CHAPTER 52.0
Long before Magus Prophet made himself home in Jabba’s lair and before Enothchild and Juna had become newlyweds other matters were taking precedent, such as Ros and Casper’s return to Coruscant.
The three day trip home on a private craft was void of any problems. The interesting parts of their returns did not begin until they were summoned immediately to the Jedi Council chambers. There they did not give a report to the summoning Mace Windu, but were both asked the same, one question at the same time by the Order’s head of assignment procurement.

“I don’t know where Nue is,” answered Ros honestly. All three were alone in the Council chamber at the time, in the light of the setting sun; the rest of the Council members were supposed to be there, but had other engagements they had to attend. “Last time I talked to him was months ago, when he set off to go look for Enothchild.” Casper agreed with Ros with a nod.
“Last contact we had with Nue was days ago,” said Mace, slightly distressed but otherwise cool as always. “He was on Choutler VII, and he had apparently uncovered a possible new Vhinphyc threat. The Vhinphyc apparently was last seen heading for Ord Mantell. We ordered Nue home but his transmission became suddenly fuzzy, and finally cut out all together.”
Ros sighed a bit when Mace put sarcastic emphasis on the ‘suddenly fuzzy’ part of the sentence. No one thought Nue was in any serious danger; Nue was just pretending not to hear the return order. “Mace, I know you don’t know Nue like me and Plo Koon does. He’s snooping around on his own accord. He feels like he isn’t pulling his weight around.”
Mace nodded with some symphony. “I understand. However, he was told to come home. We had Knights all ready on Ord Mantell, Knights that have searched the ports and streets. They have found no trace of this new Vhinphyc. Instead of perhaps keeping a sharp eye out for the Vhinphyc, they are now looking for Knight Cadabel also. With the way it is with the Force as of late we are not taking that many risks. We need Knights accounted for and held accountable.”

“If he gets a hold of me I’ll let the Council know,” said Ros with a sigh. Leaving, both Ros and Casper knew Mace was correct on this. There were a great many stirrings in the Force, and the stirrings were compounding with extra interest. Enough was happening that the Jedi Council was having trouble seeing even some of it. For all they knew, Nue hadn’t fooled around with the transmission to avoid returning home; maybe he was jumped from behind, or killed. Nowadays no one was taking a chance and even Nue should have known better not to. The Council was frowning on anything that looked risky, such as having Krendel’s eyeballs in their possession; after notifying the Council days ago from Naboo about what they had, Yoda instructed them never to make light of having such evidence outside the Jedi Order.
Leaving the Council chamber, the duo made a line to their quarters to unpack their findings that were destined for the laboratories for analysis. Arriving they discovered an oddity or two outside their door. It was a data collection rack from the Jedi Achieves, normally used to store and transport data cards and sometimes hard cover books around the grand halls of the Temple. Indeed the cart was filled, overflowing, with data cards and stacks of paper envelopes with letters in them.
Thinking the cart was displaced Casper took one of the envelopes and paused upon reading it. “It’s addressed to me. I don’t understand.” As Ros unlocked the door to their apartment, the Padawan Learner continued through the mess and said aloud, “These are all postmarked to me.” He found himself pushing the cart through the door a bit bewildered; upon pushing it, the repulsorlift generators switched from hover standby to fully operational; their whine cutting through the self conversation. “I was only expecting that new copy of Portals while I was out, but not all this.”
Ros said nothing as he busied himself with situating himself getting ready to transmit their findings on Hapes to the labs; mostly data, the rest of the physical evidence he was going to have Casper take care of later; there was still the issue of Pirus Krendel’s eyes. Also this new issue to contend with, but he wanted his Padawan Learner to learn something. There was also Nue on his mind and what he perhaps had stumbled upon.
Sitting down in one of the chairs, Casper began to sort through the stacks of data cards, slowly reading the ‘to’ and ‘from’ labeling upon them. “Nearly all of these have diplomatic encrypts. Senate postmarks. Other just plain sent.”
“I’m fearful of what you may find in your digital message inbox,” remarked Ros dryly.

Casper went over to the nearest data terminal that was continuously on and accessed his message accounts. The chime signaling each individual new message was continuous. Overwhelmed by the situation, Casper said, “There are over a thousand messages here! None of it is smeet! What in the hell do these people want with me?”

“You mean the senators, the diplomats, the inspiring politicians and I’m willing to wager a few high powered business entities?” began Ros in question before joining Casper’s side to explain. “They want what you know my fine, upstanding Padawan Apprentice. Congratulations, this investigation is hereby politicized.”
Casper looked to his Master in indignation. “But I haven’t told any of these people a thing, I swear.”

Ros shook his head. “You didn’t, I know that. King Veruna has. He’s been, and he knows he has been, talking to people that can’t keep a secret. He feels that Naressa Rapier is the murderer of his father. He’s been pressuring us since the beginning to simply put this on her and be done with it. Now he feels the only way we will cave to his will in this matter is the only tactic he has available to him: politics.”

“This is pure overkill,” bemoaned Casper. “I wonder if they sent anything to you.”
“I’m sure, but not as much,” said Ros with certainty. He pawed through a few data cards, letting his fingers separate the stacks just enough to read the ends of the introduction stamps of whom they were from. “My reputation as being one of Nadja’s ‘disciples’ keeps them away, fearing that I’ll just pick up where she left off as the Senate’s number one enemy. Just to be on the safe side, I just don’t use my general message account anymore. People want to message me -- if I want them to -- I give them my priority-Jedi address.”
Casper frowned. “That’s only for myself or the Council to access to get a hold of you.”
“Correct, and now you know why I don’t spend hours deleting messages,” Ros pointed out in retort. “And the only way they’re going to stop sending you messages is when we wrap up this case.”

Sighing, Casper looked at all the messages again. “Should I answer them?”

Ros sighed negatively to that. “No, because it goes to the context of the messages: what have you learned, do you suspect Naressa Rapier, do you not suspect Naressa Rapier, you should investigate her, you shouldn’t and this is why, and do you realize the ramifications, and so on forth.” He shook his head. “Besides, you don’t have the time to read them, and they’ll only send more.”

“I feel guilty though, not reading them,” muttered Casper with a frown. “But I don’t have the time for this.”

“Then I have a solution.” And with that, Ros closed out Casper’s message account. Then he pushed the cart full of hard messages outside and lined it up next to a recycle receptacle. He walked back in, pretended to dust off his hands, and said, “Problem solved.”
“One of a few,” countered Casper dryly. He watched his master check his private account and there was absolutely no messages, particularly not from Nue Cadabel. “Is Nue all right?”
Ros thought for a few moments in silence, remaining still as he stood over the terminal. “I want to say yes, and I need to say no.” He powered up the terminal and accessed his priority Jedi message inbox. It was completely empty. “There’s no clear read about him in the Force. Another unaccounted Vhinphyc floating out there is bothersome enough.”
Shutting off the terminal again, Ros said, “If Nue was younger I wouldn’t be so worried about him. Neither would the Council.” He breathed in deeply, exhaled, and said, “Duty, however, tells me that my place is here. And I need to go out of my way to settle this case once and for all.”

Ros took his Jedi robe off and laid it on the sealed evidence, but keeping his copy of the entire case file on a data card, placing it in his pocket. He removed his utility belt and lightsaber and put them on top of the robe. He said to Casper, “Work on Krendel’s eyes. I’m going to see Breck.”

Casper’s own blue eyes lit up and he stopped his Master with a meaning well hand on the shoulder. He said, “Wait, Master! I’m curious to meet this Breck.”
“No way,” said Ros empathically. “Take it for what it’s worth, but Lars Breck is far more dangerous than Naressa Rapier. You doubt it? Trust me, he is.” He removed himself from Casper’s grasp. “Besides, I still need permission from someone on the Council. Bringing you along is the quickest way to get rejected. Don’t worry, I’ll share whatever Breck has to ramble on about.”

Slightly disgruntled by the order by Ros, Casper muttered, “Very well, Master. I’ll see to the eyes.”

Ros only nodded in response to Casper and left the room. For his part, Casper did not instantly work on his assignment. He was only too curious as to really why Ros went to see Breck and to see him alone. Was his Master going to learn the truth -- the truth Casper knew all too well -- and cover it up like Enothchild Sarch had done? If so certain was Ros Ofcheck, then why the need to take his entire copy of the case file to a knowledgeable yet homicidal maniac if not to attempt to solve the case in which Ros knew better?
Why couldn’t his Master see the truth for what it was? Why did he refuse it?

Instead of gloating over his Master, Casper heeded his advice. He made sure, and found, the brand new copy of Portals, the operating system for his personal data pad. The edition was rated rather highly by the experts in the digital field since it was the first operating system for data pads that could translate encryptions from other alien OS; that in turn, ensured users with different software in data exchange did not need a complex server to narrow interprets conflicting user code. Also it was bundled with the latest imagery decryption software called Farscape, which he could use to enhance whatever imagery he pulled from Krendel’s eyes once he set up the processes to do so. Besides, it gave him a few minutes to not think about things; he enjoyed doing that every once in a while.
Casper was quick to open the steal container, and in moments had the first of ten data cards inserted into his personal data pad after he had backed up his original files. The initialization startup page appeared on the screen with the familiar Portals logo, followed by the legalese under it, from copyrights to subsidies to investors. After all that, it asked him to press INPUT to begin, but he did not do so at first. His blue eyes had reached the command, but tracked back up the legal disclaimers. He saw a familiar term among the ‘those responsible’ line: Portals, a division of Pand Source, a subsidy of Rapier Technologies.
Filled with disappointment upon seeing the tag, Casper ended the session, removed the Portals card, and put the whole package on the roll cart of data cards outside his room. He went back to work, with his old system software.
---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 52.1

After Ros had left the apartment he went to the most reasonable member of the Jedi Council he knew. Upon his return from a meeting with several members of the Senate, Plo Koon was less than thrilled about allowing Ros access to Breck. Ros’ friend listened to his logic and Plo did not buy it, but yet the old friend and fellow Headbanger just couldn’t say no to him. Plo, too, was worried about Nue but like Ros he too conceded to the fact that duty now was taking precedents over personal cause. Then he gave Ros something to worry about in terms of old friends like Ros and like Enothchild; word was getting around that the Hutts had put a price on Enothchild’s head; apparently during his search for Juna, the Vhinphyc Jedi had made criminals soil themselves and was interfering in illegal commerce.
“Hopefully,” said Plo before their parting, “those two aren’t together stirring up trouble. If they are, the Council is obligated to ignore any plight they’re both in.”
Ros spent most of the trip in the lift downward into the deepest reaches of Coruscant under the Jedi Temple going over what Plo had said. Beyond the worry he held and certainly Plo had as well for Enothchild and Nue there was that best expressed only once feeling that if the two were in trouble they were on the own; for the good of the many in the galaxy, the Jedi had to ignore the plights of the few that willing went head first into danger; they were on their own, and Plo expressed the feeling. Nue and Enothchild could take care of themselves; meanwhile Ros had his own problems about ready to boil over the brim of his personal thinking pot.
It was the present case at hand that tried him, but it wasn’t the added, wrinkling dimension of political figures getting involved to make it their advantageous issue. Ros had really put Casper on the spot back on Naboo, daring Casper to prove him wrong in his own feelings. Such daring never came close to Nadja’s unpredictable, challenging path. Not only had Ros given Casper an ultimatum to move past his personal issues and achieve but he had also in effect put all their relationships on the line; as master and apprentice, as friends bound by more than the Jedi Code. This had to be done, but in the end the costs were uncertain. Without notice or warning and with disapproval from the Jedi Council if they knew about it, Casper’s Jedi Trials were truly upon him. This case had become the sum of all of Casper’s demons; there was no place for him in the Jedi Order without this exorcism.
There was only one certainty in Ros’ view as it related to his Padawan: if Casper Knightshade returns to his home world of Lonestar still a Padawan Learner, in the next few months, even if this case was not wrapped up, he was never coming back.

Such thoughts appeared on their face to be inappropriate at the particular time, but Ros had to have them so he did not have them while confronting Breck. There was a need to focus on every little thing the former psychologist and psychiatrist would say if he talked at all, and that in on itself would be somewhat of a miracle given how Nadja had ‘ended her relationship’ with Breck. 
To Ros’ knowledge only Master Yoda had conferred with Breck since the incident with Artuse Pan Fangull nearly forty years ago; the Ortolan’s current lawyer had given up on trying to defend him against every new murder charge from the ancient past that for a while worked out to a ratio of one murder charge every fifteen minutes and that was his Coruscant victims; there were countless scores on other worlds. 
So consistently prolific was Breck’s madness it bordered on lack of control except that, to date, none of his innocent victims were murdered on planets with capital punishment; too many like, Thable III in the Colony Rim, had forgive and forget sentences for criminals: on Thable III, Breck would have only gotten three years for the thirty beings he admitted murdering there if he had killed no one else. The chronology of his life based on the unique way he murdered his victims, on so many worlds where leniency was not only not trivial but required, suggested a definite pattern of control. Breck’s first and last mistake was that he murdered many on Coruscant and had ran into Nadja Moranna, who correctly and convincingly demonstrated that there was a calculative method to Breck’s so called madness, and for that scores of no probation life sentences have been tacked on him ever since: perhaps the only time the governments and courts agreed with Nadja on anything.
The second reason of such thought purging were to get it over with and out of the way, for undoubtedly Breck would poke and prod and do his best to get inside Ros’ head for his own personal entertainment. Ros did not want to have a lingering thought in his mind slip out that he did not want Breck to know about; Breck was notorious for going on tangents when such things happened. Breck would either psychoanalyze the hell out of thought, or just ramble on about that than on the true matter at hand; it all depended on whether what Ros had was intriguing; that is, Ros had to sell the case at being more intriguing than his own personal problems with Casper. 

It was more than that, and the long trip down to the Jedi Detention Center brought Enothchild back into Ros’ focus. It did because if Enothchild had not left the Jedi Order undoubtedly Ros would be asking him and not Lars Breck to help him in this particular investigation; aside the questions whether or not Naressa Rapier was involved. If this were another case it would be just another case, but this had Enothchild involved in it in some way -- it was the relationship his former Master had with the suspect and her family that was bothering him. Was it more than that, perhaps the idea that Nue suggested months ago that Enothchild left for the Rapiers’ sake? What bothered him more: that Enothchild had left because of them, or because Enothchild had just simply left? It was the former, the first thought, for there was now a case of suspicious activity around Naressa Rapier that could not fade away in spite Ros’ own doubts about her guilt.
Or did he think about all of this because of what Enothchild have done, leaving, was beginning to appeal to Ros Ofcheck? Though committed he was to the Jedi way, and without a doubt Enothchild was still committed to Code, this was honestly the second time in his life he approached the issue of giving up; the first was when he was a Padawan. Every Jedi has their period of doubts and uncertainties, and once over that one time occurrence a Jedi had no doubts anymore. Given the difficulties of the past few months personally, Ros was struggling with Enothchild’s exit from the Order and with Casper’s conflicting out personality. It made him wonder if Enothchild ever had more than one moment of doubt about being a Jedi; it just seemed odd that, if true, that the first time Enothchild Sarch had doubts about being a Jedi would be the day he left the Order. In what Nue had said about Enothchild having left the Order far longer ago unofficially after Nadja’s death seemed to have more weight now than it did months ago.
Ros just wasn’t too sure about his feelings for Enothchild anymore. Did he care about his former master and still best friend, or were they at the point now to where master and apprentice truly parted ways, to where Ros had his own Padawan to attend to? How easily and surely would he have dropped everything in the past to go to Enothchild, or Nue, if either was in trouble; then again what had stopped him from going to Enothchild after Nadja had died? So easily again Nue’s observations were dead on about their lack of interest in Enothchild when perhaps their intervention was needed; now they care? To take Nue’s position of Enothchild having unofficially left the Order years ago was to admit that in their Jedi character there were glaring flaws. A son if not a Padawan to Enothchild, Ros was the worst son imaginable. Was not Enothchild there when he fell?
The lift reached the end of Ros’ journey to the access levels of the Detention Center. The place, built within the existing confines of Coruscant’s built upon ancient levels of the past, was built for one purpose only; to incarcerate the most powerful beings in the universe, particularly those who could use the Force to some degree. Manned by a small contingent of Jedi Masters, Ros confirmed with them that he was here to see Breck.

“You do understand the rules about seeing this particular prisoner,” said the Cyclian Jedi Master Iu Ree Kikobee. “Anything you want him to see has to be run through our terminals.”
Ros handed them his copy of the case file on data card and said, “Will I be able to control what he sees?”

“There’s a control terminal within the guest area of Doctor Breck’s cell,” informed Kikobee. “These new measures were put into place in light of an incident he caused. He had severely injured Master Guth Meagas a few months ago. Because of the measures and his punishment he hasn’t been in a right mood.”

“Given he knows me his mood would have turned sour anyways,” noted Ros.

Kikobee reached into a drawer and offered Ros a radical pair of glass wear leans. “If you’ve visited him before, then you know about these. The goggles are mandatory. You don’t wear them, you don’t see him.”

“Funny way to put it,” said Ros sarcastically, but he fully understood what they were and took them. They were nicknamed beer goggles, for the lens distorted what people saw that wore them. The importance of them was that they were effective against Breck trying to hypnotize those who saw him to do his bidding or reveal certain information; even Master Yoda wore the goggles -- perhaps he did so to quell the unrealistic and scary idea that Breck could get in his head. Ros didn’t put the goggles on yet as he was shown to the now arriving gangplank that would take him to the distant, sphere-shaped prison cell. 
The long walk to such isolated islands of imprisonment was one a few dozen security measures that figured in the design that was meant to prevent Force users from successfully breaking out. This thought, for he wondered to himself for a moment what it would take to imprison the likes of Naressa Rapier if she was indeed the killer. It was outlandish only because although she was cooperative and law abiding Naressa struck him as someone who would rather die than face justice at its most civilized. She also happened to mention during the Sanctuary rescue mission that she could teleport with the Force, ability he was curious to bare witness to but in light of it again there was doubt that such cells here could hold her because of it. If she was the killer, undoubtedly this was going to end like all the other attempts of arrest of Sith entities in the past.
The announcement of his arrival made ahead of him, the cell door opened and Ros stepped through; once it closed, the gangplank was pulled away; returning once he made it known that he was leaving by mental summons. Inside the spacious sphere there was no room for Lars Breck. 
Over the years, as punishment, the Ortolan lost space with every little outburst he had; they were few, but significant and harming. Breck was moved to the Detention Center because every other facility could not hold him; he had escaped six times and had gotten far; the last time was decades ago and he was gone for a year, caught by Nadja and finally secured here under the Jedi Temple where he had not escaped since. The last escape, unlike the others, revealed no new victims, but every law enforcement agency in the Republic -- especially those with the death penalty -- viewed every murder they came across as one Breck may have committed until shown otherwise. Since no new victims were uncovered, it proved Nadja’s assessment of Breck: that he was in full control of his wits and not insane; he wasn’t an out-of-control being that ‘snacked’ on the first alone species he came upon.

Most of the cell was on the free side, on Ros’ side. At best, Breck’s limitations were down to a classic four meter by four meter by eight meter cozy box with very little of his accumulated possessions within the air tight, clear walled and pressurized enclosure; the enclosure designed to prevent Breck from using his nerve gas trick on visitors. Food and fluids were provided every two hours by unique engineering feats because of his species need to constantly eat, and since Ortolans burned everything they consumed there was no need for a toilet.
Putting on the beer goggles, Ros stood by the terminal once he saw it. He last spotted Breck at his bed; the back of Breck’s head was to him. He said, “I hope I’m not disturbing you, Doctor Breck.”

A long, blue trunk appendage appeared over the pillows that Breck was laying on. It was his mouth and nose, now acting like it was his eyes. As he spoke the universal translators deciphered what he said almost instantly. “Disturbing? What disturbs me is the idea that such a being like you still breathes in this dark, black universe, Knight Ofcheck. I can only imagine what you look like with those ridiculous goggles that you, the certain of will and mind, feel compelled to wear. You give me too much credit, and you have no faith in your abilities.” There was a pause. “Of course, your lack of faith in yourself is why you’re here, is it not?”
“I’m here because I need your help,” said Ros, doing his best not to sound too indifferent to the male. Breck was often arrogant and flippant, enjoying the practice of labeling and identifying beings in how he saw them; a particular instance of this was he often referred to Nadja as Green Eyes, or killer; the latter because he had learned of the tragedy of Sabbath and what Nadja, as Siren Gheruit, had to do.
The trunk moved around a little; Breck refused to look at him. “That is such a dangerous proposition for me to help you in anything. The last Jedi I tried to help cost me my drawings. If I help you, I dare say they will perhaps modify my sickly diet and make it more putrid.” Normal food was poison in Breck’s view, something that should only be consumed in order to build up and maintain an immunity to; pre-digested and digested food, still within the confines of a beings stomach, was his lost treasure of paradise.
Ros remarked, “A couple of months ago I assume.”

“You assume correctly. I was tired of seeing Guth Meagas labor with his hereditary asthma condition, so I took steps to cure him of his condition.” The trunk slipped out of sight. “I misdiagnosed his problem, or so Jedi Council proclaims. Nonetheless, he has artificial lungs and no more breathing problems.”
Apparently Breck was able to lure the guards into his cell and he had managed to unleash his nerve gas attack. Breck used to be able to do it when he had smelled certain scents only. A few decades ago he showed signs that he did not need such smells; he could do it upon his own, anytime command. “Trick and attack Jedi Knights will get you killed one of these days, Breck.”
“There are three hundred and sixty days in a Coruscant year, Knight Ofcheck: that means there are three hundred and fifty-nine days of potential survival. While under the care of such law abiding and life enforcing people I enjoy those odds very much. One of these days? One of these days someone will come up with a better saying than one of these days. It’s boring, and it’s often used by those with no initiative to do what is needed. What exactly is it that you need, Knight Ofcheck, my ‘one of these days’ is just thrilled packed and I must get back to it!”

Ros sighed a little and got down to business; no sense small talking the maniac. Using the terminal, he accessed the crime scene imagery from Hapes and had it beamed into Breck’s part of the cell; Breck could see it, where the holographic images formed in the middle of his environment. Ros said, “There have been some rather gruesome, selective attacks on certain individuals lately. What’s unique is that a Force user is behind the attacks. There are some that think it is a dark side entity at work. I would like your impressions. If you help, I can see about getting your things back.”
There appeared to be no movement or no notable interest from Breck with his silence. Trying to read Breck’s mind or emotions was like having a conversation with one’s self -- all attempts at trying to crack Breck’s strong will were met with reflective resistance. “Dark side entity, you say? Curious. Be honest and continue. Tell me your impressions of such a glorious event.”
Ros thought about that last statement for a moment, and decided on what it meant in his explanation. “I don't know which was more of a surprise: the fact the Hapes Consortium asked us to investigate the crime or the fact an entire Hapen protection unit with enough armament to kill every single member of the Senate was slaughtered mercilessly or this was caused by one being.”

“Hapes? You don’t say!”

“Yeah, well, then we realized it was at the behest of King Veruna, Pirus Krendel's son, that got the Hapens to open up. This wasn't some ploy within the Royal Family and this attack had no meaning save for allowing the assailant to get inside that compound and brutally murder a man named Pirus Krendel……we think." Ros did not want to sound so convinced and have the whole thing focused on an individual, but the purr was out of the bad now. Then again Breck didn’t go for one explanation for anything.

Breck finally sat up in his bed, revealing his short, plump, all blue nature. With his appearance and floppy ears it left little for anyone to question how deadly he truly was. It was in that ignorance, in appearance, that paved the way for his successes. “And there lies the problem, Knight Ofcheck. If there is one thing the Jedi are not good at" Breck turned to face Ros, to show met the Jedi Knight eye to eye "its thinking."
“Yeah, we do too much thinking sometimes,” said Ros, half true and half posturing. "That’s why I came to you, Doctor Breck. I need someone that can quickly assimilate the information."
Breck scoffed at the attempts of false admiration. "Any Jedi or school child can do that. Surely you don't think my talents have softened to those low extremes."
"No. What I mean is that no one has your flair."

"My flair?"

"To look at things the way psychotics do."

"If you think this…fine, female creature is insane my dear Ros, then surely you are out of your league with this one."
Now that was interesting; without any hints to who they were looking at in this, Breck had the knowing -- not the feeling, that just wasn’t Breck -- that a woman had did this evil by just looking at the aftermath evidence; not the crime scene or the victim. Then again, Ros knowing tipped his hand by mentioning Pirus Krendel by name and providing the link to the Throne of Naboo to measure what Breck knew. It wasn’t expected that Breck knew anything about this case or Duro, but there appeared to have some information in regards to the case prior to what Ros had showed him.

“What makes you think a woman did this?” asked Ros aloud.

Without batting an eye -- possible since Ortolans had no outer eyelids -- Breck said casually, “The forth imagine in your montage shows a fresher station: the toilet seat is down. If a man had done this terrible thing the seat would be in the upright position.”

The sarcastic observation really had no merit; Breck was just toying with him. Ros took out the data card and said, “I don’t have time for your bullshit, Breck. I thought maybe you owed me one or something.”
“Oh!” Breck plopped down to his feet and in no time was close to the glass that separated them both. “Oh now I’m dying to know why you think I owe you anything. You do not call or write. You don’t meet my particularly finicky needs, so why should I meet yours?”

Ros shrugged his shoulders. “I just thought after you tried and failed to get Nadja and Enothchild and the rest of us killed…” He shook his head. “Forget it. I thought maybe you wanted to be important again. Helpful like you were with Nadja.”

All Breck did after that, at first, was smacking his lips about. He then said, “You think I care so much about the feelings of a dead woman that was stolen from me? Dear Knight Ofcheck, such careless thinking is going to get you killed. I was only returning the favor to Nadja for all the years of joy and comfort she had shown me. Marriage was going to bore her, so in showing Artuse-Pan Fanagall his true calling in life I was able to provide her and her husband some spice in their miserable lives. A killer such as herself need not be held down by the weight of Enothchild Sarch; not by sight or body contact in the middle of the night.”
“Sometimes I forget how much you enjoy inflicting pain on others and justify it by lying, Breck,” said Ros in muted retort.
Breck just shrugged his short shoulders. “Only returning the favor to you, Knight Ofcheck: a lie in return of a lie.”

“I’m lying.”

“Yes, for you don’t show me everything about Hapes and you pretend to know everything when in fact you know nothing. You withhold from me in order to reinforce the lies you want to tell me. So stop flattering me with your missives. I’m bored as it is; might as well let me look at the file in its entirety.”

Ros measured what Breck had said and had a suspicious feeling about all of this wash over him. He came in with an act, but Breck appeared to be acting as well, as if he wanted to see the file all along. Something was not right at all about this; it was like Breck was expecting this visit.
“I’m having second thoughts about this visit,” said Ros dismissively.

Breck sighed a bit and said, “I would agree with you, only that I do not understand your first thought in coming here. You appear to know that a Sith had done this, yet you still desire my opinion. What do I know about the Sith that the Jedi do not all ready know about them?”

Again Ros was curious to Breck’s point. He had said it was a dark side entity, but he never said it was a Sith; he could have just been being general in his description. That was twice Breck had put a certainty on this case without seeing the majority of the evidence. Now it was time to take a big gamble.
Ros said, “Maybe this is a test to see how intelligent you really think you are.”

Big, blue ears dropping ever downward by millimeters, Breck side longed, “You really believe I need such tests, you sexy beast. Screw the foreplay, let’s just have sex.”

Ros was about to dismiss the dribble, that is until Breck said something very familiar. Naressa had said the same thing to Casper back on Naboo, about the Padawan’s need to be overly direct in his questions to gain answers. The taboo answer at the time was meant to put the young man back in his place and to riddle him. Here, however…it was too peculiar that Lars Breck would utter such a thing word for word and practically in the same cadence.

“I do.” Ros crossed his arms in front of him. “In fact, I’m inclined to give you everything so I can get your true, honest opinion.”
“And privacy,” said Breck.

“I can’t see why not.” Ros turned the holoprojector back on and opened all the files in montage mode. “I’ll be just outside on the landing. I’ll give you an hour. In return I expect everything, from clues to a psychological profile of the assailant.”

“An hour?” Breck had turned towards the holoimages, but then turned back towards Ros in surprise. “Why wait outside? A Jedi like you needs stimulus, not meditation. I recommend you take the lift all the way down. Go view the Jedi Enlightenments.” He craned his head. “Have you ever seen the Unabridged Documents of Obi Wan Phantel? You should see them before the passing ages make them impossible to read, even with modern technologies best efforts to preserve them.”
“I’m surprised someone like you is interested in our meanderings,” said Ros.

“It helps to understand where my enemies are coming from, Knight Ofcheck. Nothing more.” Breck motioned with his pudgy, four fingered hand. “On you go now. It will take time to reach the vault down below.”

Ros took his leave only because there was something to Breck’s insistence that he go down to look at the Jedi Enlightenments. Motive was not clear, so it only seemed prudent to placate Breck just this once to uncover the truth, whatever it was. He summoned for the catwalk and crossed it. He let the guards know he wasn’t done with Breck and that the Ortolan was looking over his case file; they were monitoring the activity, to which Breck honestly had no control over; just no one took any chances with him. Ros entered the old lift he came down in and pressed the down button; he knew the Enlightenments were below them. However, the lift did not move.

Exiting the lift, he went back to the guard station and asked, “How do I go down to see the Enlightenments?”

Jedi Master Iu Ree Kikobee regarded Ros with his lone eye and reminded, “Knight Ofcheck, only those with official Jedi Master credentials are allowed to view the Enlightenments. You only have Knight clearance.”

“I am training an apprentice.”

“Mastership must be completed before you are given full clearance.”

Ros nodded in acceptance. He then was compelled to ask, “Has Breck ever been down to see the Enlightenments?”

“Forcesakes, no! What possessed you to ask that?”

Ros shook his head. “It’s nothing. He just brought up the Enlightenments in our conversation. Perhaps Master Yoda and Breck talked about them.” While the others looked at him with the expression of sourness at the thought of such an entity sharing the same airspace as Yoda let alone knowing about the Enlightenments, a thought struck Ros. He asked, “Out of curiosity, when was the last time the Enlightenments were viewed by anyone?”

“One moment.” Kikobee consulted the computer records of the lift’s uses, cross referencing with the down continuation to the vault down below. “Master Yoda was down there a few months ago. Wait a second.” He and the other Masters looked at the record logs carefully with disconcerting looks. “According to these records he was on the lift elevator during Breck’s uprising.”

Another Master, the Human Juffman Bly, noted, “That can’t be! I met Master Yoda and the rest of the Jedi Council at the lift well after Breck had set off the alarms. If he was on the lift during the problem we had with Breck he would have stopped the lift.”

Kikobee held up a hand and said to the others, “Go down to the vault. Check on the Enlightenments. I will confer with Master Yoda at once.” The master looked to Ros and said, “I’m inclined to end your interview with Breck so I may interrogate him if need be.”

Ros laughed and said, “Good luck. The last time anyone tried to interrogate him using the Force he gave them directions on preparing bantha haggis.” He watched the other Jedi descend down below before continuing. “Look, Breck might know nothing about this. But if he does, he’s going to reveal it in the next conversation I have with him. Give me time; wait until the others confirm that something is wrong downstairs before contacting Yoda.”
After a few moments of contemplation, Kikobee said, “It’s an hour down and an hour back. That gives you two hours delay, but that is all I am giving you.”

“That’s all I ask,” said Ros. He settled down against the wall by the guard post, crossed his legs to meditate, and checked his chrono. He had about fifty-five minutes of free time left for Breck.

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

CHAPTER 52.2

“Daring!”

Upon Ros’ return to Breck’s cell, Breck’s first word was followed by more of the same pronouncement. “This female has daring! Walks, not runs. Does not pass on a kill. She does not trust the return trip through the path she took to get to her query, which indeed was this Nubian Pirus Krendel. Mindful at all times, she does not grow weary of looking over her shoulder. It would be nice to meet such a revolutionary creature.”
“Interesting choice of words given the circumstances,” said Ros, not waiting for the door to close behind him to begin speaking. “Revolutionary?”

“Meaning she does not care who she kills, just that who she kills will make others care about the killed; in this case not one but two connections to political power conduits. Make no mistake Edwaru Kurr was not just a bonus although he was not this killer’s target.” Breck walked over to his bed, jumped up on it, and reached into a dispenser attached to his cell wall to get some food; hard shelled nuts. He ate it all slowly and spoke between bites. “Krendel was killed last based on the condition of his body. By the way, have you looked into Krendel’s soul?”
Ros eyed him. “His soul?”

“Through his eyes, of course. It is said the eyes of a being are windows to their soul.” He stopped, ate some more, than postulated. “Have you ever looked into the eyes of a soulless being, Knight Ofcheck? You find no light in them, nor your own reflection looking back at you. To such soulless beings you yourself, in their view, have no soul; you have not truly lived nor have you really lived at all. Therefore you have nothing to reflect back upon them, not in looking at them unfavorable or in speaking ill of them. It makes it so much easier for them to rid of you.”
“Interesting observation,” noted Ros for conversation sakes. The report contained nothing about the sight organs Casper was undoubtedly fussing over by now. Again, it just seemed peculiar for Breck to speak about them.
“You wanted my psychotic observations, not my sane sincerity,” shrugged Breck. He let his trunk slurp up another nut, chewed, and then continued after a swallow. “Why was there no mention of graffiti in this report?”
“Graffiti? There was none in that part of town, let alone at the scene of the crime. What you have seen was what we have seen.”
“We?” Breck craned his head, bearing into Ros with suspicious glare. “We, as in your partner. Not Enothchild for he would have not come here.” He stopped and mused, “Ohhhhhh, you have a Padawan Learner. Why isn’t he here, I am so offended.”

“Don’t pretend being slighted: you know full damn well Yoda will never allow anyone with no experience with you to see you.” Ros crossed his arms in defiance and held his stance. “The graffiti.”
Breck just shrugged his shoulders and said, “What do I know about graffiti, I was not there. You saw none, but of course the Hapens controlled this investigation right from the beginning. You still have all the important evidence, though. Including the evidence you fail to see.”

“Such as?”

“The graffiti, Knight Ofcheck. Look under your chemical residues file, which your Jedi Labs had completed analysis and had forward a file attachment to the case file.”

Ros accessed the terminal on his side; there was a new file addendum from the labs. He opened it, studying the list of chemicals that were detected on the small bits of evidence. Nothing stood out until he reached an oddity. He touched it on the screen, and the holoprojector flashed what he was pointing out for Breck to see again. “Color dyed rubbing wax, yellow number five.” Frowning, he looked to Breck, his confusion well hidden visually by the beer goggles. “A crayola?”
“My opinion as well,” said Breck casually. “Significant, for it is on the unique patch of leather that was found in the victims’ mansion. Yet, there is no mention of children having died out of the dozens that fell to this creature’s eloquent, civilized weapon of choice. And the rubbing wax: found commonly and exclusively in crayolas sold in the Republic. This tells definitely of an outside intruder.” He finished eating his last nut in hand and reached for more in the dispenser. “Tell the Hapens to find the highest, most local point in that part of their fair city relative to the mansion; there, they will find the graffiti drawn out with yellow crayola wax, and where the assailant had observed the mansion’s comings and goings.”
Cringing a bit, Ros shook his head and said, “I wish we could, but we left in the most unfriendly way.”

Breck sighed and said, “I dare not move to Hapes then; property insurance always doubles after such friendly Jedi visits.”
To get off the tangent, Ros held up a hand and asked, “Why do you think this being is a woman?”

“Did I not tell you before? The toilet seats, Knight Ofcheck!”

“Come on, seriously, Doctor Breck.”

“If you can’t take what I say serious Knight Ofcheck then we shall ignore such subject matter.” Breck threw down quite a few nuts into his trunk and took his time chewing, clearly affronted by Ros’ lack of acceptance to his reasoning. Ros, privately, took a note to Breck’s insistences since the mentioning of the Enlightenments; whatever was brought up that featured Hapes, Ros could go through Banch Lur to get what he wants from Hapes. Maybe there was something to toilet seats being down and graffiti on high places; maybe not, except the traces of crayola wax being on the fedarok leather was significant as well as a glaring, confusing puzzle.
In the context of evidence touched, why in the hell would Naressa Rapier, for argument sake, be handling crayolas moments before she executed Pirus Krendel and all who got in their way? The idea was terribly flawed, made no sense, yet the evidence panned it out that way.

“Okay,” said Ros, pinching the bridge of his nose, imploring with his hands, “what about the assailant? Who are we looking for?”
Breck swallowed his snacks and appeared very interested again in talking. “Now we get to the heart of the case itself. Never mind the victims if you can call them that; the most intriguing part of this whole, pleasant affair is the central character in this, a sad tale of clear and concise vengeance.”
Breck approached the glass and continued. "This one is a woman in conflict, Knight Ofcheck. I can see why you misjudge her so harshly. On the surface of this ruse there is order and control, yet during her rampage there is blatant hesitation. Not with the late Mister Krendel, though. She knew what she wanted to do with him. She got what she wanted from him; to kill him, and to send a message. You all ready have some advantages in this case."
"Advantages?"
"This young one is confused. She knows and doesn't know why she does or doesn't do things. She lives on instinct, and then on emotion, and then thinks about it and then forgets it. She has struggled with herself throughout her life and she knows she must do the right thing, and yet every time she keeps going back to that which she hates. She feels alone. Jaded. At times she sees herself through her omnipresence as a freak. She can never be comfortable in her skin. There's something inside that wants to come out, and perhaps through vengeance it will. But she fears it, and thus through that conflict there is hesitation."
Breck began to measure his cell with his eyes, but continued to speak. “Such a female had no father, raised solely by her mother because her father was all ready dead, or her father was not a constant in her life to care about her. Such things can be read into it for she holds no respect for the natural authority of men; she boldly confronts them without weapons or emotions and tears them down like a hurricane against a paper house. It is not ultra-feminism, but the reality that her mothers had learned to survive once they were done with the fathers quite nicely. Their…’fill of men’…ends in the wombs if you understand what I mean.”
“Fathers are killed, and the mothers absorb the gains,” said Ros. “Pass the technique on to their children.”

“No, to one child, and to a daughter never a son,” said Breck. “This only works if it is women. The psychological pathology used on a male would stunt him, weaken him. He would not be the efficient, intelligent killer this one is; he would be a mindless antisocial with no control. In short, Knight Ofcheck, you would have found him months before Hapes. And this was not her first time. She has tasted and consumed the blood of those she considered her enemy. They were not evil: she is evil, the only evil in all of this. She survives by any means necessary by power and by lying; not just any lying but effective lying and with whatever power she had gained she has used to convert the lie into the truth. Best methods are to invert, or opposite the true telling of her life; raised by a father instead of a mother, born rich when in fact born poor, born on one planet when actually she had come from another.”
Finished measuring the cell, Breck locked his stare on Ros. "But you know what disturbs me the most about this?"
That was a surprising statement, making an interested Ros lean in even more. "What disturbs you?"
"What disturbs me is the ultimate advantage that you have: that you all ready know her."
Ros stood more upright upon the seriousness of Breck’s statement. The doctor had spent the last few paragraphs coming too close to the realities of an outside world which he was supposed to have no notion of. “How you know that?”
“When one is certain but do not like what they see they seek justification from others for their point of view.” Breck shook his head. “Odd if other circumstances had not warranted it that you would come to me, with this a case so simple even a Padawan Learner can understand it. You should have gone to that Green Eyes-stealing hoarder, not me, yet you came to me. Not because I can solve this riddle, but because you dare not purpose it to him.” He admitted, “I am more aware than you may think of things. I had come to understand that over ten years ago a matter occurred on the planet Naboo involving some wealthy and powerful people, and that was before you count their current currency. I heard nothing more of it, but I can tell by your lack of going to your old master that something about it has created a rift between you two. Why not, she is beautiful.”

That last sentence, beyond the rhetoric, made Ros’ blood go cold. He couldn’t believe what Breck was implying, and he did believe it with some validity. There was so much more there, he could tell that Breck wanted to say it. He was waiting for the question. “You know the murderer.”
The end of Breck’s trunk moved in such a way to suggest a smirk. He said, “I saw her once on one of my many meanderings around the cosmos. On Corellia, I had my eyes set on a rather round fellow, the Arch Duke of Serdia, a well rounded pompous ass of a man that had a palette for everything on the menu. How dare I say no to such a buffet across from me, teasing me insistently with his tongue constantly lapping the frosting off the duggerts? He was a sadist, that one; flirting with me with every examination he had done upon the edibles he consumed.
“However I had too many obstacles to overcome. My physical limitations in terms of species and gender kept me bypassing the other clients begging for his fortune and his affections. All I cared about was what was inside of him…being broke down with every pastry he consumed. Alas, truth be told in the end, all females would have lost to gain his favor; despite the heirs he fathered his marriage was rigged. His tastes in ‘meals’ were outside the norms of acceptable royalty and in nature in the terms of reproduction.
“There was a woman that tried her best to sway him back over to the ‘manly side’ of the nature’s equation. She was beyond fair, had put many a female back on their heels with her mere presence. There were men of low quality and belief in their marriages to begin with tripping over each other to just smell her, the most loveliest of roses. Alas, the Duke’s taste in food outweighed all of his other lusts. She continued to try to win his favor that is until a rather handsome fellow essentially chased her around. They shared quite a bit: dark hair, dark eyes, tall, and the fact that both had absolutely no business being at such a social function. I never learned their names, but one of the guests said one of them had ties to Naboo; the other was apparently a native of Serdia.”
Ros thought it all over, and pieces began to fall and make sense. Not just in the case of Hapes, maybe even Duro, but of what had occurred over the years. Breck had mentioned roses: Naressa Rapier had a black rose tattoo. Of what he knew of Bendian Rapier outside the matched physical description was many had said the late senator never seemed to fit in with the ‘it’ crowd of the rich and pompous; be it his own arrogance being above the others was the debate. There was also the effect in the Force that came from the Rapier women; though they were beautiful, there was a synergy that came from them that lured men, causing them at times to be so smitten they thought of nothing else.
Rationalization kicked in, and Ros said, “The person you think I know did this would be old by now. Too old.”

“I’m old, but I don’t look a day over seventy,” retorted Breck. “You are seamless at fifty-five, Knight Ofcheck, and rare is it for a Twi’lek to sport wrinkles even at their funeral wake. Do not tell me of creatures not looking the ages of Humans when they clearly are not Human.” He chuckled. “Perhaps our Sithian temptress made a deal with the dark side of the Force. Or what do you really know about Sithians or about this woman in particular? Apparently, absolutely nothing.”
He hated to concede Breck’s points, but the Ortolan was correct. Or rather, to Ros, it pointed right back at the Rapier women. Juna was discounted, but for a few moments Ros considered her with some of the background brought forth by Breck. In the end, it all pointed towards Naressa; he couldn’t duck or dodge it any longer.

“By the way did you see the Enlightenments?” asked Breck. He then added with chagrin, “Because she sure did.”

Ros did a double take. “Who?” His eyes widened. “She was here!”

Breck shrugged her shoulders and said, “She needed a way out, I caused a distraction…”

“Son of a bitch!” Ros turned towards the main door, opened it, and forgot the catwalk had been pulled back after he had reentered the cell. Slightly flustered, he slowly calmed himself in order to use the Force to let the guards know about his wanting to leave.
Breck took the free time to gloat. “Oh, by the way, Knight Ofcheck, you forgot to ask about the message left behind in this attack on poor Pirus Krendel; it was a murder as well as a message.”

Ros turned back. “What message?”

“The message is, Knight Ofcheck, is that this Sith hasn't finished chopping the wood. There's a whole forest out there in the Republic, and to this dark side lumberjill it's just begging to be cut down. Chop. Chop. Chop.” Breck let out a low chuckle as he turned his back to Ros and walked back to the rear of his cell. He added in passing, “You should have killed her when you had the chance."
-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 52.3

Ros watched the whole Detention Center fill up with Jedi over the next few hours, for it did not take long for some form of message to reach the Jedi Council even before the guards that went down to the vault below returned. Indeed, the Jedi Enlightenments appeared to have been compromised. None of the returning Masters gave any details.
Like a fly on a wall, Ros hung around and listened after he had told the arriving Jedi Council what had happened, as well as filling them in on a few things they may have not known about, like Enothchild chasing Juna around. Afterwards, six Council members bounced the findings back and forth while the other six members of the Council went down to examine the cases; Yoda, Mace Windu, and several older members of the Council went down; Plo was one of the Masters that stayed behind. Communication systems were being established, and several different analysis teams were being dispatched throughout the Detention Center.

In Ros’ opinion he thought it was a complete waste of time. How it was done was important, and why it was done perhaps just as important once it was ascertained what was done to the Enlightenments. And maybe, just maybe, they needed more nails -- evidence -- to nail Naressa Rapier for this crime, or perhaps they weren’t going to take the word of a bent nail like Lars Breck. Common sense said Breck wasn’t reliable, but common sense also said Breck wasn’t lying; there was nothing to gain in him lying. Nonetheless, Ros’ heart had been swayed over to his Padawan’s side; Casper had been right all along, and now Force only knew if Rapier was still on Naboo or not! She knew they were getting close; even an idiot would run.
“You look hurt.”

Ros looked up from his squatted position against the far wall to see his friend Plo Koon looking back at him. Plo said, “We’re getting some feedback from downstairs. Guess which Enlightenments were tampered with?”

“The Dark Hope,” was Ros’ general answer, only because if he were Naressa Rapier that would be the prophecy she wouldn’t want the Jedi to see. Enothchild had told him about the Dark Hope Enlightenment last year and all the little details associated with it. Even then, Ros still thought Enothchild was holding back.

Plo squatted down next to Ros and said, “That and the rest that are related to it. I can’t go into details; not allowed.”
“The Age of Darkness.” Ros exchanged looks with Plo. “Yeah, Enothchild told me about them.”

“What else has he told you?” asked Plo. Ros sighed a bit, and clearly the agitation of it all was weighing on him. Plo said, “Look, she wouldn’t be the bad guy if she didn’t snooker us all. Don’t let her beat you like this.”
“She saved Casper’s life, Plo, she saved all our lives,” returned Ros, referring to the events surrounding Sanctuary. “I just can’t forget that because Breck says so! She told the truth on Naboo when we talked to her. I believed her when she says she was with Enothchild on Duro.”

Plo shook his head and stressed, “Not even Yoda can pierce the veil of the dark side to see through the lie. You know that. As for accounts of her whereabouts have you talked to Captain and Misses Arnes about that?”

“No, they haven’t returned any of the two messages I’ve sent to them.” Ros sighed though, feeling that even if he did reach Dizzy and Muriel they were either going to tell him a lie -- which he was surprised to feel that way about the two -- or just confirm the feeling in his gut that Naressa was not with them during Duro and Hapes.

As strong as his feelings were now against Naressa, there was still the need to point out some things that did not make sense given the current thought climate. Ros said, “If she were what we think of her, she would have done nothing to help us last year. She was sincere to me, to Enothchild, to us all.”

Plo postulated, “Ros, look at it this way: if Lady Angelleia wasn’t there on Prophet’s ship does Naressa Rapier give a damn about anyone else?” He spread his hands out, as to spread out his point like a picnic basket; logic the edible goodies for his friend to consume. “Why is she there if not for her daughter? After all that time making people believe she was dead? Then, suddenly, she reappears at a time where there are little witnesses? She knows where Sanctuary is and don’t tell you, or Enothchild, or anyone else let alone being alive and well? She could have taken Lady Angelleia off that ship and not one of us know if Enothchild hadn’t told you where Sanctuary was. Even then, it looked as if she beat you and Casper and Enothchild and the rest to Prophet’s ship.
“Try this: Casper beats Rapier to Lady Angelleia. Casper does face and loses to Prophet. Rapier -- and remember this, Ros, how in the hell does she know how to fight like us! -- takes care of Prophet, but finds she can’t take her daughter off the ship; not only because of the Force enhanced coma, but because Enothchild stumbles upon her.”

Ros shook his head, although he couldn’t disagree with the logic honestly. “Then why not kill him, or kill us. Plo, she has the power to do it: I’ve seen it.”

“Maybe she knew that time was too short to get rid of the rescue party,” offered Plo. “You said the ship was falling on top of you all just about every step of the way. And by luck Dizzy Arnes, non-Force user, is her out ticket. He can carry Lady Angelleia where you and the others can’t.” When Ros said nothing, when he bared no reaction to such ideas, Plo said, “It’s crossed your mind.”
To that Ros glared downward for a time. His lekku twitched an affirmative that Plo was aware of. Ros said, “The Sith had done it before.” He sighed. “My heart and mind says she’s it, but why is it making me sick to my stomach.”

“Probably because it took Breck to show the way and not someone like Enothchild,” suggested Plo. “I don’t like it when I’m proven wrong and given the nature of beings they are not going to like be proved wrong either. Considering Breck and where he’s coming from it just doubles it.”

Ros only shook his head to that; he did not believe it. He reverted back to the previous topic. “I mean, okay….okay if you go with your idea about Naressa doing this, why does she do it?”
“Power,” said Plo. “For the dark side it is that simple. History has shown the Sith having corrupt their own offspring for their own benefits. Rapier has the Dark Hope of the Sith, by and large the very being whose mere birth supposedly means the changing of the guard in terms of the Force.” Rubbing the back of his own head in discomfort, Plo continued. “Listen, this…whole business has been bounced around before, starting when Lady Angelleia was identified as the Dark Hope by Enothchild. It sounds nutty, hell maybe its stupid, but suppose her way to conquest is through politics.”
Ros gave his friend a measuring stare of disbelief. “What, now you’re a conspiracy theorist?”

“What I’m saying is,” said Plo, “is nothing is what it seems; it never has been. Maybe Naressa Rapier has nothing to do with downstairs, but someone used Yoda’s security code to access the vault.”
“Wait!” Ros snapped his fingers and said, “Qualeggoes had used Yoda’s Grand Master code to send messages to Prophet. What if Qualeggoes had given someone else the code? Or even his code?”
Plo gave Ros an awkward look, demonstrating that he was rather uncomfortable with where the Twi’lek was going with the thought even after Ros had finally accepted what they had all feared all along. “Codes to the Enlightenments is different than from Yoda’s other codes. The computer core to the Enlightenments and the related systems are independent from the rest of the Jedi Temple’s main and auxiliary computer system; there’s no connection available for anyone from the outside to slice in and get the codes. After Qualeggoes’ death we removed all of his codes.”
“Yeah, too bad though we didn’t have other security measures,” remarked Ros with a scoff filled with irony. The Jedi Temple was one of the most secure buildings in the entire Republic, but that was due to the occupants of the building and not the security system in place; though sophisticated countermeasures were in place there were areas where they did not exist; by not having them there it did not ‘lure’ anyone to those particular areas out of curiosity. Such in the case of the Enlightenments, buried so deep and so far under the Temple to where no one can just happen to stumble upon it and only accessible to Jedi Masters, there really was not a need to have sensors and scanners that visually recorded the areas. “Then we would know for sure if she did it.”
“If she did it?” After that last statement, Plo wondered aloud, “Why are you making excuses for this woman even now?”

Ros shook his head. “I’m not! I’m just pursuing other possibilities and eliminating them.”
“It’s looking the other way to me, buddy,” emphasized Plo sternly.

To that, Ros saw his point and why Plo would think that way. “Perhaps you’re right. I just don’t want Enothchild to be wrong, for once, about anyone. Not this one. He’s always been a great finder of friends in any environment. A good judge of character.”
“Time changes us all,” reasoned Plo. “At the time Enothchild met her perhaps she was good and descent, in the beginnings of her journey down the dark path.  Remember, he had spent time with her, well over a year, a few years back. He may have saved her, but she failed him after the Uiennar attack. Or, more things stay the same: she could have been playing him all along, to save herself and her daughter from what she perceives to be a threat against their existence. ”

Ros nodded. “He said he was pulling her out of terrible doldrums. He wouldn’t get specific maybe because he was afraid of what we might say about it.” He rubbed his eyes with his right hand. “I just…didn’t want him to be wrong.”

“We’re allowed to be wrong,” reminded Plo. “There’s always a first time, as Nadja used to say.”

“Terrific: the first time I’m wrong in relation to a case and it happens to include a Sith in it: what would Nadja say to that?” Ros rubbed his eyes in total frustration, and in regret. “It blinded me to the reality, but not Casper. He knew better, he stayed the course on this, Plo. He didn’t let personal relationships get in his way. He…held a proper, Jedi course and saw it the whole way through. Me? I was the Padawan in terms of the truth.”
“Hey, that’s enough of that out of you,” criticized Plo. “Look, Enothchild is too close to these Rapier women, but that was his choice not yours. I know that’s where you are going with this. You didn’t send him into their graces. He is blameless in this as much as you are.”
“Remember what Nue said a few months ago? Where were we, Plo, when he was in his darkest hours after Nadja had died?” Ros pointed away from them, pointing to the unseen outside universe. “I was out there, wasn’t I? Not once after Nadja got sick did I go see them. Why was that? What was my excuse? Our excuse?” He looked off towards the great cavern where the prison cells hovered, more disgusted at himself more than looking at his friend. “Some ‘son’ I turned out to be.”
Plo was quiet for a few moments. The conversation was heading back to that time in the past because there was an unspoken question now between them: if they had paid attention to Enothchild’s grief, could they have prevented him from meeting the Rapiers and introduce them all to this growing bad situation? They both saw how excellent Enothchild responded with the Rapiers behind him, how he became very proactive in terms of being a responsible Jedi with their help and their blessings. They watched Enothchild become less than that after Sanctuary, where time and distance kept him apart from Juna Rapier’s side.
Plo said, “We were busy being Jedi, Ros. Enothchild and Nadja understood that full and well. If Enothchild didn’t, then I don’t know what to say to him other than not to blame me for his losses and woes and what he did afterwards. And I don’t necessarily blame the Rapiers either; he made a choice, plain and simple. Being a Jedi was what Enothchild wanted you to be; he would have never been your master if that wasn’t true. I may not be a stalwart of family relationships, but it is the son who picks up after the father when the father can move no longer.”
Standing up, Plo said to Ros downwardly. “By the looks of it Naressa Rapier made a choice too; she threw the unspoken truce we had with her back in our faces. Right now, everything from the Enlightenments to Krendel’s murder on Hapes is circumstantial. Plug her in it, and the blanks are filled. It’s either her, or Lady Angelleia.”

Ros stood up with a vehement head shake. “After what you just got done saying that Naressa played us I can’t see Juna as being good for it.”

“Why not?” asked Plo responsibly. “Forget what I said and start with when Lady Angelleia had supposedly left Naboo.” He then added to get Ros thinking about his point. “Master Yoda is considering it because Lady Angelleia had copied some of his knowledge from him.” Ros frowned. “Remember what you told me back at the bar a few months ago, about Lady Angelleia uncovering the tryst between Enothchild and her mother? And since her abilities our inherited…”
“Naressa has the same abilities,” finished Ros, remember the facts -- there were so many, too many -- and nodding. “So it’s possible then for Naressa to gain the codes from Juna from taking it from her mind by just touching.”

“She’s had plenty of time to do it,” reminded Plo. “It’s something to consider given the circumstances and what your report has said about Enothchild gallivanting around the cosmos, looking for Lady Angelleia. She unfortunately fits Breck’s profile of the killer.”

“Except Breck indicated that he saw the killer, and in his loose way he was describing Naressa Rapier,” reminded Ros.

“Which is why Lady Angelleia has been eliminated, and reasonably so before Breck came up with this conclusion. I am weary of this young woman; I can honestly say I don’t trust her, maybe because I don’t really know her. But what I do know enough about Naressa Rapier to say that she had done all these things. She probably did the second murder on Duro. She definitely looks good for Hapes. With the Enlightenments alone it’s more than enough to have her dragged in.”

Ros chuckled nervously. “Good luck there.”

“Yes, we’re all going to need it,” nodded Plo somberly. “For now, all of this is staying in house; we’re not going to involve outside authorities yet, and no media coverage on this is the best media coverage to have.” No question, such a scandalous idea of one of the most powerful women in business being an enemy of the Republic was a golden leaf to those in both politics and the press; everywhere the Jedi went, they were going to be dogged by those wanting to gain something from their investigation. “You think she stayed on Naboo after you and Casper left?”

“If she did she’s either arrogant and bold or cocky and stupid.” Ros’ lekku twitched and vibrated to express unspoken thoughts of impossibility. “She’s smart and sophisticated and a charmer; believe it or not she’s no fighter. She’s running.”
“To Enothchild you think?”

Finding that hard to believe Ros cocked his brow in confusion. “Why because Juna is with him on Tynna?”

“Well I wasn’t thinking of that but yeah why not.”
Ros put his hands to his hips and frowned. After a lot of exposing, Plo was keeping a few thoughts to himself. Granted, the Jedi Master was since the conversation began. This thought, however, had never been expressed before. To that, Ros motioned for Plo to follow him to the railing overlooking the artificial valley. There, leaning against the railing, he asked quietly, “Just what is that suppose to mean exactly?”
Plo said without much hesitation, “Come on, you know Enothchild and Naressa Rapier had, or still have, a relationship beyond friendship. She’s running she’s probably going to him. Maybe to get her daughter and go into hiding; maybe she’s going to grab them both and flee. Hell, she might be going to kill him because he knows too much.”
“I don’t quite buy that,” said Ros.
“I’ll give you that, but how does that change what I just said?” Plo stood up a bit straighter and side longed, “Wait a parsec, that’s it.”
“What’s it?”

“You said you didn’t want Enothchild to be wrong about Rapier but he was. Ros, you were like a son to him. A son that’s only known one mother, and like me believes that was the only relationship he should have.”

Frowning, Ros said, “Are you saying I’m mad at him for having a love affair with Naressa Rapier?!? And that I’m having a conflict between hating her for replacing Nadja and determining whether or not she’s the killer in my cases!?! HA! You gotta get out more, pal!”
“Makes sense to me this case cannot get any more personal than it all ready has.” Plo then added, “Perhaps I should pull you off this.”
“You’re screwy to think that!” Ros nearly shouted at the top of his lungs. The statement was free to be applied to Plo’s last two sentences in any way. “Yanking me off this because of personal issues, that’s thick.”
With a stout hand that turned Ros to face him, Plo said firmly, “I have never seen you act like a complete ass, and now this is the day to be one? Careful there, brother: don’t hate me because I’m right and you know it!”
Ros sighed and let his shoulders droop. He took another deep inhale, closed his eyes, and opened himself to the realities of the situation from his friend’s point of view. “There’s issues, you’re right.” He opened his eyes. “But don’t take me off this, especially for Casper’s sake. I think you know why.”
“I do, but I want you to remember that it isn’t just about him in terms of the Force and his training failing him. What you are partaking in can’t be any more dangerous unless we throw in a Mandalore army.” Plo gave Ros’ shoulder a pat. “If you say you can handle this then I will fight for you on the Council; undoubtedly they’re going to question your involvement in this when it comes together shortly.”
“I appreciate that,” said Ros, slowly falling back into favoring Plo.
Plo gave a nod. “Along with what we have to do here, we better have everything checked, and I do mean everything. We go over Misses Rapier’s alibi; find the Arnes’ and find Enothchild.”
“She said he and Juna were on Tynna,” reminded Ros. “There’s no way to confirm that unless we have a presence there.”
“I can have two there in an hour,” said Plo. He stopped and asked, “Unless…you want to go to him with Casper; that’ll make eight.”

“Assuming you want to send that many just to go find Enothchild,” said Ros. He realized, however, that so many Knights were not being sent there just to find Enothchild. It was for Naressa if she did run to him and Juna. Just before he could convince Plo to send thirty-two Knights to Tynna, Ros felt Casper’s need for him. As the thoughts passed through Ros he kept seeing…
“Problem?” asked Plo.

“No, actually something that may augment our case.” Once Plo nodded Ros took his leave.

After a time Ros entered their room and found it dark; he just about walked into Casper, who was standing beside the door. “Sorry Master, but I needed to create space and standing by the door was required. What’s with all the commotion?”
Casper was like the rest of the Temple; beings that just could feel the anxiety thoughts from the powerful Jedi Council below. Ros said, “I’ll tell you as soon as you show me what you got.”

With a nod, Casper took a few steps forward and pressed down on a clicking switch; a light emitted from an old style projector; its cooling fan hummed loudly. The light shined through a case that contained sliced layers of Pirus Krendel’s eyes; the light then was captured by a photo-time scanner. In turn, whatever the scanner caught, it went through a digital process so the computer it was hooked up to could in turn translate the imagery, fix it, and then have it appear in a holographic form in front of them. Unfortunately in such a process it was too early to shrink the image down; the computer was still analyzing the entire data sequence in the translation state.

But what it did have was very telling.

At first the hologram appeared to be layered; two of the very same image, spherical on its borders. The software in the computer, brought the images together to form only one, and then the curved and circular image was pulled apart from top to bottom to form a more monitor-like, square image. There was other, ghostly imagery in the fore and back ground; remnants of what Krendel had seen prior to his death; those phantom images were easy to ignore once the filtering software added color tones and the proper levels of contrast.
To Ros he could see what Krendel saw. It was raining that night. At this particular moment the lightening had flashed brilliantly and lit the heavens. The lightening was of a violent brilliance it had done better illuminating the world of Hapes than the planet’s own sun if it were possible. The flash of light, white and intense, was bright and better than the red glow of the lightsaber, and thus it showed Naressa Rapier’s face very, very clearly.

