CHAPTER 119.0
The time would pass, as time should, with all of time’s positives and negatives. Of course how it is perceived is always based on the individual. Circumstances and interests and environment all played a role in perception. For Casper Knightshade he did wish in a small way the trip back to Coruscant was not so long. During the journey Casper and Alluetia shared the information saved by their respected message accounts derived from the HoloNet once they were within range of the mining colony of Bespin; so much had happened since they had last heard anything about their friends on Naboo and anything related to their collective adventure, which added to the tabulation of what was known on the way out to Lone Star. It gave them something to do: concern and worry and exasperation replaced all that was removed by their return home.
To begin with it had not taken the elected predators of Senate House very long to accuse Rapier Technologies for being solely responsible for the Shut Down. Just prior to their departure from Naboo to Isen the Republic had barely recovered and it was one month away from general elections. As Juna had openly predicted the key strategy for ensuring election victory was one to make the loudest noise against her company. Despite the various forms of political philosophy no one spared that political logic from their platform. The few -- candidates and incumbents -- who hadn’t complained lost so badly no one remembered their names the next day. The other losers who just couldn’t scream loud enough took their losses and called them victories, with some continuing to campaign their points of view around the central issue; sore losing had never been so irritating. The winners, of course, never had to say a word about Rapier Technologies again, but it did not mean some would drop it unless they got some more mileage out of it.
Outside the electorate position the pundits, critics, and anyone close enough to sound and sight recorder had an opinion about what the Republic should do to Rapier Technologies. In the first month prison was not good enough for Juna, the board of the directors, every lawyer under retainer, the employees, every person that had stock in the company, and whoever continued to use Rapier products. By the second month, in the heart of the election cycle, prison sounded sweet, the forfeiture of entire Rapier fortune was even a sweeter note sung, and so many experts were certain the latter was guaranteed and the former was conclusive. After that there was the first class action lawsuit: five worlds with the combined casualty number of over twelve thousand deaths attributed in some way to Rapier Technology failure, whether or not it was the direct cause of such deaths and injuries.
The point of consensus that both politicians and lawyers -- how the two were considered different was irrelevant to the people -- was that the Shut Down was actually a purposeful act done by Rapier Technologies, ordered by Naressa and executed by Juna. The idea was and continued to be a constant drumbeat produced by a freshman Republic Senator by the name of Bly Coaxial. Unfortunately the impression was given credence by Naressa’s escape just moments before the Shut Down had commenced; a jail’s worth of Dantooine constables could attest to the fact. As the technical facts of the Shut Down were unearthed without question the origins of what had occurred was absolutely linked to Rapier Technologies. Over those same number of months news and rumors pointed to numerous warrant searches of Rapier Manor and all Juna had owned, looking for anything guilty and Naressa as well. The Justice Department of the Republic lead the charge both criminally and civilly.
As the Hailstorm’s Hauler reached the recognized realms big news stretched across the galaxy. A long standing relationship between the Republic and Rapier Technologies, where the company supplied the federal level with its hardware and software demands, had been severed. As part of legislation deftly drafted by the late Bendian Rapier while in the Senate many years ago the Nubian company immediately benefited by the Senate’s own ignorance, adding federal tax revenues to their coffers that came also from public and private entities. The greatest concern reported right away was the provisions in the law that required the Republic to pay a substantial penalty if Rapier Technologies ever pulled out of the deal; based on known equations, the amount was four times the Republic’s fiscal budget. However when Supreme Chancellor Valorum made the official announcement he made it clear that Lady Juna Angelleia had negotiated the penalty down to a one time buy out of a single credit.
Refueling at Bespin after hearing the news of the buyout Alluetia proved she was no fool. “She’s bought them off.” Though when she said what she had said, she said it without the usual angst that came from a poor person criticizing a rich and prosperous individual. Alluetia viewed it as one of her fellow Fringe kin having to pay debt off to a Hutt: a mistake was made in the service that cost the Hutt more than just pocket change, and no matter the excuse and no matter how true the excuse, and no matter what the rogue did in the meantime to help the Hutt, the Hutt was going to get paid. And even then, when the debt was all paid off, the Hutt was never going to be truly satisfied. Death was often the recourse a Hutt took, but sometimes they preferred the rogue do some ‘play for nothing’ jobs in exchange for their lives; that made Fringe types really poor really fast. Alluetia saw no difference between the Republic as a whole and Jabba the Hutt and pitied Juna for what she had to do.
Casper really could not doubt Alluetia’s point. Though politics was beneath him he knew Juna well enough that what she had done was strategy for survival; not for herself, but for the people involved in her company. Juna had made many political decisions in her reign as Queen, but they were not expected ones: sometimes Naboo really did not benefit from the decisions except in terms of morality and ethics. The politicians around her did not like that: there had to be something wrong with her not taking advantage of her position of power, taking advantage of her namesake -- something had to be seriously wrong for a Rapier, any Rapier, to not reap the sowing. This time she went against her own grain and did what any other being would have done. By giving up the upper hand she had with the deal known as GRS 45293482039202, she was getting something in return.
The closer Alluetia and Casper got to Coruscant the obvious tactic Juna had employed became clear. With the single credit paid out surely, an order of multitude that had made Rapier Technologies their sole focus for breathing went silent. The cipher command he had for his message service provided over one hundred thousand, or more, sources of news related to Juna before the deal; it whittled down to a thousand, or less, after the deal. Many lawsuits were suddenly withdrawn or dismissed entirely, but there still remained many with others from planets on down to people contemplating the possibility. Many criminal investigations ceased save for the obvious search for Naressa Rapier. Again as with the Shut Down Naressa did not help herself: once the Shut Down had been reversed, the Maroki Renvarient account that had been seized by the authorities as evidence against Naressa was cleaned out; records indicated the large sum of funds had went into an untraceable rigged credit chit. The political investigation into the Rapiers had only just begun.
The thought of stopping at Naboo never crossed the duo’s mind as a direct mandate from the Jedi Council ordered Casper and Alluetia both home immediately! They sent a message to Rapier Manor before their latest jump to hyperspace expressing their apology for not stopping. Emerging from hyperspace at Coruscant a few days later they received a message from a spokesperson at Rapier Technologies, speaking on behalf of a medical facility on Coruscant: Alluetia and Casper were offered tattoo removal procedures, paid in full: all they had to do was confirm for an appointment.
“How did she know?” asked Alluetia aloud, rubbing the side of her face where her incomplete Mark of Forgiveness was. Tattoo removal was not a difficult process unless the tattooing was molecularly or atomically done, or it was the ‘color-scarring scribing’ technique deployed by the Seoven priest of Seovenear; otherwise, removal was just expensive. And the Fringe form of removal always involved some form of acid; for a pilot who had a tattoo so close to her eye Alluetia never once considered that cheap offer.
“Reads minds I would guess,” joked Casper.
“Well I’m taking it!” Alluetia was not going to pass on free, especially with what the Mark represented. “What about you? You have no obligation to the Path anymore to wear it. Can’t do much undercover work with it on your face either; folks do begin to notice.”

Casper eyed her and pointed out, “You’ve been Tidings Running with that Mark for how long?”

“I,” began Alluetia, putting a hand of flattery to her heart, speaking with a lousy Coruscant accent but with at least good sentence structure, “can enjoy many, many warm and wonderful years in my condominium apartment in the Plamo District, watching the city skyline at sunset, enjoying my refreshing white sparkly and fade from the vineyards of Qibu XXVIIII.” She then snapped her fingers and let loose with full blown Lone Star drawl. “And turn around, steal ya money, use up ya toilet paper, and kick ya pet. I’m Fringe, I blend in Dude. I’ve changed my ways, but I’ll always be a stone in a boot. Ya can’t.”
“I fooled the Hapens,” offered Casper weakly, recalling the haphazard investigation on Hapes. It was easy to remember for so many reasons: most recently the amendment report he filed suggesting that Naressa had not done the crime.
“I can fool a Hapen,” shot Alluetia back. She got the clear signal and piloted the ship through the night sky, sinking low and activating the Order’s scuttle beacon so the towers stopped tracking the vessel; Order business that was secret was never logged in ‘officially’.
“Until you kick their pet,” said Casper dryly.

The Jedi Temple loomed ahead as Alluetia gained some altitude for the mid-level docking bay. The Hailstorm’s Hauler crept inside and flew deep, not landing until they reached the very back of the docking bay. The two Humans were all too happy to depart the ship after such a long trip. After so many months away it wouldn’t had surprised them that no one could recognize them; Alluetia’s outrageous dye jobs were no more, and Casper’s hair had outgrown the Padawan cut. The idea was tested by the arrival of Mace Windu, but the Jedi Master did not blink upon seeing them.

Casper gave a bow while Alluetia just waved a hand. Mace only said, “Six months away from the view of the Council is too long for a Jedi Knight, Casper.”

It was a condemning tone, but one Casper greatly accepted. He felt he was a Jedi months ago before the battle at Nal Hutta. Apparently what he felt and what Mace Windu saw were one and the same. He was, indeed in the eyes of the Council, no longer the Learner.

“Oh cut the kid a break, Windy,” chimed Alluetia, “he’s lost his legs for cryin’ out loud.”

“I know that,” said Mace seriously. “And don’t call me Windy.”

“Sure, Windy.” Alluetia just strolled around him, guessing the two needed to talk. She said over her shoulder, “Gotta talk to the Toad. He’s around, right?”

“Master Yoda is expecting you in his private quarters,” assured Mace with some indignation against the female.

Alluetia nodded and said to Casper quickly, “We’re getting’ together later! Promise!”

“Sure,” said Casper with a nod. “I promise!” He could tell she wanted to hug him but at the moment it was inappropriate. He drew the notice of his contemporary. “Master Windu, I am sorry that I was not here sooner.”

Mace shook his head and waved his hand. “That matter is actually not important, Knight Knightshade. You must come with me before your meeting tomorrow with Senator Coaxial.” He gestured for the spare elevator lift; Alluetia had all ready taken the other one. “The new senator is the Chairman of the Senate Panel on Special Duties and Inquires and would like to go over some of your investigation into the Rapier matter.”
“I understand, Master,” said Casper. “Has he seen the amended report?”
“Most of it.”

Once they entered the lift Casper asked, “Does he know of my new opinion?”

“He does, but I’m afraid he won’t accept it.” Mace looked to Casper and added, “And I must add this as well: the Council does not share in your opinion either.”

Casper went from self assurance of his Jedi rank to a Padawan Learner feeling sore from falling after failing at levitation. “Does…the Council not believe me, Master?”
Mace let out a very long sigh of frustration and said, “We do believe you have fought a dark side entity. We do believe Lady Angelleia helped you. We do believe Magus Prophet had survived Sanctuary and had a helper and used the Hutts. We do not believe conclusively that Naressa Rapier is innocent of the crime she did confess to.”
“But Master, she-,” began Casper, refreshed with energy on willing to debate after such a long trip.

“Before you begin,” raised Mace’s voice along with his hand, “consider what and who I am about to share with you. Then condemn the Council as you may see fit, but you will accept it. You will need this, before your meeting with the Senator tomorrow.”

Casper reluctantly nodded and the elevator doors opened. He followed Mace and listened as the Master lead him to a quarters area in the Jedi Temple. There were not too many Jedi in the hall. “We have a guest here you know very well. He and his family fled their home and sought political asylum from Cato Neimoidia.”
“Asylum from a member planet of the Republic?” Casper stopped Mace with a hand. “That’s unheard of, who?”

Mace said plainly, as if to explain it all, “Inquisitor Branch Lur, the detective from the Trade Federation that went with you and Ros to Hapes.”

All it did was suddenly made Casper feel very hyper and confused on the inside. Something about this made him hopeful for Naressa. He couldn’t wait to see what Branch had that drove him to flee his home world in fear.

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

CHAPTER 119.1

There were a few minutes of very unpleasantness, which Mace and Casper had walked into. Both Jedi felt it had been lingering for quite a while, but Mace knew more than Casper about the Lur family situation. Unfortunately for Branch Lur, he knew it too very damn well. His immediate family -- his wife of many years and the youngest child of four they had that was too young to live alone -- looked out of placed and very strained in the room provided to them by the Jedi in the Temple. Serva, Lur’s wife, did not enjoy Coruscant, the Jedi Order, and the fact that Casper Knightshade had finally arrived. The conversation was one sided. She settled on throwing a vase at the wall as a replacement to a slamming door as she and the child went into the other room.
Sighing, Branch picked up some of the mess his mate left behind. “Forgive her. It has been difficult to live here.”

Mace and Casper helped the Neimoidian pick up the plates and food but stopped on the insistence of Branch when it came to the grayish, rather smelly, and uncomfortably solid looking substance that had missed the Jedi’s heads by mere centimeters upon their entry. The female prior to her final departure had slipped into the other room and came back with two handfuls of the substance. Branch was dark green in embarrassment while cleaning the Neimoidian excrement up.
Washing his hands, Branch apologized, “Neimoidian females can be….rather vindictive and creative on the spot in terms of vengeance. Natural defense mechanisms of the past become today’s debate enders in many Neimoidian households.” He shook his head, if anything to loose the feelings of humiliation. “I fear she had been saving that one for you, Padawan Knightshade.”

“Its Jedi now, Inquisitor,” stressed Mace before Casper did. Casper let him; he just sounded more official when a Council member said it.

“Jedi, yes,” Branch said with a nod.

Casper said, “If it’s because I took so long to come back, I am truly sorry.”

Branch shook his head and used the towel in the kitchen area to dry his clean hands. He tossed it away and gestured for the Jedi to enter the lounge part of the quarters. “None of it is your fault, young man. You are a Jedi, you have duties. All we can be is outcasts.”

“So I just heard,” said Casper. “Just not the why.”

Branch chuckled a bit. “You are still a little young in your ways, Casper. To gain the ire of the Trade Federation, my people, is to court death.” He sat down and offered the Jedi seats on a couch in front of him. They accepted and he continued. “I could not, on the other hand, allow an innocent woman, Naressa Rapier, to die.”

Casper leaned in and asked, “You believe my report?”

“I have read your amended report. My belief in her innocence began on Dantooine after I had interviewed her.” Branch stood up and paced around his chair; the thought of the questions months ago of the Sith Maiden brought back memories of that damned uncomfortable seat; his ass began to phantom hurt. “Without the need of, as you put, ‘dark spirits’, I had almost the answer that could be recognized legally.”

Branch walked over to a desk far in the room and continued talking. “After the conversation I recalled what your Master Ros had requested us. Sorry for your loss; Ros was a good man.” Casper nodded and Branch continued bringing with him a sealed evidence case that was considerably thin but wide; it had Trade Federation property markings all over it. He gave the case to Casper. “Inside the case will aide you as I explain.”

Casper opened the case and noticed that Mace paid little heed to the contents; Mace had seen what was in it all ready. Inside Casper found a data pad that had the case file about Hapes on it; both the Jedi report and the Trade Federation prospectus. Then, there was a toilet seat; a Trade Federation toilet seat, elongated for the fit of a Neimoidian.
“In the last communiqué with Ros he mentioned checking the toilets,” said Branch to help remind Casper. “After Dantooine I went to the property holdings room and requested that I see the toilets. All they had were the toilet seats. This one here I found a drop of blood hidden in the crevice.” He pointed where the lid met the seat, above where the seat would attach to the toilet. He then turned on the data pad and gave it to Casper to read the relevant data in part of the discussion.
“The blood was unusual; complete with numerous versions of DNA strands somehow all existing in the same space fully intact, but it did have Vhinech variants.”

“I have seen this strand before,” said Casper. “The creature, a Vhinech called Faith, had the same strand.”

Branch nodded and continued. “I understood the truth the moment I realized the blood could not have been from Naressa.” Casper didn’t ask why Branch referred to Naressa by her first name. “I even had cross-referenced her genetic sample given to me by the authorities on Dantooine. There were, to my astonishment, hemotypes that suggested this Faith and Naressa were related, but this evidence suggested two possibilities: either they were there together, or it was only Faith alone who was there.
“I then made a terrible mistake: I took my findings to my superiors. They were not at all pleased that I had spent so much time trying to clear the name of a business competitor, especially during the time of turmoil in the Republic involving her product brand. I was more interested in justice. Unfortunately I tipped my hand, and had left the toilet seat behind.” He gestured towards the seat. “They had it cleaned and repressed by the time I returned to get it. I also noticed it was a few pounds lighter.”
Branch grabbed the seat and very carefully opened the seam in the seat. It was a hidden lid within the seat; inside was molded channel, shaped as if it held something inside of it. “I was wrong about the location of the back up security recording equipment.”
Casper touched the inside of the compartment and swallowed down some bile that wanted to escape. Branch shared in the disgust; three -- counting Ros -- well trained investigators had absolutely missed a critical piece of evidence to their investigation. There was a good chance, just based on Branch’s word alone, that the evidence to clear Naressa was in the toilet seat. Because of Trade Federation hatred for Nubians and for technological business rivals like the Rapiers, an innocent woman was condemned.
“I brought this to the attention of the evidence supervisor, but I soon learned that his promotion and raise in salary was the cause for his sudden stupidity,” said Branch. “Such evidence tampering is a felony. I soon realized it did matter to the powers that be on Cato Neimoidia. I also came to realize that they would perhaps need someone to blame for missing evidence if they decided to go that far with their conspiracy. I was going to be too convenient of a lackey for them if I had stayed.
“It was Senator Lott Dod who had finally made me decide to leave and seek asylum. I had kept very quiet for weeks after I had learned the truth. When the Republic came back on I had the feeling I was being watched. I was then summoned to Senator Dod’s office in the capital and he announced to me that he was considering me for a new role in his political detail. At that point I took Naressa’s advice and began asking questions. One of the sources I talked to told me if I had taken the job no one would have ever seen me again, and that my family in whole would disappear as well.”
“Didn’t you report this to anyone?” questioned Casper, a little shocked in how far the Trade Federation was going to go with keeping Branch silent.
“To whom, really, and with what?” Branch sat back in resignation. He gestured to the toilet seat. “All there is of my findings is the record of the blood test and a toilet seat that is practically brand new. At best, my young colleague, all there really is here is my word.” He shifted a bit in his seat. “I…did my best to get my family off the world, but as you can see only my wife and youngest child came.”
“I happened to be in the neighborhood,” offered Mace after a long silence. “The Shut Down had affected my ship and we were just finished with repairs when we got word about Inquisitor Branch. We did run into some minor trouble.” He then added with finality. “I took care of it.” Casper knew when Mace Windu said that he was not lying.
“Under the Jedi’s protection I have spent the last few months trying to get someone to listen,” said Branch. “Your report has helped me explain a great deal, but unfortunately it is inefficient without the evidence damaged. Naressa’s confession and then her escape did not help either.”
Branch held up his hands and had to ask the paramount question of the moment. “But the biggest problem I had in explanation was how Ros Ofcheck decided that the toilet seats were such a key piece of evidence. I am hoping you could shed some light on that. Not just for me to understand it, but for Senator Coaxial to understand it when he talks to you tomorrow.”
“It’s…not in Ros’ report before we left Coruscant?” questioned Casper in confusion. Mace shook his head no. It occurred to Casper that he had not included it. “We had told Master Yoda. Ros had spoke to Lars Breck and -.”

Branch let out an expletive in his native tongue and appalled, “Breck!” Every wise and seasoned investigator from one end of the galaxy to the next knew of the infamous serial killer, even if his last known killings was decades ago. “What in the good name of Uimersus Gyle would you be talking to that monster?!?”

Casper explained. “We were stumped after talking to Naressa. Ros took the case to Doctor Breck and he had provided us with information from it.”

Branch looked to Mace; the look was returned. Branch said, “I do know of the story Breck had told of seeing Naressa many years ago on Corellia, but nothing was mentioned about toilet seats.”

Sighing, Casper rubbed his knees as frustration reminded him of his missing legs. Mace spoke as the young Jedi thought. “It was Breck who also mentioned smelling Mrs. Rapier the night the Temple was compromised and the Enlightenments were altered.”
As Casper thought quietly Branch asked Mace, “I have heard of these Enlightenments from the other Jedi here, but I haven’t learned once why Naressa would come here to alter them, if she had done it.” He then added quickly, “That is if you want to believe someone like Lars Breck.”
Mace decided that there was no need for not telling Branch Lur, though he still kept much of it cryptic; under the Code Juna was still protected. He said, “The Enlightenments in question had to do with this period of time. There were certain predictions that….appeared to relate to Lady Angelleia.” Branch raised his head up right on just that sentence alone.
“However,” Mace stressed, “the Enlightenments were incomplete and often illegible. We have comprehensive records of the passages taken over the many years. Destroying what was written before time could take them does nothing.”
“But it was still done.” Branch turned his head slightly. “In my experience, Master Windu, one destroys or manipulates evidence because one does not want to get caught or they want to implicate someone else.” To really give his point meaning he just offered, “The Jedi may have missed something on those documents. Why would Naressa, if it was her, risk it? For why would she do such an undertaking if not to protect herself and her daughter, without the need to frame someone else for the deed?”
Casper was hit with an idea and said distantly, “Because she didn’t.” He grabbed the data pad and went looking for something else entirely in the files. He was on another thought as he spoke aloud. “At first we had thought she had done the murders on Duro since her alibi, Bothawui, could never be confirmed. Enothchild and the others were on Strumder when she had separated from them.”
“She didn’t do Duro,” reminded Branch. “The blood from the toilet seat matches some DNA recovered from that scene.”

“I know; that’s why, during that time, if she hadn’t gone to Bothawui then in my mind she had to come here.” Casper shook his head. “But that’s not what….” He scrolled through the basic files of the case and found an addendum file to the case load; something new was added from the Republic Files and Claims Office, in correspondence to Naressa’s arrest record. He opened the related files, old and new, and found something very curious and damning all at the same time. There was a very, very old murder case file that had come from Corellia; opening that he found the beginning pages of a murder investigation involving….
“Affirmation of her birth records,” said Casper. The other two males looked at him, puzzled. The young Jedi said, “Naressa Rapier’s birth records from Corellia! When were these added? Her-.” He stopped when he looked down at the screen and noted a very familiar name in the space marked ‘Birth Mother’: Faradi Ryder; as in Faradi, as in Darth Rune! The same Faradi Ryder was known as Faradi Solo in the murder file….
His memory suddenly showed him that time many months ago on the lift after he had left Master Yoda’s quarters. 
He remembered the Jedi female in a black cloak: A fedarok leather hide cloak.

Casper couldn’t believe it and let out a moan that sounded very painful to give let alone hear. Branch and Mace asked him what was wrong, but he ignored him…..
The black cloak was made out of fedarok leather hide….
The woman who had thought to be a Jedi indeed looked familiar to him….
That was the same night Lars Breck had created a ‘distraction’ for supposedly Naressa Rapier….
Because Lars said he knew her….
Casper could not believe how badly he had missed all of that, feeling so very sick. He handed the data pad rather paced to Mace before he said, “Her birth records couldn’t be found for a very long time, no matter who requested them.” Mace looked just as perplexed but not as disturbed as Casper was when he handed the data pad to Branch. Casper nodded his head and said his feeling. “Master, I need the Jedi Council’s permission to see Lars Breck.”
Branch sputtered as Mace was genuinely taken aback. “N-No, that’s out of the question, Casper.”

“Master,” implored Casper, “there are many answers to come from the one question Branch just wondered aloud. The only creature with those answers is Breck. I ask, no.” He stood up and said with a resolute calm of determination reminiscent of his talking down of King Veruna a few years ago. “I demand the Council’s time.”

Mace Windu was not one to be glared at and he stood up to meet Casper’s gaze. After a moment Branch had the ridiculous thought that the two Jedi were going to trade blows; he stood up, not really thinking to step between them because what could he do. Finally, Mace said, “I will summon the others. Prepare yourself for a through examination.” 

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

CHAPTER 119.2

Alone, the long ride to the Jedi Detention Center forced Casper to think more about his discovery than about clearing his mind as instructed by Mace Windu. The Council did not grant him permission until he had explained to them why he had to see the Ortolan. He dreaded the meeting of the Council even more than he dreaded the upcoming meeting with Breck and had hoped not to really talk about anything, not with Master Yoda around. However upon his explanation the Council, with Yoda’s few words of blessing, Casper proceeded. Casper had to be honest as the ride to the proper underground floor came to an end. He couldn’t clear his mind if he tried any harder, and frankly he wanted the case to fill his conscious and what Lars Breck had done than having to recount how much older and wearier Master Yoda had looked since the last he had saw him. Something was cruelly torturing the small and powerful Grand Jedi Master’s conscious; Casper had a feeling it had to do with Enothchild since Yoda buttoned down his reaction to his theory he was about to prove fact.
At the desk of Jedi Master ordered to guard the Detention Center the Cyclian Jedi Master Iu Ree Kikobee gave Casper the infamous ‘beer goggles’ and rudely instructed, “Clear your mind, Jedi Knightshade! Do not see this being with impulses!”
“I will, Master,” lied Casper as he handed his lightsaber over to Master Kikobee. He was not believed but he did not care. He walked over to the extending light plank with every intention of speaking his mind. He only wished he could take his lightsaber with him, though it would not have been in the name of justice to use it on Breck. His plan was plain enough; without really knowing for certain, Casper just assumed that Breck would be open if he was honest with words, thoughts, and emotions.
After crossing the plank it retracted. Casper put the view-distorting glasses on and the cell door opened to let him in. He was being monitored but he ignored them; as far as he was concern it was a conversation between him and Breck. The universe could listen, but even if the conversation was clear only Casper was going to understand it.

The Ortolan had his trunk buried in what looked to be soup from his home world when he noted Casper’s arrival. Between them was heavy glass to prevent any dirty tricks from Breck. Ears lifting slightly, the blue body becoming rigid before relaxing, the fat and unassuming Breck raised his snout up to speak. He said, “Although I am trapped behind this pressurized seal I somehow can’t escape smelling male Twi’lek coming from your Human body.”
Before Casper could speak Breck was on his fat feet and moving towards the glass. Breck mused, “Either you have bad taste in boyfriends or you are Ros Ofcheck’s former Padawan Learner.” He mocked, “Please be the former and you need help; Jedi angst does bore me to tears.”
“You know who I am, Doctor Breck,” said Casper, ignoring the wobbly sensation created by the goggles that prevented Breck’s stare from getting to him. He could tell Breck was trying with his lidless stare. “I suspect you were hoping for someone who was involved in the Hapes case to eventually confront you; especially when the investigation has lead to the deaths of three Jedi.”
“Oh?” said Breck in fake surprise. “Oh, that is terrible to hear. Three Jedi dead linked to toilet seats. That is terrible, just terrible.” He then smarted off, “I sure hope Ros suffered.”
Casper worked his mouth over that, very surprised at himself getting mad. Then again it was easy considering the circumstances. He said, “Ros, Nue Cadabel, and eventually Enothchild Sarch. All three Moranna Knights.”
Breck gave off the impression of a smile. “My, my, my: there is a Force after all that listens to the prayers of evil.” His floppy ears wiggled and waggled in joy. “And without question suffered by the hands of the Sith female. Women….scornful creatures that lot!”
“You knew.” Casper stepped closer, unafraid of the creature, showing absolutely no caution. “You knew exactly who we were up against.”
Breck chuckled, “Too bad you did not.” He paced around his small, nearly empty cell. “Of course Moranna Knights were always too trusting of their fellows they do so to a fault. But never in my wildest, sleepless imagination did I see three of them falling for the same trap.” He eyed Casper and said, “Someday the Jedi Code should contain a commandment against having friends.”

Casper shook his head and just pushed on. “We have Naressa Rapier’s birth records, Doctor. They’re accurate because they have been cross-linked to a long thought lost cold case on Corellia.” He wanted a data pad, but in his haste to confront Breck he forgot it. It did not matter; he was certain Breck knew anyways even when he never saw the data. “Her mother Faradi was found dead six months after Naressa’s family had disappeared. Naressa was born around the time of her mother’s death.”
Breck tilted his large head to the right. “And how is that relevant, my young friend who won’t tell me his name? Why would that peak my interest?”

“None of these files existed until recently,” offered Casper without further explanation. “But to say you saw Naressa Rapier sixty years ago when she just turned fifty…” He had that feeling again that Breck was smiling “would be a lie.”
“Records, dear Learner, can always be altered,” pointed out Breck. Though true, Breck did not believe his own words in regards to this particular case. “They can also be hidden, like the truth, if one of, shall we say, a Dark Side feminine persuasion with the omnipotent power of data mining did not want outsiders peeping into her underwear drawer. Then again, with the present in mind, I would wonder how you can be so certain of such things under the circumstances. Closure is not very manly.”
“You do know more, Doctor.” Casper weighed the situation and very foolishly he took his beer goggles off; before he did so he focused on creating a barrier of the Force right in front of his eyes. Breck did not stir or move when it happened. Before the intercom in the cell came to life from the guard post that had monitored the situation Casper raised his hand to it and blew out the transceiver. “We have about a minute or less.”
Breck observed Casper with curiosity. “And by showing me your baby blue eyes, Child, you hope to seduce me into a confession?”
Casper nodded. “You’re dying to tell me the truth, Doctor Breck.”
“Well, you are a hard one to say no to. Where do I begin?” Breck then appeared enlightened. He spoke quickly. “I played on Ros’ hopes with believing in you, young Learner; he was tipping such happy thoughts based on how controlled he was with his questions, and how you are here now so demanding of the truth. Since he lacked any real clear understanding of who Naressa Rapier was, as well as any hard data to describe her past, he accepted any valid source of information. In the absence of such evidence a Jedi cannot have patience to consider if I’m lying or not.
“I did indeed meet this lovely woman’s mother at that party on Corellia over sixty years ago during my last escape from prison. She was a very plump, but still so very sexually stimulating woman that, unusual for a fat woman, carried her weight all too well. Very controlled was this….Faradi Ryder she had called herself; too controlling to be overweight, so obviously she chose to gain the weight to lure the Arch Duke of Serdia’s favor. In a galaxy full of vanity such a woman is truly dangerous.”
Casper interrupted. “How do you know she was a Sith?”
“Back then? I really didn’t. All I saw was someone like me, someone who had no problem doing whatever it took to fulfill our heart’s desires. The Sith did not factor in until Ros showed me her handy work on Hapes. Though I must admit that was done by two personalities sharing the same body?”

Casper nodded quickly. He heard the hard plank from the outer security ring hitting the cell. The Jedi Masters would be in the cell any moment.

“So it also occurred to me my young friend that such a creature was quite capable of taking care of my enemies. I do believe her desires and mine were the same: the death of Enothchild Sarch. He had, after all, taken my Green Eyes away from me and he threatened her lust for conquest. All those who conspired with him had to die!”
Casper approached the glass and glared at Breck with contempt. “You set us up!! You killed them!!!”
“I killed no one, dear boy,” assured Breck with lazy care, but he did in the hopes it would piss Casper off. “I only gave aide and comfort to a fellow hunter in the woods. She had the perfect stand location. I just provided the bait. In the end only the stupid and the eaten take what is given to them.”

The cell door opened in a flash. The Jedi Masters were in with lightsabers out but deactivated. Kikobee grabbed Casper roughly and unapologetically by the back of the neck and physically ordered him out of the cell. Casper pulled away and threatened, “You think you’ll get away with this!”
“I don’t think, young Jedi; that’s the Jedi’s problem, as I told your fool of a master.” Taking a page from the Jedi philosophy Breck gave it a twist. “I just do!”

This time Kikobee did not give Casper a choice and yanked him away with a forearm choke from behind. Breck waved lazily at them as they began their exit. He said, “It was so nice of you to talk to me. I’ll see you around in the future. That I am sure of.”
The cell door closed, and when it did Kikobee finally let go of Casper. Before the young man could say a word the Jedi Master pointed towards the other direction. “Move!” Casper turned as instructed, but seethed with emotion as Kikobee continued. “That was absolutely stupid what you did! Do you have a death wish! Master Yoda will hear of this insubordination!”

Casper didn’t hear Kikobee and didn’t care. He was calming down from those levels of anger that had filled him, but he still seethed. He was truly naïve to think Ros was giving Lars Breck too much credit. He had to wonder if Breck had a Sithian heritage. Then again such a thought only elevated the Ortolan; Casper didn’t want to give the psychopath that much prestige. It did prove too much; one did not need the dark side of the Force to be a great and terrible evil. The enigma of the moment had to be the reason Breck continued to live; dead long ago Breck would have never acted to help Darth Rune eliminate his sworn enemies; unspoken to but willing accomplices, to which no court of law would ever believe without evidence.
Reaching the guard station Casper called his weapon to his hand, which drew nervous looks from the Jedi Masters who thought Breck had gotten to him. Instead he ignored them, put his weapon away, and went to the lift. His mind was on some hard truths and simple realities. The long ride up the lift only reinforced the thoughts in his mind. It made him more frustrated than he was in the cell with Breck. The realities did not anger him, but it buckled his remaining knees. He leaned against the far wall to keep himself from falling completely to the floor. There was just so much weight, too much weight, to overcome.
When the long ride ended, the doors opened and Master Plo Koon stood waiting for Casper. The Kel Dor Jedi was healed up from his wounds suffered from the explosion on Tynna. His presence surprised Casper anyways. “Master Plo.”
“Long ride to hell and back, isn’t it?” asked Plo metaphorically. “Just heard you broke the rules down there wanting to commit suicide via a Breck stare? We didn’t mind it that you were going to talk to him, but please be less subtle when you dare the Council’s patience.”
Casper wasn’t sure if Plo was being condescending or correcting. Given their views of one another months ago he really didn’t want to hear it. “Sorry, Master, it won’t happen again. I have to meet with Alluetia Hailstorm, if you will excuse me.”
As Casper went to pass Plo he was stopped by Plo’s hand on his chest. Eye to eye, the Kel Dor said, “The Jedi Council frowns whenever a Jedi goes outside their mandate.” He then added, “I understand why you did, stupid as it was.”
The way Plo spoke caught Casper off guard and calmed him. It wasn’t some trickery in the Force on the master’s part. Just pure sincerity was enough to get through the young man. It did not make the truth any more acceptable, but something just clicked in a good way between both men.
“Come on,” requested Plo. “The further away you are from hell the closer you are to heaven. Besides, Alluetia’s away.” Casper went to say something. “Don’t bother asking why. That’s business between herself and Master Yoda. You should know by now that’s how we work.”
Casper nodded and obediently followed Ros’ old friend away from the lift. Even then he swore he could hear Lars Breck laughing. He was more than certain Breck was watching him. And he knew, someday, they would be meeting again.

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

CHAPTER 119.3

The Plop Down in the Mizar District of Coruscant was seedy and disreputable but even then it had its limits. Middle of the week there was less credits to go around, and at such a late hour there were far less people. Essentially only drunks that were kicked out from other bars stumbled in hoping for five more rounds; they were kicked out immediately, nearly all of them couldn’t pay. Though not necessarily a regular by definition the bartender knew Plo Koon on sight and let him and his young companion in. The two had managed to get in before last call. Two good solid ales were delivered to their table, to which to Plo’s delight he found Casper could drink.
“I’ve been coming in here for decades,” explained Plo, admiring his mug “more so as a member of the Council and more so than regularly lately.” Before he let Casper get an idea he added, “No, I don’t booze it up. I have one, or nothing at all.”
Casper remembered months ago when he and Ros had returned; Ros and Plo and Nue had went out together. “This is where the Headbangers hanged out?”

“When we could,” said Plo in retrospect. “Honestly, all of us Headbangers were together, all here, at the same time, only once. It was when Nadja’s book was released. Not one of us was out there doing anything, for once in our lives. Rare is it more than two Jedi can find the time to hang together and not have it be business. It was Nue and I a great deal of the time, that slow walking plant.” He said quietly, “I miss him, I miss them all.”
Casper remained silent at the only means to express any condolences. Knowing what he was in for as a Jedi that month long stay with his family was refreshing and he knew it would be the only time he had to do it. From this moment forward, given his youth and lack of Padawan Learner, he was facing a challenging road of life filled with constant duty and demanding purpose. Friends were rare; friendships were very precious.
Plo said, “Admiral Glace Culot was here, too, can’t forget him. He was a captain back then, the poor guy, he really never saw the reason why Nadja dragged him along. It was perhaps the most perfect day for our friendship.” He drank through an apparatus that allowed him to keep his new breathing mask on; the old mask was ruined in the explosion. He reflected, “It’s hard sometimes to remember the people you know after they have died.”
“Breck told me that some day the Code would mandate against friendship,” offered Casper on that note.

“Blue bastard,” returned Plo, but then added, “I hate it when he’s partially right.” He contemplated the mug in his hand. “With all we give up, all we do have is ourselves and our peers. Very easy it is to lose sight of our trained responsibilities.” He wanted to shake his head but stopped. “Let them go would be the popular sentiment in the Order.”
“I can’t,” admitted Casper, taking a drink from his mug for the first time. It wasn’t like the brew he had at Rapier Manor, but it was good enough. Somehow it was a reflection of him; just good enough to be a Jedi; just good. “I won’t let them go.”
Plo gave a small nod and said, “I won’t if you won’t.” He raised his mug in salute and drank some more. He eyed Casper carefully and then asked, “How’s the legs?”

Casper was caught off guard again; the situation he was in made it easy for it to happen. He wasn’t too sure what Plo was driving at with it, but he wasn’t going to come right out and ask. He just said, “Just as good as the old ones.”

“Really? Ah, you’re lucky. I hate my nose.”

Confused, Casper set his mug down and asked, “Your nose?”

Tapping his new face mask, Plo said, “The explosion I was in took my old nose off. I got some….plastisizer version in place. Can’t smell shit.” He tapped his pointy finger at the bridge of the mask between his eye goggles. “Skull fracture didn’t help either so nothing healed right. You got the itch?”
“Oh yeah!” Casper immediately itched at his right knee cap after Plo had spoken. “As much as I make strides to control it, sometimes I just can’t help to feel the missing parts.” He drank a little. “My father had lost his legs. The Mid Rim Conflicts, it turns out.”
Plo let that swirl in his head and he asked, “He was a Rim Ranger?” Casper nodded, recounting all the information Rigel had told him on Lone Star, and the Kel Dor sat back. “Yeah, I can recall that day. Enothchild and I did the best we could to get some of those guys to a medical frigate.”
“Really?” Casper was really intrigued by the coincidence.

“Yeah,” said Plo, “it slowed us the hell down. We found out later that we could have taken the terrorist leadership out that night if Sarch hadn’t started picking up the wounded.” He shook his head and mumbled, “’Damn Vhinphyc’, I said, ‘you can’t save all of them’. Not him though; he just had to do it.”
Plo took a drink and continued. “If he wasn’t the way he was I would have been dead a long time ago. I screwed up on a mission and was suffocating. He should have completed it, but instead he picked my sorry ass up and aborted. Enothchild got a lot of grief for that, but he never apologized for it. It was a Number Two mission anyways; really no purpose, just driven politically by the Senate.”
“He was your friend,” said Casper. “He had to save you.”
It dawned on Plo that Ros hadn’t told Casper that story. He said, “No, at the time he wasn’t. This was way before the Mid Rim. I was like a lot of the Tokens in the Temple back then-.”

“Tokens?”

“Token Jedi,” clarified Plo, being honest and adamant at the same time. Such a slight was unbecoming of a Jedi to his fellows, but the new Casper Knightshade did not correct Plo for such grief. “Code driven and really saw no reason why a thing like that Vhinphyc should be in the Jedi Order. I really thought he had some dire reason for being here, given his kind exterminated Force users. He did have a purpose, I would find out.” He went to take a drink, but instead he finished his thought. “To be a Jedi.”
Finished drinking, Plo said, “I grew up after that. Not only was Enothchild a friend for life I just re-examined everything I had done. I was being too hard on myself in trying to be too perfect.”
In the clutter of his mind Casper caught onto Plo’s point and knew the real purpose to this meeting. Plo noted Casper’s look of understanding and the Kel Dor chuckled. “Yeah, I was you once; infected badly with Yoda Worshipping Syndrome. He -- that is, the old me -- was worse than you, though. To this day I still hate that son of a bitch. Everyday I see some form of him, a little or a lot, in Padawans and sometimes I have to swallow the puke in my throat back down.
“Yeah, I did some of the same things you did in the past few years, even going so far as to tattle on my Master because he wasn’t, and I quote” Plo groaned as if ordered to paw through mynock guano to find some insight “’Yoda enough’.” He empathically shook his head and bemoaned, “Oh Force, I couldn’t believe I said that to the Council, with Yoda on it.”

“You’re right, you were worse,” chimed Casper, though that wasn’t exactly right. When he had complained about Ros being his Jedi Master -- with Plo there as well as Yoda -- he had almost said the same thing. Plo looked up at him and Casper thought he had said the wrong thing. “Sorry, Master.”

“Don’t be; you have got to be a man in order to kick another man in the nuts.” Plo drank a little more and set his mug down. “Point is I overlooked my past when I saw how you wrongly handled yourself last year. I gave you no chance in becoming a Jedi because of it. Ask any other Council member back then and they would have looked you right in the eye and said you had no chance. Consensus was clear; if this past year didn’t finish you another trip home should had.”
Casper considered what was said and offered, “Yoda too.”

“Master Yoda,” corrected Plo. “I can’t speak for him or the others, but I’m glad you’re still here, still a Jedi.” He held out his right hand, stretching it across the table. “And I hope a friend.”
Regarding the hand, Casper did not take it right away. Plo chuckled and said, “I can’t blame you. I wouldn’t shake a jerk’s hand either.”

After another few moments of thought Casper reached over and shook hands with Plo Koon. He found Plo’s hand to be deceptively powerful in strength, but he also felt the sincerity and appreciation that came with it. Plo Koon was all alone now: the last Moranna Knight. It was rather hard for Plo to consider himself that what was his past given he was a Council Member; he was the Headbangers’ voice among the twelve minds.
“You have a voice on the Council, I promise you,” assured Plo with one final shake of hands. He then raised his mug and the two toasted to the friendship. Though the Council would listen to all matters from all Jedi there was, to a fault, a little politics involved in the Jedi Order decision making process. Therefore it didn’t hurt for a Jedi to have someone on their side, most of the time, sitting on the Council.

Casper sat his mug down and noted, “Don’t show me too much favoritism.”

“I never had and never will really,” assured Plo. “It’s never a question of sticking up for a friend’s point; it’s all about what I believe in as it relates to their point. Qualeggoes never understood that; he always thought Master Yoda favored Enothchild all the time, and then when I joined the Council he then thought any Headbanger had two votes up their robe sleeves.” Plo shrugged his shoulders and mused, “He was half right.”
Chuckling a bit, Casper just said, “Well put. I think Master Yoda would-.” And then he stopped. He stopped himself from saying something that was totally untrue. Plo waited patiently for Casper to continue. Finally he did, sighing loudly. “Master Yoda’s hurting.”
Plo eyed his mug and said stoically, “I’m glad you finally realized he isn’t invincible. To be honest I and the others have noted a shifting in his heart when Enothchild had left.” He looked to Casper. “The people that do really care about him see it, like you. The others are confident he will do what every great Jedi has done: grieve, and after that millisecond has past move on.”
“He had told me he was not perfect,” offered Casper in reflection, remembering that night so many months ago so easily since it was the same night Faradi had infiltrated the Jedi Temple and Lars Breck had helped her escape. “And that I should not expect him to be right all the time.”

“We only hope to be right all the time, even him. We’re selfish in that aspect, and we’ll be lying if we weren’t. He’s been living long enough to have made a proportionate amount of mistakes in his life, and he’ll tell you he hasn’t made up for all of them.” Plo pointed at Casper to make sure the understand was firm. “That’s why he could relate to Nadja. She was in the eyes of too many in the Temple a mistake. Here we are, twenty years after her death, and those same people view her differently. They were waiting for her fall to the dark side and it never happened. Master Yoda would say Nadja was the best ‘mistake’ he ever made.”
“The worst?” questioned Casper.

“Letting Enothchild, the only one to call him father, go,” was Plo’s honest answer. 
Plo immediately thought of another example. “I….had to tell Alouha Bitter, Ros’ mother you known….that he had died.” Casper felt sorrowful for not thinking of the former Twi’lek dancer. “There is no official obligation to do so, but I had promised Ros I would a long time ago.” He went a little quiet, but it was a quiet no one would like to have. “It tore her up. She spent the next two or three hours cursing the day she had ever given her baby over to us. I stayed at her place for a long time until she told me it was all right. She apologized, but she didn’t have to.”
Finishing his mug Plo tipped it upside down on purpose. He sighed and said, “No one else will say it or believe it but Enothchild Sarch was Yoda’s son. He wasn’t there all the time, but he raised him. He nurtured him.”

“A Vhinphyc needs two parents; otherwise they don’t grow up right at all,” conceded Casper. He understood that now than before. No amount of Jedi training alone was going to produce such a fine man. Vhinphycs were just that different than anyone else, but was it all true? The Vhinphycs just couldn’t be the exception.
“Duty will carry him, he’ll go on, but….Yoda’s going to always regret losing someone he knew understood him best. Yoda’s Learners were just that, Learners: they accepted the parameters of their relationship as established by the Code. The training and the connection between them lasts, at best, fifteen, twenty, thirty years. With Enothchild that relationship they had lasted as long as one Human lifetime.

“Enothchild accepted whatever Yoda tossed at him after Nadja became his master. Their relationship changed, as it should. Both held on I think; one foot still in the door.” Plo picked at the bottom of the mug. “He never really said it, but you don’t need words to express genuine sorrow. Don’t let Master Yoda fool you, Casper: he does have a soft spot for everyone. What makes him great, what should any Jedi, is the ability to remember the fallen he does care for always, rise above the loss, and do what needs to be done. He’ll rise over the loss of Enothchild…it will just take a little longer than a millisecond.”
Nodding, Casper took a drink and said, “Enothchild viewed the many around him as his family. Ros told me him and….well, Jury” Plo shrugged off the mentioning of Jurivicious Pern; bringing up the Fallen Jedi in the deep past tense was not taboo “lived like brothers under Enothchild’s and Nadja’s roofs. Perhaps I was the ‘little brother’ that just couldn’t understand. That’s why he was so hard on me.”
“Good analogies,” agreed Plo. “Like Ros, like Yoda, he wanted you to achieve Knighthood. Again, I’m glad you have.”

Casper gave Plo a little salute with his mug, drank again, and put the mug down. It was not empty, but he was done with it. It was so metaphorical. It represented so much of his life and what was on his mind before talking with Plo. He now knew, and he hated it.

“I can’t clear Naressa Rapier,” he said with finality. “No one can.”
To no surprise Plo nodded and said, “She’s doomed. She was done in this galaxy long before Coaxial was ever elected. He’s going to call you to his office tomorrow. He’s going to expect you to make some kind of plea in light of your amended report, in what Branch Lur has to offer, and after what you have gone through. Then he will probably go through a process of explanation that justifies his position. It will include his fact that the Rapiers had, by proxy of presence as the Senatorial representatives of Naboo, ruled the galaxy. He’ll show you every thing with a name on it to curse. He’ll go on and on about the Senate having authorized the monopoly. In the end these facts won’t change: Naressa Rapier is a fugitive, Juna Angelleia is a criminal for just being alive, Rapier Technologies needs to pay, and by any means necessary of the Senate they will never achieve any form of significant power ever again.”
Casper shook his head. “Such things make people enemies of the state.”

Plo shook his head in retort. “Coaxial will tell you the same thing, only it’s the Rapier’s fault.”

Sensing more into it, Casper had to ask, “What is the Jedi Council’s position?”

Plo Koon nodded and said, “The Council, as well as the Order, only follows and obeys the whims and wishes of the Supreme Chancellor and the Senate they serve.” He then said, “But unless the Rapiers actually do something remotely evil beyond the status quo we won’t be doing anything. Oh sure, we’ll get back on hunting down Naressa Rapier.” He held up a hand and over his head to indicate something large. “As soon as we get through these pressing, more urgent, less politically motivated issues.

“As far as the Lady Angelleia goes….she’s fine, her efforts appreciated and they have not gone unnoticed.”

“So,” began Casper carefully, “despite what Naressa is, the Council will not destroy her?”
“Casper, I won’t lie to you.” And then Plo just said nothing else on the subject. Casper thought to laugh, but then he realized Plo was telling him the truth without speaking. Only one conclusion could be made from his rather short sentence.
“But she’s-,” began Casper with a small head shake.

“Nonetheless,” cut Plo off at the pass “I believe our chances of finding her will be impossible, so long as she keeps hiding. So long as she and Lady Angelleia does not force our hand. I don’t see it, and neither does the Council. Like I said, we have much more pressing issues in the galaxy to deal with. For some of them we do want Juna Angelleia on our side.”

“Do you?”

Plo shrugged his shoulders at first. Then he said, “I do now.”

“So,” began Casper thoughtfully, “you voted against her in becoming a Jedi a while back?”

He honestly nodded. “Thousands of years of Jedi tradition that has worked time and time again can’t be put aside for one person.”

“What changed?”

Plo offered honestly, “Nadja Moranna. She once told me that when diplomacy always fails and her lightsaber wasn’t working she was going to throw fists. I told her what if you went up against armored foes, and she just said she would grab a blaster. If its starships, she’ll grab a destroyer. If it’s an army she would use a bomb. If the Force couldn’t be used then she would use everything else. Nadja was always certain of herself, and that gal found ways to win, but she wasn’t so uptight in her Jedi ways that she would pass up on advantages offered. If all you had for a weapon was a choice of clubs she would want the club that would do the most damage. I want the biggest, meanest, and yes most powerful weapon on my side. As the current Jedi Order Master Strategist in Warfare to the Republic, I’m not ashamed to admit it.”
Casper didn’t debate Plo. Juna was exactly what Plo and the others would want. She was no Jedi by any means and would not have fit in the plans of the Order. Without question Juna would not take the offer. Still, in this time, either parties would rather fight along side each other than against one another. The Jedi Order was going to stay on Juna Rapier’s good side. In the past Casper would have argued that his religion would not stoop to such a political thought. He grew up; he realized the Jedi Order had been doing it ever since it had existed.
“Unlike the courts,” continued Mace, “we can weigh the Force elements of the case you have revealed. Even though some of them are….just amazing even for the Force, in the absence of anything else that says otherwise it must be true. We know it to be true. You won’t hear any of us say Naressa Rapier’s innocent, but we know she is -- of these crimes she falsely admitted to that is. That is why we’re not going to put a whole lot of effort into looking for her, so long as she chooses to run and hide; so long as she continues to demonstrate, for lack of a better term, a desire for weakness.”
“That sounds very cruel,” noted Casper. “Telling an innocent to run in order to have peace from the very people to know her to be innocent.”
“Life is cruel, my friend, and in this case it MUST be. This is unprecedented, I know, but if this unspoken truce is held up both Light and dark can get along.” Plo then pointed out in reminder, “Senator Coaxial is never going to hear of it. You’re still going, to keep up with appearances. Make your case, put up with the man’s bellyaching, and in time we won’t have to deal with the man anymore.”
“And Juna?”

“She’s got a rough road that only she can walk. You should have all the confidence in the universe in her. We on the Jedi Council do.”

Casper considered that before he pushed his mug more away from him. With regret he nodded his head. “She told me not to get involved.”

“She’s wise,” was all Plo said in return. He reached into his robe and pulled out enough hard currency to pay for their drinks. He tossed the coins on the table sloppily and stood up, but Casper didn’t budge. Plo accepted the young man’s decision not to stand up with him. “But tomorrow’s got to be done.”
Casper nodded and remained seated. He looked up at Plo and asked, “And Branch Lur, and his family?”

“That’s a shit storm,” said Plo with a heavy sigh, “with high wind fronts right behind it.”
Remembering Branch’s wife’s reaction earlier in the night Casper mumbled, “You aren’t kidding.”

Plo didn’t hear Casper, or about the act of revenge the female had failed to carry out. “Inquisitor Lur’s without a doubt the bravest Neimoidian I have ever met. He knows full well what hell he’s unleashed even when most don’t believe him and some do but don’t care about the truth. He has more than his own people to worry about. He has every right to be afraid for him and his family’s safety.”
“What more can be done for them?”

“Other than our protection the only thing that will benefit them is time. In time, in passing, the storm will calm, the stink will be gone, but Branch Lur can never go home. Just as Juna Angelleia will never assume a higher position of power than the one she once had occupied. Time does heal wounds, but there will always be scars and other reminders. I don’t think either one is stupid enough to give their enemies a better target to shoot at, do you?”
“No.” Casper shook his head at the situation, and he kicked himself a little. He had thought even now Juna was the only one with enemies, but Brach was a threat to everyone that wanted the Rapiers out of the realm of power. Like Juna, Branch had paid a price for his bravery and for a long time he was going to keep paying for it.

“He’ll be fine just as Lady Angelleia will be,” assured Plo. “With you around they should be.”
Casper gave it all some more thought, nodded, and said to Plo, “Thank you, Master.”

“No, thank you. You didn’t let Ros Ofcheck down. You didn’t let Nue Cadabel or Enothchild Sarch down either.” Plo Koon stepped to Casper’s side and put a firm hand on the young man’s shoulder. “You’re one of us now. Don’t let anyone tell you different.”
“A Jedi?” asked Casper in confusion.

Plo nodded, and then added, “A Moranna Knight. A Headbanger.” He gave Casper a hard look before he said something to deny it. “You are, Brother. You just are.”
Plo turned and took his leave, gesturing towards the bored bartender, who suddenly was more reluctant to bother Casper on closing the bar. Casper only shook his head when he sensed his new friend using his abilities to sway the man. He just mused quietly, “Been there, done that.”
Casper sat there for a little while longer contemplating all what was said and what had happened before. Casper could not do anything for Naressa, and unless he used the Force against the Code Senator Coaxial was not going to change his mind. He understood the Jedi Order’s position; it was a position where the innocent -- Juna, Naressa, Branch, and the whole galaxy alike -- was protected. The Jedi Council held suspicions despite what Plo Koon had told Casper; they were going to keep an eye on the Rapiers, and one false move was it for the so-called unspoken truce.
Reflected back from his prospective Casper saw that Naressa had never given one hint that ruling the universe was interesting to her. He knew she would not give the Republic a reason to act beyond the politic attacks against Juna. A debatable merit of point: pasteurized politics never killed or injured, it just embarrassed and humiliated the target; maybe cost Juna a few billion credits here and there. But he knew Juna just as he knew Naressa: both women could take it.
Casper decided once and for all not to reveal that Juna was married to Enothchild, and that she was going to have Enothchild’s baby. He had intentional left those factoids out of his reports. He never had time to report the marriage, and the old him would have been in shock that he would keep such an important point from the collective conscious of the Jedi Council. It did not seem important now, and Juna’s child was not significant to the Jedi Order. Until Juna decided, Casper promised to let them keep their peace. The Order did not need to know, and the galaxy can remain blind to the fact as well.
Casper took a deep breath and exhaled a considerable amount of worry from his system. He left behind Lars Breck, the thoughts on the meeting tomorrow, with some great regret his promise to Juna about clearing Naressa’s name, and half a pint of ale. Like his Master Ros Ofcheck, like Enothchild, like Nue Cadabel, he would remember what he had learned tonight, but he left the dwelling all behind. Just as Casper had done on Lone Star, leaving much of what wasn’t desired and keeping the best people in his life with him.

