CHAPTER 18.0
When Ros and Casper brought the evidence and data back from Duro they immediately gave it over to a couple of areas within the Jedi Temple, from those who specialize in biological logistics right to the Padawan Learning Center, where Ros had momentarily forgotten that Nue was no longer in charge of the facility. Nue’s replacement Onso-Uri Dunao, a tall rail thin, three eyed Musturuomp, showed his young eagerness to help and accepted the investigation information packet with such tremendous enthusiasm that it almost made Ros take it away. Even Casper looked just as reluctant, but Ros figured it was because he saw too much of himself in the new headmaster of P.L.C. The Twi’lek really wanted the best minds in the Order to look at this information because although the murders were indeed serious the fact that something that figuratively broke down the Force was a much more serious threat to Jedi and non-Jedi alike. In his biased opinion Nue was one of those minds. He would have to look him up later, but first they got a hold of Plo Koon and scheduled a meeting with the Jedi Council to bring them up to speed.
The summary was very effective and Ros surprised himself how fast the Council was ready to hear him and Casper together in this investigation. Surely the death by the lightsaber was more than enough to illicit an audience just as it would illicit their going to Duro and take them off their huge, backed up case load. The mentioning of the physical evidence of a chewed and now gone body really peaked the Council’s interest. As they entered the Council chamber, Ros figured out that he wasn’t surprised by the Council’s interest but the lack of time they gave him and Casper to organize their thoughts; odd, for the Council would normally give a Jedi in a peaceful setting as much time as they desired to get their thoughts organized and together in order to give them a cleaned, detailed report.
The thought left Ros’ mind after he and Casper bowed before the Council in the center of the chamber. He gave a much longer summary than he gave Plo and every member hung on every word as if it were the Jedi Enlightenments being accurately translated. Of course he expected no less. What he didn’t expect was the Council choosing not to ask Casper his opinion. They went right to questions shortly after Master Yoda said, “Disturbing, this is. Very disturbing.”

“Let us focus on the order of the events,” said Ki-Adi-Mundi, the lone Jedi Knight on the Council; normally the chairs were filled with Jedi Masters. “You believe the first victim was Hifubbae?” Ros nodded. “Ultimately what was the cause of death in your opinion?”
Ros was honest with them. “At first I would have said the trauma caused death; the head removal or the bites on the body. But with this…eradication of the Force, the way its done…..I think, and my Padawan will concur with me, we’re not looking at a unknown chemical or biological weapon being used here. What if…it was salvia venom?”

From behind Depa Boda asked, “Do we have the investigations files loaded into the Archives?”

Ros looked to him and said, “Yes Master. The file is under the Investigative Services Data Division, Ofcheck-Knightshade8107.”
“Let us review this in deep detail before we continue,” said the other Elfin on the Council, Yaddle. With all nodding the file was brought up and projected on small screens that emerged from the arm rests of their chairs. They viewed everything quickly, including the time elapse data recording of the Hifubbae’s body and the unreliable data that couldn’t make anything out of what it was sensing since nothing in the galaxy comes close to what it knew and what the Jedi Council was now seeing.

Clearing his throat, Sifo-Dyas said, “I can see where you come to the conclusion. The substance in question appears concentrated around the bite wounds.”

“Is there any of this…venom left for study?” asked Plo Koon keenly.

“Barely. It seemed like when it got done dissolving tissues it would evaporate…or even vanish.” Ros knew that last part sounded a bit outlandish; he was implying that it was going away just like a Jedi would if they became One with the Force. “The biological laboratories here in the Temple, however, managed to extract from the stasis tube a few centiliters of the substance and are analyzing it now.”
“A venom you assume see why I can,” said Yoda in his thoughtful way. “Misconstrued venom is, for some only see it as an creature’s weapon of murder.”
Next to Yoda, Mace Windu nodded in agreement. “Most times venom is used to incapacitate, not kill, and then the venom weakens tissues to make it easier to consume the prey.” He looked a bit concerned. “Interesting as well as disturbing.”

Hearing Casper’s voice gave Ros a feeling of relief. Casper said, “Indeed, Master. But it doesn’t compare to sensing the process in person. Sort of….metaphorically speaking like a candle flame slowly dying out.”

“Exactly my take on it as well,” said Ros to reinforce his apprentice’s point. However he noted that only Yoda nodded in agreement and looked accepting; accepting meaning accepting that Casper said something and that Casper was here to say it. The others looked a little unwelcome to the fact he was there let alone spoke. Keeping his focus and keeping a challenging utterance from escaping his mouth, Ros continued. “The exact cause of death is hard to pin down, but we could argue that the venom played a roll in it.”
“So that leaves us with who or what had done it,” said Depa Boda. “To my knowledge the only creature in the galaxy that has a negative impact against the Force is the ysalamari.”
A few months ago Ros and the others had a good heaping worth of experience with the ysalamari; an experience he didn’t want to have ever again. The ysalamari, practically useless tree hugging worms with their uncanny natural ability to negate the Force around them, became an effective weapon of the Prophet-lead Vhinech against the Jedi, particularly since the Vhinech were immune to the Force-robbing effects. However… “Unfortunately whatever this new creature is it surely isn’t docile and can barely move.”

Ros continued that point. “The door to Hifubbae’s home was punched in.”

With what they heard in the summary the Council surely had been thinking about that given that the first victim had been partially eaten. The first inclination they would naturally have with the circumstances would be Magus Prophet. The Vhinech had been dangerous enough as a competent guerilla fighter and multi-front military genius and dark side embracing entity that benefited from the ill-advised teachings of the Dark Jedi Jurivicious Pern, but what made him chillingly worse was his carnivorous, animalistic characteristics and ways. There were many stories from the Vhinech Enothchild had collected for Sanctuary the told of a Prophet that would after battle eat his kills.
Prophet also possessed better-than Vhinphyc-like strength, and Vhinphycs alone were far stronger than Wookiees. Ros knew Prophet was strong long ago after he saw post-Rapier Manor Battle condition of Enothchild via hologram. He felt it himself not once but twice, and the second time on the Orpheus told Ros enough that in his humble opinion that absolutely no living entity could had matched Magus Prophet’s physical strength. Falling back on that and the attributes and the usual things he did, it was reasonable to assume that Prophet could have punched his hand through any standard, metal door like Hifubbae’s house had.
“My first impression would be,” began Ki-Adi-Mundi, “that the primary suspect in this case would be Magus Prophet.”

After the mute mumblings amongst the others in the Council ceased, Ros said, “If he weren’t dead I would agree. The place where the victim was found was completely trashed, and some of the wounds and some of his DNA found in mess suggests that the individual here used this Duro like a club on the walls. But as of now we have found absolute no other evidence to suggest Prophet or anyone else that may be like him.”

“Is it possible,” said Sifo-Dyas slowly, “that we may be dealing with a new, unaccounted for Vhinphyc weapon?”

That possibility was new to Ros and he couldn’t blame Sifo-Dyas for bringing it up. The evidence gathered from what was turned over by the late Vhinphyc Sleeper Helle and the investigation data from last year suggested strongly that Magus Prophet was not something naturally born but created; the last in a line of extraordinary experiments that originally created the early Vhinech in the first place; experiments that were originally intended to improve the Vhinphyc’s reproductive health, but eventually it was used in the long term as the most disturbing deep infiltration weapon ever thought up.
“Are we going off on tangents just a bit too early in the discussion?” Plo’s voice cut into Ros’ thought fog because he sensed a bit of annoyance in his friend’s voice. Perhaps it had to do with bringing up the word Vhinphyc, and considering that it was Sifo-Dyas that had brought it up it irked Plo; Sifo-Dyas was a critic of Enothchild a few months ago, picking up where the late Qualeggoes left off, and some of his insistences and innuendoes really irritated Plo as well as a few others on the Council. It was, according to Plo a couple of months ago, like the Jedi Master was trying unearth a conspiracy that wasn’t there, or trying to make the conspiracy they did unearth broader and wider than its obviously narrow scope.
“Considering that we don’t have a clear and concise answer of what exactly using a venomous-like substance that figuratively kills the Force in entities, Master Plo, then tangents are all we have,” countered Sifo-Dyas in one breath.

“There is a reasonable assumption to your point, Master Sifo-Dyas,” said Mace Windu. “However, in math as well as in life, all tangents begin with one, legitimate, affixed point. In this case, a sure and certain answer.”

“And to that resources there are not to do a galactic search and disarmament of Vhinphyc weapons,” Yoda stressed dominantly and thus his desire to diffuse the argument was achieved; if Yoda didn’t want to talk about it then no one else was. “The first step to achieving the starting point will be done in analysis. For now, focus we shall on the case in hand.”
“The second victim was what spurred us to have the investigation in the first place,” reminded Mace. “You still think this was done by a second individual?”

“We both do,” said Ros, declaring he and Casper’s unanimous belief. “Falling back on what I had learned from my Master it would seem totally unusual for a murderer to change their methods when the first means was quite effective.”
“Assuming a serial killer,” suggested Yaddle. “Magus Prophet, again, we must suspect. Possess the knowledge of building a lightsaber he did.”
“Professional killers often change up their effective means of attack,” added Ki-Adi-Mundi.

Plo Koon shook his head and asked, “Were both these victims killed at the same time?”

Ros was glad Plo asked the question. “No. Although he can’t precisely ascertain the exact time of death of the first victim for obvious reasons we firmly believe they weren’t killed at the same time. Casper?”

Casper nodded and said, “It goes back to the method of termination. Hifubbae was beaten, thrown around, and torn apart on top of being partially consumed. The second victim, Cviaudi, was able to run away, somehow was dragged back into Hifubbae’s home, beheaded by a lightsaber, and was left alone after his head was achieved and all of this without leaving a single trace. One killer going from messy and dirty with no regard to leaving behind physical evidence to clean and calculative and careful several hours between killings at the same location?”

Casper shrugged his shoulders finally and said to the Council, “Forgive me but if anyone proclaimed the murders were done by one entity then I would say, as they say on Naboo, that duck don’t fart bubbles.”
Ros didn’t know whether to be proud of Casper for his analytical observation, laugh because he screwed up the joke but it was still funny and correct, or slap him, or hug him, for throwing a dig at the Council for not giving him any respect. Apparently Casper was sensing no love from the Council, or from most of them anyways, and he had it. What happened a few months ago happened and it was over, yet it appeared that there were egos that were bruised that had no reason to be bruised. There was a time and a place to revisit the past, and by no means was Ros ready to let Casper off the hook for disrespecting him a few months ago, but this wasn’t the time and this wasn’t the place. That was why Ros let Casper take the reigns for that moment and the young man steered that ship right.
“Anyhow,” said Ros with just the slightest smirk on his face. He glanced at Plo for a moment because although no one could really tell with his mask on Plo was smiling and Ros could sense it. Casper’s misspoken comment would have made Nadja proud. “We have theorized that the second assailant has nothing to do with the first. We also believe that this second assailant may be Force sensitive. It explains how Cviaudi’s head, which fell outside and rolled for a quite a few meters, managed to be returned to its rightful body without a single track.”
Ki-Adi-Mundi consulted his screen, and then asked, “There is a lot of paved street there in the image.”

“I know: what you don’t see is the patches of mud around Hifubbae’s home,” said Ros to clarify. “Unfortunately both killers avoided leaving tracks, and given the amount of criminal activity in that ally we can’t rely on that evidence. Also we can’t forget that Hifubbae was a information broker. Criminal types go in and out of the house all the time. Sorting through all the various DNA samples collected at the scene will take time.”

Yoda leaned in, made his trademark wonder noise, and asked, “Did this Duro work for anyone in particular?”

Ros thought about it because there was still a debate on that subject in his mind. “The Duros seemed convinced that Hifubbae worked independently. After Casper had gone through the victim’s hard drive he discovered, at first, that Hifubbae was working for Black Sun. But then there were some…inconsistencies. Double saving the same information. Attaching them to different messages going in multiple directions.”
Mace stepped in. “He’s selling the information to more than one buyer? That doesn’t sound like a information broker.”

“I know, usually once they sell it to the highest bidder that’s it. In this case it isn’t necessarily a bunch of individual organizations. We’re thinking its two or three organizations with multiple message accounts.”

Depa Boda spoke aloud what everyone was concluding. “Hifubbae is working for two sides. Possibly the Hutts.”

Ros nodded, and Plo brought up, “Could this have in any way have to do with the case involving Black Sun from a few weeks ago? The ship seized by us in Hutt Space with empty Black Sun cargo boxes?”

“So far we haven’t found a connection,” said Ros. He also had thought of that. It just appeared to be too coincidental that after a one event involving a double cross between Black Sun-Hutt Empire there would be another. “But I fear the idea opens the investigation up so a lot more scrutiny and speculation creeps in.”

“The two appear directly related,” said Sifo-Dyas, bothered by Ros’ fears. “There have been a lot of maneuvering between both criminal organizations in the past month. Word we are receiving from legal sources is that Yabbula the Hutt himself is attempting to consolidate the smugglers under his command. Black Sun would surely frown upon this.”

“So they kill only the double-crossing subordinates?” reasoned Casper aloud. That drew a look from Sifo-Dyas. The Padawan didn’t get the hint, or he chose to ignore it. “If Black Sun is threatened, I would think they would knock off the Hutt’s lieutenants and political sources first.”

“Unless they feel that their best interests were being violated by these double agents,” Sifo-Dyas corrected him. “Correct me if I am wrong, but had not a Republic informant named L'legu suddenly vanish after giving us that ship we seized with supposedly stolen computer hard drives from Republic Intelligence? Wasn’t he playing two sides, or did you assume that?”
Ros didn’t like that. To him it sounded like a petty jab because his Padawan Learner had made a perfectly good observation. He put a hand on Casper’s shoulder and said to the Council Member, “I was under the impression that the Council collectively made that assertion, Master Sifo-Dyas. Or am I assuming that?”

Sifo-Dyas looked around for a moment, raised a hand, and said, “Forgive me. I didn’t mean to sound so adversarial.”

Ros this time didn’t stop himself. The thought came out loud enough for everyone to catch it. “Try harder.”
With that Master Yoda was quick on his walking stick, striking the polished floor in equal, clacking measure. The desired effect was achieved for it brought everyone around to look at him. Pretty easy since that attention grabbing sound was instilled in all of them since their youth as Initiates in learning clans where at one point or another Yoda was a teacher.
Yoda said, and he really made it clear by repeating himself twice in the same sentence, and when he spoke in a normal orderly fashion like everyone else did it was his way of putting an end to something for good, “I am really, really not amused.”

Ros really felt his chest deflate and he was pretty sure a few others in the room felt a bit smaller too when the diminutive Jedi Master set back and let everyone have that knowing scowl. “Until it is clear that one matter has everything to do with another matter then mute the speculation is.” He looked to Ros and Casper. “You suspect someone trained in the Jedi Arts in the second death?”
“We do, Master,” said Ros with a nod. “Again, this individual seemed to possess a hindsight to cloak almost all traces of their identity, and at the same time use the Force to keep the discovery of the two bodies from being immediately known. And, may I add, that Hifubbae’s head is missing whereas Cviaudi’s head was left behind. One head removed by force, the other by lightsaber. Again, these are two individuals, not one, that killed these two Duros.”
Ros took note that no one was interrupting him even though most of this was being repeated from the summary. Yoda’s desire to give this presentation the proper respect that it deserved and the full attention the others gave the Jedi Knight a great deal of speaking momentum he was going to exploit. More than likely Yoda wanted him to. “By the fact of two different killers, we do know these victims were not killed at the same time; if so, why was one of the killers allowed to live? The first one had to have time to eat his victim. The second one killed at the spur of the moment. We know this because the second victim, Cviaudi, had no direct ties to Hifubbae or to any criminal organization. His criminal record as a burglar and thief reflects that.
“These are two distinctively different patterns of thought with these two killers. Their behavioral patterns are not interchangeable at any level, so that eliminates the surprise of a split personality. The first killer is anti-social, slightly disorganized and has absolutely no regret. The second killer is more organized, suggesting that he thinks before he acts. Careful, concise, and professional, unlike the first killer this one doesn’t take his victim’s head for a trophy because he knows it will nail him, therefore he does care about something: himself. And, yes, we believe strongly that he knows about or knows how to use the Force outside the fact that he used a lightsaber.

“Whether or not its connected in anyway to the Hutts or Black Sun, if either organization had something to with it, I can safely say for now its mere coincidence until we uncover evidence to suggest otherwise.” Ros breathed in and let the air out slowly, noting the approving look of respect he was getting from Casper, which made his day. It had been a long time since he had seen such appreciation from Casper.

From that Ros felt a pang of sudden remembrance. He left something out, out of the summary and now out of his summation. He cleared his throat, and proceeded to pay back Casper’s gratitude for him. Besides if he didn’t the chance that Casper would say something…wasn’t there. He was brow beaten the last time he mentioned Enothchild Sarch by name; Ros couldn’t let that happen again. “There is something else that may not be related but you all should know this. I failed to bring it up because I felt we needed to stay on the facts of the case. My Master Enothchild Sarch was on Duro just after the murders had taken place, along with Captain Dizzy Arnes.”
There was a stir amongst the Council members. Even Plo picked his head up a little higher upon hearing this. Mace Windu leaned forwards with his hands together and asked, “Do you know why he was on Duro?”

“I wish I knew,” said Ros. “It also should be noted that….he arrived at the scene of the crime and offered to help the investigators. They initially believed he committed the murders and had taken him into custody. They let him go….when he convinced him that he was on a mission for the Jedi Order.”
No one was mumbling. Ros knew that this was going to be a sore subject. Ki-Adi-Mundi said, “And you have found no reason for him to be on Duro?”

“Well it appears that he was going to see Hifubbae.” Ros couldn’t help to let his lekku curl oddly when he said that. Honestly he was troubled by the fact that Enothchild wasn’t on Naboo more than he was by this fact. “He left a message for us to find on a file concerning the security positions surrounding the local Duro System trade routes, telling us not to worry about why he was there.”
“This matter just keeps getting better and better,” Sifo-Dyas said sarcastically. “Are you sure it was him?”
“How do you know it had to be him?” asked Yaddle right after that. “Did you verify your belief? And if so, how?”

Ros shared a look with Casper, grimaced a bit, and said, “Against my Padawan’s wishes, I contacted Naboo. Rapier Manor specifically. They said Enothchild wasn’t available, nor was Captain Arnes.”
Mace sat up straighter in his seat and said, “Although it makes sense to do what you did but do you realize that you are admitting to violating the Supreme Chancellor’s Executive Order that no representative of the Jedi Order was to have contact with Naboo. No contact of any kind.”

Ros nodded, throwing his sigh deep down into a dungeon in his mind. “I am. I have no regrets in doing it. If the Rapiers have a problem with it then I will take full responsibility when Chancellor Valorum comes calling.”
“Consulted us before taking such an action you should have, Master Ros,” said Yoda admonishingly.

“And if I did, what would you have said?” countered Ros.

Yoda sat up a bit straighter and made a small noise of disapproval. “Nonetheless you should have contacted this Council. For now a full accounting of what you said and to who on Naboo we desire.”

“Master, forgive me,” said Plo cutting in. “So, you two don’t know why Enothchild Sarch and Dizzy Arnes was on Duro specifically?”

“We don’t, Master, just that he was around the crime scene,” said Casper because he didn’t want to be just a fly on the wall with this. “We just wanted to eliminate the Duros’ suspicions that Enothchild was the murderer.”
Plo shifted from looking at Casper head on to looking at him with one eye ahead of the other. Then he said after relaxing his body, “I see.” Ros knew that Plo knew what he and Casper both knew now. “So the obvious question is do you know where he went from Duro?”
“No Master,” said Casper. “It wasn’t a priority to us. The case was.”

Plo nodded and sat back deep in his chair quietly. Mace cut in and said, “This information is very puzzling, but I don’t see how it has a bearing on the case.”

“You surely don’t think a politician on Duro is not going to find out about this and hark on it during an election year?” countered Sifo-Dyas to Mace. “A lightsaber death and a former Jedi Master just happened to be around it?”
“I know how it looks,” countered Mace back. “But we cannot continuously cater to political sensibilities. We’ll cease to function properly as keepers of the peace.” He sat back, looked to Yoda, and said, “However since Master Enothchild had directly placed himself into official Jedi business, I see no alternative but to investigate the matter.”

Ros felt his gut knot a little, but it was a little; he knew in his heart that Enothchild was not doing anything remotely wrong. But Mace Windu was right, there had to be a good reason why a former member of the Jedi Order was seen trying to make contact with a known information broker with ties to organized crime organizations. That had to be explained or someone else was going to explain it for them.

Yoda nodded in agreement and said, “We shall discuss the matter further and decide on how to proceed in that matter.” He turned his attention back to Ros and Casper. “Inclined, I am, to pull you both off the investigation rounds.” He held up a finger. “Only because I want both your attentions solely on this case. Answers we need. Eliminate the waste of connections if they are connections that do not connect. If there is a connection between these murders and the ship, we must know.”

“We’ll divert your case loads to other Knights immediately,” said Mace Windu. “Transfer the case files back to the mainframe except those you essentially need. If something comes in that may have a bearing on your work, we will forward it to you.”
“If you discover anything new contact this Council immediately,” said Ki-Adi-Mundi. “We will instruct you on what to do next.”

“With forthright diligence the mystery solved it will be,” said Yoda with finality. He said, “May the Force be with you.”

Ros and Casper bowed to them respectfully, and Ros escorted his Padawan Learner out of the chamber with hope in his heart. With less workloads he could get more done with Casper, work on their relationship. Also he felt better that the Council would look into Enothchild’s activities because they would find out what he was up to, which was nothing wrong at all, and make Sifo-Dyas eat his shorts.

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

CHAPTER 18.1

Enjoying the last couple of days of expanded free time except when he and Ros had to look and go over their two assigned cases, Casper took that time thanking Master Yoda and his Master privately whenever he found the time by himself in his own quarters looking over and studying the Sith Language ball. Thanking them because not only did they get them off the long and winding road of cases that were worthless but in a way they gave him unspoken approval of what he had done in front of the others. Especially to those who thought less of him the last time he had faced them; he still didn’t feel he was wrong. Master Ros was very proud of him for standing up for himself and approved of his way of doing things which was lacking for the past couple months. The turn around was clearly because of this case. He promised to give it the full attention it deserved, but until the deep examinations were done on the evidence he had to wait. Ros was busy meditating, so he busied himself with the language sphere to help him think. Casper was lying on his back on the floor in his room, holding the sphere above him, trying to use the Force in many ways to aide him in solving the problem Master Yoda had gave him.
There was a part of him that had wondered over the days since Duro, and now, why Enothchild Sarch was on Duro. Every time Casper thought of that question he kept getting back every single time Naressa Rapier. He really didn’t want the question answered that way because realistically that couldn’t be the only reason. On the other hand if for whatever reason the former Jedi Master was doing something out of character for him it had to be Rapier’s evil fault.
Not that he honestly believed for a second that Master Enothchild had murdered anyone. Rapier was a different but understandable dark story. Maybe…he was covering for her…
Casper shook his head at the idea. After all this time he still had no reasonable explanation as to why a Jedi Master of Enothchild’s stature would leave his religion and side with the enemy. Perhaps it was pity for Lady Angelleia. Perhaps he felt obligated to return the favor to the Sithian entity for nursing him back to health after his first battle with Magus Prophet; Casper doubted that last part, for Vhinphycs healed very well and Jedi with the Force healed even more so. And if it were true that Rapier helped Enothchild, she did so because she wanted to exploit his good heart!
Oh she was so diabolically evil! 

Again, Casper privately wondered why the Council didn’t take much more stronger action. Clearly with Master Enothchild’s alliance with Rapier, for whatever reason why there was an alliance, was a danger to everyone. And since Master Enothchild was snooping around a crime scene, then it had to be because of Naressa Rapier!
Well, technically it was no longer his problem. The Council was going to put someone on that particular case. It wasn’t enough in Casper’s young opinion, but he had to go with the wisdom of the Council. He eyed the language ball in his hands again and diverted his attention towards making it do something else.

So far he had made real progress beyond making it roll and unroll faster. For starters he knew a few words of Twi’lek, Hutt, and Bothan, and from those words the ball was able to display the glyphs of the race’s respected language along with Basic and the Sithian text. He was learning to speak the Slurve, finding it easier every time to speak it’s complex slurring tones but none of it contained much of a ‘s’ sound to it. The ball would indicate success in his speaking by changing the Basic letters into the familiar Sithian glyphs. Odd as it was Casper was seeing this more and more as a teaching tool and not necessarily a translation or encryption device. Indeed, there was more to the ball than met his eye. There had to be something more to it. Baby steps was a slow way to go but safe. He theorized that for a dark side hugging person they had no problem using these devices. Since the devices seemed to measure those who held them to determine the language translations then he could assume that it measured the good and evil of that particular person.
Casper frowned; it was stretchy, but made sense given where it came from.

The sphere suddenly changed its surface before him, catching Casper totally off guard; he still wasn’t quite use to the effect. This time it wasn’t language but a random pattern of lines that covered and enclosed end on themselves, separated by long volumes of mostly empty space. Within the bounds of the enclosed lines thinner lines carved out more definition and some parts of the surface rippled around Casper’s fingers. Turning it over in his hands for a few seconds, it finally dawned on him: it was a global map!
In awe, Casper sat up in bed and just gawked it over. He just about gawked past a tiny scribbling on the southern most continent. Too small to translate it properly, Casper tapped the Force and proceeded to channel the power to his eyes in order to increase the magnification capability. Just as he did, the feature filled globe faded away and was now a featureless, golden ball.

“No! Wait! Shit!” Standing up now, neither that or his pleas or expletives brought the global map back. Casper forgot everything else on his mind and focused solely on what just happened. The ball was showing him something important and it was key to see what it was. He paced a little, keeping the ball tight in his right hand, looking at it from time to time after he had realized that the map had originally appeared when he wondered where the language ball had came from. The ball was answering his question.
It was showing him…its home world. The Sith’s home world. The tiny little word that appeared had to be a town or a city from where it exactly came from.

“Casper?” Ros’ voice cut through Casper’s thoughts. Casper kicked himself mentally; he honestly didn’t know he spoke aloud. “Casper?” A knock followed Ros’ voice from outside his door. “You all right?”
With Ros outside his door, Casper felt a growing panic wash over him; remembering the reaction Ros had on Duro when he was distracted by the Sithian artifact. He was certain that his Master would frown upon his lack of focus on himself let alone on their case; take the time and reflect like he was doing. In Casper’s opinion he was reflecting….just not where his Master would want him to be reflecting. He had all ready told Ros why Master Yoda had given him the artifact and its importance, but even something that was anointed by the Grand Jedi Master of the Order didn’t move the Twi’lek towards being reasonable.
At least one second away from Ros perhaps cutting open the door -- not really he could just override the lock on the door, but Casper’s mind was racing -- Casper went with the first idiotic idea he had and shoved the sphere down his pants, ignoring his pockets. The natural coolness of the object of evil caused him to shiver and make a quick adjustment to his malehood before he opened the door.

Before Ros could say anything Casper said, “Sorry Master I didn’t mean to shout like I did to disturb you and then keep you waiting to get the door open.”

Ros looked him over with a confused look in his eyes. Casper realized that he just rambled like a complete idiot. “What exactly are you talking about?”
“Well, eh…,” stuttered Casper. “I…swore.” Ros’ right lekku shuddered from tip to forehead; a Twi’lek’s way of raising an eyebrow since Twi’leks didn’t have eyebrows. “Loudly. I thought that was why you came to see me.”
“No. I came to get you because the Council’s Special Investigator is here.” Ros waived for him to follow, smiling just a little.
“Strange, I didn’t sense anyone else here.”

“Probably because your mind was too focused on your ‘problem’.”

Casper could have swore Ros was telling him in a round about way that he knew. The whole idea vanished when he followed his Master into the front room of their apartment and found Nue Cadabel standing there, waiting. Several thoughts clashed in Casper’s head. He didn’t like this. He didn’t like the Council’s decision at all!
“Problem?” asked Nue from one of his mouths. Casper actually thought the Jedi Knight had read his mind. “What problem is Junior having here?”
“Personal apparently,” suggested Ros dryly. He gestured for the other two to find a seat in the adjoining room. Casper found a non-back chair while Ros settled on a layback. Nue, on the other hand, was still walking. “So this has got to be a shock for you.”
“No kidding,” said Nue with a bit of angst in his tone. “If I had fingernails I would have chewed them off. If I had real teeth that is.” He waved the rolling thought away. “I was going out of my head. I made my case to get back on the investigative rounds a month ago. But I kept myself preoccupied. Tried horticulture again. Spent some time at the botanical center with Master Gungi.”
Casper watched his Master put a hand to his face to wipe the corners of his mouth free of unseen matter; in reality he was trying to hide his smile. Ros waited for the Ithorian to sit down before he continued. “And you’re still alive?”

Nue chuckled deeply. “Barely. And let me tell you: if I would have learned a long time ago that all I had to do to get Ol’ Gungi to say ‘you dirty old murdering bastard’ was to trim a couple of dozen flower heads off I would have done it decades ago. Not that I did it on purpose: the Ho’Din told me to trim the heads. He meant to say trim the hedges. Cripes, it’s that accent of his.” He sighed. “Onso-Uri is also keeping me up at night.”

“Why?” asked Casper consciously. “He appeared to be competent enough.”

“I’ve known him far longer than you. He can be good.” Nue sighed. “Unfortunately out of all the folks that volunteered for my job only he behaved the most competent. My bad luck: he calls at least once a day.” He made some funny gestures with his large hands and fingers. “He called me three this morning because the Initiates in the maternity ward were covered with some mint-smelling clear substance. Turned out Onso-Uri forgot to put a body diaper on a baby Yovokopuff and gave him too much water.”

Ros laughed while Casper couldn’t help to grin despite his feelings towards Nue’s appointment. Ros then said, “So we could agree that the Council wanted to keep you safe from Master Gungi’s wraith and at the same time make Onso-Uri be his own headmaster.”
“Agreed,” said Nue with a small mock salute. His eyes, which were on stalks and separated a good eighteen inches apart, looked at Casper knowingly for a second or two. “Or given my old ass they probably took sympathy on me and gave me an unimportant assignment. I mean come on: how long did it take me to reach this chair I’m sitting in now?”
“True, Old Friend” Ros leaned towards Nue. “but there’s no one in the Order I can think of right now that can sort…this out. We need practical resolution, not Sith Hunts.”

Nue made a small noise and said, “Funny, that’s what Sifo-Dyas said.”

Ros made a small shrug gesture, but Casper was rather mixed up by the facts. He was only too sure that Master Sifo-Dyas was more than willing to check out his assertions months ago, and his concerns only a few days ago, though confrontational in presentation, was still in the tact of proper Jedi thinking. Now Casper was hearing differently, and he felt that Knight Cadabel was not making it up.
Nue added, “Hey, every Council needs a assminder.”
“I know, but Sifo-Dyas is just five steps short of Qualeggoes. I just wonder about him. What will push him to take those five more steps.”

“Thank the Force there is twelve minds on that Council and not one,” said Nue correctly. “The other eleven will keep him in mind if he gets too careless with the Code. Force, we don’t need another Qualeggoes matter on our hands.”

Casper spoke out of turn, but what the hell. “Or something similar to that affect.”

“Correct, Padawan,” said Nue approvingly. “That’s why its got to be debunked by someone almost everyone can trust. I’ll B.T.,D.T. this. There’s no way in hell Enothchild is up to no good. Whatever reason for him being on Duro it was for good.” Before Casper could ask about what Nue meant, Nue went on. “But the Council would like to know if its right in an assumption. Which one of you thought to give Naboo a call in the first place?”
All the sudden Casper felt his throat go dry, matching any random thoughts in terms of drought. He looked to his Master and when he noted that Ros didn’t look at all offended by the sudden, snappy, out of nowhere accusatory question he felt even more…betrayed! And then…. “It was Casper’s idea, after I had wondered aloud.”
“Are we in trouble?” asked Casper loudly. The Council had frowned heavily on them trying to confirm Enothchild’s whereabouts by contacting Naboo. Perhaps it was why the Council was not taking this too seriously. Perhaps they were the investigated!

“Not on this end,” Nue assured him. “For now what you two did was harmless. Personally I would have done the same thing. I probably wouldn’t have told the Council though.”
Casper thought about objecting to that. Not giving the elders clear and concise information was what got all of them in this particular situation in the first place.

Ros said generally, “Well, we’re not exactly in the good graces of the Council under past circumstances. Holding back is the last thing I wanted to do.”

Nue’s left side mouth smirked. “Yeah, information constipation is never great, especially when it finally comes out.” Ros chuckled at that,  but again Casper found that to be odd and didn’t respond. The old Jedi Knight was rather apprehensive in saying that. “Okey dokey, while we’re on the subject let’s down some mind laxatives and fill me in on the Duro case first.”
Casper let Ros tell Nue all the details because he was still surprised and not amused by the Council’s decision. During the briefing the Ithorian never moved. He never blinked. In fact it looked like he wasn’t breathing. It was as if Ros was talking to an inanimate object. Once finished, Nue became animate again. “Ugly, bad case.”

“Totally,” concurred Ros. “We’re drawing on every resource here to figure it out. I was hoping you were still involved in the P.L.C.”

“Well not anymore.” Nue shifted around in his seat. “Hearts say Prophet.”

“I know, but this Force-dissolving venom deal kinda kills the idea. Besides initially DNA testing came back odd.”
“Odd?” Ros nodded and Nue sighed. “Cripes, maybe I am on the wrong case. But I gotta respect the Council’s decision. So, my case: any ideas outside of the evidence as to why Enothchild was on Duro?”

“The one crazy idea that comes to mind is that he found out that Prophet had survived death again and was tracking him.” Ros shook his head. “It don’t track.”

Casper leaned in and found himself in opposition. “If he were still a Jedi it wouldn’t.” He looked between Ros and Nue. “His first duty would be to report to the Council. Since he isn’t a Jedi anymore -.”

Nue leaned towards Casper and said in rebuke, “You can knock off that ‘he isn’t a Jedi’ shit right now.”

Ros held up a hand and said, “Easy, Nue. I’m sure he’s speaking in relative terms.” Ros, though, said that with a teaspoons’ worth of conviction. “He’s just being figurative.”
Casper wasn’t, and he could tell that Nue knew it to be true the way he was looking at him. “Maybe he is.” He leaned back and looked towards Ros. “Waste of time debating with someone that isn’t B.T.,D.T.” He gestured widely before Casper could question what B.T.,D.T. was again. It was when the Ithorian did it that the Padawan realized that Nue was wearing something under his green Jedi tunic designed for his biology that was visible around the V-neck: it a white cloth, and on it in bold letters was B.T.,D.T. “Anyways its highly unlikely that Enothchild was there because he was hunting. A profile like Prophet’s deserves galactic attention. Tracking him like this is too personal.”
Ros cleared his throat. “Well…I gotta disagree with you, Nue. You didn’t see him on Prophet’s ship. When he killed Prophet, or supposedly had killed him. He pummeled him like he pummeled nobody else before.”

Nue’s follow up wasn’t the one Casper expected. He thought Nue would have asked for clarification. He didn’t. “Under the circumstances you can’t deal with the likes of Prophet with kid gloves. You have to be righteous, followed by a left hook or two.” He waved his hand as to clear the thought. “Enothchild left the Order for good reasons. I can’t see him leaving Juna Rapier’s side even if it is Prophet.”
“Perhaps,” said Casper. “But we don’t know that.”

“I know that, Junior,” Nue assured the young Human. “That’s the difference between you knowing him for forty days and me knowing him for forty thousand days.”

“Ease up, Nue. Really.” Ros this time edged up on his seat and was looking at Nue sternly. “There’s no need to brow beat my Padawan Learner.”

Nue looked between Ros and Casper, laying his eyes longer on Casper. Casper didn’t like that, but clearly Nue didn’t give a damn. “There is a need. The kid has no respect for those who personally sacrifice everything they are because in his mind its selfishness to a lower standard of ideas. Specifically his ideas.”
Ros looked between Casper and Nue again. Only this time Casper about screamed when Ros said, “I know.” He looked down dejectedly to avoid his eyes. “But he’s still young yet. We got to give him time.”
Casper really couldn’t believe how easily they were talking so casually in front of him. Just as soon as he thought things were going better between him and Ros something like this runs them over. He really didn’t know what to say about at first, so he just sat there, body locked down in the chair. Finally he just couldn’t stand the critique, especially if they were going to continue it in front of him.
Before Casper could act on his emotions Nue stood up and said, “Well it’s your time. My time is shorter though.” He folded his large hands in front of him. “I got to get myself to Duro.”
Ros sighed and stood up. “Can’t go to Naboo to confirm our suspicions?”

“Don’t need to. Can’t anyways.” Nue adjusted his light brown robe before he began his slow walk to the door. “By the way save me some time: did any one of you happened to go look for Enothchild or look to see what ship he was on like the Millennium Falcon?”

Casper’s anger was replaced by another chest-deflating feeling, and this time he could see it in Ros too. It never occurred to them to check everything thoroughly in regards to Enothchild being there. And with that the Padawan realized just as quickly that Enothchild could still have been on Duro while they were still on Duro.
Ros looked a bit exasperated as he tried to explain their gaffe. “You know…I should have…I know better. I should have looked it all over, starting at the space port. But if Enothchild was there don’t you think I would have felt him?”

Nue nodded grimly. “True. Then again you and him haven’t talked in a while. Given your attitude the last time we talked its kinda hard to pick up the presence of someone you really don’t want to talk to right now.”
Casper tried to speak but really couldn’t find the words. Ros continued for them. “What about contacting the Nubian Embassy here. Get them to get someone to go out to Rapier Manor. Make up something. I dunno, like we sensed danger there.”

Nue gave Ros a knowing look. “That should have been your first idea. And if we did, how long would it be before the Nubians made a call to the Supreme Chancellor thanking us for our diligence. I’m sure Valorum will love that we went over his head after he told us more times than many that none of us was to fiddle around Naboo without his consent.” Nue raised his hand to put an end to the speculating and problem solving over it. “Hey, let me do this will you? Let me get out there and have some fun. It’ll probably the last, only thing I do in life.”
Ros shrugged his shoulders while Casper just snorted in contempt; a quiet snort but a noticeable one. The other two didn’t seem to catch it, but not that he didn’t care if they did. This whole deal was just wrong.

“And Junior one more thing,” said Nue once they reached the door, turning around to look at Casper. The Padawan Learner braced himself for more useless wit. “I would serious consider going to see a doctor; your balls can’t get any bigger.”

After all this time Casper had forgotten that he had stuffed the Sithian language ball down his pants; underestimating its size and the roominess of his Jedi standard issued khakis it looked like he had every reason to be proud of himself. Now it was reminding him with its cool surface. He turned away to retrieve it as Nue left and Ros walked with him for the moment. When Ros came back in the young man couldn’t stop the redness in his face he felt growing with every second passing. He could only get out, “Sorry.”

Ros sarcastically said, “Well it isn’t original, but sometimes it fools the women.”
“Master, really!” Casper quickly stuffed the artifact quickly into his pocket. “I think I’ve been batted around enough for one night. Between you and your friend talking like I’m not in the room was bad enough.”
“That’s not what’s bothering you,” said Ros with slight exasperation. “You’re just mad because the Council picked Nue to find Enothchild.”

Casper found himself at a loss; his Master was too half right. The thought kept creeping into his caw no matter how many times he quashed it. Or how embarrassed he was now. “To be perfectly blunt, Master, the Council isn’t taking the matter seriously by appointing him to go after Master Sarch. You said it yourself the political exploitation is there. Well, what better to point out that the male being most responsible for raising Master Sarch is now in charge of investigating him for any wrong doing?”
“First of all the Council doesn’t believe Enothchild is doing anything wrong. That’s why they picked Nue to go find him. Second Nue is rough and outspoken but he has loads of respectable creditability with the Senate. If this thing becomes political and then they find out that he is on it they won’t be so quick to call it a cover up. Third Nue is like a blood hound from mythology, he’s a hell of a tracker. Forth, Nue knows the Hutt network better than anyone given where Enothchild may be haunting.”
Ros put his hands to his hips. He looked away in slight. “Finally by some remote chance that Enothchild is up to no good they want someone that knows him well to track him down. And they want someone that won’t hesitate to end it.”

Ros inhaled and exhaled the thought out quickly. “The last one, again, is just not going to happen.” He gave Casper a stern look. “By the way what’s with the hypocrisy all the sudden? You always say trust the Council’s judgment and now, for the first time in your life, you don’t? Why the sudden change of mind?”
Casper opened his mouth, and then found no strength to argue his point. For it was already noted in so few words that his Master was competent enough to know. He couldn’t be saying that, not when he believed so much in the concept of the Jedi. The Council had to have its reasons for choosing Nue Cadabel, and not liking it he had no choice but to accept it. Just has he had no choice when it came to the Order’s lack of proper handling when it came to Naressa Rapier. Of course they wanted to act on something more intangible than the fact she was a dark side entity. That was the whole reason why he was studying and trying to figure out the language ball -- or teaching ball, or information ball -- in the first place.
Sighing in hurt, Casper said, “I guess I don’t know my place, Master.”

Casper felt Ros’ hand on his left shoulder after a moment and lifted up his lowered head. The Twi’lek was not much taller than him so their eye contact was met almost immediately. “It was a little unfair of me that I did that to you tonight. You do have this tendency though to be challenging and don’t take challenges well. You give it out, but you don’t take it. Even Jedi like Yoda do not like that.”
“I don’t do that!” Casper was surprised more by that critique than the previous one. “Do I?”

“You do, and it’s worse with your bad sense of timing. That part about Enothchild not being a Jedi? The last person you want to float that idea around is Nue Cadabel, especially if you aren’t B.T.,D.T.”
Casper threw his hands up in frustration. “What the heck does that mean? B.T., D.T.? What’s so special about that?”

Ros used his hands together, starting from his right and going left. “It means ‘Been There, Done That’. In his book what you did at Sanctuary wasn’t all that great, only because he’s been there and done that.” He smiled just a fraction. “Nadja made him that shirt template because he liked to brag about what he used to do when he was younger. Some young Jedi or Padawan run up to him, excited, perhaps a little too yippity, and all Nue had to do was hit them figuratively with B.T., D.T.

“Don’t get him wrong he respects other Jedi, like them or not. But he can’t stand those who talk a good philosophy but have done nothing to back it up. Especially those who think they’re that and believe themselves to be right all the time. If Soo-Si Gheruit never accomplished what he had done his way after swearing off all traditional Jedi methods of aggressive negotiations he would have never been his friend.”
Mentioning the weaponless Jedi diplomat Soo-Si Gheruit really brought Casper around to Ros’ point a little and cooled him down. Gheruit, an Alderaanian, took his pacifism so seriously he melted down his lightsaber after becoming a Jedi Knight and he only used the Force in confrontation as many times as a Human hand has all its fingers. Yet for his stick to it, strong willed belief Gheruit had a reputation for being rude, crude, and someone that never took his Jedi duties seriously; he sounded too much like Nadja Moranna and she came around after he had died: the woman probably stole the man’s idea save for the pacifism part.
“But,” began Casper in confusion, “if what you say is so, then how is that Gheruit would fall under Nue’s B.T., D.T. philosophy?”

Ros shook his head and said, “I all ready told you who that is reserved for.” He put a hand on Casper’s shoulder, looked him dead in the eye again, and said, “It’s the reason why you weren’t anointed a Knight after what you had done at Sanctuary.”

Casper blinked a few times at that and said, “But I failed Lady Angelleia.”

Ros sighed and said, “Think about that for a while. Let your mind think about something else than this case and that stupid ball.”

Casper remembered the ball and pulled it out his pocket just as Ros was going to leave him be. “The ball! Oh, Master….you should see this. Really.”

“I really don’t want to, Casper,” said Ros with a slow shake of his head. “Its such a distraction, like a video game.”

“But before you arrived in my room it was showing me something, like a map I think.” Casper held the ball up in both his hands in front of him. It stared back, blank and golden. Slightly confused, Casper said to keep his Master’s attention, “It takes a little coxing.” He remembered the thought of where it had come from… “And then we…” He tapped the Force, letting it drift into the ball through his hands…

And nothing.

The embarrassment slowly creeping back in, Casper chuckled a bit to generate some light heartedness to the scene. It didn’t settle his nerves. “Sometimes it takes a moment.” Ros gave a little nod of understanding; of course he didn’t really knew how it worked since this was really the first time he bore witness to it being used. But Casper knew his Master had to be sensing his trouble. “I just need a little more focus.”

Casper gripped the ball, closed his eyes, tapped deep into the well of the Force and used more energy than he ever had needed to operate the artifact….

And nothing.

In an attempt to get anything out of it, Casper shook the ball like a holiday decoration. He followed that by rubbing the ball against his tunic. Ros smirked a little and said, “Maybe you should kiss it. Speak sweet nothings to it.”
“I don’t understand,” said Casper with a tone of worry in his voice. He looked it over and it still was bare as dead planet. No map. No language. Nothing! “It should work. It’s never done this before.”
Ros sighed again and looked more disinterested in it than ever before. “Just like the Sith to create a device that is just as arrogant as they were.” He just turned and said, “I’ll go check on the tests.”

Casper didn’t bother watching Ros leave the room. He was too busy fretting over the object that Master Yoda had entrusted him to use and solve. Just as he made a major breakthrough he still couldn’t understand it didn’t want to show him anything else. He kept trying, and he would keep trying. Forgetting about Nue Cadabel. Forgetting about Enothchild Sarch and Naressa Rapier. He forgot the point his Master had just made and the moral of the story. All he could think about and frantically so was the sudden lack of cooperation from the language ball.
And also weighing heavy on his mind as the time went by was that he was once again heading straight towards failure.

