a very fresh memory. That Dark Jedi just didn't kill innocent people he slaughtered every single member of his family."

Yoda cringed, and unfortunately he didn't do a good job in covering it up. The town of Sabbath, where hundreds of innocent people were killed by Dux Gheruit in his dark side insanity-induced rage, only stopped by Siren Gheruit's lightsaber. What made that whole episode more painful to remember was numerous: Nadja's --formally Siren -- recent death and the fact that he and the others on the Jedi Council at the time were swayed by Soo-Si Gheruit to spare Dux's life, thus their compassion creating the steps that lead up to the tragic and horrible event. No one really knew much about the little details, but an intelligent man like Onus Nightshade didn't need much to draw his own conclusions. Conclusions that were very painfully on the mark.

However, they were conclusions with a heavy dose of unsaid bias. Having to actually need a mental breather, Yoda just said, "And what is your second example?"

Onus stopped walking; they had managed to walk down the road back to the main road from which Yoda had traveled to reach his home. He pulled out a small red book from beneath his candulas. "From the pages of the Path Bible, from word from the Path's origin world of Vhanba, we know what the dark side of the Force has done. It is a fact not questioned that the Dark One from Lore, the one called Overlord, had used the power of the Force to enslave and slaughter billions. He made many a Vhinphyc young and old, male and female do the most despicable things to themselves and to each other to fuel his ego and keep him at the very peaks of his power. To this day his foul handiwork is still a bleeding scar in which the very same people my Savior Presence saved keeps fresh because they do not heed Her words. Those Vhinech are being slaughtered. The Vhinphyc's hands dirty with their blood. All because of the Force, the very same Force you relish about as some great triumph of life. It has been anything but that."
Yoda eyed both man and book and drew in a slow breath. Finished, he said, "I cannot dispute what you say. The Force has been used for evil, to inflict great suffering. Many embraced the dark side, and many more fell because of it. It does not end, and it never will."

Yoda then eyed Onus with a narrowed face of disagreement. "Reminded I am of a saying of old: ignorance and history are one and of the same, for at times one only wishes to remember what is readily and selfishly convenient for them."

Onus glared back at Yoda, but the Jedi Master just continued. "Despite what you say, the Force and the Jedi that have used it has done good. The forefront we are when the minions of the dark side appear. They are physical, but alas we fight it in all its forms. From the history of old, from the Sith's terror reign, do we learn how to deal with it swiftly, correctly, and to limit its spreading influence. Prevent all resurgences when we know of them, and to do so within our own Order. We are wise for, sadly but necessary, such matters must happen. They happen so they can never happen again.
"Of that, we seek out the Force sensitive; for possible training, and to identify them. Perfect it may not be, yet the way of the Jedi is best for such beings. If the child does not go, in danger he will be. Alas I will not let your grandson face the challenges without knowledge. As before in metaphor stay here he does the unattended to blaster he will be. The question that begs from that is if the weapon is only deadly used then why leave it out in the open."

There was more of a weakening from Onus' shields, but he was very aggressive in his response. "My grandson will not learn the Force, Master Jedi! He will not! You can't take him!"

Yoda glared back at the taller man, unmoving and unafraid of the Human taller than he was. He watched Onus' reaction after the reaction, taking note of the Human's unspoken desire to find calm and solace in his thoughts. With every breath he grew calm, and when satisfied that the man would listen to reason again Yoda continued. "No. I will not take him. No Jedi will."

Onus' face twisted a little. "But you said-."

"You heard only what your fears wanted you to hear," Yoda said in interruption. "The best I have done to convince you to change your mind. Alas, I admit failure. You have won your challenge, Reverend Nightshade. That is why you still had me come here. To have me admit defeat. To belittle your son's hopes." 

Yoda held up his hand when Onus tried to speak. "Finished speaking I am not." He then added rudely, "Deny it you will not." The reverend wanted to deny the fact, but he wasn't having that; it would only be a circular argument to nowhere. He folded his hands into his robe sleeves. "This farce I will not be a part of any longer. I did my part, and my part is no more. Your mind is clear, set: it will not change. An example of good and right your grandson could have become to the community at large. Alas he will only serve the community on this world as your heir."
"So you will be leaving without my grandson?" questioned Onus, who seemed very relieved. 

"No. That is leaving I am not." Yoda straightened up in his spider walker. "Stay with him, I will."
"You'll what?"

"I will not train him to be a Knight, Reverend Nightshade. I will show him here, on Lone Star, in conjunction with his Path studies the knowledge of basic control over his emotions." Yoda adjusted the controls on his walker and began to move it again. Onus hesitated, but soon followed. "His thought fall back will not be the Jedi Code. It will be within the bounds of peace found within the pages of the Book of the Path. Thus, he will control the Force within him and protect himself from the dark side."

Onus smiled nervously, not liking that at all. "That won't be necessary. You said yesterday that you wouldn't interfere. That you couldn't interfere."

"It will be done," said Yoda, calm but adamant. "Much of the boy's upbringing is still the parent's decision to make, and it is still their responsibility to ensure he is cared for in all aspects. The Force within him is such an aspect that cannot be overlooked or underestimated. Trained they are not to handle it."
"If he doesn't know, he won't use it. I beg of you, don't do this!"

Yoda eyed him, and then said, "Tied my hands are by your fears. Curious I am to ask: is it the fear born from your knowledge of the Force's history, or is it fear that you have in regards of yourself and your faith?" 
Onus brow knotted in a clear sign of anger. He scowled "I am secure in my faith, sir! I do not fear your Force! Nor do I fear my ability to show my Grandson the way."

"What you may think irrelevant. It is what you feel that is. Fear's grip has its hold on you, and on your son. Thus in turn your grandson will too adopt fear." 

Yoda gave Onus a small bow and spoke over his shoulder; more or less, the conversation was done. The man was never going to be convinced. "What little movement I have within those bonds of fear do as I will to assure young Casper's future is not the future you fear the most."
After the walker had made a few strides, Yoda stopped its movements before Onus could do so with both his hands; both action and reaction bringing all to a halt. Yoda turned the walker around, taking note of Onus' confused look; his hands drawn back from their previous, aggressive attempt.
Onus grabbed them and squeezed them together, the affect bringing him to calm. He said, "Forgive me. I just feel strongly for what I believe to be what's best for my Grandson."

"Nothing to forgive there is, for you have done what no others in your place have done before: stopped." Yoda was not intimidated by the man; often the best way to show he wasn't was to present himself at a weakened state, and then the next moment project strength; in this case turn his back, and when he sensed Onus' movements -- sensed the fluttering of Onus' mental barriers -- he confronted him; the classic example of a Jedi using their wits and not needing the Force at all to defuse a situation. Often the case of those in fear, Onus reacted in both anger and in cowardice.
However, it still wasn't what Yoda had expected. He expected more….
"I too feel strongly," continued Yoda. "Either I do what is necessary given the situation, or I do what is truly needed to be done and destroy all I believe in. I choose the former, the lesser of all evils in view of the Code." He bowed again. "Good day to you sir, and good bye."
The walker put distance between Yoda and Onus, and when it was considerable the reverend said aloud with his wits collected, "This is not over! Do you hear me? It is not over!"
Quietly, Yoda said with half concern, half satisfaction, "I know."

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

His arrival back at the Nightshade farm in the middle of the afternoon, Yoda was only greeted by the young girls, who escorted him back to the cabin home; Orion and Rigel were still out in the fields, working.
After dismounting from the spider walker, Yoda wiped his feet on the little rug just outside as the girls rushed into the home. Inside, the Jedi Master's thinking processes were suddenly blinded by his eyes and what he saw. Lifting his robed arm and turning his head away, he cleared his throat and said, "OH! My apologizes."

"There's no need to apologize," said Cassiopeia, holding Casper close to her breasts with her dress top undone. "I'm only feeding him." She added with mirth, "I thought you Jedi didn't let emotions get to ya?"
"We do not," said Yoda, slowly looking over his arm after feeling Cassiopeia's assurances that it was okay; she wasn't completely bare, just one breast hung out and Casper's little head blocked the view. "I am neither embarrassed nor offended. Learned the hard way I had in my youth that etiquette should supercede curiosity. It is always best to ask first."

She smiled and said, "You musta gawked once and the lady took offense." With the roll of his eyes, Cassiopeia assumed correctly. She playfully teased, "You don't look like a pervert to me, Master Yoda."
He chuckled as did the girls, and he said, "Never was I confused with one." However, it was an unspoken rule among the many that all aliens keep such basic scenes of nurturing hidden from the rest of society; a nonsensical thought spurned by the smallest leftovers of racial and ethnic biases. There were a very few societies in the Republic where if Yoda -- for example -- were to see a child being born he would face death.
So it was always wise to play it safe. He continued, "Wise it is to remember proper manners around a lady."

"Well thank you, Little Gentleman," she said with a slight blushing of her cheeks. She then made a face and set her teeth tight within her closed mouth. Cassiopeia pulled baby Casper away for a moment, which brought the baby to protest with whimpers. With uncanny finesse she was able to 'switch out' without Yoda seeing anything, and in moments the baby was nursing again. She sighed away the anger within her and said, "The boy doesn't have teeth, but he can sure bite."
The girls all giggled at her mother's maternal hazard. Of course, someday, they would realize such pains as well, and who would have the last laugh then. That made Yoda smile mischievously, the good will fueled more by the statement Alluetia made two months ago about plucking Casper 'off the nipple'. Now he was embarrassed.

It wasn't long before the girls went to find something else to do since their 'feminine chores' were done, and the baby was finished and sleeping comfortably in his mother's arms.
It was then as her guest sat comfortably in a passed along sofa chair did Cassiopeia asked, "I take it that Onus didn't change his mind. Did he?"

Yoda was left with the impression that like any being they expected good news to be the first topic of conversation; that it would be expressed in high levels of excitement and joy, unable for the Jedi Master to hold back. Bad news was held in check until it was deemed an appropriate time to reveal it. She figured that was why he didn't shout up through the rafters when he returned. Unfortunately her assumptions were correct.
"He did not," said Yoda with a sad shake of his head. Cassiopeia sighed sadly. "Steadfast he is. I could not reason with him. He is too sure of himself, affirmed by his beliefs too much."

"But he's a reverend of the Path, he must be committed to his faith," stressed Cassiopeia.

"There is a difference between being committed to a belief and being blinded by it." Realizing it may have sounded offensive to Cassiopeia, he was quick to say "Seen it, I have, in many forms. Including in my very own Jedi. An unwavering belief, or thought, can at times be noble and good, but when it isn't it always has the most tragic of consequences."
"I think I get it," said Cassiopeia quietly, unhurt by his previous observation. "Yeah. Yeah, sometimes….I love him he's a good Father-In-Law but he don't seem open to just any idea." She sighed again. "I don't know, I haven't known any other reverend, and I haven't been around the galaxy like Orion was. I guess that would make me useless in the conversation."

"No," Yoda admonished with a thumping of his walking stick against the floor boards. That surprised her, but he didn't apologize for his brief sign of rudeness. "Useless you are not! I will not hear of it. There are many in this galaxy that claim to be all knowing, all sensing, all intelligent. They are not, and more to the point they live self serving, torturing lives. I say be thankful for what you do know; it is enough, and it makes you good. Never downplay yourself."
She smiled a little nervously, a little apprehensive and unconvinced but at the same time thankful for what he said. Yoda continued. "Nonetheless, your son I cannot take as my Padawan Learner."

Cassiopeia tried to speak, hesitated three times, and then asked very quietly, "What…what if you just took him? Took him and go?"

Yoda craned his head. "Orion seemed very resolute on gaining his father's permission."
"But Orion wants Casper to go with you. Yes, he made the deal with Onus, and I married into that deal." She cringed a little though the shoulders. "And yeah we tried to go behind Onus' back." She straightened up. "But if our son can do real good in the galaxy it would be worth it."

Yoda heard the shortness of the statement, and thus prompted him to ask the question that had plagued him ever since word of the deal had been revealed. His curiosities were not high enough yesterday to ask the question; of course he wasn't desperate to ask it either, and he wasn't now. Her statement solicited it. "And what is the punishment for breaking such a deal sworn to a Reverend of the Path on the Book of the Path, one in which this planet's government recognizes?"

Cassiopeia looked down at Casper. "I'm not sure to be honest. Banishment from Lone Star I think is the worst that could happen." She sighed in frustration, looked at him, and said, "Beside that point it's what Casper does that matters most."
Rising from the sofa chair, Yoda approached her and shook his head. "Take your son I will not if you devalue your family's lives. Clear your mind of such thought." Sighing in frustration as well, he said, "As it stands I cannot take your son. No Jedi can train him. All parties involved must break the agreement."
The silence from Cassiopeia was the acknowledged agreement. After a while, she asked Yoda, "Did….you expect something?" His ears perked and he came out of his silent thinking to look at her. "I don't know what I'm saying. I mean….I mean you're saying my baby won't become a Jedi, but it's like….you don't believe what you're saying. Like this isn't the end of it. Like….this isn't the time for Casper. Does that make sense?"

Yoda smiled. "Far more intelligent than you may think you are, Cassiopeia."

The mother blushed a little and smiled, more for the compliment than the little ray of hope the Jedi Master just hinted to. Clearing his throat, Yoda continued and made his pitch. "Far from the point you may not be. I may not be able to train Casper as a Jedi; it does not mean I cannot show him the Force."

"I don't understand."

"Your son does need some knowledge of the Force. In good conscious I cannot leave him void of such knowledge. I ask boldly if I may stay; to protect your son from the dark side of the Force, and as he grows show him how to protect himself."
Cassiopeia blinked a few times in thought, looked around the house, and said, "I…I don't know. Do you need an answer now?"

"Oh no," Yoda assured her. "No, no. Talk to Orion about this you shall. This is both your home, your son. In either case I wish to only to impose a little."
She smiled and said slyly, "Master Yoda you're so small 'imposing' is too big of a word to describe you."

Before Yoda could respond to that with more than a smile, Vanusa suddenly said from under the table, "Can he be our little green brother?"

As the day progressed and the humor died down the two talked briefly off and on, Yoda continued to consider the possibilities that crossed his mind since yesterday and since the one-sided 'conversation' he had with Reverend Nightshade earlier in the day. More so than ever, the possibility of training Casper in the future became an acceptable idea; that in the cloudy future he would seek him out and ask, and deep in Yoda's heart he felt he wouldn't deny him. Despite the Code's frowning view of training the old and life experienced, despite his strong belief in never violating that rule, he honestly found himself in contradiction of his principals in this regard.
Yoda would train someone too old. He couldn't see it in his meditations, but he could think of the possibility as plausible and he could feel it. Sometime, in the future, he would as a matter of destiny show someone the ways of the Force in violation of the Jedi Code in order to do something good. Perhaps, has the day unfolded and kept to himself and all the while observing the Nightshade family with the baby has the focus, it would be young Nightshade. Perhaps this failure was not a failure that this first meeting brought about by a Path symbol was the beginnings of something wonderful that would come in the future. That perhaps one day, as the predicted dark days ahead crept slowly closer, they would cross paths again; perhaps they will walk by on a street walkway, and then both were compelled to turn around and look at each other.
"Daddy's home!" Theta Moran's shout cut through the silence sharply. She ran for the door, where she was cut off successfully by Vanusa, and in turn both lost when little Nadja slipped past the wrestling girls and opened the door. In turn, both of her sisters flattened Nadja in the wall by grabbing the door and throwing it open, pinning her. The chaos just made its way outside with Cassiopeia repeatedly telling them to be careful.

The sudden silence prompted Yoda to quicken his pace to follow; his ears had just caught the sound of the now quieting repulsorlift engines of the landspeeder that was outside. Orion and Rigel were talking to a middle aged woman wearing clothing related to being a government worker; she was a secretary to one of the members of the governing council back at the capitol. 

"He's here," said Orion, his tone a mixture of confusion and frustration. He turned and seeing Yoda he pointed. "Here he is. But I don't understand the meeting of this."

"It is not for you to understand, Mister Nightshade," said the woman. She stepped past Orion and came before Yoda, handing him a data pad. "Jedi Master Yoda I am Rutha Rockbetter, special assistant to Prime Minister Skyanna Springwater. On the data pad I just gave you is an order by the Continental Council for you to leave Lone Star immediately under Republic Law 346661.09. Under the law it clearly states-."
"I know the law," said Yoda to cut her off, and the Jedi Master continued to read the order. For the first time in a very long time his gray hairs were standing up on end on his head in total dislike over this. 
"Well tell me the law then, its news to me," demanded Orion from the assistant.

The law in question was a state's fundamental authority rights provision in regards towards allowing a Jedi presence on said world; it was the same law that required Yoda only a few days ago that required him to acknowledge his presence. In that same law -- in this .09 -- Yoda, being an officer of the law within the perimeters of the Judicial Branch and under the authority of the Executive Branch of the Republic, was required to obey local law and upon which if such local governments requested that he leave he had to do so. The exceptions to the law were if he were here backed by the Executive Authority of the Supreme Chancellor, Mandated by Legislative Appointment of the Senate, or in the perimeters of the 'worse case scenario' where governments were unable to function and emergency federal protocols were immediately in effect. And none did in this case.
Once the assistant was finished, Orion said to her, "You can't do this, Master Yoda is my guest."

"Mister Nightshade, Master Yoda acknowledged his existence in an official capacity, a requirement of law," she retorted. "Jedi recruitment falls under 'official capacity', regardless if that status has changed."
"And did the Continental Council say why he had to leave," Orion said with hands on his hips.

"No reason is required, and given your attitude I wouldn't give you one if there were one."

Orion took a few steps back and towards Yoda's direction. He said loud enough for everyone to hear, "My Father's doing! I'm sure of it! What happened today?"

Yoda ignored him and handed the data pad back to the assistant. "Understand the Council's wishes, but I reserve the right to appeal. To the capital you will take me."

The assistant nodded and said, "It is my duty to take you."

Yoda turned back towards Orion and towards the family that gathered around him. He said to the father to bring him up to speed, "Your father did not change his mind, so I cannot take your son. My only alternative was to stay and pass some knowledge of the Force to Casper. He was clear the alternative he did not like.”
Orion wrapped an arm around Cassiopeia, the frustration of the situation totally getting to him and he tried to find comfort through holding his wife. But his wife was holding his newborn son. He said, "I shouldn't…" and he stopped; he was going to say he shouldn't have made the deal. He knew better than that.

Changing direction, he said, "I won't let my Father get away with this. I'm coming with you."

"No!" Yoda put his hand out and shouted adamantly. "Stay here you will. Confront your father you will not." The last statement he added just as he sensed the idea cross Orion's mind. "Not help your anger. Assure you I will do what I can to reconcile this."

Orion said to Yoda as the Jedi Master went to the speeder, "And if you don't!"

Yoda floated from the ground and into the speeder, momentarily startling the assistant and giving him time to respond. "Then, this is goodbye." As the speeder started to slowly move, he pointed his stick towards Orion and yelled, "STAY!"

After a minute or so, Yoda pulled out his comlink and alerted Alluetia to what was happening, beckoning her to come with the ship to the capital. Finished, he sighed and couldn't help the feeling of being cheated. This had Onus Nightshade's inner workings all over it; his insecurities not convinced that he had won.
---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

It would have taken Alluetia sooner to reach the capitol if it were not for the increasingly bad storm conditions that stirred up ahead of her and increasing in intensity; enough to get her to alter course and take a triangular peak approach, which consisted of her piloting the Hailstorm's Hauler towards the northwest, and then a sharp turn to head southeast. By the looks of the pattern as she flew by it there was going to be some trouble for the world without a weather control system like the industrial planetary systems had. On this continent there were a lot of tornadoes, and throughout the history of Lone Star there were a lot of deaths attached to them. Remembering what her family had talked about when she briefly saw them the storms had gotten worse over the last half century; more so since her departure ten years ago; the Nightshade and Hillman deaths two of the dozen or so mass deaths related to the killer storms. By the looks of the darkness of the clouds it was a good night to batten down the hatches and for fool pilots to adopt smarts.
Landing, Alluetia didn't wait for Yoda; she left the ship and headed straight for the Council Chambers. She cut through the lines when she barely heard Yoda's voice behind the doors, ignoring the looks she got from everyone on the council when they were interrupted by her barging. She didn't apologize when she took up residence to Yoda's right.
Yoda however did the opposite. "My apologizes for my pilot's blunt entrance."

"Don't apologize for me," said Alluetia scolding. She made a head gesture towards the council. "Not to these cowards."
One of the men stood up and shouted at her, "You felon! You have no right to-!"

A clicking sound came from a device in Prime Minister Springwater's hand, and all on the council turned their attention to her. She said calmly, "These proceedings will not become a Lore play. There will be civility, or you two will take it outside and settle it as it is required under the Path. Is this understood?"

The man eyed Alluetia and looked very nervous. Alluetia didn't feel like fighting to the death to prove her point although she could probably take the guy. They acknowledged the prime minister's question with silence and Springwater said to Yoda, "Please continue, Master Jedi."

Yoda gave Alluetia one more look of disapproval and then turned his green gaze towards Springwater. "As I was saying the reverend's fears are unwarranted. I have no desire to take the boy, nor will I train him here to become a Jedi." 
Springwater leaned forward as much as her pregnant body could manage her face a mask of unsettlement not due to bodily pains. "Please….you must understand our position in this. You're asking this council to consider whether to take your word over that of our spiritual leader. I do believe in your sincerity if a few of us here do not. However we must consider Reverend Nightshade's point of view on this over yours."

"Though rational his point of view may be it is inherently misguided on assumed predications," said Yoda diplomatically.
Alluetia grumbled under her breath just loud enough for the slightly stunned council to hear. "Yeah, that his grandson might be the next Overlord." There were a few dropped mouths, and she said after Yoda gave her a disowning look, "What?"

"I wasn't going to be that blunt quite yet," admonished Yoda quietly.
It occurred to Alluetia at that time that perhaps she had actually arrived very early in the meeting and not in the middle. It also occurred to her that perhaps the good reverend did explain his fears in complete detail to all those sitting before her, whom as children stayed awake at night wondering if the bumping going on under their beds was in fact the Evil One just waiting for them to fall asleep. The revelations obviously made her blush and she imagined her head becoming a rather large ass all before their eyes. Yoda had been working his smooth talking magic and she may have just screwed it up for him.
Prime Minister Springwater didn't hold back on the attention clicker once she composed herself. Finished, she said, "I must admit that Miss Hailstorm's spoken thought had crossed my mind as well. And honestly it's somewhat of an asinine assertion, the kind that has gotten many killed on the Home Land. It won't become a view of mine I will assure you of that." 
The 'Home Land' was Vhanba, and although they never came from the Vhinphyc-Vhinech home world the many that called the Path their religion honor their inherited Savior's home world by that reference; for it was Presence herself, in the Book of the Path, that referred to the planet as such. If anything the Home Land was more of state of mind than a real physical place in the hearts of all not Vhinphyc; a place they could never see in life except in their prayers, in line with their thoughts towards places like Sanctuary and the Lands of Plenty.
So Springwater's view took Alluetia by surprise a little. The prime minister continued. "Now be that as it may I find myself in total agreement with Reverend Nightshade in regards towards your attempts at injecting yourself into a Pact of Salvation between he and Orion Nightshade. Your attempts at breaking an agreement between father and son is very troubling, especially one made on the Book of the Path."
"Never it was my intention to do so in the first place, Prime Minister," Yoda responded. "It was Orion Nightshade that initiated contact with the Jedi Order. Unaware, I was, of Nightshade's attempt at deceit."

"But you were made aware of it as early as yesterday, were you not?" challenged an elderly council woman.

"Reverend Nightshade had informed you, yes?" Copper Whollysmith added in accusation.

Alluetia wasn't there yesterday but she wanted to tell the council off, wanted to tell them of Yoda's sincerity; the two council persons were stopping short of calling Yoda a liar. Instead, the Jedi Master put a hand on her leg to stop her and said to the council, "Indeed he had."
"And with such uncovering, does your Jedi Code prevent you from continuing your recruitment endeavor?" asked Springwater, obviously well informed of the facts about the Jedi from the previous meeting they all had.

Before Yoda could answer, Whollysmith grumbled under his breath, "I bet that whole nonsense about keeping the boy's identity secret was Hutt wash."

Springwater stood up and said to him dejectedly, "Councilor! I know for a fact that what Master Yoda said two days ago to us is the truth! He was forbidden to tell us who the Jedi candidate was, and I do believe him when he says he knew nothing of what Orion Nightshade was trying to do. I take offense to your false accusations."

Whollysmith stood up, collected himself, and said, "I am sorry you take offense. But I stand by my accusation, and for that I will leave in peace."
Alluetia joined Springwater with the dropping of her mouth; Whollysmith and three others, along with their children, got up and left the room. Then to further the shock of the moment three more members slowly got up, said their apologies, and left. That left Springwater and one other out of the nine member council.

Stunned, the young councilman said, "We're without a quorum! We need five to continue the proceedings and we don't have it!"

Still a bit shaken herself by what just happened, Springwater collected herself enough to say to him, "Then we're in automatic adjournment." He took the hint, and slowly he took his leave as well, leaving behind Alluetia, Yoda, Springwater and her heirs. That ended when she excused her children, instructing them to wait in her office.
All the while Alluetia was beside herself, and when the children left and it was just the three of them alone she said, "So that's it!" She gestured to Yoda, who looked too damn calm for her personal taste given what just happened. "He won't get a fair appeal! What kinda backwater bullshit reformed government is this?"

"That's quite enough!" yelled the prime minister, uncharacteristically for her to do so with a personal tone to it. She began to walk around the council stations, to get on the floor to better talk to them. "I will not hear another word from you about how things are run here! Not one more! You hear me? You lost your voice the moment you left this world. Whatever say you have in this government has been voided. You had your chance to apply yourself to this society, and you threw it away."

Springwater stopped about an arm's reach away from Alluetia, her disgruntled look clear on her features. "This government is what the people desired; a people's government; it's what the likes of you and everyone else in the Republic wanted. Now they have it, and with it all the legal nonsense that comes with it, all the rules that can bend it and all the tricks that can break it. Unfortunately such rules, like quorums, have to exist. In this case I don't like it, I don't like what Copper and the others did, but that is the curse we have chosen to live with a near-faithless government. So be happy, Miss Hailstorm, it’s a democracy! As such it's not perfect!"
Alluetia clamped her mouth shut during the entire talk down. Very quietly she retorted by simply saying, "This isn't a democracy when Reverend Nightshade runs the song and dance."

"Oh, I couldn't agree with you more," said Springwater. "He's a good man, but through him I have learned that good men have their own agendas. My Father learned that just as I did through Nightshade. And I learned that my own Father had his own agendas too." She pointed at Yoda and said, "And he has his. And I have. Everyone has an agenda. Don't pretend you're the only one that doesn't."
"And what if I don't have one?"

"Then clearly ask yourself where you go from here in life." 

Alluetia wanted to say something else to that, but nothing clever came up. After all this time, after two months of freedom and even returning here and being with her parents, she hadn't gave what to do next after this 'job' much serious thought. Regardless of this outcome what was left for her to do? Well, she didn't want to live here if the people didn't want her; especially if Nightshade was calling the shots. So that left the rest of the galaxy.
So what was there? Smuggling? Didn't that career choice get her prison time? Then again she didn't own a ship anymore; in fact the Republic had seized all her assets under the anticrime statues when she pled guilty. On this trip she was on Yoda's wallet.

As Alluetia struggled to answer, Springwater just focused on Yoda and said apologetically as possible, "I'm terribly sorry. Without a quorum we can't force a vote to reconvene. On appeals like yours we need everyone here, not just a minimum number." She sighed and rested her hands on her tummy. "Like I said, I do believe you. But Reverend Nightshade is in the right when it comes to protecting his family. And it does become a matter of choosing between him and you."
Yoda nodded and said retrospectively, "Many hard decisions I have seen many supreme chancellors of the Republic had to make. Your choice is no different; there is always a disapproving view. Alienation of the power base threatens the career of any politician."

Springwater sighed again. "And I have become one. Even though we are still years from having real elections. Reverend Nightshade continues to push that back with his rhetoric. If I come out against him too strongly, then I'm attacking his right to speak his free mind. Worse, I alienate even his least devote followers because I disagree with him for being the Shepard of the Flock. I'm merely just a spokesperson; my title doesn't necessarily give me weight. And it doesn't help to not have anyone to back me up against Reverend Nightshade either. If the rest of the council fears him, then what strength do I have other than the faith we all share with him?"
"None," said Yoda, but yet to Alluetia it didn't sound like he was conceding to her point, or rather that he still wasn't giving up on baby Casper. "After discovering Orion's trickery, all I wanted to do was protect his son. Protect the people."

Springwater made a little face and asked, "From?"

"The dark side, in all its forms." Yoda rested his body against his walking stick. "If not as a Jedi, than as a Force sensitive being."

Springwater thought for a moment, and then said, "I…can't see why that would be so bad. I mean…the Evil One used the dark Force; it corrupted him and all he had touched. I think Presence wouldn't have minded if you showed Casper the way to light."

When Alluetia heard that a thought that had constantly always resided in the back of her brain like a migraine headache just shot to the front of her head. With the way she noticed Yoda looking at her he either was thinking the same thing or he had felt the banging of the thought against her skull.

Alluetia held up her hands and said, "Can……I ask the both of you a really dumb question?" They waited in silence for it. "Yoda. Skyanna. Do you two…ever find your respected religions odd?" She gestured towards Yoda. "I mean you weren't born as a Jedi you were picked for training." She gestured to Springwater and then to herself. "We've followed part of a much larger belief system created by someone outside of our own species, yet we….I mean you at least follow it with complete devotion.
"Look, here we are talking about what Presence would have thought. Presence, a Vhinphyc who lived over five thousand years ago, and who had a bunch of people other than her write her words down, and who have had Path reverends of all kinds throughout the ages carry her word. We got a guy right now that thinks he knows what's best through the wisdom of Presence handed down, but would it actually be what Presence would have wanted?"

Skyanna and Yoda…looked completely dumbfounded. Exasperated, Alluetia threw her hands out and said, "Hello. We never met Presence. Nightshade never has either. How the smeck would we know what she wanted everyone else to do?" When it didn't change the expressions on their faces, she rubbed her forehead in frustration. "But I guess that don't change anything."
Skyanna walked over to Alluetia, and to the smuggler's surprise she felt the woman's hand on her shoulder. She said with a small smile, "I don't envy you for one millisecond." All Alluetia could do was laugh. Skyanna smiled wider and gave Alluetia's shoulder a good squeeze for support. "I follow the Path of Presence because I feel its right for me. I personally feel She would welcome me in Her arms not necessarily because I obeyed Her, but because I believe myself to be a good person. Ultimately how we get to where we need to go at the end is based on the path we choose to get there. That is the essence of the Path.

"You're obviously trying to find the right way for you, Alluetia Hailstorm. My advice to you is this: don't give up. The rewards will have to outdo the struggles."
Her shoulders sagging with mental exhaustion, the prime minister looked at Yoda and said again, "I'm sorry. You must go the both of you." The structure they were in vibrated a little as the growing storm outside unleashed thunder. "I think before the storm hits."
Yoda opened his hands and offered, "Alluetia has told me a great deal about these terrible storms. As a Jedi I must offer my assistance."

"That's kind of you to offer, but we can manage this. Unless you have the power within you to stop them altogether and prevent death and destruction."
It was an impractical question; one Alluetia had asked Yoda once on the way to Lone Star. It was born from the moronic idea that Jedi Knights could do anything, and if they could then certainly a Jedi Master could do more than that. "Believe as you do that for good reasons bad things must happen."
Skyanna nodded and added in collaboration of the truth, "Not even heard prayers are answered." She bowed a little to Yoda and said, "Again, I'm sorry."

Yoda bowed to her and said, "May the Force be with you."

Skyanna rose, took one look at Alluetia, and to the former smuggler's surprise the prime minister gave her a bow as well. "May you find your way, Alluetia Hailstorm."
As the woman took her leave and Yoda went the other direction, Alluetia held her ground in shock, paralyzed by what had just transpired. She could sense the Jedi Master retreating towards her, waiting for her. She asked, "Why did she do that?"

There was a pause for breathing, and Yoda said, "Perhaps she has a healthy respect for the forgotten dead."

She turned around to ask him what that meant, but Yoda was turning and walking away. Somehow that kicked started her memory tapes, and she remembered what she told him about how everyone not her family on her home world had treated her as if she were a ghost. The prime minister didn't see Alluetia that way. In fact Alluetia realized Skyanna Springwater never had since the beginning; if she had, she wouldn't have had such a quick negative opinion when it came to Alluetia criticizing the government; she would've ignored her, pretend that it was nothing more than an ill wind.

Sulking now because she didn't get a chance to apologize to Springwater, Alluetia chased after Yoda and caught up with him. She sighed and said, "So that's it? Are we done here?"

"It appears so," said Yoda calmly, but with no remorse or regret. 

"Oh damn, I forgot to ask about…" Alluetia forgot to ask the Continental Council if she could remain on Lone Star; to see if Reverend Nightshade was full of crap about not allowing felons on the planet. "Never mind. You see how the system works here?"

"Yes," said Yoda plainly.

"And that don't piss you off? I know, you don't 'live by anger', but you can't live without frustration? No creature is that perfect."
His ears perking with enthusiasm, Yoda said to her in praise, "So correct you are in your view, Alluetia. Yes, no creature is perfect. And yes: without frustration problems could not be solved. Motivation is born from frustration; either it drives you to succeed or drive you to failure. Insight as well. Planning and approach. It is true with I. With you. With Reverend Nightshade."

She snickered and said, "So the reverend won because he was more frustrated."

Yoda stopped dead in his tracks, and for a moment Alluetia felt bad. She stopped and looked back at him, just realizing that she practically kicked the Jedi Master while he was at a low point. He looked down. Beat. Perhaps even tired; she remembered that he rattled on about training Jedi for the past eight hundred years or so. Such a dispirited loss would take the energy out of a certified senior citizen of any race. 
Alluetia walked back and said, "I'm sorry."

"You should be," he said with some energy in his eyes as he looked up at her. "Walk too fast you do!"

A little dejected, she exclaimed, "Well where the hell's your walker then?"

He thought for a moment, and then said, "Back at the Nightshade farm it is." He began to walk again, and suddenly he acted like he forgot he was tired of walking; his first dozen or so steps contradicted his tiring walk of before. But it was back, and he said over his shoulder, "Leave it I cannot. Sentimental present from a late friend it is. Go and retrieve it before we go we must. Before the storm I feel."

Alluetia watched him for a few more moments, and then she followed him with this prickly feeling on the back of her neck. It got worse because something was bothering her about this. About Yoda. About the spider walker….

When they reached the ship, she stopped at the foot of the ramp as he continued upward. Her mouth dropped in surprise, and then she said, "Why you sneaky little bastard!" He stopped, turned, and looked at her with a frown. "You left the walker back at Nightshade's on purpose! Sentimental present my ass!"
If he was faking being insulted, Yoda didn't show it. "As I said before deceive I do not." He turned, but he wasn't fast enough for Alluetia saw his small smirk. "Remember what I said about the realm of the Force. The who's, the where's, the when's: all have importance, all in which fall in line. My walker I have left. To the Nightshade farm we go. Meant to be, it is all meant to be. No coincidences, Alluetia. No coincidences."
Shaking her head, Alluetia said, "Uh-huh. Yeah. Okay. Sure. By the way there's high stakes pod racing on Malestare. One thousand minimum bet per race. Whayasay after this little detour we head there and bet on a couple more 'coincidences', eh?"

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

In flight it once again took longer than anticipated to reach their destination. Only this time Yoda was the cause for the delay. Alluetia had laid a course that was safe for them based on all the sensor data and fact was the storm was in no way in her visual scanning through the window. Yoda on the other hand ordered her to take an even wider path. She wondered aloud why, and then she noted his glaring silence as he looked out the window. She had to do a momentary dip and turn due to wind sheer, and for a moment both could see the storm front. It was odd for it was now early evening, the sun had been down, the moon was in the new phase, and yet the clouds carried an eerie reddish tint to it; a sight to be hold on industrialized worlds when sunset and moon were absent due to artificial lighting. Not on a sparse in citizenry colony world such as this.
After that, Alluetia didn't question Yoda's demand.
Indeed the flight was longer but in terms of getting there by landspeeder it was still no time at all. Finding a landing spot wasn't too difficult; an hindrance because Alluetia didn't want to land in the growing fields; Yoda, on the other hand, was indifferent to that concern with his frown. The growing fields were closer to the house; where they landed added another two hundred yards to the walk.

The ramp hit the ground and Yoda was off, pumping his walking stick and his legs quickly. When Alluetia descended to go with him he stopped suddenly, turned, and about stabbed her with his stick. "No. Go back to the ship. Await my instructions."

"Look, I can tell you're desperate about something," she protested. "So what is it?"

"You would have found out if you had landed in the crops. Now go back and be prepared for anything."

"Tell me-."

"GO!" he shouted adamantly, turned, and left in a hurry at faster than normal walk. 

And then to Alluetia's amazement she watched Yoda pick up his stick and run. It wasn't an old man's waddle. It soon wasn't a midget trying to run a marathon. The Jedi Master tapped into the powers he learned to control and in seconds he vanished into the shadows of the surrounding darkness. Entering the woods and not making any noise for someone running so incredibly fast.

In minutes Yoda leapt effortlessly over the interior wood fence and entered the Nightshade's back yard. He stopped and eyed the skies and took note of the environment; the storm was still miles away, but the first signs of danger were there in the form of strong winds.

Ignoring his weariness and the pains in his knees, Yoda tapped the Force and sprinted quickly to the house. Ignoring his spider walker parked neatly to one side he knocked on the door. The door opened, and a suspecting Cassiopeia answered. "Master Yoda, we knew you would come back for your contraption. My word, did you walk all the way from the capitol?"
"The walker is not my concern," said Yoda between breaths. "Where is Orion?"

Embarrassed, she shied out, "He went to go see his father."

Behind Cassiopeia came Rigel, who Yoda spotted and said to him calmly, "Rigel, I need you to take your mother and everyone else to my ship. It is south of the growing fields."

"Are you kiddin', mister, a storm's coming," Rigel retorted. "We gotta go to the storm shelter."

"What's going on?" asked Cassiopeia in worry. Her attention was drawn from the door as baby Casper began to wail from his room. "Why your ship? Are you taking us away?"

"No time to explain. You must go." Yoda insistently pushed the door all the way open with his own hands, took two steps back. "You are in danger here."

"Danger? What about Orion? What's going on?"

Yoda put his hands up and to get her attention. "Tend to your husband I will, but go you must!"

The girls came running into the living room and Vanusa said, "Mommy, Casper's running a fever."

"And he's fussing funny," added Theta Moran. "He's shivering too."

"My baby-," began Cassiopeia in worried confusion. She looked to Yoda and said, "I can't leave my husband."

"If you remain here, you will all die!" Yoda said in a louder voice, throwing reason into every word. "Please, go to my ship! Now!"
Once again through words instead of the Force Yoda achieved what he needed. Introducing Cassiopeia to another facet of his being, his presence of authority shocked her into action. He wouldn't be this way with them unless he meant every word he said in warning. She ran into the back room and emerged with Casper seconds later. Then she said, "Rigel, grab the lantern. Girls, I want you and Rigel to stick close to me, okay? We're going to do what Master Yoda says. We're going to hurry to his ship."
Gathering at the front door, they waited for Rigel to return with the rechargeable lantern. It gave Cassiopeia a little more time to beg. "What's going on, please tell me?"

"This storm that is coming is no ordinary storm," said Yoda as his gray hairs began to flop in the blowing wind, the wind by no means drowning the seriousness in his voice. "It will not stop."

Rigel finally arrived and grabbed his mother by her dress skirting. "C'mon, Mama."

Cassiopeia held on to Casper with both arms tightly while the girls grabbed onto their mother's dress skirting as well and followed. Yoda walked with them and said, "Tell the captain of the ship to take you directly to the capitol."

"We will," said Cassiopeia. "But promise me that you'll save Orion!"

Yoda breathed in and said with a heavy heart, "I will do what I can." 

Letting them go, Yoda turned and tapped the Force, and in seconds he was running again at a high rate of speed. He maintained a velocity he knew wouldn't drain him of his energy, one that was three times faster than a short distance sprinter but a gear or two slower than his evasive speed. His bare little feet, his three toes, dug into the soft dirt and launched him five of his normal walking strides ahead for the next step. He took one more look at the clouds above, and he estimated that the storm would hit some time after he arrived at Onus Nightshades' residence in the next ten minutes.

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

For the Light of him, as he thought during his sprint, Yoda wondered how he let such a growing dark side event slip past his keen notice. The dark side of the Force was difficult to sense for those of the Jedi persuasion, but its manifestations were many and predictable to the astute. In this case it reared its dark, deceiving head in the form of a terrible weather front, and like anything enhanced by the power of the Dark Force it was rather easy to bring forth but impossible to control. He should had realized the dangers hours ago when he was taken to the capitol. He blamed himself for not seeing through the faults of his failure in dealing with Reverend Nightshade; the answer to many unsaid questions was now here.
And if he wasn't careful, all of his fears regarding Casper would come true.

Reaching the front yard of Reverend Nightshade's home, Yoda released his hold on the Force and began to slow to a jog. Slowing to his normal walk and using his walking stick, he began to collect his energies in the event they were needed, and he did feel they were going to be needed.

When he saw the understudy Geordie and the other men under Reverend Nightshade's care on the porch of the home take notice of his approach, when they began to stand and move and take note of his sudden -- but to lack of surprise -- appearance, Yoda instinctively opened his robe up a little with a subtle shake of his shoulders and slowly let his senses probe the ten, full size men. From them, he let his mind wander into the home; inside he could only sense Orion, but it was a sure bet that Onus was in there as well. Orion felt agitated, born out of confusion than out of pain or restraint. Therefore he was not in danger. As for Yoda himself, that remained to be seen.

"You!" Geordie shouted through the wind. "You are not welcomed here!"

"I am here at the behest of Orion's wife!" Yoda responded. He pulled his hood up over his head to shelter him from the drizzle that began to fall, holding on to it with his right hand; his left still holding onto his walking stick. "All I ask is for Orion so I may escort him to safety! Advise you I do to release him and seek distance from this place immediately!"
"Why do you not listen?" shouted the understudy sternly.

Yoda just frowned a little and said, "Going to ask you that question, I was."

"You are in no position to make demands! You are trespassing! If you don't leave peacefully, then we will remove you by force!"

Standing his ground only a few small steps from the foot of the stairs, Yoda said clearly for them all to understand, "Then do what you believe is right."
The men looked at one another. Geordie looked at them, at Yoda, at them again, and said, "Our orders are clear." The others were satisfied by the reminder, and with made up minds preceded towards the stairs, where they had planned to come down in mass to escort the diminutive creature before them off their reverend's land.

That was the plan, until Yoda reached out with his hands, and then parted them away from each other. In response the group split into two groups of five, forced apart from one another and each acting as if they were being shoved out of a bar by a rather large bouncer. They struggled against the unseen, immeasurable power of the Force the Jedi Master controlled, all baring faces of dumbstruck fools that fought a pushing-leg struggle they could not even began to understand let alone win. 
With arms outstretched to either side of his body, and the men pressed against the rails of the porch unable to move in any way, Yoda focused on holding them there while he walked up the steps. When he had a firm hold of the men in his mind he relaxed his arms; in reality a Jedi did not need to make gestures to make the Force happen; essentially it was one of those learned quirks Padawan Learners employed to aide them in their Force usage in the beginning of their training which later become an unshakable habit has their training progressed. Some had shaken the habit through focus. Yoda still used the gesturing because of his training of Initiates has an illustration of using the Force, and in a small way the gesturing -- but without using the Force right away -- was a form of a silent warning to those who may be on the receiving end of his attack. Often in the latter example a Jedi won by simply gesturing and doing nothing; often such gesturing was misconceived and many misunderstandings came about from it.

But for now, Yoda did not need the gesturing. He needed at least one hand free, and with it he knocked on the door.

"Reverend, don't open the door!" shouted a struggling Geordie to Yoda's right.

The door opened, and it was the man that did not heed his understudy's warning. Onus sighed visibly and said, "How did I know?"
"Like you, I am a stubborn man," said a serious Yoda. Without being invited he walked in, squeezing past Onus easily and catching the man off guard, taking note of Orion who was sitting uncomfortably in a rocking chair. All at once outside the men fell forward, released by the invisible power that had kept them at bay. The men rushed towards the door and leered at Yoda as Onus stopped them with a raised hand.
Yoda stopped, did not turn, and said to Onus and the men, "If wish to be fools, by all means continue your foolishness. Be swift about it, or don't do it at all; trust me when I say little time we all have to entertain it. Your minds make up."

Onus raised his hand and said, "It's all right now. You all did your best. Don't be ashamed." When the men backed away from the door the reverend finally closed it. He sighed, turned around, and said rather nasally, "So I'm stubborn, eh?"
Yoda looked at him briefly and said, "Yes." Then he looked at Orion and said, "Told you I did not to see your father."
Before Orion said anything, Onus responded for him. "He may see me whenever he wants to. We can talk about anything."

Yoda sighed a little and said, "Afraid of that I was."

"And why is that, Master Jedi? Hmmmm. Pray tell?" Onus walked past Yoda and took a position standing behind Orion's seated position. "Perhaps it's the truth you fear."

"What truth, or who's truth may that be?" Yoda then added. "Before you answer, I suggest you hold it and come with me. The both of you. In danger you are."

Onus shook his head and mused, "The storm? It's not coming near here. Its well east of us. And besides we're not going anywhere with you. Right Son?"

Orion looked at Yoda with apprehension in his eyes, apprehension betraying a deep level of hesitation on his part. It became more apparent when Onus placed his hands on his shoulders, a sign that the father was there to support him and also encourage an answer. What the answer was made Yoda's hairs stand up, not liking the scene at all. This was compounded by what he felt in the Force. 
The storm had stopped moving. Not far. Not letting down in intensity.

"You said," began Orion quietly to Yoda, "Or rather you told Cassiopeia that Casper couldn't marry or have children?" Yoda didn't answer in any way; he took note of the slight smug, knowing look Onus was secretly giving him behind Orion's back. Once again, the reverend's knowledge of Jedi history was about to bite hard. "Then…how can that be true when there's something called the Halcyon Family Tradition? Can you explain that to me?"

Onus expected Yoda to cringe again. The Jedi Master felt like it but didn't do it. What Onus told Orion was perhaps a half truth, or the truth told from a certain point of view. Whether Onus left some important facts out or not on purpose was only relevant if Yoda made it an issue. An argument would commence. In such arguments there was the possibility that the whole truth would be cut short with interruptions and dismissals, and thus the truth isn't really revealed. 
Yoda didn't blink. Nor did he hesitate; they didn't have the luxury of time for it. "The Halcyons were the first of the ancient Jedi, whose bloodline has since lasted as long as the Order itself. One of twenty family lines that remain from the original founders of the Force. The families predate the Jedi Code, thus they do not fall under the mandates that were created during and after the Sith War. In the Halcyon example there have been marriages and children. However they still obey the rest of the mandates and the Jedi philosophy."
"Nitpicking," scolded the Path reverend.

"One would say the same for those who live solely by the Oracle of Circles philosophy of the Path, Reverend Nightshade," retorted Yoda correctly. Once again, he felt a flicker in Onus' mental shields.
Orion detected the change by standing up and wincing, for Onus had squeezed his son's shoulders hard. Ignoring his father, he continued pressing. "But what about those who have married? Have had children? There…what was a Jedi family slaughtered not too long ago?" He was confused, apparently forgetting the facts, or perhaps he didn't quite believe his father in the first place. Perhaps not so because, so far, Yoda's worse theories had come true; that Onus Nightshade could convince anyone that the 'sky was falling' by using the truth to an extent.
"The Gheruit family you mean?" asked Yoda, done so to jog Orion's memory. When he nodded, the Jedi Master felt and looked somber. "That was an experiment of sorts, one I had strong objection towards when my friend Soo-Si Gheruit proposed it to the Jedi Council. The others on the Council felt it was time again to revisit the possibility of Jedi of non-ancient heritage marrying and having children, thus their were more of them in favor than their were against it. Admit my mind was changing as the years passed and all was successful. Revert back to common sense soon after the Sabbath Massacre."
Orion looked even more confused and turned towards his father. Onus appeared to be growing exasperated. He threw up his hands and said, "He's not being very forthcoming. And I can see you are having difficulty with this, my Son, so I will help you." He turned his harden gaze at Yoda; one similar to the one he gave the Jedi Master earlier in the day. "I know of two other points. The first is the fact that since that incident there have been three marriages of Jedi outside the so called 'ancestry line' you speak so fondly of."

Onus then beamed so much it actually unnerved Yoda, telling him that this was something the reverend had not told Orion about yet. "The second point: one of those marriages was between a Vhinphyc and a Human, both Jedi."

Orion snapped his head back at Yoda with his mouth slightly open. He said quietly, "General Sarch…was married? To a Human?"

Beyond frustrated, Yoda didn't hear the questions at first. Once again Onus showed that he had more studying wits than half the research majors at Obroa-ski. The exact numbers of things in regards to Jedi personnel were supposedly classified; not even the Supreme Chancellor had access to such information. 
However whether a known Jedi was married wasn't a state secret. Realizing the questions, Yoda said, "Thought you knew Enothchild Sarch and Nadja Moranna were married?"
Orion's eyes grew wide, for a few moments his head turned back and forth between Onus and Yoda. "No. I-I didn't."
"Many knew, but many of course is not everyone," assured Yoda. "They were happily married. Lived together on Alderaan until her passing. He loved her very much."

Onus appeared to be very dejected. "I cannot see why. She couldn't give him much in a way as his wife."
Yoda's eyes narrowed considerably and his mouth got tight in closure. He did not quite understand what the two Jedi had seen in one another, and at the time of their planned marriage he had great concerns for both, but Enothchild and Nadja had a relationship that touched even him. Especially when he never left her side…such behavior may have been frowned upon except for that fact that Enothchild firmly believed in Nadja, in the Force, and through both he never, ever once in the finally and painful two years of her death did he gave up on either.
Hope.

He had hope. And even right now Yoda felt Enothchild still held on. To belittle that was insulting to Yoda, it affected him personally. However remembering both Enothchild and Nadja reminded him that Jedi didn't do things personally. When someone insulted them, then obviously because the person in question was in fear of losing their well established moral high ground, their very aura of superior intelligence. That Onus was right, Yoda was wrong. 
Onus Nightshade was afraid. Yoda was a Jedi, and the Jedi Master said, "Why does that bother you, Reverend Nightshade?" Given what he knew from talking to Alluetia and to Orion, his next question came very quickly, designed to 'throw a punch'. "Why do you cave to your fears when Vhinphyc and Force are mentioned in the same breath?"
There was a flutter again in Onus' defenses. "Fear? Are you saying I'm fearful about the existence of a Vhinphyc Jedi?"

"Yes."

"Hutt wash!"

"You are. Yesssssss." Yoda hissed the last word just to get a rise out of Onus, and it worked. He did on purpose for a reason….

"So…did he ever follow the Path, Master Yoda?" Orion's voice broke the tense stares between the two elder men.

"No, Orion," said Yoda calmly, looking at him. "Enothchild was aware of the Path of Presence, but he did not practice it. The Force is his ally, and the Path of the Jedi is what he believes in. When he did for you when you were injured was out of respect and to put your mind at peace."

Onus was shaking his head in disbelief. Yoda said to him, "Which is it you don't believe? That he exists? That he doesn't believe in the Path? That he uses the Force?"

The Human was beside himself. He couldn't say Enothchild didn't exist because he brought the fact up that he did. He had to know that if he was a Jedi Enothchild possibly never followed the Path religion. And of course the third question was explained by the previous two questions.

"Enothchild Sarch married Nadja Moranna not because of the Path," Yoda stated for the record, clarifying it for Orion's benefit. "The Path clearly a Vhinphyc's religion, based around their biological needs. There are exceptions to the Code mandate, and for him, because of his nature, he gave him one. And only one."

Orion looked back at his seething father, turned and asked, "Can an exception like that be made for Casper?"

"Orion!" Onus' shout rattled the cupboards.

"No," Yoda said. "Casper is Human. Mandates for Humans have been settled." He gave Onus a long look before adding, "And the Path does not allow prearranged marriage."
"No, it's considered forced slavery-." Onus realized what he was doing, shook his head, and said, "What is this? Orion, we have talked about this! You have promised your son!"

"I know, and I won't go back on my word," said Orion. "Unless you do so as well."

Shaking his head vehemently Onus walked briefly away to pace the room. "Oh no, no, no, no, no! I won't!"

The wind was now howling outside, and at times shaking the house right down to the boards. Has the disagreement persisted, Yoda stretched out with his senses…"Go, we must."
Orion and Onus didn't listen, and the son asked, "Why not?"

Onus went to say something and sputtered; Yoda had him so bent out of shape from his comments he didn’t have, for once, a snapping come back for his son. It was compounded by Orion's clearly growing defiance and new found wisdom. "Orion, this…this….this thing is not supposed to be here!"

"Thing? That 'thing' is my guest and he has a name," said Orion sharply. "Answer my damn question!"

"Don't you dare talk to me that way, Orion! I am still your Father!"

Yoda watched Orion loose much of his courage; the anger within him just…dissipated, causing him to take a step or two back. Regardless of the situation anger wasn't justified, however what just happened told Yoda more. Lots more, beginning to confirm suspicions. 

"I am here because of the Force," said Yoda to cut through the tension. "It showed me the way here to Casper. It is warning me of now about a growing danger. Now, if you want to argue this some more-."
Onus was taken aback, putting his hand flat on his chest. "Are you accusing me…? Are you implying…? I Am Not A Growing Danger Towards My Family!"

"Your fears, sir-!" Yoda stressed. "Please, let's-."
"What fears!?! That you'll make my Grandson some rock-floating fool? That your continuous, unending pursuit of his son is poisoning my Son's redemption-seeking soul? That you're threatening to cause strife in this family? Those are my fears, sir, and they're getting morally justified by each passing second!"
It was Orion finding his voice that brought the two others to recognize him as part of the discussion again. "Do…do you fear that…Casper will be like Presence, Dad?"
"What?" Onus turned around to respond to that very quickly, and was absolutely bewildered. Meanwhile, has the volume of noise outside continued to increase, Yoda stretched out with his senses.

"That he will be like our new Savior?" Orion walked around him and towards Yoda. Close to the Jedi Master's side, he continued. "I mean…everyone's asked that question many times. I'm sure other folks on other planets have had that same question. What if…" He wiped his mouth, gritted his teeth for a moment in anticipation towards the reaction he was about to get, and said hesitantly, "What if…suppose…I…What if….What if Presence had used the Force?"
Yoda's concerns with the growing disturbance of the Force came to a halt and he turned to Onus to register the reverend's reaction. The topic had been a controversial subject among those in the Oracle of Circles according to Alluetia; one that stirred up some very angry emotions and cries of…
"Blasphemy!" shouted Onus. "Orion, how could you say that?!?" He looked up towards the ceiling with eyes meant to penetrate the ceiling, the roof, and even the storm clouds above. "Presence forgive him! Orion, have you gone completely mad?"

"No, I-I just had a funny idea that seems logically as to why you're scare." After listening to his father ensure him that he wasn't, Orion continued. "I…I bring it up because look at what she did to survive eight days in a blizzard and save all her people. If you believe the odds that were against her, perhaps she had the Force has her ally. I ask what's wrong with that."
Onus frowned and didn't answer, so Orion continued. "Maybe because you believe that it was solely her Holy Spirit that helped her?"

Onus finally sputtered, "Where…where did you get such filthy ideas? The war did this to you. The outsiders." He pointed at Yoda. "He's making you say these things!"

"Maybe you fear that if you believed she used the Force then it would put her on par with people less than her." Orion pointed at Yoda. "Perhaps she is greater than he is. Perhaps she isn't. That's what scares ya. What if she is the same as the Jedi?"

"Don't say such things!"

Orion put his finger up, confident in what he was saying. "Or maybe you fear Presence will strike us down because Casper, one of her followers, is on equal footing. Forget the idea that my Son may become another Great Evil, because this is about, Presence forbid in your mind, an unauthorized Second Coming. Did it ever occur to you that perhaps Presence blessed my Son with the ability to feel the Force? Maybe this is a sign that she's forgiven me."
"NO! I won't accept that!" Orion found his voice, and all niceties on his old face were now gone. "There is only one way towards forgiveness, Son. Only one and this is it!"
"Dad, what if it has changed?"

"WHAT!"

"What if it has changed? I mean it's gotta be possible. She has the power to bless us from the Lands of Plenty, earmark us for the Bowels of Lore. She can do these things and-and yet she wants us to live like its five thousand years ago? So I ask what if she has changed it?"

"You've completely gone over the edge, I don't believe this!" Onus put his hands to his head. "You're questioning the wisdom of your Savior."

Orion quietly said, "No Dad, I'm questioning you."

The sudden beep of Yoda's comlink made both Humans jump. Yoda pulled it out quickly and said, "Speak quickly."
Alluetia's voice came in grabbled, but understandable; obviously the transmission was interfered by the storm. "Yoda, where the hell are you?"

"The reverend's home. Is Orion's family safe?"

Both Onus and Orion gave Yoda unique looks. Orion's was puzzled worry while Onus looked shaken. Alluetia continued. "Yeah, we're cool, but…"

"Where are you?"

"Trying to find you!"

"No! Take them away!"

Onus mistook Yoda's plea. "NO! You can't take my Son's family! I won't let you!!"

"Master Yoda, what's happ-." Orion had started to say…

The door to the home suddenly burst open, and immediately everyone inside the house struggled to find a hand hold as an ominous, reddish funnel cloud seemed to be firmly planted in Reverend Nightshade's front yard, crackling with tendrils of lightening up and down its whirling mass, its strong winds pulling everything and everyone towards it that was as well as wasn't nailed down.

When the door first opened, the understudy Geordie was trying to get in, perhaps to warn the reverend or gain shelter. Then in seconds the swinging inward door was closed by the tractor beam-like winds outside. Upon closure the door just broke under the force, and both door pieces and understudy flew into the vicious vortex.

Yoda felt himself go parallel to the floor right away as he held on to a sturdy in house brace, mentally kicking himself for not getting everyone out of there sooner. He could feel that the other men outside had shared Geordie's fate before Geordie did. He couldn't exactly predict this phenomenon for it wasn't an ordinary storm, but the warnings were there nonetheless. This was a Force Storm, capable of tearing whole planets in half if there was enough energy behind it. For now it was pulling the house around him, Orion, and Onus apart. And soon it would take Yoda as well; his Force-enhanced grip on the brace was beginning to slip, and the brace itself began to make cracking noises.

Suddenly, Orion flew by Yoda and at the last moment he grabbed a passing kindling ax, threw his body into a lateral swing, and planted the ax blade right into the thick, wood wall. It was a momentary reprieve in a losing battle; all ready his grip was slipping, and the wall began to creak.
Onus had somehow managed to throw his body against the rising stairwell and for the most part had been safe, his body pressed against the rise back first. It changed when a large sofa couch took flight and struck him, pinning and pressing him painfully to the wall behind him. He fell upon the sofa as it turned towards the broken up doorway. It finally headed for the storm….

Orion tried to shout as he watched helplessly what was going to happen. He hated himself in that one split second. At this terrible moment on this dark night he had said things that made his father hate him, and now they were going to be the last things they had ever said to one another.

And then came another horror: Yoda saw the sofa and Onus leaving the house, let go, and followed right after it, letting the wind pull him towards it. He landed on the sofa, and like a flash it, Yoda and Onus vanished in the storm!

Orion couldn't believe it! To the end Yoda sacrifice himself to save his father! But he failed, the storm had them now. The seconds passed, and Orion gritted and struggled and tried to hold on to the ax, saying a tiny prayer in his mind as he bared witness to the wall now crumbling down to splinters. He prayed to Presence, apologized for any disparaging remarks he made tonight, and let out a scream of terror when the wall gave.
Orion hit the porch….and was still on it. The wind no longer pulled him. He looked around him, and everything that was enslaved by the power of the Force Tornado began to tumble and fall to the ground. He turned around, noting where the storm had practically ate down into the ground a depth that seem like forever, and the next moment he peered upward to the skies above it.

Above in the heavens the funnel cloud began to rise and take with it the intensity; compressing the funnel, forcing its sides to expand outward. Force Lightening discharging from the compression with unrelentingly growing repetition, fighting it seemed with itself, from within; the action caused it to pulse, expanding and contracting with increasing pace. There was a flash, but it wasn't lightening, and the electrical discharges finally ceased. The clouds around began to break up, an epicenter of clear night appearing above and growing with every passing second. The clouds became white and fluffy and friendly again. The stars no longer seemed hazy to the naked eye. Like that, the Force Storm was no more. 

What Orion did not see was even more profound. 
That was due to the fact that Yoda and Onus - Yoda, who was barely conscious, holding onto Onus with both hands and feet, both still spinning from the inertia of the now dead dark side tornado - were many thousands of feet up and alive.

'Alive' being a short word to literally describe the twist of irony occurring: they were many thousands of feet, and alive, and now falling.

And falling.
And falling.

And falling.

And falling.

The wind roaring at deafening decibels pulled Yoda out of his punch drunk stupor. Weak from what he had done it took him longer than it should to realize the predicament he and the unconscious Onus were in. Once realized he grabbed the larger Human with a much firmer hold with his hands, released his feet, and very carefully kicked his feet out, forcing their bodies to spread out. Connected at the hands they were now face to face, forming a figurative line in which their horizontal mass began to produce drag and slow their descent and bringing their spinning to an end. Helping was Onus' and Yoda's bulgy, slightly oversized clothing, the air pushing up and against it, air braking them like a parachute. Despite the efforts the Jedi Master knew, as the deep darkness of the unseen ground loomed below, that it was only prolonged the inevitable. 

To stop such a supposedly unstoppable Force Storm, Yoda had to use every erg of his inner strength to do it; the very strength needed in every Jedi to tap into the Force. The Force and Yoda were universally connected, however like all powerful sources of energy there had to be a connection between two points of use, and to augment such connections and make them conductive there had to be separate power to energize those points; thus such connection was amplified, solidified, and in a perfect universe unstoppable. Has one of the points Yoda had to supply his end of the bargain; though size matters not was a philosophy that pushed a Jedi within reason to not to think of any task as far too big for them to tackle, there were the practical realities of limitation. In this case it was biology. Living mass. Organic tissue. The Force was an endless supply of energy, but Yoda was not an endless supply of being. Stopping the unstoppable was a very large task, and it had drained his mortal form.
For a moment, all was lost. Yoda was aware enough to know that the absolute fool proof way out of this was to never have put himself in this predicament in the first place; it went beyond just going after Onus to save him. The best way now was to use the Force to slow their descent, a trick he had used many times to the point where, by himself, he could simply slow to floating the last fifty feet, sometimes requiring him to roll and take some damage to his knees. The option was mute: his senses were dulled by his efforts, and he wasn't alone; a nearly two hundred pound man was falling with him. Yoda was no Enothchild Sarch, no Vhinphyc with strong bones and body, capable of leaping great distances without the Force to augment his strength, dwarfing average size beings with his built-like-a-mountain mass. He was -- an oddly a Nadja wittism came to mind -- 'forty pounds of hunchbacked, sexy greenness', and only just that. 
The all was lost moment vanished, dispelled by the bass thumping roars of the Hailstorm's Hauler. The transport ship blasted over top of Onus and Yoda, the repulsor generators along with its bulk producing a sizable wind wake that almost separated the Jedi Master from his catch. The ship burned away, made a long looping turn which ended with a half spiral, and the ship began to give pursuit. It passed them; Alluetia piloting the vessel far enough away to make sure another impulse wake did not disrupt her prey. 
The transport ship reached the end of its dive, hovered in its steep position for a few moments as Onus and Yoda fell towards it, and seconds later its nose slowly rose up towards them; Alluetia was firing the front lateral jets to even the ship out….

Yoda realized that however good Alluetia's miraculous intentions were what she was doing was very bad! He and Onus had fallen a considerable height all ready, thus it didn’t' matter if she had them land on the metal hull of the ship; they would splatter upon impact instantly. Perhaps if he had his full Jedi survival gear, or the full use of his senses, there would have been a chance….
Just as it was almost time for impact, the Hauler seemed to maintain a relative safe distance away from Onus and Yoda. It then occurred to Yoda that the ship was moving downward, parallel to the planet's surface. Now, the danger was figuratively dropping for he and his charge, but it was growing with every passing second for Alluetia…
And Orion's family inside! Well under the clouds above the ground had to be only seconds away! There was a good chance that Alluetia couldn't stop her descent in time….

"YODA! Y-O-D-A, YODA!" It was coming from his belt: his comlink! "IF YOU'RE ALIVE, AND IF YOU ARE ON MY SHIP, LET ME THE HELL KNOW! NOW!!!"

Quickly Yoda summoned all the Force strength he could muster, used part of it to keep a hold of Onus with one hand and through his reached out other directed the energies towards a maintenance handhold next to the dorsal sensor array. The energies latched, and with a loud yell from his mouth Yoda willed the energies to pull him to the handhold. For that moment he and Onus went faster than the falling ship, caught up with it, and wrapped his fingers tightly around his target.
"I AM ON!" yelled Yoda, assuming that his end of the transmission was open for Alluetia to hear. He and Onus laid flat on the surface of the ship, and for a few heartbeats it was apparent that the ship was still falling. 

Finally, it shivered and shook, rattled, made some rather nasty noises as far as the repulsorlifts were concerned. When it stopped, when the shaking and the falling came to an end, Yoda found himself still alive, still hanging onto Onus, and opening the eyes he had shut closed.
Before them all, in the ship's running lights, they could see the top halves of tall trees. Yoda could hear Orion's shouts of worry. And finally the ship landed with a short, not very ceremonial drop.

Moments later, the access hatch in front of Yoda opened, and Alluetia emerged looking in the other direction. Her comlink in hand, she said, "Yoda! Where are you?" He cleared his dry throat, prompting her turn. Thrilled to death she chucked the comlink over her shoulder and put her arms around him. "Oh man! Oh wow! I…I didn't think it would work! You….you left your comlink on….I followed it…"
Alluetia let go and scowled him with a stern finger in his wizened face. "Don't you ever do something like that again! I mean it! Next time I won't save your ass!"

Collecting his breath, Yoda sighed wearily, smiled, and said, "Worry not you shall no more. Too grateful I am for your heroics, therefore listen to you I will."  

Yoda let his head lay on the cool deck and added, "Getting too old for this, I am."

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

It was not long before the relaxed surroundings came alive with movement and words. While Alluetia -- with complete and utter disgust on her face ever since she saw the Jedi Master's catch -- helped Yoda with Reverend Nightshade, Cassiopeia had Rigel hold Casper and keep the girls on board has she found her way off the transport to go find Orion. It did not take her long; Orion limped heavily in exhaustion from the ordeal towards the ship that had landed in what was left of his father's growing fields. They both met at the same time, and with her hurried need to be with him added with his current physical condition she knocked him off his feet and the both of them landed on the ground. After hysterics and hugs, Cassiopeia helped Orion to his feet and both went inside the ship to reunite with the rest of their family in tearful relief.
It did not take Alluetia and Yoda long to get Onus' unconscious form to the medical bunk in the rear of the vessel; she handled the torso while the Jedi Master handled the feet. They turned on the scanning cycle and she spoke as the diagnostics began.

"You…saved him," said Alluetia with complete confusion. Yoda's grunt brought her attention towards him, and she noted his disapproval, the way he held his ears flat. "I mean…"

"When it comes to the mind, best to say nothing at all sometimes." And for the first time Yoda truly talked down to her. He glanced over his shoulder, and to his relief through the lowering of his shoulders he admonished, "So callously selfish are you that you believe your happiness is more important than this man's family's grief?"
Alluetia looked over her shoulder as well, and realized that she was damn lucky Orion was not there to hear that slippery utterance come from her big, fat mouth. Paling a bit, she said with numbing lips, "I…I…I was…I was just pointing….I wasn't suggesting…..Look, if he would have died….Don't look at me like that!"
Yoda was giving her even more of a stern, warning look. "Your life is no less or no more than his in value. Neither is mine."

"You're far better a man than he is," was Alluetia's weak retort; she was trying to justify her point of view. 

"That, of course, is your point of view." Yoda turned to the machines when a chime signaled that the scans were complete on Onus. "No less grateful I am that you saved me" 

Yoda then raised a hand towards her to motion for silence. He added gently, but with some bitterness, "Very strongly I would take offense if you say you only desire was to save only me. Important to note is the risk you forced upon the Nightshade family; we all could have been killed because of your selfishness." She closed her mouth, clearly hurt by what he just said. He didn't look at her when he finished with, "Heed what I have said just moments ago."
"Which one? About keeping my mouth shut or about being selfish?" Alluetia was heading out just as Orion and the rest were coming through the hatchway. She muttered to which Yoda barely heard and which it was directly meant for him. "Why don't YOU make up your own damn mind?"

Orion tried to get Alluetia's passing attention since it was she who had beyond everything else saved more than the two lives she had with her lucky flying in his opinion; his wife and children counted too, although it was rather reckless of her to have them on board while she committed to that daring rescue of his father and his friend; however they were all alive -- he assumed Onus was all right -- and that was all that mattered. But Alluetia didn't stop for him, or any of them; she walked down the plank and left.
Focusing back on Yoda and Onus, Orion step forward with Casper in his arms while the others brought up the rear. He asked, "Is he?"

"Alive, but feel he will need the night to recover fully," said Yoda very wearily. 

Orion looked between Yoda and his Father, back and forth two more times, and sputtered out, "I don't know what to say. That…that was just incredible what you had done."

Yoda turned and could see in the other's eyes that the story had been told to them from Orion's point of view; a correct point of view at that. Clearly in the eyes of Nadja, Theta Moran, Vanusa and Rigel is exploits in saving their grandfather, though simple in figurative words mind you, was rather exciting and basically heroic. Deeper and more mature thoughts that swirled within the minds of Orion and Cassiopeia told of how Yoda put aside his own selfish needs to obtain Casper by saving the very person that stood in his way. Onus' death surely would have voided any pact he and Orion had made, and therefore all it would have taken for Casper to become a Jedi was for Yoda to simply let Orion be killed by the tornado, to have just simply let him fall and save himself.
Simple was for those who walked the path of the dark side. By taking the road of complication, the way of uneasy that in which he had to use his brain and his conscious, it not only made him the definition of a Jedi, but it made him more of a hero in the eyes of the adults.
And then suddenly….Yoda understood Alluetia's remark when she had left, understood why she had a problem with what he had said. His point was correct, however he found himself in the position of being the better man! He admonished Alluetia, but as the Nightshade family approached Onus he wasn't admonishing them. Of course she was measuring him against Onus Nightshade based on her limited experience with both. Orion and the rest were using a more theological inspired yard stick. 
He took a few steps back to allow the children to visit their grandfather more closely, all the while clamping his mouth shut but allowing a low moan escape through his nose. The noise was disapproval of himself; there truly was no difference in what either Alluetia or the Nightshades had thought. All things being equal, either he should have admonished the Nightshades just as much as he had Alluetia, or he shouldn't have said anything to Alluetia to all.
"Thank you," said Orion, who was doing his best not to cry, and perhaps was doing all he could to force down the same thoughts about letting Onus die that Alluetia had; not easy; it wasn't easy to do, and it wasn't easy for a son to think that way. It was tough, and it made him feel very guilty. 
All beings, Yoda knew full well, had such thoughts; the good and the innocent did, but that was what made them good and innocent; that they had a conscious to think of such things and that they threw the selfish thoughts away immediately.

"I am only here to serve," Yoda said in typical Jedi humble diplomacy. "I must see to our pilot. It is best for us to go to the capital."

"Whatever you think is best right now," said Orion with a nod. He turned back to his father and put a free hand around his wife's shoulder.

Yoda took one more look at the medical displays above them, eyeing everything measured and the prognosis, and took his leave; finding his walking stick just inside the hatch. It wasn't long before he was outside and found Alluetia sitting on the wet ground ahead of the ship, her arms wrapped around her legs, her chin resting on his knees, a tear or two staining her cheeks. She gave him a glance over her left shoulder as he approached, then returned to staring at a far away, unseen point. 
"You are right, I am sorry," said Yoda as he stood by her, resting heavily on his stick.

"Amazing: for once I'm right!" blurted Alluetia out, hurt in her tones.

"There are times I wonder if I am being selfish. Not too often, but more than enough, I find out through the expense of other's feelings."

"Is that why I'm crying?"

"Yes. Too close to the mark did I hit. Forget I do that not all are Jedi." Yoda surveyed the land, but he really wasn't looking. "A late friend, wise in her very unusual way, had often told me before I dispense advice perhaps I should use it on myself first." He sighed. "Perhaps out of touch I am with how beings think."
Alluetia wiped her face and mumbled after a few seconds of thought, "Nah, you're pretty much right. I just…" She grew silent, shook her head, and finished her thought. "I just hate him. I really, really hate him." 'Him' of course was Reverend Nightshade. "But this ain't about me and what I want. This is about that kid in there who don't have a clue with what the fussing is all about."

Yoda stood up a little taller as the silent compromise between them and the compromise Alluetia reached for herself was met. With what she said now also put focus back on the matter at hand. "Believe you will not how wrong you are about little Nightshade not knowing."

Wiping her face dry and realizing the change of subject, she chuckled and said, "Oh come on, he's just a baby."

"Yes, and thus comprehend he does not, but knows he does." He noted that Alluetia was staring at him with dumbstruck eyes, and he said, "There is a difference between knowledge and comprehending what it means."
She rolled her eyes and said, "I don't get you sometimes. But for fun…so what does it all mean?"

"Everything, Captain Hailstorm. Everything."

Alluetia blinked oddly for a few moments, and then looked at him with a frown. "I…don't get it."

Yoda turned towards her fully. "Since my first meeting with Reverend Nightshade I have had private suspicions about him; suspicions that made no sense until I applied your experiences with him to them."

Alluetia moved in her seated position and said with some jubilation, "I knew you thought he was evil. The chat before the last one…I knew it."

"You were still wrong," Yoda assured her, in which she frowned again. "I had nothing, and after I talked to Onus a second time I still had nothing."

She rubbed her hand on her chin and pointed out "So you weren't trying to change his mind?"

"I was trying to change his mind, and I was trying to find solutions to my suspicions. I am capable of doing two things at once."
Alluetia shook her head in annoyance, but Yoda just continued. "Although I did not get the answers I was shown hints."

"Hints?" she asked interrupting. "What exactly were suspicious about?"

"Too many things," said Yoda cryptically. "Too many, and I had to sort them all out. I needed time. Conveniently, it came when Prime Minister Springwater's aide came to give me the order to leave Lone Star." He frowned and looked back at the ship for only a second. "Count on, I did not, for Orion to go to his father."
"Whoa, whoa, whoa, wait a minute." Alluetia stood up. She thought about it, went to say something….but thought some more…and went to say….nothing as she thought some more. After a few hems and haws she got her mouth to work, speaking slowly so it could. "I know…you left your walker on purpose. But…it wasn't so you could…kidnap the kid?"

Yoda frowned. "No; kidnapping was not part of my plan. I had anticipated that Onus would go to Orion, and upon my return my hope was to confront Onus peacefully in a calm setting. You see, the reverend is at peace when he is around Casper. He is careful, all too careful around his grandson."

"I don't get it."

"Allow me to finish and you will," he assured her. "When I saw the storm it was safe to say Orion did not heed my warning."
"The storm was just a storm," she said annoyed. "Like all the others."

"In your lifetime? Are all the storms on Lone Star, for this area, like this last one was?"

Alluetia went to speak, but then closed her mouth. She rubbed her head as to help her think, and she said finally, "Well… now that you mention it…..I don't know….hmmm. But how-?"

"You shall see," assured Yoda again. She just let out a mute 'humph' and folded her arms. "I went to Onus' home, found him and Orion. Orion was different in his opinions. Where once he was resolute with little question about giving his son to me he was now hesitant. Argue one could that Onus had made some convincing points. Believe me when I say that the reverend is quite capable with his knowledge alone to alter the minds of even the most certain.
"It wasn't enough for me to go on, until that is Orion talked back. He asked me questions, questions I did have answers that made sense and fell in line with Orion's more compassionate views. Without his son, without control of him, Onus had no solid footing in the argument. All was nearly revealed when Orion challenged him, and Onus answered it. His words carried more than mere spiritual weight to oppress his son. With what you have said about the reverend added the solution door opened some more. With the storm, a Force storm I must add, the door flew open and all was revealed."

Alluetia was still frowning. "Meaning what exactly?"

"His fears, Alluetia, were perhaps inherited through his family, but pale in comparison with what is in his blood." 

The smuggler frowned again, but stayed silent to think when Yoda gave her a knowing look that just screamed think. Alluetia realized that he wanted her to figure it out, but she wasn't too good at such things. But she thought, and she continued to think for a few moments to the point where she walked back and forth twice over a five yard stretch. 

It finally hit her. It hit her hard, causing her to spin on her feet as if she were punched in the face. Looking at Yoda, she said quietly, "No?" He nodded. "Oh….oh….did he….does he know? Nightshade I mean? But…wait, how can you be so sure?"

"His medical scans on the ship," said Yoda with certainty. "The question whether or not he knows can only be answered by Onus Nightshade himself. Suspect, I do, he does."

Before Alluetia could ask another question, Yoda turned and said over his shoulder, "Now that you know, and my apology you did accept, perhaps we shall return to the ship and retreat to the capital. There we will find even more answers."

She watched him with stunned eyes, still blown away from the unbelievable revelation. Alluetia stood stiff as a statue as all the thinking continued to fire off synapses in her head, making her woozy as things she never thought about in a long time seemed to surface. Some of it silly, some stupid, but most of knowledge she never had a use for anymore. For whatever reason the Jedi Master's bantering seemed to have that affect on Alluetia, and it kind of ticked her off; it happened many times on the trip to Lone Star, and she couldn't sleep afterwards because she just kept thinking.

Slowly realizing that she had forgiven him, Alluetia began to walk back to the ship. The capital didn't seem like a very good idea given the circumstances, but Yoda was an answer machine and a finder of wisdom; if what he needed was there, then they were going to find it.

Before ascending the ramp, Alluetia suddenly realized something. She smiled about it, and continued to think about it all the way into the cockpit, in the air, and even after they had reached and landed in the capital.

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

Upon their arrival, Alluetia and Yoda were not met with any trouble, and no one the entire time brought up the fact that they were not supposed to be there. They didn't need the help of Orion and his family explaining to Prime Minister Springwater what had happened once the medical personal hauled Onus off the ship, but it didn't necessarily hurt either; the family had a free once over by the med droids, which to Alluetia's personal relief were new and…well very new…and absolutely new. Of course the rest of the family was perfectly fine; it was the two Nightshade men and Yoda that had the droid concern. 
Orion had suffered from too much excitement; physical exhaustion primarily induced by having to hold on for dear life; it didn't help that he had the beginnings of high blood pressure either. He was much like everyone else on Lone Star, living a hard working life to feed him and his family, aging very quickly and eating home cooked meals on the heavy side aplenty. Bed rest for now, which was practically impossible even in his exhausted state. Cassiopeia, though, made sure of it as she laid with him while the children fell asleep in the next room.
For Onus physically it was the old bad knock on the noggin; something small and blunt knocked him out and gave him a rather noticeable mynock egg on the forehead above the right eye. His electrolytes were badly imbalanced, which in turn contributed to his unconsciousness as well. With undisturbed rest and the induction of fluids the reverend was expected to make a full recovery; perhaps awaken within the day.
Yoda had his share of wounds; tiny cuts on his face, tiny bruises on his body, and an alarming fist-size dent in his hunchback; he recalled having to spin to avoid the broken up timber poles that made up the wall, and spun right into a pole that had been split in fours. It bothered him, but he wasn't in pain, but the medical droids were alarmed nonetheless given his elderly age. They were sure that with two weeks of bed rest will get him back to normal.
Instead, Yoda didn't lie down; he went and made some inquires through Alluetia, and did so with some reservations. The female had a peculiar aura and a slight smile on her face that suggested mischief and trouble. She wouldn't say why, and it was wrong for Yoda to just yank it out of her through the Force, and it wasn't necessarily something to give a layman sleepless nights. But there was just too much…sneakiness about what was on her mind. Until it was revealed, there was very little Yoda could do.
In the meantime Yoda took up residence in Onus Nightshade's room, sat cross legged in a chair in the corner opposite from the man's bed next to the window, closed his eyes, and used the Force to heal himself. A process that worked far better than most medicines and any amount to bed rest, and more importantly it saved him from being off his feet for two weeks. Though there wasn't a need for him to speed his healing, he also needed to have a clear mind to think about that numerous things that now laid before him that would come to a pressurized head ready to explode. The explosion would probably commence as soon as Onus Nightshade awakened, and trying to argue his point wouldn't be helped with a throbbing back. 
As he healed he thought, and Yoda could clearly see all his options before him: challenge Nightshade, leave, don't leave, compromise, don't compromise, take Casper, take the entire family away, chose another indirect option, and lastly -- it was going to come up based on what he knew of the reverend now, whether he hated to think it or really hated to think it -- destroying him. Many of these options needed more input; whatever Alluetia could give him from the task he sent her to do. A few of them were going to need a conscious Onus Nightshade to help Yoda sort them out, and that was vested time well spent waiting for him to recover. At the time, all options were open.
It was suddenly sunrise; with his closed eyes Yoda could feel the rising star's rays creeping up his old face. He was rested and his body free of injury and the Force flowed through him with relative ease along with his ponderings. Once again all was connected to him; through the existence of beings and objects, through circumstance, and through thought. Between him…and Onus…

…And Alluetia, as she touched the panel outside to open the door and quietly entered. 

She looked, turned…

"I am awake," he said, his eyes slowly opening. She closed the door softly and stood before him with a sleepy face and a data pad in her hands. "Find something, I assume."

"Assume right, Mister Happy," said Alluetia with a bit of sleep deprave annoyance. "The search wasn't the hard part. It was trying to find and then awake, and keep awake, the Keeper of Records." She rolled her blue eyes while giving him the data pad; like the med droids the pad was rather new; at least last years model. "Waking the guy up took up half the smecking night."
"Forgive me for putting you through that," he said apologetically. "Imperative it was."

"It had something to do with what we talked about?" When he nodded, Alluetia ran her hand through her hair and gave the mane a shake. "Then it was somewhat worth it." She eyed him through her near closed eyes. "Well you look better."

Yoda looked her over and said, "You must get some rest. This information will take a while to assimilate."

"Nah," she said with a slow shake of her head, a throwing of her hands at him. "I wouldn't miss watching the good reverend get the shock of his life for anything."

"He's out, Alluetia," Yoda assured her. "Sleep. Assure you that you will not miss a thing."
Yoda gestured with his eyes towards the bed down from Onus' that was empty. Surely it was inviting, and if the woman didn't go to it in the next few moments he was going to make it so with a little Force influence. Finally she shrugged her shoulders, walked over, and flopped down. In seconds she was asleep. Seconds after that, Yoda tapped the Force and began to read the at-its-best-with-what-the-colony-had 'precise' meteorological/societal history of Lone Star. After all the research he combined it with his other thoughts on the entire affair, mixing and mingling and finding a lot of tough choices ahead of him that had to be made. A lot of sacrifice on his part, and it seemed at the moment that destiny had to be put on delay.
After a few hours and a few nurses' visits, Onus Nightshade awoke calmly but didn't immediately made it known he was conscious by just laying still. He could have perhaps fooled someone not paying attention; he had better odds fooling people outside the room. He couldn't fool the Elfin in the room.
"Yes." Yoda set the data pad down on the nearby table as he sat in his chair, staring at the elder Nightshade, answering his question. "You are alive. And well."

Fumbling for the bed controls, Onus stared at Yoda with some confusion and the feelings of disbelief were measurable. Raising his bed into a sitting position, he then realized something horrible and said, "Orion!" Before Yoda could answer he then thundered, "Casper! Cassiopeia!"
Yoda held up his hands and said calmly, "All fine, your family is." Without looking directly he noted that Alluetia didn't awaken, and Onus wasn't aware she was there; though he felt a stir of alertness from her. Ignoring her, he added with sympathy, "Unfortunately your understudies have perished."

"Oh no," said Onus sadly. His hands clasped together, and it appeared that he was going to say a prayer. Instead he raised them to rub his face, genuinely in sorrow. "They were too young and too gentle to die like that." He sighed. "I…have to tell their families. Arrange the funerals and burials." He swung his feet over the floor, looked around, and asked no one in particular, "Where are my clothes?"
"Reverend," said Yoda pointedly, "there is no need to rush. The searchers are still collecting the remains."

"Then I should-!"

"Rest." Yoda shifted in his seat. "At full strength you should be before you give words and comfort to, and attend to, so many."

Onus looked at Yoda and appeared a little more dejected of him. Just as abruptly, the subject changed in substance. "You saved my life."

"Yes."

"I do not understand."

He cocked his head at an odd angle and asked, "Curious, why do you feel that way?"

"You were taking my family away from me," said Onus slightly accusatory. "If I lived your plan would fail."

Yoda really didn't know whether to laugh or shout. He took the middle road, the one of clarity. "I would be lying if I claimed the thought had never crossed my mind. Circumstantially, I was only protecting Cassiopeia and the children. And Orion. And perhaps even you."
Onus made a small noise. "I remember now. You hinted that you were protecting them from me."

"At the time, I was not sure if I was. But before the tornado struck…I knew I was correct in my assumptions."

The Human mocked Yoda with his show of surprise. "Oh. I get it. Clever." He shook his hand with an extended finger and chuckled. "I made the tornado."

"No, Reverend: you were unintentionally responsible for the entire Force Storm," Yoda stressed each word with concise importance.

"Force storm? What is this…Force storm? And what are you implying?"

Yoda looked at him now with some disapproval. "You know what I am implying. I can show you your midi-chlorian count to help you remember."

Onus repeated the name that identified the symbiotic microorganisms that allowed beings to be associated with the Force, and when one had an abundance of them in their blood stream could feel the Force. He then said quietly, incensed, "I am not one of you, Master Jedi."
"That, of course, would be half true," said Yoda casually, not impressed with Onus' false surprise or increasing anger. "You are a Path reverend. Certainly you are no Jedi. Like it or not, feel the Force, use it, you do."

There was about five seconds of pause, but that was a moment of pause too long that weakened any denial position Onus was about to argue. "I…don't use your Force. I have no use for it! How can I use something…that I'm not aware of possessing?"

"You have wondered, Reverend Nightshade, for a very long time. I know. How do I know?" Yoda tapped his head with his finger, and by doing so the reverend flinched and rubbed his own head at the same spot; it was more of a distraction than any pain, yet he felt it…not on his skin, or bone, or on any part of his mortal flesh. He just…felt it. 

Yoda continued. "I know because I've seen those thoughts in your mind. I touched your mind when you fell unconscious, while we were both close to being torn apart by the dark side winds that held us above the ground, and there was the origins of the storm. From inside you. I applied all my strength of will into you, and when I did the entire storm stopped!"
He leaped down to the floor, which caused Onus to flinch badly and caused Onus to back away a little while still in the seated position as Yoda approached. The Jedi Master stopped short and continued. "Unpredictable, Force Storms are. Rooted deeply in the dark side of the Force. They are created by hard disturbances in the Force; sometimes merely from unreasonable emotions from multiple sources. Even the dark masters of the Sith could not replicate them so easily. They are uncontrollable. They happen, as emotions go, with the unstable. The undisciplined." He eyed Onus carefully. "The unaware."
Yoda moved in closer and emphasized, "Do you not see, Reverend Nightshade? I stopped the Force Storm. Impossibly, I stopped it at its source. Ended it from its origin." He used his walking stick and pointed at him non-threatening. "You were the Force Storm's origin."
Based on past experiences Onus should have strongly disagreed. Perhaps he should have yelled. Went on a rant of history, fill it vehemently with denials. Instead he didn't look Yoda in the eye when he said very quietly, sounding defeated, "That's not so."
"Perhaps," said Yoda just as quietly as Onus, non-accusatory, "you do see, but you do not believe. Often I remind my younglings at the Temple what one may see is never what's truly there. Thus, seek other ways to achieve the knowledge."
Before he raised his hand to receive it, the data pad flew through the air via the Force. Yoda keyed a few buttons, and a small hologram detailing highlights of the information he had gone over was presented before Onus. Yoda began his presentation. "This planet is noted for its violent storms. After last night, compelled to view the history of such killer weather I was. I discovered nothing unusual; the mortality rates in fact have declined over the centuries. There are, however, anomalies in the history. Interesting for these anomalies had occurred over the past forty years. Though random like all the other storms in Lone Stars' history, they share one common element: maintaining a near exact position, even if it is against the wind."
Yoda highlighted one of those storms in particular; last night's weather patterns. It showed the blossoming Force Storm slowly gathering strength without any help from storm producing fronts, plotting its way what appeared to be the familiar territory of Orion's and Cassiopeia's farm; which it was going against the supposed wind patterns for that night. It then reversed direction and headed straight for Onus Nightshade's property. When it reached it, the recording got fuzzy and the words 'Malfunction' burned in the holographic image.
"The storm decided to change direction about the time I arrived at your home, Reverend Nightshade," said Yoda, switching the data pad to stand by. "For reasons unknown the planetary sensors could no longer work around the time the tornado touched down, killing your understudies and destroying your home. This…'malfunction event' has happened more than once."
"I-I didn't do it," said Onus weakly. "I-I didn't….I don't create the weather."

"You do not create weather; it is your feelings having a disturbing affect upon the Force, in this case in your subconscious mind, and in turn the stored dark emotions build, grow, and are no longer containable, and thus the Force projects the storm in your mind upon reality," Yoda said. "As I said you do not do this intentionally. Like anyone you allow many things to plague you when it isn't necessary. Hard to avoid when you hold a position of relevance."
"But I swear I didn't create that storm!" exclaimed Onus. "You….you are making this up!"

Yoda gave him his hard glare; the one reserved for foolish Potentials, Padawans, and very rarely for Knights and Masters. "I do not make things up, Reverend Nightshade." Onus sat up straighter after that adamant correction; it would be the last time he would accuse the Jedi Master of telling tales and falsehoods. In turn Yoda stood up straighter but took calmer tones. "Onus…your grandson can feel the Force because of the high concentrations of midi-chlorians in his body. Such a high level like his suggests that he inherited it. Orion and Cassiopeia his parents they may be, but neither provided what Casper had inherited in his genes." 

He pointed at Onus and said, "Years ago as a child if your blood screens were sent to Coruscant, most certainly calling a Jedi would have."
Yoda turned and walked away, generally to give Onus space for peace sakes. The conversation was going to change and become a little more pointed. He said turning back to Onus, "You are strong in the Force, as strong as I although you possess no pure knowledge to actually control it. Your faith does keep you grounded to an extent, your strong will has kept it from running amok, but you have used it."
"The storm," mumbled Onus in half disbelief.

"There has been other times you have used it," assured Yoda. "Your willpower amplifies the Force within you, and through the Force your will is done." Onus blinked and looked at Yoda after he had said that. "You have the ability to affect those weaker than you. Change their minds. Make them believe whatever you do, and to do as you wish. I saw it in your home as you bent your son's courage. He did not merely fear you as his father or reverend."
"No, he…" Onus shook his head. "He realized…the error of his ways."

"He fought you, and at first he lost. All I had to do was step between you and he, and suddenly he remembered why he had went to see you. Your mistake was telling him all that you knew of the Jedi. In his mind, in his confusion, it forced to him ask questions of himself and his faith more than it had to do with you or I. That had shielded him.
"The Continental Council is another group of people you had affected with your Force-enhanced will I am most certain of that. Alluetia," Yoda pointed at the figure lying down in the other bed not far from Orion, "has felt it intuitively. Touched her mind, I have. It is not as easy to bend such a sure mind let alone change it with mere words. The Force, on the other hand, can. It is why she fears you, and through that fear and the fear of others you grow stronger."
Onus sat up even straighter and had grown fearful, worry easily worn on his old face. Yoda spoke with calm, yet it carried such tension it rattled the Human down deep in his soul. "From the dark side do you draw your strength. You know this to be so. The power of your greatest enemy at your unwilling beck and call. To do your bidding, or to do the Overlord's? Continue this, and you will be his most loyal servant."
The Path reverend was shaking noticeably; the kind that suggested a personal fear, not necessarily the cold touch of the dark side. With each passing second Yoda had noted that his mental shields had built up; a common occurrence since Onus had just awakened and was gathering his strength. Those same shields, unbeknownst to Onus, protected him; his die hard belief in his faith had protected him to a great degree and hence had kept him mostly from the dark side's influence. But the dark side only needed a crack in the fissure. It meant that, in the long run, the question would be when Onus would succumb to the darkness.
On the other hand Yoda had a great faith in Onus. He firmly believed the man was strong enough to endure such a burden for as long as he lived. Headstrong, stubborn, perhaps even rude, at times when pushed he was trouble, but Onus Nightshade was nowhere close to even being an overly vicarious Republic senator in terms of being who he was as a man. He was compassionate, thoughtful, helpful, and always concerning; much like a Jedi, only that he was overdoing it all.

Onus put his hands together in front of them to cease - or hide - the shaking. He asked, "If I have done as you say, what shall I do? It sounds as if I can't do anything."

"Admit, you must, that what I have told you is true," said Yoda delicately. "That you do feel the Force. Understand that it is another facet of your life that you alone must control, that you will commit to that control."

"It…doesn't sound difficult."

"Do not believe that any longer! It will be. It will consume you."

"Consume?" Onus looked startled. "My time? My Flock? I cannot turn my back on the people."

Yoda shook his head. "Turn your back you will not. Your faith, Reverend Nightshade, shall see you through this. By staying with your faith you will help the people as always." He shifted from foot to foot. "However, there are things you must give up. You must never hold sway over anyone. No longer will you use your position to influence the people, and especially the government."
"But the people need me," he said passionately. "They need me there. To ensure nothing goes wrong for them."

"Onus," said Yoda, "like children the people must grow. They must stumble, and fall, in order to learn. A government must fail in order to succeed." He pointed at him. "Let the people come to you, Onus, if it does not work. Don't go ahead of them. They need you as they see you: a reverend of the faith they all believe in. Promise you, they will respect you more.

"I do not ask you to do this. You must do this. I ensure it so by exercising the life debt you owe me. Described in the Life Debt of Paige, in the Book of the Path, if one shall save the life of another, so long as neither is in sin, the another must honor one's request of them."

Onus became very rigid and was surprised. Inside himself Yoda smiled; he recalled that Path fact from one of the times he had read some of what Anka-Dee Sura had copied from the SON disk; therefore it was nice for once to actually flummox the man that knew so much about the Jedi and their history. He enjoyed the personal victory.
"You know of Paige?" asked the bewildered reverend. When Yoda nodded, Onus looked deflated at first. He recited the quick version of the passage. "Paige swore his life to Presence when She was empress, having saved him from a rather nasty fall while trying to swindle thirsty beggars out of money with a heavy load of water. He swore his life to Her and asked Her to name Her price, not doing anything else until then."

Yoda interrupted. "A long wait he had, for Presence did not speak. He followed her, begging for her to name the price. All the while he became a better man."

"And when She finally spoke two hundred years later, She said to him 'All you must do is continue to live the new, good life you have forged for yourself after all these years'." Recounting the words had the desired affect Yoda was looking for; to give Onus calm. He had put enough fear in the man -- which was intentional in order for Onus to see reason -- but to keep him there was counterproductive. What was needed from here on end was productivity, and the sacrifices needed to achieve it.
Which, after Onus collected himself, he said, "You surprise me every time we met, Master Jedi, I must confess that." He was referring to what Yoda knew about the Path for certain, but there in the words was the obvious fact he was about to bring up. "What you suggest for me to do doesn't just help me, but it helps all. I…can't see entirely why. However you passed on a golden opportunity to take my Grandson. After all you're pestering and plodding, you bypassed your selfish need for him."
Yoda sighed and nodded. "I did. As a Jedi I must think about the whole sum and not just parts of the equation."
Onus smiled; both out of victory for himself and out of respect for his counterpart. "Very wise of you, Master Yoda. Again, you surprise me." He then wiped the smile off his face; he didn't want to look too condescending. "So in turn, I'm going to have to surprise you. The best way I know how is to do as you ask." 

Onus bent over, extending his hand in which Yoda accepted it. "I promise to change, and honor your request."

"Hem hem."

The attention-getting clearing of the throat caused both master and reverend to hold their agreeing form and cast their attention towards the neighboring bed. Before the men was the still back turned towards them form of Alluetia Hailstorm. However, it was clear she was no longer asleep. "Nice of two to agree to get along. And in the name of unselfishness. That's so……oh, I don't know, and I don’t care."

Alluetia flipped over, lying on her left side with her head propped up by her left arm. Yoda could understand her statement and showed no annoyance. Onus twisted his face, as if he was looking at something very foul. She couldn't care less judging by her straight face and pointed words. "So…what do you two owe me? Decisions, decisions."
"What?" Onus let go of Yoda's hand and suddenly his holier-than-thou bluster was back. "Owe you? Owe you! What in the name of good are you talking about, felon."

Alluetia just smiled, cutting off Yoda's retorting reminder that Onus should just calm down. She said, "Well, I saved both your lives." She frowned, pointed at Yoda. "Ask him. You were both falling to your deaths and would have been dirt darts if it weren't for me. I risked my life to save the both of yours."
She sat up and continued. "I care about Yoda; he helped me out of prison, and I helped him get here. We were even until last night, but I won't press him. But you," she put a lot of coldness in her stare at Onus, in which he returned two fold, "I could care less if you assumed room temperature. Unfortunately you were Yoda's excess baggage."

"Excess…baggage," flubbed Onus. He looked to Yoda and said, "If you…expect me…..to overlook that…"

"Alluetia," said Yoda admonishingly.

"I'm not sorry, Master Yoda," she said with hidden remorse; she didn't mean to regain he's ire for how she felt. "All I could think about over the two months coming here was how to get me hands on a blaster. If he was the only one fallin', I'd say fall."
Alluetia jumped to her feet and walked around Onus' bed. Folding her arms across her body, she continued. "But like it or not I saved you, Nightshade. And now I have the satisfaction of making you owe me."

Onus was thinking, and thinking fast; Yoda could tell because the mental barrier was fully up and just buzzing with emotion and thinking on its surface. But before he could say anything, Alluetia beat him to his thoughts. With her left hand and index finger, she pointed, and then pulled on, to her Mark of Forgiveness. "You see this? I've been forgiven, by you. There's nuttin' in the Path Bible about having incomplete Marks negating my forgiveness. Yeah, I was a felon. WAS. I've regretted it, and you know what I think Presence has forgiven me for that. So if you're thinking of skipping out of the debt, forget it. I own you, and everyone will know it!
"I'll tell them about this little discussion you had with Yoda. You know….they may begin to assume some things. Like the storms. Like the storms that killed their loved ones. Come to think of it…it isn't that farfetched at all."

Onus gulped and said, "You wouldn't dare. No one will believe you."

"I used to think like that. And then a little green guy changed all that." Alluetia looked to Yoda for a few seconds, but only a few for Yoda didn't quite like what she was doing. Then again, did his demands also feature a little extortion as well? She said, "It only takes one, Nightshade. There's 'nough people on this rock. Odds are good."

He made the kind of face that suggested he was going to throw up. He threw up his hands instead and said with contempt, "What must I do to pay back…my debt to you?"

The possibilities were not endless, and Yoda knew Alluetia enough to know what she wanted. Or at least he thought he did. "Let Yoda have the kid. Let him train him to use the Force."
Onus shook his head. "No, I can't-." Alluetia's stare made him stop for a moment. "My understudies are gone. It will take years to replace them."
"Whose fault's that again?" That made Onus flush with color. Alluetia just went on. "Consider it punishment, pal. Not proper enough, though, but damn it I'll take it."
"Please," Onus begged. "Don't break my Family's Circle."
"I won't be: Casper will." Alluetia looked at Yoda. "He can leave the Jedi Order at any time, right?" Yoda gave her a little nod. "Hell, he might not even get close to becoming a Jedi. He might not like it when he's done. That's the upshot to it. He may even come back here and actually be both. Right?"

Yoda nodded and said, "It is not unprecedented. Returned to their home port few Jedi have. A few more have taken up their inherited mantles. Always, though, they were Jedi."
"Beside that," she cut in, "he will have choices. And besides that what if Orion has another kid? Pick one of them to continue in Casper's absence."
"If he does," added Onus. "After last night, why would he?"

"Because he don't know what you did, Nightshade," Alluetia pointed out. "He don't have to know." She sighed and just gestured with a hard hand. "Look, Casper as a Jedi: that's what I want. You two can work out the other intangibles."

Both older men stood silent in thought. It was Yoda, who thought the idea was very brilliant, that had a reservist question. "Why do this, Alluetia?" This whole idea made him very curious because it was so unselfish of her to do it. She could have asked for more within reason. 
"Because of you, Master Yoda," she said. "You've been a good guy. I think being a Jedi made you even a more so." Alluetia then turned her blue eyes towards Onus and said, "And its better considering the alternative. Casper 'learning' from him?"

Onus frowned at her, but she didn't back down or look away. She was waiting for him to say what she wanted him to say. He then sighed wearily, held his frown, and looked away. "So be it."

Alluetia looked to Yoda and gave him a warm smile. Onus' voice cut in, "However in order for Casper's options to be open he must prescribe to conditions found in the Path. He must be Marked."

"No way, Nightshade," stressed Alluetia. "Don't you smecking do it!"

"I will only release him and honor your request with these conditions, Hailstorm!" he snarled back. Onus looked at Yoda and quickly found calm after receiving the Jedi Master's warning glare. "Even if he's going to leave the faith temporarily it must be done."
Alluetia went to object again, but Yoda said, "Done." She shot him a look, but he shot one right back at her, which in turn caused her to snap her mouth shut with an audible CLOP!
"Also," Onus added quickly, "you must allow him to retain his name. I have heard the Jedi often change the names of their new members. Yet, sometimes they don't. The Halcyon example."

Yoda thought for a few seconds, and said, "We can make a small compromise, but very small."
"Anything else?" questioned Alluetia with some annoyance. 

"No," said Onus. He lied back in his bed, sadness drifting into his face. "No, that's quite enough."

"Good. At last it sounds like it's my conditions and not your own." Alluetia walked toward the door and said, "You two figure out who's going to tell Orion the great news." And she left.

Yoda blinked a few times, noted Onus' silence and blank stare towards the wall. He said to the grandfather that had just lost his grandson, "It is for the best, Onus. I know you would want that for him. With all you know about the Force, then the wisdom you should see."

And it was clear to see: with Onus about to embark on his own struggles with the Force within him Casper couldn't be around. It would be like keeping a child in a continuous abusive relationship. A man was going to confront demons he never really knew he had, thus he needed to be alone.
Compassion found Yoda; all ready Onus was missing Casper. He bore an expression in his eyes he saw in a few Masters that let their Padawans go. He was sure even he had bore such a look the last time he had trained an apprentice and not a bunch of Initiates in pre-training. For a Jedi life goes on, but that couldn't be applied here to a man that had so much hope for continuation. Whatever he may have thought of Onus Nightshade and his faith Yoda could not think too wrong of him. 

Yoda walked up to the bed, cleared his throat, and said, "No need for Casper to go so soon. No, no. He must be weaned first, and that will take a while. That will give you and his family a little more time with him."

Onus didn't say anything at first, but Yoda was sure he would let him know that it was a fine idea. In truth he was correct; Casper was still so very young and tiny; Orion practically sent the blood work to Coruscant while the umbilical cord still connected the baby to his mother. And Yoda was confident that the Orion and Cassiopeia wouldn't change their mind. With nothing more said, he went to take his leave.
"Can you…" Onus' words stopped Yoda at the door. "Can you tell my Daughter-In-Law to come in here, please? I should tell her the news."

Yoda looked back at him, nodding to an unturned back. "I will, Reverend Nightshade. I will."

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

The joyful feeling from the news Onus delivered to Cassiopeia lasted the next four months in which Alluetia and Yoda stayed. Orion's brightened spirits by the news and by his father releasing his son from his debt aided him in healing and kept him physically vigorous right through the summer and into the harvest season; for once Rigel struggled to keep up with his hobbled, prosthetic-legged father. It seemed like every other day Cassiopeia had to remind Orion to take it easy and when she didn't Yoda picked up the slack; to pass the time and earn his right to stay he helped the family any way he could. A few times when he heard of trouble he went, Alluetia taking him there in the borrowed speeder, summoned from her family's home not too far away. Alluetia being able to stay on the planet was one of the many changes that came about with Onus redrawing his influence upon the Continental Council, the other changes being more profound for the benefit of the people. 
Onus had indeed kept his words, and Yoda was ever watching to make sure of it; every so often he would go to the reverend's home, and to every sermon. He kept his senses cast in the reverend's direction, never detecting anymore ill around him, but he still possessed his shields. Still, there was no sign or word of the reverend's influence anywhere. His spell on them had faltered over the days that passed, and Yoda was sure that with his departure all would be good even if Onus was to go back to his wrong ways. He was certain that Onus would not. If the reverend did change his mind, and if the darkness grew and held sway over the people, Yoda would guarantee him unspoken his return and be dealt with in Light reckoning. 
Alas that became the furthest thought in his mind. The days became shorter, the leaves upon the different trees and the perennial brush turned crisp and brown and yellow and orange. Youth grows and gives way to aging, and that is so true even when it comes to an infant. He was six months now, converted to herd milk and concentrated feeding formula. He was old enough for Yoda to care for now, and the joy that lasted months easily became sorrow that lasted for the next few days.
With three days before departure, Orion went alone with Casper to Onus' home to have what was needed to be done. He was due as well, and when he came home Orion's Mark of Forgiveness was longer. Unbundling Casper, his tiny face bore the beginnings of a circular shape starting near the end of his left brow. Yoda offered to ease any pain the child may have been experience, which was minimal. However he wanted to examine the beginnings of the Mark more closely. Indeed, it was the same as the mysterious drawing he made on his wall in his room back on Coruscant many months ago. Unbeknownst to him, it was the start of the symbol upon the Knight's shield in his visionary dream. In the years that would past it would grow, and it eventually take the full shape. In time it would define Casper's significants; one that was still not quite defined.
On the night before leaving, Alluetia and her family was invited to newly built Reverend Nightshade's large home, and there both families and Yoda enjoyed the hospitalities of the reverend's home. There was no tension, not between relatives nor between Onus and Alluetia. It was a nice get together all around shared by all.
The next day had eventually come. Alluetia made finally preparations for departure, refueling the ship and supplying it with the necessities for taking care of a young child. Finished, she arrived at midday at the Nightshade farm with the landspeeder and was waiting for Yoda outside the home, playing with her Path pendant given to her by her parents.
The door opened, and Yoda walked out first leading Orion, Cassiopeia, Rigel, Vanusa, Theta Moran, and Nadja towards Alluetia and the speeder. The family was in their worshipping best, it seemed only appropriate to them to have baby Casper, in his mother's arms, to best remember them with such a clean and good image. 
"Will we see him again?" asked Nadja, holding on to her mother's dress tails.

"Perhaps," said Orion, but he was doubtful. 
Yoda said nothing; the subject had all ready been discussed. Casper was due to return to Lone Star every ten years so more could be added to his Mark of Forgiveness, which was required under the agreement. Honestly, Orion had no problem if Casper had never come home; he understood that, he knew that from the stories he heard about the Jedi and from talking to Yoda. In fact he had reservations that any member of his family having contact with his son before he had become a Jedi; his unofficial, stated reason for not liking his father to be the only member of the family that was going to have contact with him; they still didn't know Onus' dark secret.
"Can't they just stay with us?" asked Theta Moran, quick to use child reason. "He…he can sleep in my dresser drawer."

"It's not a question of staying, kiddo," Rigel said to correct her. "Mister Yoda's gotta go and Casper's gotta go wit' him."

Orion turned to the girls as they walked and said quietly, "Behave now. No more talkin' save goodbyes, okay? Do it for your Mommy."

Every member of the family was clearly touched in some way in seeing one of their own leaving -- sadden mainly by his departure, but different measurements of other feelings --, but no one was more so than Cassiopeia; obviously because she was the mother, and unlike Orion she wasn't close to being all right with never seeing her baby boy again. She was quiet and very pale, holding Casper tightly to her chest over her heart, blinking a lot to keep her tears back.
Yoda hated himself when it came to this part of recruitment process. The honor, the joy, the fact another being has started the journey towards Knighthood: again, no one ever throws a party -- the get together the night before was more about two families meeting each other for the first time than saying goodbye to Casper. The joys of a Jedi recruiter were limited to the realities of separation. For many that ratio was really uneven; Yoda counted himself in the latter. This was his third recruitment; many stopped after one because on some level it bothered them too much. Nue Cadabel had done nearly a hundred, and he vowed he would never, ever get use to the sight of mothers grieving for what amounted to a great loss in their lives. One could rely on rational logic and maturity, speak about the great service to the galaxy the parents were doing and how special it was going to be for their son or daughter to become a Jedi. Has Jedi have discovered countless times emotion has, and always will, trump logic.
At the end, never say a smecking thing! Nue had told a bunch of curious Jedi Masters this piece of advice once who were interested in the how-to-recruit process. What he was referring to was saying more than what was needed during the transition point, whereas the parents give the child to the Jedi. The transition point was the very last time a parent or both parents could change their minds; as a rule, if they changed their mind at that point, then the whole process was to be abandoned and the child never recruited. On one hand it sounded very petty and underhanded, as if the Jedi wanted to 'seal the deal' without considering the parents' emotions. On the other, Nue had found too many instances whereas someone would utter something as plain as the weather and suddenly the parents changed their mind; they were ninety-nine percent certain they were doing the right thing, but it was the very large and powerful one percent of doubt that was looking for any outside source for a reason to hold on to their child. Obviously, the iconic symbol for the one percent of doubt was the person that was going to take possession of their child.
Yoda was that icon of doubt; he didn't need to turn and look to know that Cassiopeia was staring at him all the way to the landspeeder with Phanlex-337 battleship targeting sensor array eyes; locked on, ready to 'fire' at a moments provocation. It didn't matter that he had been with them and shared so much the past four months in friendship. It didn't matter that it was only a few days ago that she considered him family. Although she had agreed to this, even though she knew her son was going on to a greater good, there was her maternal instincts screaming at her to never let go, and whatever she did never give her son to the small, green Jedi Master.
He had to turn to say his goodbyes and take the child, and so he watched with great trepidation her struggling walk; shuffling of her feet, trying to move with the lead boots of guilt making every step very difficult. Finally she made it, the others gathering around her. 
Alluetia flipped her solar shades down and kept her head down, fidgeting with agitation and anxiety.

"Master Yoda," said Orion delicately. "On behalf of me and my family, it was an honor and a privilege to have you under our roof these past four months."

Yoda smiled and gave them a bow. "Profoundly grateful, I am, for welcoming me and allowing me to stay in your home. I shall remember it with great fondness."

"You are always welcome back at any time. The both of you." Orion added that while giving Alluetia a brief look. "Two good people we can nearly consider family."

"Nice of you to say, Orion."

Both males shared a smile and a nod, and for a few moments all was very quiet. Yoda gave Alluetia his walking stick to be stored in the speeder, freeing up his hands. After that there was more silence.
And finally Orion said, "Oh! Oh. Right." There was nothing more to say between the groups, so it was best to eliminate the small talk and get right to it. Plus, Yoda wanted to avoid that 'change of mind' scenario. "Cass?" She looked at him for a moment with a bobbing throat. He gently grabbed hold of he arms and said peacefully, "Its okay."
Cassiopeia nodded at him, turned to Yoda, took a step forward, and went to one knee. There, she gave her baby a long kiss on his forehead and one more hearty hug. She extended her arms towards Yoda, and at that moment in a mumbling quiet voice a tear leaked down her face. "Here he is."

Yoda reached out and carefully took the baby into his cradling arms. He gave Casper a once over while thinking, and decided that it only seemed right to say something. Freeing his hand but keep both arms under the baby he grabbed hold of her hand gingerly. Looking into her eyes he said, "Promise I do, take good care of him I will, brave mother."

"I'm not brave," she said quietly, stood, and walked back and into her husband's arms; her face buried into his chest she could no longer bare to look. But she was wrong in her assessment of herself like before when she thought she was irrelevant. Yoda, though, knew better. He had said too much.

He gave the family a polite bow and said, "May the Force be with you all, and may it aide you on the Path to the Lands of Plenty."
"Thank you, Master Yoda," said Orion as he patted and stroked Cassiopeia's head as she silently sobbed. "Travel well, with no storms or high waves."

Yoda gave the rest of the family a few more bows, and with a mere thought his body floated off the ground and into the passenger seat of the speeder. 
"Wait!" Cassiopeia's shout halted Alluetia's progress, and Yoda watched her push away from Orion to run to his side of the speeder. He sighed within himself regretting at first for what he had said even more. 
Wiping her eyes and face free of tears, Cassiopeia leaned over Yoda and appeared ready to take her son back. Instead, she made a move with only one hand to pull back Casper's baby blanket from his head, revealing his tiny, sleeping face. She gave his head repeated caresses, his cheeks light rubs from the backs of her chubby fingers.
Taking cue not to say anything, Yoda listened to Cassiopeia address her son. "It's true, Casper. I'm not brave. If anyone ever tells you I was, they lie; I would take offense, and if you remember my words I hope you would be offended also. You're too young to remember. Heck, you're sleeping. You……You're not afraid.
"I say it because you're goin' on to do something very brave. That you will be followin' your Father's footsteps. You'll be walkin' in such big footprints that'll awe you, but not as much as the rest of the universe. Your Father will tell ya he left here to go protect some folks that couldn't fight for themselves. They weren't weak, mind ya: they just couldn't compete with all that's bad out there. There are probably other folks like that, so I reckon Presence meant for you to follow your Father's Path in that direction. But that's hard to say.

"I say that because you'll be goin' on to believe in something else. To live by another faith. You probably won't know about where ya come from; you might not care if you did. I hope you do care. If you do, then I think it would be the bravest thing you could ever do."
She paused there, blushed a little, and said to Casper, "I'm rambling. I don't know for sure what I'm saying. I'm not ashamed to admit that I'm not smart. And yeah, I'm not brave too. I…I'm not giving you away because I'm scared. I'm more afraid for you if you don't go. It don't make sense, but it…just feels like the right thing to say. Okay?" Cassiopeia pulled the wrap blanket back around Casper's head. She wiped a new tear from her face and said to Casper, "You go on now. You listen to what Mister Yoda says. And don't come back until you're a Jedi, you hear?" 
Cassiopeia stood there for a few more seconds, oblivious to Yoda, apparently waiting for an answer from Casper. None really came, but she then nodded her head as if he did said something and walked back into the arms of her Orion.

Alluetia started the engine and pulled the landspeeder away slowly. The girls soon broke into a chasing run and followed them for quite awhile on the road.

"Bye bye, Mister Yoda!" shouted Theta Moran.

"Bye Casper! Bye Mister Yoda!" added Vanusa.

"See ya later, Hal-lute-she-a!" strained out little Nadja. "Byeeee Yoooo daaaa- OUCH!" 
All three girls had run into each other, tumbled over, and fell. Both Yoda and Alluetia took a look, assured the girls were perfectly all right judging by the pushing and shoving they were now doing to one another. Yoda let loose a soft chuckle, and sat down to attended to the bundle of life in his small arms.
-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Alluetia remained quiet, and did so throughout the entire trip back to the capitol. Yoda didn't press the issue, not even when they began their long walk to the ship after giving Mister Hardmountain his speeder back. There seemed to be an urgency in her walk that suggested they needed to run and get away as fast as they could. Yoda ignored her and walked normally as possible without his walking stick; she was clutching it, not carrying it, for him. They arrived at the Hailstorm's Hauler without incident, and to Alluetia's surprise there was no sign of Onus Nightshade anywhere; if he wasn't going to be home, she was sure as hell that he was going to be gloating at the air field. But he wasn't, and once inside Yoda secured a sleeping Casper in a swaying crib that unfolded from the wall not far from the forward flight deck.
After they were seated and she did a quick check of systems, Alluetia closed the door and lifted off…and stalled the ship. It never got off the ground, but there was the noticeable 'up-down' motion from the ship lifting off and falling back on the landing gear struts.
"Relax," Yoda stressed. "A getaway this is not."

Blushing, Alluetia began to run the five minute diagnostic cycle. She said, "Sorry. I just got that feeling that any moment now Nightshade's going to storm in with a bunch of pitch fork, hydrospanner-wielding folks."
Yoda eyed her with curiosity and said brashly in humor, "Ah, she speaks! She speaks more than one sentence to me! A record this is! Record someone must!"

She just shook her head at first and then giggled when he continued on his fun run at her. But what he had said held some truth. Ever since the agreement had been made between her, Yoda, and Onus to secure Casper into the Jedi fold, Alluetia had not spoken to him much the past four months. When they spoke it was about the moment, not about the past or about shared or private thoughts like before.
Yoda knew why she was silent, the reasons were many. The worry that was ever present since they left the Nightshade farm was not as strong as it was now, but it was there. Alluetia was waiting for the preverbal shoe to drop. She wasn't waiting for the holoflage netting to come down to reveal a spoof crew that would tell her that after all this time it was a cruel, sick joke they played on her for ratings and profit. What she had said told exactly what she feared.
"He's not coming," said Yoda assuring. "We're safe."
"When there's vacuum between us and him, then we'll be safe," she emphasized. Then she sighed and added, "As if that will mean anything for Casper."

Yoda maintained his silence to get her to talk more. Alluetia bought into it immediately by staying on the point she had talked herself into. "I can't believe you! You agreed to have the kid marked!"
"Sometimes one must concede to gain," reasoned Yoda.

"Gain what? A lifetime supply of psychotherapy?" Alluetia slapped the alarm button that was alerting her that a series of tests in the ongoing diagnostic were complete. Then she glared at Yoda, not wanting to hear about hands not being used as tools again. "You know that kid is obligated to return here to get his Mark enlarged, don't ya? The way things look he has to come back here every ten years to get an extension. That is he has to do it until he's a Jedi."
"He will become a Jedi," said Yoda. He had said it, though calm and concise in his tones as always, as if he were guaranteeing it. It was a certainty. It was a fact that Casper Nightshade as a Jedi would come to pass.
"Yeah, and once every ten years the good reverend is going to get his share of chances to change that boy's mind. Make his whole Jedi life hell. You watch."

Staring at her without flinching at her proclamations, he mused, "You think nothing has changed?"

"Nightshade will never change." Alluetia bit back and there was no hiding her feelings now about the situation; four months of angry tension was slowly leaking out. "He's like a spice addict: he promises to change, he looks to be doing well now, and then when you're not looking he's back right at it. Okay, fine, in your perfect world he's a changed man. He doesn't bother the masses. But he has his grandson and he still wants to one up you."
Yoda cross his arms and made a noise of knowing. "Valid your points are. Do not assume I did not consider them. Perhaps change he has not. If not, then it only benefits young Casper in the future."

"How da-! HOW!" Alluetia turned and really smacked the diagnostic computer hard to shut it up. Her Lone Star drawl really came out when she got mad. "How the smeck do ya figure that!" Before Yoda could explain she continued. "Ya told me, on the way here, about those Sith fellas and the dark side, and then that whole scene at the hospital with Nightshade and storms and hell knows what else!"
Alluetia took in a breath, continuing down a slightly different topic path that was related. "And…and you let him walk! You let Nightshade walk! You know what he did! With that storm. With the people. With me! ME!" She put her hands up to her chest. "Damnit look what he did to me! And you let him live? So, what, so Casper can benefit from it!?! To get marked up every ten years by that 'changed' man? He's going to screw with him."
Yoda grumbled, turned away from Alluetia, and said, "Concern you this does not. You only care because you did not get what you wanted."

Alluetia clicked her mouth shut and turned away. After a few seconds she sighed and admitted, "Yeah, I did say what I actually wanted to do to him. I got 'em back, though with the life debt."
"But it is not enough for you, thus it is why you still complain. Very selfish." Yoda shook his head when she glared at him. "Grateful for what you have done I am. But this is not -- it never was, and it never will be -- about you. I did this for Casper."

"Fine," she forced out. "But you'll never convince me that what you did was the right thing to do."

Closing his eyes out of frustration, he said quietly, "Reverend Nightshade has a purpose in the Force. Thought you would have seen it by now."

"What? Storms?"

He looked at her with his knowing green eyes, and when he spoke she seemed to remember the conversations they had. "A powerful purpose."

Alluetia heard that and repeated word for word what Yoda had said four months ago, when they were first going to the Nightshade residence. "'Even now I feel that even with young Nightshade in our possession you will still have a powerful purpose'." She paused, and then said, "Are you in my mind or something?"

Yoda shook his head. "You remember because you understood what I meant at the time. The same applies here. It applies to Onus Nightshade. The Force has guided us all here to serve our respected purposes." He pointed at her with his finger. "Your purpose here was to secure young Nightshade. It was not merely to have you bring me here. A part of a grander puzzle bringing me here, but your purpose is now quite clear. Therefore, your circumstance has lead to many consequences."

A headache knot was now successfully appearing in the middle of Alluetia's forehead; she began to rub it with her open hand. Or perhaps she was rubbing her head in the attempt to create static electricity to speed up her brain activity so she could understand what he was saying better. "Oooookay. So, I did my part. Explain how this knocks the rest of the stacked in a row astromech droids down?"
"You brought me here only because I had to come here. In order to do that, I had to free you." Yoda sat up straighter and continued. "The incentive was what you were going to do when we got here."

"I get that-."

Yoda interrupted. "I was limited to what I could do for Casper, thanks to Orion's treachery and Onus' deal. After spouting what the Jedi stood for, I could not simply turn around and demand Casper through the life debt Onus owed me."

"How does that…how does the Force figure into that? It sounds like you didn't want to become a selfish hypocrite."

Yoda didn't directly answer. "The matters of my demands of repayment were rooted in my unselfishness. To better the whole, all the parts must be connected." She showed him an exasperated face. "If taken Casper with the life debt I had then Casper would have never learned anything."

"So you knew?"

"Not quite. A feeling. Allow me to finish please."

Alluetia turned off the diagnostic computer; it was signaling that all was complete and they could take off. She didn't want to fly the ship; she didn't feel like it, not until she got a damn answer or three. She folded her arms across her chest and said sarcastically, "Please do."

"First, let me say this again: without you, Casper perhaps wouldn't become a Jedi. Not just because you used your life debt to secure him. The circumstance created by your save of myself and Reverend Nightshade created the consequence that he be marked. Conceded to it I did to ward off further argument. Soon, though, I realized what has happened. His return to Lone Star will be a test of faith for Casper."
Alluetia's mouth opened a little in surprise, but Yoda cut her off and said, "Yes. Be it the Force or Presence or whoever, and if you are indeed right that Onus has not changed, then with every return here will it be challenge for Casper to overcome. He will learn first hand the most cunning of evil. He will learn it can come from anywhere, from anyone. And if Casper is resolute in his convictions he will ride the preverbal storms out and continue his journey towards Knighthood. And like all Jedi, his motivation will be rooted in the reason why his family had given him to me; they have great faith in him, that they believe he is meant to be a Jedi. Shock will come from Onus Nightshade, his grandfather will affect him. If what you say is so, if he has not changed, then Onus will be a reason for Casper to need to become a Jedi."
"Do…do you want that?" she said, stunned by what Yoda was half implying with hope. "You want Onus not to be changed? You said-."

He held up his hand slowly to quiet Alluetia down. He waited, and then continued. "If he has, then is good for him. If not, then it is good for Casper. I have great faith in the child, he will succeed whether Onus has changed or not."

"So you're gambling?"

"Life sometimes is."

"And you're betting on a sucker bet."

"If sucker I am, then why not here is Onus Nightshade?" He waited, and she just looked at him confused; just five minutes ago she was hoping he wouldn't show up, was grateful that he didn't. Yoda said, "Because, for the moment, he has changed."

Yoda sighed wearily, as if the talking had tired him out, and stared out the cockpit window. "There are many reasons why we are all here. One moment has too many reasons. That is the Force; restless in its pursuit to occupy all of its surroundings. Be apart of events. The reverend had every reason to be weary of me; in his heart I was his superior, and thus would show him the darkest errors of his ways. Thus, I would know more than he would ever know about himself.

"You see, if you were meant to come here to secure Casper, then it was actually my fate to show Onus the truth. Whatever you feel about him is understandable, but he did not know. Now, he does." Then Yoda added sadly, "In hell he is over that fact."

So profound was that statement Alluetia found a lump in her throat and her anger ebbed significantly. "I…I don't…understand."

"Alluded you had that if agree he did not to your life debt payment you would tell people about him and the storms. Such a claim, reckless in its lack of credibility, struck him hard in realization. So hard it took the fight out of him. Since then he couldn't look at you, or Orion. He did not show at the house, or here, because of it."
Alluetia nervously chuckled and said, "So…what…he thinks he may have unknowingly killed his family when Orion left…." Her voice trailed off when Yoda slowly turned to look at her, glaring at her with stern eyes. She choked out, "No."

"His family, killed by a storm. A Force storm in which he had no control of. Lost was his wife, his children; all save for one. In some ways, he truly thought his faith was being challenged by his savior, and that he needed to save his only remaining son. As a father, it became more imperative to save his son. Through both reasons, he felt redemption was to ensure his son's children's future.

"Onus Nightshade is truly not an evil man. Realizing what he had done, he understood to a limit that faith alone cannot contain the Force. It is up to the aware individual. Indeed, for him it will be his greatest challenge. He cannot do it while attending to Casper. The risks of influencing his grandson darkly are shown in the evidence he knows of now. Does he want Casper to stay here, follow the Path, and become a reverend? Without question yes. Does he dare show Casper the way knowing whatever direction he gives him may be governed by evil? He dares not. Such a thought is small, but it bellows like a choir in Onus' guilt-filled mind. He will be plagued by what he has inadvertently done. Alone that will be his imprisonment; more effective than any court can find.
"So he let's Casper go to buy himself time. Perhaps he has changed, or he is going to, or he won't. The point is he'll let someone he knows to give his grandson options he knows he will never give."

Alluetia blinked repeatedly in disbelief. She sputtered out, "But…But I-I-I was bluffing him. I-I didn't know, honest. But….how do you know for sure what happened? I mean you just…just can't say what you have said?"

"You were awake when I told him about the Force Storms," said Yoda, catching her look of slight disdain. "The truth I told him: the storms have occurred before. One such storm occurred over a decade ago. It was a Force Storm, for it bore the same characteristics as the storm four months ago. The very same sensors detected both storms, and as before they malfunctioned."
"Sounds coincidental."

"Yes, right down to the last know location of the storms: over Reverend Nightshade's residence. The date coincides with the dates found on his late family member's tombstones." When he measured her stunned silence, he remaindered her firmly. "There are no coincidences in the Force, Alluetia Hailstorm."

Alluetia sat there in her chair in silence, trying to sort out her thoughts and feelings. Yoda could see in her eyes the conflict inside was intense. "He…killed his family, and you let him live?"

Yoda sighed, and now he was even wearier. "He had no intention to kill them. If he truly had I would have seen it in his mind when I used him to stop the Force Storm. He did not know. He was unaware of his Force potential." He looked at her. "I cannot fault him, nor can I slay him." She was taken aback by the last part; a few minutes ago, she would have been doing the opposite. "And if I had done what you yourself wanted to do, then I would have been worse than he." He leaned towards her and said, "And if you would have killed him? What would that have made you? Better or worse?"
Alluetia sat back, slumped in her chair, hands too numb to grab the controls. She had a little difficulty breathing - the lump in her throat just didn't go down. She looked at her hands, taking in what Yoda said at the end, and with realization she didn't like the looks of her hands being so idle, white, and still. She messed around with the council, retracting the gang plank and sealing the hatch, and not daring to look out the cockpit window anymore. 
Yoda's words cut through her thoughts. "Dangerous, your selfishness is. It has chased you away from your home. It put you in prison. It wanted you to extract vengeance at the expense of your remaining innocence. To measure such things this is true: far more dangerous are you than Onus Nightshade currently will ever be." She didn't deny it; somehow, it made sense to her! "You must change. To start, you must forgive him."

Alluetia let out a little sobbing noise, and she was seeing the whole trip in a completely different light; again, more possibilities as Yoda explained. If she didn't know better, she was being tested. She was given another chance, and all she could think about was how to get back at Nightshade. If she couldn't do it….
She looked at Yoda, her mouth dropping open for a few moments. He squinted, and then nodded as to finish the thought. Her hands shook now, one reaching for the Path pendant her parents gave her, and for the first time in a long time she truly hung onto it. She was genuinely scared, frightened. Compared to being freed from prison Alluetia repented her sins more so now than she did six months ago. She never thought she would find her way back into her birthed in religion; then again it took one hell of a revelation to do it.

"I'm sorry," Alluetia said to Yoda softly. "I didn't know that I was trying to use you to kill Nightshade."

Yoda nodded and said, "And now you know how he feels."

She inhaled a few times to calm down, and with one last long exhale she collected herself. "I…can't forgive him yet….but I see what you mean. I…I gotta find a way to do it. I can't go on like this. I can't!"
Yoda sat up straight again and said, "Perhaps I can help." Alluetia looked at him perplexed, and still very pale. "You have no place to go, no ship to take you. Hire you as my personal pilot I will. To fly me here and there when I call. More importantly to ensure young Nightshade makes his decade appointments with his grandfather. Perhaps, in time, on one of these trips back here, the courage needed to forgive Nightshade will be there."
It didn't take her much thought. "I…Yeah. Yeah. I'll take the job." A bit of laughter entered her voice, for whatever reason the idea made her happy and she was beginning to feel better about herself. "I got nothing else to do. Yeah. Why not."

"Clear your mind of your troubles before we go," said Yoda with a hand on her forearm. He got out of his chair. "I will check the baby one more time before we go."

Alluetia turned in the chair and said sarcastically, "Clearing my mind. You forgot I'm not a Jedi you know."

He stopped, turned, and said, "Pray, do you not?" 

He didn't await her reply; Yoda could feel her contemplate that idea, and knew he had her going on the right track. Assured, he closed the door behind him and sat down beside Casper's crib. Peeking over the side, he could see the boy was awake, alert, and just knew something was going on. Obviously, he could feel it.

When their eyes met, Yoda shoved away his dire feelings and said cheerfully, "Hello, little Casper. A long nap you have had. Yes, yes indeed." He wiggled his ears at him to get the baby to smile, and then used the Force to make the crib sway. 
Feeling the repulsorlifts engaging, Yoda said to him, "Yes. A long trip we are going on. A long trip. Bespin for fuel and supplies. Then to…" he got giddy and said in a quiet voice, "Dagobah." The baby made a fussy noise. Yoda hushed him with a finger to his mouth. "Shhhh. Don't say a word now. Between you, me, the rock, the tree…" he began to sing.

After a while, and knowing that the ship had entered hyperspace, Yoda yawned as he continued to rock the crib. Noting that Casper was just looking at him plainly, he said, "At 800 years you reach, as active as I will you be? Hmmm. Hehehehehe." He saw that the child just didn't buy into his point of view. He snapped his fingers and said, "Your name! A name we forgot. Simple. Yes, simple, for my mind is tired and my eyes heavy."

He thought for a while, a finger to his ear, the promise to Onus fresh in his mind. And with Onus on his mind he paused from thinking, realizing that Alluetia could be very well right. However, Yoda was certain that if Casper was truly the one he had been looking for, then he would be ready for whatever trials Onus through at the would-be-Jedi.
And right at the moment, the name hit him. So easy, so simple, and yet somehow he knew it would be just enough to escape notice. Yoda looked at Casper and said, "Knightshade. You will be Casper Knightshade. With a K that is. Do you like it?" The newly named Casper Knightshade looked indifferent to it. It could have been worse; when Jedi Master Soo-Si Gheruit originally had named Siren - Nadja - Soo-Soo, baby Soo-Soo cried continuously for a month; even the Force was helpless against such a powerful, wailing force known as a newborn baby hating the name given to them. To this day, it has never been officially explained.

But for now, Yoda enjoyed the silence. He mumbled to himself, "Young Knightshade. See? It is you. Ah yes." 

He continued to rock the crib with the Force as long as he could. When he could no longer feel the planet Lone Star, the long and trying mission finally caught up with Yoda, and his attempt at putting Casper Knightshade back to sleep failed: before long, Yoda curled up in a ball in his chair, laid his head down, and rocked the crib until his eyes closed and he was fast asleep.

And no dreams.

THE END
