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20'TH CENTURY FOX LOGO AND THEME

LUCASFILM LTD. LOGO
EXT. SPACE (FX) 

TITLE CARD: A long time ago in a galaxy far, far away...
A vast sea of stars serves as the backdrop for the main title.  War drums echo through the heavens as a rollup slowly crawls into infinity....

                                                                 Episode IX

                                         THE LAST COMMAND
    The New Republic is fighting a pitched

    battle for its’ very existence. Old grudges 

    are forgotten, as all turn their attention to 

    defeating Grand Admiral Thrawn and his 

    massive new clone army. 

                                    Luke Skywalker and the smuggler Talon 

                                    Karrde frantically search for the location   

                                    of Thrawn’s clone factory as Mara Jade  

                                    slowly recuperates on Coruscant, and Han

                                    Solo and Princess Leia prepare for the 

                                    imminent birth of their twin children.

                                    But as Thrawn readies his final assault on

                                    the reeling Republic, the mad Jedi Master

                                    Joruus C’Baoth prepares plans of his own 

                                    for the Empire, the Jedi, and the galaxy…
PAN DOWN TO:

EXT. SPACE

Perhaps the largest warfleet ever seen on a motion picture screen. Virtually the entire Katana fleet, 170 or so Dreadnaughts, are moving straight toward the camera with the Star Destroyer Chimaera at the lead. The skies are thick with TIEs of all brands. 

INT. STAR DESTROYER CHIMAERA - BRIDGE

Captain Gilad Pellaeon, now sporting a silver mustache, stands on the command ramp of the Chimaera and faces a row of holographic officers. One by one, the images fade as the captains acknowledge their orders. 

PELLAEON: Bellicose -- Three minutes. 

BELLICOSE CAPTAIN: Acknowledged, Chimaera. 

PELLAEON: Relentless -- four point five minutes. 

RELENTLESS CAPTAIN: Good hunting, Chimaera. 

PELLAEON: Judicator -- six minutes. 

JUDICATOR CAPTAIN: We’re ready, Chimaera. 

The voice of the Judicator’s captain is just a little too quiet, a little too wrong. Pellaeon narrows his eyes, and Grand Admiral Thrawn walks into view alongside Pellaeon. 

THRAWN: This is war, Captain Brandei. Not an opportunity for revenge. Your duty is to the living -- not the dead. Am I clear? 

BRANDEI: (looking suitably chastened) Yes, sir. Judicator out. 

The last image fades, and Thrawn and Pellaeon walk up the command ramp to the forward windows.  

THRAWN: We’re right on schedule. The guide freighters have been launched, with tow cables working perfectly. And we’ve just intercepted the distress call from the Ando system. 

PELLAEON: Any response, sir? 

THRAWN: The Rebel base at Ord Pardron. Should be interesting to see how many they send. 

OFFICER: (calling up from a crew pit) Distress call from Filve, sir. Ord Pardron again responding. 

THRAWN: (checks his wristwatch) Seven minutes to go. We’d better confirm our exalted Jedi Master is ready to do his part. 

Thrawn sounds a little sarcastic at that last part. 

PELLAEON: I’ll go, sir.  

THRAWN: Thank you, Captain. 

Pellaeon moves off-screen. 

EXT. SPACE – OVER UKIO

Several dilapidated freighters speed into existence, all connected together by a series of intricate metal cords. The massed freighters rumble down towards a green planet. 

INT. STAR DESTROYER CHIMAERA -- GRAND ADMIRAL THRAWN’S QUARTERS
The quarters of the Grand Admiral are even darker than normal, as no holographic art is shining inside the room. Joruus C’Baoth sits in Thrawn’s overhanging chair, watching the tactical display before him. Pellaeon walks up beside him. 

C’BAOTH: I take it Thrawn is finally ready? 

PELLAEON: Almost. We want to clear Ord Pardron out completely before we move. 

C’BAOTH: Assuming the New Republic continues to dance to Thrawn’s tune. (pause, then looks over at Pellaeon) He won’t always be right, you know. 

PELLAEON: (sour) So now you read minds. How Jedi powers grow. 

C’BAOTH: (looks ahead again) I am the Empire. Your thoughts are part of your service to me. 

PELLAEON: My service is to the Grand Admiral. 

C’BAOTH: (holds up a hand) Believe what you will. On to other business. When this battle’s over, I want a message sent to Wayland. 

PELLAEON: Announcing your imminent return, no doubt. 

C’BAOTH: Oh, I’ll return... in due time. But no, what I want is for them to prepare a clone. A very special clone. 

PELLAEON: What are you talking about? 

A strange rumbling fills the air, and Pellaeon stares transfixed at the old Jedi Master. C’Baoth speaks slowly, waving his hand before the hypnotized captain. 

C’BAOTH: I wish a servant. Formed from sample B-2332-54. You will impress on the garrison commander the need for total secrecy. 

PELLAEON: (hypnotized) Yes...

C’BAOTH: Once you have obeyed this order, you will forget all about it. 

PELLAEON: Of course...

The rumble fades. 

C’BAOTH: (in normal voice) We seem to have arrived. 

Pellaeon shakes his head, dazed. A comm signal beeps for attention. 

THRAWN: (on comm) Captain Pellaeon? 

PELLAEON: We’re ready here, sir. 

INT. CHIMAERA BRIDGE

THRAWN: Tow cables detaching now. 

EXT. UKIO ORBIT

The lines separate between the group of four freighters, as they spread out in Ukio’s upper atmosphere. 

INT. STAR DESTROYER CHIMAERA – GRAND ADMIRAL THRAWN’S QUARTERS

THRAWN: (on comm) C’Baoth, are they underway? 

C’BAOTH: (voice straining) They are....

THRAWN: Confirm that they are under the planetary shield. 

C’BAOTH: All four ships are under the shield. 

THRAWN: Be certain. If you are wrong -- 

C’BAOTH: (snaps) I AM NOT WRONG!!! I WILL DO MY PART IN THIS BATTLE!! YOU DO YOURS!!! 

INT. STAR DESTROYER CHIMAERA -- BRIDGE

At the rear console, Thrawn shuts off the comm line and activates another. 

THRAWN: Attention, government of Ukio. This system is now once again under the control of the Galactic Empire. Lower your planetary shields and surrender. If you do not respond, I will open fire. 

A beat. 

OFFICER: (in crew pit) They’re sending another distress call. More panicked than the first. 

THRAWN: (switches comm lines) Prepare firing sequence one. 

C’BAOTH: (on comm) The cruisers are ready. As am I. 

THRAWN: You’d better be. If the timing isn’t perfect, this show will be worse than useless. (beat, then low) Five. Four. Three. Two. One. Fire. 

EXT. SPACE 

The Chimaera fires a salvo at Ukio. At the exact instant the turbolasers hit the planetary shield (which visibly ripples), the freighters under the shield fire. The ships repeat, creating the illusion that the Chimaera is firing through the shield itself. 

INT. CHIMAERA BRIDGE 

Thrawn waits, as the report of the turbolasers echo through the bridge. Finally, a crackle of static over the comm channel.

TOL: (V.O., coughing) This...this is Tol dosLla of the Ukian Overliege. We surrender...(koff)

THRAWN: Lower your planetary shields and prepare to receive an occupation force. All fighting vehicles will be taken by us. You may keep your current government, provided you behave yourselves. 

TOL: No....no war taxes? No forced conscription of our young? 

THRAWN: No to the second question, a qualified no to the first. Your share of the war effort will come from your food production facilities. 

TOL: (sigh) We are lowering the shield now. 

THRAWN: (switching lines) General Covell, launch your drop-ships. 

COVELL: (comm) Acknowledged, Admiral. 

INT. STAR DESTROYER CHIMAERA – GRAND ADMIRAL THRAWN’S QUARTERS

Over the last lines of dialogue, C’Baoth turns his head upward, staring off at nothing. 

THRAWN: (on comm) Master C’Baoth, move the freighters to polar positions -- 

C’BAOTH: (whispers to himself) They’re at Filve...

THRAWN: (con’t) -- then report on the feint battles --

C’BAOTH: (leaps out of his chair) MY JEDI ARE AT FILVE!! What do I care about your stupid battles?!? 

THRAWN: C’Baoth -- 

C’Baoth waves his hand. The comm line goes off with a beep. Pellaeon’s off to the side, rigid and staring at nothing. Zoom in on C’Baoth....

C’BAOTH: Leia Organa-Solo... you are MINE. 

EXT. SPACE

The Millennium Falcon roars through the stars, pursued by nearly a dozen TIE fighters. An X-Wing squadron is trailing behind the group, trying to pick the TIEs off. 

INT. MILLENNIUM FALCON COCKPIT

Han Solo, his now extremely pregnant wife Leia, Chewbacca and See-Threepio are aboard the pummeled starship. 

HAN: It’s your call, sweetheart. You still wanna try to reach ground? 

Leia looks out the front viewport at Ukio -- and the massed warfleet orbiting it. 

LEIA: There’s no way we’ll make it. 

HAN: Wedge, we’re pulling out. Stay with us. 

WEDGE: (on comm) Copy, Falcon. Rogue Squadron -- screen formation! 

EXT. SPACE

The Millennium Falcon peels away from its’ course towards Ukio, back out into deep space. The TIEs and X-Wings follow. 

INT. MILLENNIUM FALCON COCKPIT

HAN: You know, I’m getting tired of this. I thought your Noghri pals were gonna leave you alone. 

LEIA: This isn’t the Noghri. It’s Thrawn playing with his new toys. 

HAN: Yeah. 

EXT. SPACE OVER UKIO

The Imperial warships begin to break orbit en masse, heading into deep space towards the distant firefight...

INT. MILLENNIUM FALCON COCKPIT

An alarm goes off on the cockpit console. Han’s eyes go wide. 

HAN: Wedge, am I seeing things? 

WEDGE: (V.O.) You mean like the whole fleet breaking orbit and going after us? 

HAN: Yeah. That. 

WEDGE: (V.O.) I think it’s a good time to get out of here. 

EXT. SPACE

The entire Imperial armada is now pursuing the Falcon and the Rogue starfighters, as several more TIEs of various types join the fray. 

INT. MILLENNIUM FALCON COCKPIT

LEIA: (nervous) What are we waiting for?

HAN: As long as that fleet’s after us, they can’t bother Filve. I think we can outrun ‘em. 

LEIA: (a sinking feeling) No lightspeed? 

HAN: Don’t worry, sweetheart. The hyperdrive’s fine today. 

A near miss rocks the pirate starship, and Leia clutches her abdomen uncomfortably.  

LEIA: We’ve given them all the time we can! Can we please get out of here? 

Another near miss -- 

HAN: Yeah, I think you’re right. Wedge, you ready to leave this party? 

WEDGE: Whenever you are. 

HAN: Right. 

EXT. SPACE

The Falcon streaks into lightspeed, followed by the Rogues. 

INT. MILLENNIUM FALCON COCKPIT

Leia takes a deep breath, as a tear runs down the side of her face. Chewbacca notices, and growls an interrogative. 

LEIA: (shaky) I-I’m all right...

She continues to clutch her swollen stomach protectively. Han frowns at her. 

HAN: Hey, don’t worry about it. It was just a task force...

LEIA: It wasn’t that. There was something else back there. Some kind of... I don’t know...

THREEPIO: Perhaps it was like that indisposition at Endor -- 

Chewie tells him to shut up, but too late. 

HAN: No, let him talk. What indisposition? 

LEIA: When we passed through the spot over Endor where the Death Star blew up, I felt the Emperor’s presence. That’s all. 

THREEPIO: “That’s all?” Your Highness, you collapsed! You had Chewbacca and myself frantic! 

HAN: (shocked and angry) The Emperor’s ghost made a grab for you, and you didn’t think it was worth mentioning? You’re getting a full med check-up when we get back. 

LEIA: Now you’re being silly -- 

HAN: I mean it. Or I’ll have Luke lock you up in the med center when he gets back. 

LEIA: (squeezes Han’s hand) All right, “Dad.” I’ll get checked out. 

INT. STAR DESTROYER CHIMAERA – GRAND ADMIRAL THRAWN’S QUARTERS

An icy Thrawn enters, crossing straight over to the seated C’Baoth. Nearby, Pellaeon’s trying to shake himself out of his reverie. 

THRAWN: I presume you have an explanation. 

C’BAOTH: (doesn’t look at him) Do you? 

THRAWN: You broke off the attack and sent our forces on a dead-end chase. 

C’BAOTH: (faces him) And you have failed to bring me those Jedi! ALL of you have failed!! 

THRAWN: Was it our fault you couldn’t hold on to Skywalker at Jomark? 

C’BAOTH: YES! Because you let that witch Jade poison Skywalker’s mind against me! And she’ll pay... ohhhh, will she pay...

THRAWN: Did you capture Mrs. Solo? 

C’BAOTH: (faces ahead) No. But not because she doesn’t want me to. She does. 

THRAWN: (“Huh?”) She wants to come to you? 

C’BAOTH: (dreamy) Yes. Very much so. She wants me to teach her children. To instruct them in the ways of the Jedi... you have to help me. We must free her from her entrapment...

Thrawn’s voice is carefully guarded, but his expression betrays how crazy he thinks this guy is. 

THRAWN: Of course we must. And we will. All I need is a little more time. 

C’BAOTH: All right. One more chance. Fail this time, and I take matters into my own hands. 

He faces ahead again. 

C’BAOTH: Leave me now. I wish to meditate. 

The chair rotates, taking C’Baoth out of our sight. 

Wipe to: 

EXT. BERCHEST – DAY

A troop transport vehicle rumbles through the streets of a bustling crystalline town.  

Another angle: Luke Skywalker and Talon Karrde are watching the transport from a rooftop. 

LUKE: Twenty to thirty of them. 

As they watch, the transport eases around the corner of an intersection. 

TALON: So now what? 

LUKE: I’ll take off ahead of them, figure out their vector. You coming with me? 

TALON: Sorry. I did this ‘cuz I owed you one. I’m neutral and I intend to stay that way. 

LUKE: But these clones – 

TALON: You know, you guys are overreacting. It takes years to grow a clone – 

LUKE: Two to three weeks. 

TALON: (stunned) what…?!?

LUKE: It’s taking Thrawn only two to three weeks. I can give you a copy of the proof. 

Karrde lets out an astonished breath. 

TALON: Well, that explains Ukio. (on Luke’s look) They took the system two days ago. Intact.

LUKE: He’s got the ships, he’s got the crew…and now he can feed them. Terrific. (beat) And none of this changes your mind? 

TALON: (considers) Tell you what. Give me a credit line, and I’ll backtrack and see if I can find their point of origin. 

LUKE: (nods) Sounds good. 

TALON: Make that line a generous one. 

EXT. CORUSCANT – DAY

Establishing shot of the city planet’s skyline. A set of new E-Wing fighters fly overhead. 

INT. IMPERIAL PALACE -- CORUSCANT -- MEDICAL WING 

Mara Jade slowly comes to in a hospital bed. She is clad in a simple hospital gown; her forehead is heavily bandaged. A 2-1B medical droid is working nearby... and, at an adjacent computer terminal, so is Ghent. He jumps up when he sees her pull herself up. 

GHENT: You’re awake! Finally! How are ya feeling? 

MARA: (whisper) Wh... where are we? 

GHENT: The old Imperial Palace on Coruscant. You’re been in that bed for over a month. Well, there and a bacta tank. 

Mara starts to slowly get up out of bed-- 

“YOU WILL KILL LUKE SKYWALKER!!”

The booming, echoing voice of the Emperor. Mara sinks back into bed. 

MARA: (groans) A month... how the war’s going? 

GHENT: Not too well. Ackbar got cleared just in time to prevent a total wipeout by the Imperials. 

MARA: (rubs her forehead) He’s cleared? 

GHENT: (indicates the terminal) Only took me a couple of days. Turned out the bank robbery and illegal deposit was connected. Had the Imperials’ fingerprints all over it. General Bel Iblis asked me to stick around, see if I could find out who this “Delta Source” is. 

MARA: (amused) I don’t suppose he offered to pay you? 

GHENT: Uh…(shrugs) maybe. I don’t remember. 

Winter, Leia’s lifelong friend and aide, walks in. Mara again climbs out of bed as the white-haired woman walks over to her. 

WINTER: Ah, you’re finally awake. My name is Winter, personal aide-de-camp to Princess Leia. I’m glad you’re back on your feet. 

MARA: Glad to still be here. You’re my guide? 

WINTER: Guide, assistant, whatever else you need. Princess Leia asked me to look after you until she got back from Filve. 

MARA: What I need’s a ship. 

WINTER: I’m already working on that. May I show you to your suite? 

INT. IMPERIAL PALACE – CORRIDOR -- DAY

Mara, now in a bathrobe, and Winter walk down one of the brightly-lit corridors of the palace. 

MARA: How long have you been with Leia? 

WINTER: I grew up with her in the royal court of Alderaan. 

MARA: I don’t recall hearing about you during the Rebellion. 

WINTER: I spent most of the war undercover with Supply and Procurement. They’d sneak me into a warehouse or depot, and I’d return and draw them a map. 

MARA: So you were Targeter. The agent with the perfect memory. 

WINTER: (amused) That was one of my aliases. 

MARA: So what’s the problem getting me a ship? 

WINTER: The Empire’s launched a massive offensive. Every ship we have is tied up. 

MARA: It’s that bad? 

WINTER: They beat us to the Katana fleet. 

MARA: Damn. Nearly got killed for nothing. 

WINTER: So did a lot of other people. Combined with a bottomless source of crew, the balance of power has shifted horrendously. We’ve lost four sectors in the last five days alone. And thirteen more are on the edge. 

INT. IMPERIAL PALACE – MARA’S QUARTERS -- DAY

Winter and Mara walk into a sumptuous suite with old-fashioned hinge doors and exotic wood-carved furnishings. 

WINTER: Talon Karrde left you clothes and personal effects. If he missed anything, let me know. 

Winter walks out. Mara looks around, and moves to a bookshelf. She scans the shelves, yanks out one book, and opens it -- to reveal the book is hollow, with a tiny blaster inside. She grips it, rests it against her forehead. 

MARA: (to herself) “Bottomless source of crew?” 

WIPE TO: 

EXT. SPACE

Establishing shot of the Imperial warfleet rumbling through space. 

INT. STAR DESTROYER CHIMAERA – GRAND ADMIRAL THRAWN’S QUARTERS

Thrawn is sitting in the chair, petting a furry Ysalamiri that sits in his lap. Pellaeon’s close by him, and C’Baoth stands before him from a distance. 

THRAWN: No. Out of the question. 

C’BAOTH: Why?!?

THRAWN: We don’t yet have the resources for an all-out attack on Coruscant. 

C’BAOTH: (raging again) I RULE THE EMPIRE!!! YOU WILL OBEY ME OR DIE!!! 

An alarmed Pellaeon quickly takes a step closer to the Ysalamiri. 

THRAWN: Kill me and you lose the war. And you’ll never get those Jedi then. 

C’BAOTH: (seething) You would never talk this way to the Emperor. 

THRAWN: Actually, I did. Four times. And each time I was proven right. 

That quiets C’Baoth for a moment. 

THRAWN: If it will make you feel any better, I’ve already ordered Intelligence to assemble a commando team. Mrs. Solo should be giving birth any time now. At the very least, you will have the children. 

C’BAOTH: Need I remind you how your Noghri have continually failed in this matter? 

THRAWN: Which is why the Noghri won’t be involved. All I need to know is whether you can handle two newborns. 

C’BAOTH: All I need to know is whether your commando team can handle them. 

THRAWN: Very well. You will transfer to the Death’s Head to assist in the attack on Woostri. By the time you return.... you’ll be a foster father. 

C’BAOTH: Fail me this time... and you will not be pleased with the consequences. 

C’Baoth turns and leaves. 

THRAWN: (under his breath as the door closes) Always a pleasure. 

PELLAEON: Are you sure about this? He’s getting crazier all the time. And more powerful. 

THRAWN: We must divert him from the notion that he rules my Empire. The twins will provide that distraction. 

PELLAEON: Can you actually get the team in and out of the Palace? 

THRAWN: Yes, indeed. The Emperor did share a few of his secrets before he died. 

PELLAEON: And if the team fails? 

THRAWN: There are contingencies. 

A sudden thought comes to Pellaeon. 

PELLAEON: Mara Jade – at last report, she was recuperating on Coruscant. Could she know about Mount Tantiss? 

The thought hadn’t occurred to Thrawn. He considers it carefully. 

THRAWN: A very good question… and a risk we can’t afford to take. 

PELLAEON: Should we send in one team or two? 

THRAWN: No, one will be enough. Neutralizing Jade doesn’t necessarily require killing her...(change of subject) Set course for Poderis – our spies indicate Skywalker’s hunt for our clone conduit has led there. Perhaps we’ll have an unexpected gift for our Jedi Master. 

PELLAEON: Yes, sir. 

Pellaeon starts to leave, then pauses and turns back to Thrawn. 

PELLAEON: Sir…what if he can turn the Skywalkers the way he claims? Then we’ll have five to deal with, not one. 

THRAWN: Turning either Skywalker or his sister will take a great deal of time and effort. It’ll be even longer before the infants become any threat. And long before then, we’ll have dealt with C’Baoth. One way or another. 

PELLAEON: (swallows hard) Understood, sir. 

WIPE TO: 

EXT. PODERIS

A small freighter rises at high speed into space over an amber world.  

LUKE: (V.O.) They were clones, all right. The Imperials were waiting for me. Had Ysalamiri with them. 

Artoo moans. 

INT. FREIGHTER COCKPIT

Luke flies the freighter in a small cockpit. He wipes some sweat from his brow and tries to catch his breath. 

LUKE: You got it. Delta Source. Leia said if they don’t find that leak soon, they’re gonna have to move off Coruscant. 

Artoo (off-screen) whoops in alarm -- 

EXT. SPACE

The Chimaera descends into view, above and behind the freighter. 

INT. FREIGHTER - COCKPIT

Luke isn’t given a chance to maneuver; the lights dim as the ship starts to shake. 

LUKE: (sinks back in his chair) I don’t believe this -- 

He quickly unstraps and opens a side panel on the console. Throwing three switches, he gets up and rushes to the back as a rising beeping begins...

EXT. SPACE

The freighter, now dwarfed by the larger Imperial vessel, begins to fire torpedoes at the Star Destroyer even as it is dragged toward the hangar bay.

INT. FREIGHTER -- HANGAR BAY

Luke’s X-Wing fighter has been squeezed into the freighter’s empty cargo bay. Luke rushes up the fighter’s side and into the cockpit. The beeping noise is growing faster and louder.  

LUKE: We’re gonna have to time this just right -- 

He slams the canopy shut as Artoo, already nestled into the fighter, electronically squeals in panic. 

EXT. SPACE 

As it rises into the Chimaera’s hangar bay, the freighter explodes… and the X-Wing rushes out of the fireball into the stars. Before the Chimaera can do anything, the X-Wing leaps into hyperspace. 

INT. STAR DESTROYER CHIMAERA -- BRIDGE

Thrawn and Pellaeon watches from the window. Pellaeon slams a fist into his hand. 

PELLAEON: Blast it! 

THRAWN: Impressive. That’s the most effective use of that trick I’ve ever seen. 

PELLAEON: (disturbed) Yes, sir. 

THRAWN: At ease, Captain. If nothing else, we’ve convinced the Rebels they’ve found the clone conduit. (turns away from the window) That doesn’t mean, however, that the Chimaera’s crew should be ignored. Rukh? 

Thrawn starts up the ramp, flanked by Rukh. The bridge has gone deathly quiet -- everyone remembers what happened the last time one of the crew failed Thrawn. Thrawn stops at the edge of the command pit and looks down at an ensign. 

THRAWN: Your name. 

OFFICER: (doomed whisper) Ensign Mithel, sir.

THRAWN: Tell me what just happened, Ensign. 

MITHEL: We had a tractor lock on the freighter, and then it blew. When I saw the starfighter moving to escape, I tried to dissipate the debris by shifting the tractor beam into sheer-plane mode. 

THRAWN: It didn’t work. 

MITHEL: (sigh) No, sir. The target-lock system couldn’t handle it. It froze up. 

THRAWN: Can you think of anything you could have done differently? 

Mithel looks up at him. 

MITHEL: No, sir. 

A long beat. 

THRAWN: Correct. There wasn’t anything you could have done. Given the time you had, you tried an innovative tactic to break the covert shroud. The fact you failed doesn’t diminish that. 

MITHEL: (cautious disbelief) Sir....? 

THRAWN: The Empire needs sharp minds...Lieutenant Mithel. 

Mithel slowly grins. 

MITHEL: I--thank you, sir!! 

THRAWN: You are hereby assigned to find a way to break a covert shroud. After their success here, the Rebellion may try it again. 

MITHELL: I’ll do my best, sir. 

THRAWN: (faces Pellaeon) The bridge is yours, Captain. 

PELLAEON: (all admiration) Yes, sir. 

Thrawn walks out. The crew are all smiling at each other, in awe of their commander. 

EXT. SPACE

Luke’s X-Wing soars through hyperspace, looking singed and banged up from the freighter explosion. 

INT. LUKE’S X-WING FIGHTER -- COCKPIT
Artoo beeps worriedly, and Luke smiles as he reads the translation. . 

LUKE: Come on, Artoo. It’s not that bad. We couldn’t have made it anywhere near Coruscant without refueling anyway. We’ll just have to do it a bit sooner, that’s all. (works on the console) Look, here are all the places we can go with half our power cells burned out. 

Artoo beeps out a suggestion. 

LUKE: Kessel’s a possibility. Last I heard though, Moruth Doole was in charge there, and Han’s never trusted him. (pause) Hey, wait a minute... Honoghr’s in range. We can go meet the Noghri. 

Artoo moans. 

LUKE: Oh, come on. Leia and Chewie went there and got back all right, didn’t they? You don’t want Threepio saying you were afraid to go somewhere he went, do you? 

Artoo lets out an angry blattt. 

LUKE: That’s what I thought. This way, we can kill two dune lizards with one stone. 

INT. COUNCIL CHAMBER – CORUSCANT -- DAY
Leia, Winter, Mon Mothma, Ackbar, and Fey’yla are sitting at the Council table. Leia puts down a data pad, shaking her head. 

LEIA: I don’t believe it. If the Empire had a superweapon that could shoot through planetary shields, they’d be using it everywhere. It’s got to be a trick. 

MON MOTHMA: I agree. But how do we convince the rest of the Republic of that? 

ACKBAR: (tired) Our information may be wrong.... (looks over at Fey’yla)...or manipulated. 

Fey’yla doesn’t say a word. He stares down at the table, motionless. Leia grimaces in frustration. 

LEIA: Talon Karrde’s still our best bet for solid intelligence. He’s got contacts on both sides, and he’s interested. 

ACKBAR: We can’t afford to wait on a smuggler’s convenience. What about General Bel Iblis? Why isn’t he here? 

MON MOTHMA: (cold) He’s already turned his intelligence contacts over to us. The General is needed at the battlefront. 

ACKBAR: He’s needed here...

MON MOTHMA: When the defenses in our outer sectors are secured, and the situation out there stabilized, I have every intention of returning the General here and putting him in charge of tactical planning…

During Mon Mothma’s last line, which fades into the background... twin pairs of heartbeats are heard. Leia slowly becomes aware of something unseen, and her hand goes slowly to her huge belly... she looks down at it... Winter turns to face her, in slow motion... Leia’s theme plays softly...

She jumps up with a gasp, as time resumes its’ normal flow. 

LEIA: (gasping for breath) Excuse me... I have to... go...

Winter grabs her arm as Leia stumbles and nearly falls, clutching her belly. Mon Mothma leaps to her feet, and even Fey’yla is startled out of his reverie.

MON MOTHMA: The twins....? 

LEIA: (grunts in pain) They’re... on the way...

Winter helps her out of the room. 

INT. MEDICAL WING -- DELIVERY ROOM -- DAY

Your typical movie birth scene, with a nervous Han at Leia’s side and a doctor and two MD droids positioned before her. The delivery room is a warm tan color with a series of shifting lights up above. Leia rises with a howl of agony as another contraction hits her, and she clutches Han’s hand with a crushing grip. 

HAN: You all right? 

LEIA: (grunting and gasping) I’m -- fine -- 

DOCTOR: We’re getting close here.... okay, push -- 

Leia tries to scream as the next contraction hits, but loses her breath and wheezes instead. 

HAN: You all rig -- 

LEIA: just hold me, han. hold me...

Han curls his arm under her, gripping her other hand tightly. The Han/Leia theme is playing. Her other hand lays on her belly. 

LEIA: (agony-filled whisper) Don’t be afraid... it’s all right... soon, you’ll be with me....

Leia gives a long gasp, her eyes going wide…then a small, joyful smile, with tears glistening in her eyes. 

HAN: What... ? 

LEIA: I sense them.... in the Force.... they hear me....

The next contraction hits, and Leia shifts her concentration to the birth, pushing with all her might... 

DOCTOR: Easy now, not too hard…just a nice, steady push…

HAN: (excited) It’s coming!! The first one’s halfway out!! 

Leia suddenly seizes up with terror. 

LEIA: No -- it’s too bright -- !! 

DOCTOR: Huh?? 

LEIA: (shutting her eyes tightly) The light’s too bright -- I’m seeing through its eyes -- !!! 

HAN: Leia, slow it down, all right? Take a deep breath, you don’t need to be this connected to them right now. Okay? 

LEIA: (another contraction) Oh-oh-okay…

DOCTOR: It’s okay, it’s okay. Don’t worry, their eyes’ll adjust to the light. Okay, here we go. One last push. 

Leia strains again.... voice rising to a howling scream....

... and finally, a baby’s first wail!! 

Han whoops, joining in the chorus of screams. Leia’s theme triumphantly plays, as the doctor raises the newborn baby to view. 

HAN: (breathless) It’s a girl!!! It’s…it’s our daughter. It’s Jaina... 

LEIA: Jaina... what about Jacen? 

HAN: Oh, he’s right behind her....

DOCTOR: Get ready, he’s trying to crawl out on his own... okay, push!!! 

A deep breath, and Leia pushes again... a moment later, another first wail. Leia and Han both laugh and cry at the same time. 

DOCTOR: Here you go…

The droids place the babies, now cleaned up and wrapped, in Leia’s arms as Han kisses her forehead. The doctor nods to one of the droids, and it presses a switch. The roof of the med center suddenly opens like a giant set of shutters, and sunlight splashes over the new family. The sights and sounds of Coruscant spread out around and below them, and they hold each other tightly. 

INT. STAR DESTROYER CHIMAERA – GRAND ADMIRAL THRAWN’S QUARTERS

In a single CUT, the scene goes from light to dark – the music from joyful to ominous. A collected group of fourteen thugs all stand in a semi-circle before the camera, with a rumpled-looking man in front and center. 

THRAWN: (O.S.) Your freighter is being prepped now. You’ll leave as soon as it’s ready. How soon do you expect to penetrate the Imperial Palace? 

HIMRON: (the lead thug) Six days tops. I’d like to hit a couple of ports on the way, to establish our credibility. 

THRAWN: Fine. 

HIMRON: We won’t fail you, Admiral. 

THRAWN: I know you won’t. Dismissed. 

The group of thugs move to the door and exit. The camera PANS to Thrawn, as he turns in his chair to face a new display of holographic art. Pellaeon stands by him and watches. 

THRAWN: Mriss artwork. One of the most curious examples of omission in the galaxy... not a single piece of three-dimensional work. 

PELLAEON: We’re attacking Mrisst? 

THRAWN: It’s ripe for the taking. A base there would give us an opening to attack the core worlds of the Rebellion. 

PELLAEON: They’d be prepared for such an assault. 

THRAWN: Exactly. Which is why it will be the perfect lure. If the fleet attacks, we’ll defeat them. If they sense the trap and pull back, we have our base. Either way, we win. Meanwhile, the assault on Ord Mantell should draw the pressure off our shipyard supply lines. 

PELLAEON: The shipyards report they’re critically low on tibanna gas, hfredium, and kammris.

THRAWN: I’ve ordered Bespin to step up tibanna production. As for the metals, Intelligence has already found a stockpile. 

He switched the art display to a planet’s image -- one very close to a sun. 

PELLAEON: (disappointed) Not Nkllon, sir! We can’t afford to lose a Star Destroyer!  

THRAWN: We’re not using Destroyers, we’re using three Dreadnaughts. They can easily capture the shieldships. We’ll use those to get in. 

PELLAEON: Ah... how soon can we attack? 

THRAWN: (savoring the moment) Ten minutes ago. 

Music builds -- 

EXT. NKLLON -- NIGHT

A long shot reveals Nomad City, the moving base, as a burning hell on the rocky surface of Nkllon. It’s clearly never going to move again. 

INT. NOMAD CITY 

Lando is sitting in his darkened office at his desk, head in hands. Suddenly, a screen beside him beeps for attention. He wearily rises up and activates it. On the screen is General Garm Bel Iblis. 

BEL IBLIS: -- alrissian? Nomad City, this is General Garm Bel Iblis. Is there anybody still alive there? 

LANDO: (punches a button) This is Nomad City, General. (quietly) What’s left of it. 

BEL IBLIS: We’re en route to you now. We were out at Qat Chrystac when we picked up your distress signal. Sorry we didn’t get here in time. 

LANDO: So am I. What’s it look like at the shieldship depot? 

BEL IBLIS: Totalled. We only found one shieldship left that was even close to being able to fly. What’s your status? 

LANDO: Nomad City’s finished, General. In twenty days, the planet’s rotation will bring us into sunlight and we’ll fry. 

BEL IBLIS: With a few lifters, we can take Nomad City off Nkllon to the outer system for repairs. What did the Empire get? 

LANDO: Every damn thing we had. All our stockpiles. You name it, they got it. 

BEL IBLIS: We’ll evacuate survivors to Qat Chrystac for treatment. As good as a place as any to call Coruscant for help. 

LANDO: Skip the shuffle. Take me to Coruscant and I’ll talk to them in person. 

BEL IBLIS: You got that kind of time? 

LANDO: Just barely. 

BEL IBLIS: (snorts) Well, I’d been planning to head to Coruscant anyway.... 

EXT. GARDEN – HONOGHR -- DAY

A tiny, struggling garden in the middle of a ruined landscape. Luke stands there, looking at the wilting vegetables. Kharbarakh walks up beside him. 

KHARBARAKH: It’s not going to be enough, is it? 

LUKE: (sigh) I’m no expert, but… I don’t think your planet can be saved. 

KHARBARAKH: You speak the thoughts of many of our people. 

LUKE: We’ll help you find a new world. 

KHARBARAKH: But it won’t be Honoghr. 

LUKE: No. 

A moment. Kharbarakh sadly walks off. Luke winces, and sinks to the ground. He looks up at the stars for a moment, lost in thought. Then his eyes slowly close, and he slips into a meditative state. 

FLASH IMAGE -- 

Leia shooting a blaster, wielding her lightsaber in the other hand  -- 

Winter, holding twin bundles in her arms -- 

A couch being shot up -- 

Han firing at somebody -- 

Lando firing -- 

Leia’s voice: “We surrender!!” 

FLASH -- 

And Luke’s back where he was. He jumps to his feet. Kharbarakh’s beside him in a heartbeat. 

KHARBARAKH: Son of Vader? 

LUKE: I have to get back to Coruscant. NOW!!!

INT. IMPERIAL PALACE -- HAN AND LEIA’S QUARTERS -- NIGHT

Leia sits in a rocking chair, cradling the twins on either side of her chest. They’re clearly in the process of breast-feeding. Han comes up from behind and looks down at the twins. 

HAN: Hi, sweetheart. Everything all right? 

LEIA: Yeah. Jacen’s asleep. Jaina’s gone back for seconds. 

HAN: (chuckles) They eat like starving Wookiees. 

He hugs Leia tenderly. His hand dips down to one of the bundles. 

HAN: Whoa -- he’s gonna be a strong one! 

LEIA: Lando still downstairs? 

HAN: Yeah, talking to Admiral Drayson. Doesn’t look like he’ll save the city. Winter gone to bed yet? 

LEIA: No, she’s been out all day. She’s got some project going, she won’t tell me what. 

HAN: She’s been at the Imperial Archives all day. 

LEIA: Trouble? 

HAN: Don’t know. She won’t tell me. 

Door opens from offstage. 

HAN: Here she is. I’ll go see if I can help Lando. 

He walks off as Winter approaches. 

WINTER: Shall I put Jacen in his crib for you? 

LEIA: All right. 

Winter picks the gurgling infant up and moves him over to the crib. 

LEIA: Winter? 

WINTER: Yes, your Highness? 

LEIA: Han tells me you’ve been working in the old Archives. Why? 

WINTER: (hesitant) I’d rather not say until I can confirm it. 

LEIA: What is it? Please, tell me. 

WINTER: (sigh) I think we’ve got an Imperial agent in the Palace. 

LEIA: Delta Source? 

WINTER: No, not Delta Source. She hasn’t been here that long. 

LEIA: (quiet) Mara Jade. 

WINTER: Like I said, I don’t have any proof. It’s just that she knew me as Targeter, and there’s not ten people in the galaxy who knew that. 

LEIA: (choosing her words carefully) I think.... whoever she was working for.... she’s on our side now. 

WINTER: Jedi instinct, or diplomatic opinion? 

LEIA: Both. 

The two chuckle. 

WINTER: Still, I would feel better knowing for sure. 

LEIA: (a thoughtful beat) So would I. 

INT. IMPERIAL PALACE -- MARA’S QUARTERS -- NIGHT

Leia walks in. Mara’s on the bed, reading a data pad. She doesn’t look up at her visitor. 

LEIA: Am I interrupting? 

MARA: Just catching up on the news. 

LEIA: Grand Admiral Thrawn is certainly justifying the late Emperor’s faith in him. 

MARA: (a pause) He is one of the best. 

LEIA: Did you know him? 

MARA: He stopped by Myrkr a few times. Hauled off about 6,000 ysalamiri --

LEIA: I meant during the war.

Another tense pause. Mara looks up without looking at Leia.  

MARA: Let me guess. Winter told you I was an Imperial, and you wanted to make sure before you locked me up? 

LEIA: I just wondered what you knew of Thrawn. Maybe something we could use against him. 

MARA: Nothing. Nothing you can use. He has no patterns, no favorite strategies. He studies you, inside and out, and takes full advantage of all your weaknesses. He doesn’t overcommit his forces, and he’s not too proud to retreat when he’s losing. Which isn’t often, as you’re finding out. (sarcastic) Any of that help? 

LEIA: No, but it gives us a place to start. Thanks for your help. 

Leia turns to leave. The door opens -- 

MARA: I’m going to murder your brother. 

Leia freezes. 

MARA: He tell you that? 

Leia slowly turns to face her. Mara still won’t look Leia in the eyes. 

LEIA: Why? 

MARA: I wasn’t just an Imperial agent. I was the Emperor’s Hand. His most valued, trusted associate. Above even Vader. He gave me everything.... and Skywalker took it all away. 

LEIA: There was no other choice. The lives and freedom of trillions -- 

MARA: I don’t want to hear it. You can’t understand what I’ve gone through. 

A shadow of distant pain crosses Leia’s face. 

LEIA: You have no idea how wrong you are. 

Mara finally looks over at her. After a beat, her expression turns regretful, even sheepish, and she looks away. 

MARA: So now are you gonna haul me away? 

LEIA: Why do you want me to lock you up? 

Mara doesn’t answer. 

LEIA:  From what Luke’s told me, you’ve had plenty of chances to kill him.... and you haven’t. Maybe it’s not really you who wants him dead. 

Mara doesn’t answer. 

LEIA: I was at Endor a couple of months ago. You know what I’m talking about, don’t you? 

EMPEROR’S VOICE: YOU WILL KILL LUKE SKYWALKER....

MARA: NO!! You’re wrong!! 

She turns away. 

MARA: Get out. Right now. 

LEIA: I’ll talk with you later. 

MARA: Don’t count on it. 

Leia leaves. Mara throws the pad down, gets out of bed, walks over to the window, looking down at the ground. 

SLOW CROSSFADE TO: 

SAME – LATER THAT NIGHT

She’s resting against the window. The moon’s out. She’s clearly not sleeping well. 

EMPEROR’S VOICE: YOU WILL KILL LUKE SKYW-- 

MARA: (jumps up, her voice breaking) STOP IT!!! 
She smacks her head, and sits there for a long moment. With a painful sigh, she pulls herself off the window -- and freezes. Her head slowly turns.... and her hand dives under the cover, snatching up her blaster. 

INT. IMPERIAL PALACE -- CORRIDOR -- NIGHT

Mara sneaks out of her quarters, blaster up by her face, scanning the area in both directions. 

She dives behind a corner as footprints become audible in the distance. Far in the background, four men in Alliance uniforms run by, very cautiously, guns up and ready. They pause at an intersection. The lead man looks around, then nods in one direction. The four run that way, out of view. 

MARA: (whisper to herself) Those aren’t Alliance men…

Suddenly, a blaster barrel sticks into the side of her face. 

BEL IBLIS: It’s all over, Jade. Hand me your blaster. Nice and easy now. 

Mara turns to face Bel Iblis, flanked by Lando. 

MARA: (relieved) Calrissian. There are Imperials here, dressed as security. At least four of them -- 

BEL IBLIS: (suspicious) Where were you going? 

MARA: (angry) After them. You want to help, or not? 

BEL IBLIS: (looks down the corridor) I don’t see anyone.... where would they be going? 

LANDO: (gasp) After Leia’s twins. 

MARA: Stang! Thrawn promised those babies to that lunatic C’Baoth. 

BEL IBLIS: (lowers his blaster) Go grab a blaster, Lando. I’ll try to scare up some reinforcements. Watch yourselves. 

He takes off down the corridor. 

LANDO: Wait here. I’ll be right back. 

He takes off in another direction. Mara closes her eyes, rests the top of her blaster on her forehead, and whispers. 

MARA: Leia, wherever you are, wake up. Wake up right now....

INT. IMPERIAL PALACE -- HAN AND LEIA’S QUARTERS -- NIGHT

Han and Leia, asleep in bed. 

MARA: (V.O., echoing) WAKE UP!! 

Leia bolts up in bed. She scrambles out of bed, snatching up a blaster and her lightsaber from the floor, running out of her bedroom and into the living room. She hears scraping and clicking at the door lock -- a click as the lock goes -- 

She fires twice at the door. An alarm blares, and a heavy metal door slams down over the wooden door. 

Han rushes in, half-asleep. 

HAN: Wha -- Leia??

LEIA: Someone’s trying to break in! 

Han snatches a laser pistol off a table and aims it at the door. 

HAN: Get in the bedroom and call Security. 

The room rumbles and shakes slightly, rattling the furniture. Again. 

HAN: Scratch that -- grab Winter and the twins! 

Leia bolts for the nursery. 

INT. IMPERIAL PALACE -- STAIRCASE -- NIGHT

Lando and Mara are halfway up a massive spiral staircase when the palace shakes again. 

MARA: They’re trying to blast their way in!

LANDO: Come on -- 

Mara stops him as she studies the area ahead. The staircase ends in a presentation landing. Two small staircases head up double-helix style from there. 

MARA: The landing’s a great place for a rear guard. 

Lando takes a slow, careful look at the top of the spiral staircase. 

LANDO: Damn, you’re right. (looks down over his shoulder) Come on Bel Iblis, get up here!

MARA: That door ain’t gonna hold long. 

Lando starts back down the stairs, talking as he goes. 

LANDO: I’m heading to the main hangar. I’ll take the Falcon outside the balcony and get ‘em out. Keep ‘em busy! 

He leaves. Mara starts up the staircase, then jumps back and falls to one knee as a pair of blaster shots narrowly pass her. She fires twice, misses. She rolls onto her stomach, gripping her blaster with both hands, and fires twice again. A disguised thug stumbles down the stairs, his chest smoking, and falls at her feet. Another shot just misses her. Suddenly, a salvo of blaster fire shoots past from behind her. She looks back down to see Bel Iblis and a few Rebel officers come up. Another thug is hit by the Rebels’ fire and clatters down the stairs. 

MARA: Lando’s heading to the hangar, trying to get them out!! 

BEL IBLIS: That window’s transparisteel. They’ll have the door blown by then. We have to take ‘em now. 

OFFICER: You heard the man. Let’s do it! 

The officers rush upstairs, firing and yelling. 

MARA: They’ll never get ‘em all in time. 

BEL IBLIS: The more we take out now, the better chance we’ll have... (softly)...when they have hostages. 

INT. IMPERIAL PALACE -- HAN AND LEIA’S QUARTERS -- NIGHT

The door and its’ metal cover are finally blown off their hinges. The thugs swarm in, shoving and shooting aside the couch and table laid across the door.  They swarm in, commando-style, searching the darkened room. 

INT. IMPERIAL PALACE – HAN AND LEIA’S QUARTERS – BEDROOM -- NIGHT

In the bedroom, the bed has been shoved against the door. Han and Leia have weapons ready, with Winter beside them holding the twins. One of the twins whimpers. 

HAN: (whisper) Try to keep ‘em quiet. Our pals don’t need any help. 

LEIA: (whisper) We could cut through the walls -- 

HAN: (sour) Don’t you think Thrawn’s already thought of that? 

The door begins to shake, and then smoke, under the blaster fire. Leia looks helplessly at Winter, then down at the two bundles in her arms...

INT. IMPERIAL PALACE – CORRIDOR -- NIGHT 

Bel Iblis, Mara, and an officer are shooting into the open door to Han and Leia’s quarters, but the return fire is too heavy for them to do much. 

BEL IBLIS: (to Mara) Using them as human shields! That’s the only way they’ll get out of here! 

A sudden idea hits Mara. 

MARA: I’ll be back. 

She takes off down the corridor, moves down a side passage. Stopping at a certain section of wall, she hits a hidden switch. A panel in the wall opens, revealing a secret passage. She ducks in. 

INT. IMPERIAL PALACE – HIDDEN PASSAGEWAY -- NIGHT

The passage is dark as hell. She pauses beside another hidden door, the sound of blasting very close -- 

INT. IMPERIAL PALACE -- HAN AND LEIA’S QUARTERS -- NIGHT

Suddenly, from outside the window, lights flood the room, flickering on and off in a pattern. 

HAN: It’s Chewie. That’s old sabacc player’s code!

Leia runs to the window, starting to slice the window open with her ‘saber -- 

The door blows open!!  

INT. IMPERIAL PALACE -- HIDDEN PASSAGEWAY -- NIGHT

MARA: (steeling herself) Leia, surrender! Surrender, surrender, surrender!! 

INT. IMPERIAL PALACE -- HAN AND LEIA’S QUARTERS -- NIGHT

The thugs storm in, guns ready – Leia drops her weapons, raising her hands -- 

LEIA: We surrender!! 

The thugs stop, stunned at the sudden victory. So is Han for that matter. But then Mara shoots into the room from the hidden passage. The thugs start to turn, but Mara nails the three with her blaster before they can fire. They crash to the ground. 

INT. IMPERIAL PALACE -- MEDICAL WING -- NIGHT
One of the thugs is floating inside a bacta tank, unconscious. Han and Bel Iblis watches as 2-1B works beside the tank. In the background, a pair of nervous guards keep watch. Lando walks up. 

HAN: (to Lando) Thanks for coming after us. 

LANDO: You couldn’t have waited two minutes? 

HAN: Don’t blame me. It was Mara’s doing. 

LANDO: (sour) Yeah, Mara. 

HAN: What is it? 

LANDO: I dunno. Something about that girl still bothers me. 

HAN: You said you thought you knew her from somewhere. You figure out where yet? 

LANDO: Not yet, but I’m close. Who’s this guy? 

BEL IBLIS: The only survivor. Tentatively identified as a Major Himron. 

LANDO: How’d they get in here? 

BEL IBLIS: That’s going to be my first question to him. 

In the tank, Himron starts to thrash around. His eyes flutter open. Bel Iblis takes a step closer. 

BEL IBLIS: Can you hear me? 

HIMRON: (weakly, over speakers) Yes....

BEL IBLIS: Your men are all dead. We’re not sure if you’re gonna live either. 

HIMRON: (beat) Fortunes of war....

BEL IBLIS: How did you get into the Imperial Palace? 

A beat. 

HIMRON: Back door...locked from inside.... she let us in....

BEL IBLIS: Who let you in? 

HIMRON: Special agent.... Emperor’s Hand...Mara Jade...

A chilling moment. The blood drains from all three heroes’ faces. Then Bel Iblis starts for the door. 

HAN: (stops him) Where are you going? 

BEL IBLIS: Where do you think? To arrest that woman! 

HAN: What, on his word? 

BEL IBLIS: I have no choice, Han. A precautionary arrest is required after an accusation this serious. Don’t worry, we’ll get it straightened out. 

Bel Iblis pats Han’s shoulder reassuringly and walks out. 

HAN: We’d better. “Imperial agent” -- she took out three of them -- 

He suddenly notices Lando, who’s clearly had an epiphany. 

HAN: What? 

LANDO: Now I remember her!! She was at Jabba the Hutt’s palace when we came to save you! A dancer! And I’m not sure, but I seem to remember her asking Jabba to go with them on the Sail Barge. No -- more like begging him...

HAN: (his heart sinking) And she flat out told Luke she wanted to kill him...ohhh, great...

WIPE TO: 

EXT. TROGAN - DAY

Built into a cup-shaped rock formation on the coast of Trogan, a fancy-looking cafe can be seen. A flock of birds pass over the building. 

INT. TAPCAFE -- TROGAN - DAY

Inside the dingy and little-used cafe, a dozen smugglers of varying types and races are sitting around a long table. They have to speak up to be heard over the roar of the breaking water outside. Karrde is at the head of the table. One smuggler, a Trandoshan (Bossk’s species) speaks. 

BRASCK: You speak well, Karrde. But you do not persuade. 

TALON: Do I truly not persuade? Or are you all just that afraid of the Empire? 

BRASCK: The Empire pays well for smuggled goods. 

Par’tah, a female, snake-headed alien, is the next to speak. 

PAR’TAH: And for slaves as well? And viyctiyms of kiydnap? You are no better than was Jabba the Hutt. 

SMUGGLER #2: No one who knew Jabba would say that!!

TALON: Look, we’re not here to argue -- 

Mazzic, a punk-like figure wearing red goggles, speaks up next. 

MAZZIC: Why are we here? This is sounding like a New Republic recruitment speech. 

DRAVIS: Yeah, and Han Solo tried that one on us on months ago. 

TALON: All I’m suggesting is that we give the Republic any useful information we happen to come across in the course of business. 

SMUGGLER #3: For free?!?

BRACSK: And you don’t think the Empire wouldn’t disapprove? 

PAR’TAH: Siynce when do we care what the Empiyre thiynks?

BRASCK: Since Thrawn took command! He’s the guy who put my world under the Imperial fist! 

GILLESPEE: A good reason to stand up to him. Just think of what’ll happen to us if he gets the whole galaxy in his grip! 

BRASCK: Nothing will happen to us if we don’t oppose him. They need us too much. 

NILES: (O.S.) I wouldn’t be too sure of that. 

All eyes turn to the back of the room -- and Niles Ferrier. He’s leaning against the wall, smoking his big cigar. 

NILES: I can tell you from personal experience that minding your business won’t do you a damn bit of good if Thrawn decides he wants you. 

TALON: (whisper to Aves) Who invited him? 

AVES: (whisper) I don’t know. I sure didn’t. Why? 

TALON: (whisper) That’s the Sithspawn who gave Thrawn the Katana fleet. 

AVES: (whisper, looking at Niles) He did that? 

TALON: (whisper) And enjoyed every minute of it. 

They share a look. 

MAZZIC: Did you get paid for your trouble? 

NILES: Of course I did. But that’s not the point. He grabbed my ship, confiscated my cargo, and ordered me on a dirty little errand on a bomb-rigged bucket. And guess what the penalty was gonna be if I couldn’t do it. 

DRAVIS: If you got paid, that’s point enough for me. Brasck is right, Karrde. The Empire needs us too much to go after us.... provided we don’t take sides. 
Talon sighs, resigned. 

TALON: (resigned) Very well. It’s clear where you all stand on this. Perhaps we can meet again -- 

A HUGE EXPLOSION wracks the café, and the outer wall is blown inwards. The smugglers are knocked to the ground, as armed stormtroopers (thirty in all) pour through the hole in the wall.

STORMTROOPER: Stay where you are!! Everyone in this room is under arrest! 

The sounds of LOTS OF GUNS COCKING. 

We look from the opposite angle -- every smuggler in the room’s aiming a gun at the stormtroopers. 

A beat. Then ALL HELL BREAKS LOOSE. 

The stormtroopers at the front are mowed down. Karrde kicks over the table to act as cover. The smugglers are going to town on the troopers, as an Imperial transport becomes visible behind the bodies. Mazzic aims at that. 

TALON: Aves! Fein! Take out that transport!! 

Aves and Fein fires two large blaster cannons at the transport. It’s knocked back, damaged, and commences a long fall to the waters below. 

The guns fall silent, and the smoke slowly clears. Every Imperial in the room is dead. Talon gets up from behind the table, along with Brasck and the others. 

TALON: Everyone all right? 

MAZZIC: (quiet) They fried Lishma. He wasn’t even shooting. 

Talon looks down behind the table, where the Gotal Mazzic was speaking of lies dead. He clasps Mazzic’s shoulder. 

TALON: I’m sorry.

MAZZIC: (meets his gaze) Not nearly as sorry as the Empire’s going to be. Where do I sign up? 

EXT. SPACE -- TROGAN

A variety of smuggler craft shoots up and away from Trogan. The Wild Karrde is up front, leading the others into space. 

INT. WILD KARRDE -- BRIDGE

Talon and Aves sit at the front controls. 

DRAVIS: (on comm) So what’s the plan? You want us to hunt down this clone pipeline you mentioned, right? 

TALON: Right. 

NILES: (on comm) I’m with you on that. Matter of fact, I’ll see if I can find you some real fighting ships. 

TALON: I’ll take you up on that. Par’tah? 

PAR’TAH: (on comm) We wiyll assisyt in the search. The Empiyre must be taught a lesson. 

TALON: Thank you. Mazzic? 

MAZZIC: (on comm) I agree with Par’tah, but I think the lesson needs to be a little more eye-catching. You go ahead with your clone hunt -- I’ve got something else in mind. 

TALON: Brasck? 

BRACSK: (on comm) I will not act against the Empire. But I won’t stand in your way either. 

TALON: Fair enough. We’ll reconvene in ten days. Happy hunting. 

Talon turns off the comm channel as, outside the viewport, the smuggler ships shoot one-by-one into hyperspace. Aves slumps in his chair, glum.

AVES: So much for staying neutral. How did the Empire know we’d be there? 

TALON: We’ll worry about that later. Let’s find those clones. 

EXT. SPACE – NEAR TROGAN

The Wild Karrde goes into hyperspace. 

INT. STAR DESTROYER CHIMAERA – GRAND ADMIRAL THRAWN’S QUARTERS

Niles Ferrier is forcibly thrown to the wall of Thrawn’s quarters, his breath knocked out of him. Rukh presses his long dagger against the side of Ferrier’s neck.

THRAWN: (O.S.) Give me one good reason why I shouldn’t have you killed here and now. 

Thrawn, as icy as we’ve ever seen him, walks into view as Niles speaks very quickly.

NILES: I--I’ve gotten in good with Karrde, see? I can dig out the rest of his gangs for you -- 

THRAWN: I am not Darth Vader, Ferrier. I do not spend my men recklessly, or take their deaths lightly. I gave strict instructions for that smugglers’ meeting to be left alone. 

The blood drains from Niles’ face.

NILES: You.....? But....I....I don’t get it....

THRAWN: I know each of those smugglers personally. None of them wanted to get involved in this war. But thanks to your rash actions, that’s exactly what they are now. Involved, and working against the Empire.  

NILES: I.... I’m sorry.... Please, give me another chance.... I’ll give you Karrde.... I’ll give you all of them....

A heart stopping beat. 

THRAWN: What do you have in mind?

NILES: Karrde’s having a meeting in a few days. They’re looking for your source of clones, and then they’re gonna tell the Republic. Brasck isn’t going along with it, and Mazzic has something of his own planned, I don’t know what. 

A beat. Then Thrawn nods to Rukh, and the Noghri assassin pulls his knife away from Ferrier. 

THRAWN: Fine. I’ll provide you a gift for Karrde. An assault shuttle you stole. You will report on Karrde’s activities to me. And follow any further instructions instantly. Is that clear?

NILES: You can count on me, Admiral. 

Niles walks out as fast as he can. At a nod from Thrawn, Rukh follows him. Thrawn sits back in his chair, and looks over at Pellaeon.

THRAWN: Those smugglers will soon figure out how small and unprepared that attack was. We can take advantage of that. Any word from Coruscant? 

PELLAEON: No, sir. 

THRAWN: Even if they didn’t get the twins, they have effectively removed Jade as a threat, and I’ll settle for that. Set course for the Ketaris battle plane. We leave as soon as Ferrier is clear. 

WIPE TO:

INT. IMPERIAL PALACE -- GRAND CORRIDOR – CORUSCANT -- DAY

This is the wide corridor, with the plant life around. Han’s running to keep up with a Rebel officer.

HAN: Colonel Bremen, why is Mara Jade still behind bars? 

BREMEN: (sarcastic) Gee, maybe it has something to do with the fact that she tried to help swipe your newborn children? 

HAN: She saved our children! Are you just mad that she did your job for you? 

BREMEN: I’m not trying to be popular, Solo, I’m trying to protect your kids. You got a problem with that, take it up with Mon Mothma! 

Bremen stalks off. Luke walks into view. 

LUKE: You do have a way with people, don’t you? 

HAN: You heard what happened? 

LUKE: Yeah.

HAN: She’s locked up until Intelligence can clear her. 

LUKE: They’re not going to. 

HAN: (startled) Please tell me you’re kidding. 

INT. IMPERIAL PALACE - JAIL CELL – CORUSCANT - DAY 

The barred door slams behind Leia. She looks over at Mara, sitting on a bunk. Leia just stares at her for a long moment.

LEIA: Why’d you do it? 

MARA: (beat) I guess... I couldn’t handle the idea of someone’s children being ripped away from them. 

LEIA: How old were you? When the Emperor ripped you away from your parents? 

MARA: (quiet) I don’t remember. I can’t even remember my parents anymore. 

Another moment. 

LEIA: Well, I’d better go. Got to see what Thrawn’s clones are up to today. 

As she turns to go, Mara looks up. 

MARA: Clones? What clones? 

LEIA: (turns back) You didn’t know? 

MARA: Know what? 

LEIA: Thrawn’s got Spaarti cloning cylinders, we don’t know from where. He’s been using them to beat the stuffing out of us…. are you all right? 

MARA: (dazed whisper) I’m fine...

LEIA: All right. Well.... I’ll see you later. 

She turns to go -- 

MARA: Wait!! 

She turns back. 

MARA: I...I think I know where those cloning cylinders are. 

INT. IMPERIAL PALACE – LUKE’S QUARTERS -- DAY

Luke, Han, Lando, Winter (holding the twins), and Chewie are seated at a table as Leia paces around them.

LEIA: He’s got twenty thousand cylinders. From our estimates of sighted clones, each one’s producing a clone every three weeks. 

LANDO: That’s impossible! It takes ten years to grow a clone to maturity!

LEIA: I know that! I don’t know how he’s producing them that fast, and neither does Mara. It’s an Outer Rim planet called Wayland. She said it was the Emperor’s private trophy and equipment warehouse. 

HAN: Where is it? 

LEIA: She was only there once. She thinks she can find it again. 

LANDO: Mighty convenient timing, if you ask me. She just now knows about these clones, now that she’s locked up? 

LUKE: You’ve got a point. If we’re going to find it, we’re gonna have to take her with us. 

LANDO: If she’s telling the truth. If not, we’ll be on a wild goose chase. 

HAN: Or worse. 

LUKE: Look, I don’t think this is a trap, and the Force is telling me we should take her along. 

LEIA: I agree. Mara doesn’t like us very much, but she knows what a new Clone War would do to the galaxy. 

LUKE: I’m not asking any of you to come along. Mara and I have to do this. You don’t. 

A long moment. 

HAN: The two of you, going to take on a cloning complex all by yourselves? Forget it. I’m in. 

LANDO: So am I. I’ve got nothing else to do, thanks to Thrawn. 

Chewie gives a worried growl. 

HAN: No, Chewie. Somebody’s gotta take care of Leia and the twins. 

LEIA: Hold on. I have an idea on that....

EXT. SPACE – BILBRINGI SHIPYARD 

A massive shipyard. Imperial and civilian spaceships of all kinds are being built and repaired here. Many are docked to a massive space station that dominates the view. The Wild Karrde leaps out of hyperspace a fair distance away. 

INT. WILD KARRDE -- BRIDGE

Aves and Karrde are at the controls. 

AVES: So you still think Ferrier’s working for Thrawn? 

TALON: It’s his word against Solo’s that he didn’t willingly give the Katana fleet to the Empire. 

AVES: That’s why you’ve got Torve going over that assault shuttle? 

TALON: Mm-hmm. If it’s rigged in any way, he’ll find it. 

AVES: So what are we doing here? 

TALON: All Mazzic said was that I might want to come by here before the meeting. 

AVES: Probably that eye-catching lesson he was talking about. I don’t think I like this. 

TALON: Just remember, whatever happens, we’re innocent bystanders. 

BILBRINGI CONTROL: (on comm) Attention, freighter, this is Bilbringi Shipyard Control. State your identity and business. 

AVES: Freighter Hab Camber, out of Valrar. Captain Abel Quiller commanding, carrying a shipment of power converters. 

BILBRINGI CONTROL: Acknowledged. Stand by. 

AVES: They’re launching an assault shuttle...

BILBRINGI CONTROL: Freighter Hab Camber, hold position and prepare to receive boarders. 

AVES: (turns off comm) Now what?  

TALON: (points out the window) What are those over there? Those aren’t ships...

A view at what Talon’s seeing...they look a lot like...

AVES: Asteroids. A lot of ‘em. 

TALON: What are they doing with them? 

Suddenly, just off the asteroids, a half-finished Star Destroyer suddenly becomes a fireball -- 

AVES: WHOA!!! 

A half-dozen pirate ships pop into view, attacking various drydocks and Imperial vessels. Several TIE Fighters enter the fray.  

AVES: Would you look at that...

A pair of Corellian Gunships zoom into the battle, attacking and defeating the TIEs. The assault shuttle’s coming into view. 

AVES: What do we do here? 

TALON: Let ‘em board. We’ve got nothing they’d want. And this is the last place anyone would expect to see us, so they won’t look. 

Aves moves out of the bridge. 

TALON: (to himself, watching the destruction) We’re not gonna be able to stop here. We’re going to have to organize. All of us. 

INT. STAR DESTROYER CHIMAERA -- BRIDGE

Thrawn reads from a datapad while sitting in his chair, and Pellaeon stands beside him. An Imperial general stands before him. The damaged shipyards are visible through the windows. 

THRAWN: Return to your headquarters, General. You have thirty hours to implement a new security system for the shipyards. At that point, I’ll make my decision about your future. 

Stiffly, the general bows and leaves. 

PELLAEON: A rather expensive lesson. 

THRAWN: (places the datapad down) This was exactly what I wanted to avoid. Unfortunately, retaliation at this point would only harden the smugglers’ resolve against us -- 

C’BAOTH: (O.S.) THRAWWWNNNN!!! 

THRAWN: (sigh) Here we go...

C’Baoth storms down the command ramp, all but breathing fire. The officers nearest to him drop like rocks. 

C’BAOTH: Your commando team failed. You know what that means. Take me to Coruscant right now. 

THRAWN: (mildly) Fine. 

C’Baoth does a double take. 

THRAWN: Just let me load up my special cargo, and we’ll be on our way. 

C’Baoth confusedly glares over at Pellaeon, then at Thrawn. 

C’BAOTH: What is this trick?!?

THRAWN: No trick. I’ve decided the time is ripe to attack the heart of the Rebellion

C’Baoth moves over to the windows. The asteroids are visible in the distance. 

C’BAOTH: (points at them) Your “special cargo”? What are they for? 

THRAWN: You’re the Jedi Master. You tell me. 

C’Baoth stares out at them for a moment, then whirls around -- 

C’BAOTH: NO!!! You can’t destroy Coruscant!! Not until I have my Jedi!! 

THRAWN: I have no intention of -- 

C’BAOTH: You lie. You always lie. But no more!!
C’Baoth closes his eyes and raises his hands, which begin to crackle with purple electricity. The crewmen stop in their tracks, glassy eyed. Pellaeon is alarmed, but Thrawn remains calm. 

THRAWN: It’s five days to Coruscant from here. You expect to maintain uninterrupted control that long?  

A beat. Then C’Baoth opens his eyes and lowers his hands. The electricity fades, and the crew comes to. 

C’BAOTH: All right. I’ll let you lead my forces into battle. But you will not destroy Coruscant until I have those Jedi. 

He turns and stalks off. Pellaeon stares worriedly at Thrawn. 

THRAWN: History is on the move. Those who cannot keep up will be left behind, to watch from a distance. And those in our way... will not watch at all. 

INT. IMPERIAL PALACE -- HAN AND LEIA’S QUARTERS -- NIGHT

A group of Jawas bow directly before the camera. Then they rise and remove their hoods... revealing themselves as Noghri warriors. 

Leia sits across from them, in a makeshift throne. Luke and Han stand beside her. 

CAKHMAIM: (the lead Noghri) We greet you, Lady Vader. I am Cakhmaim of the clan Eikh’mir. We are sworn to your service and protection. 

LEIA: (in a formal tone) I accept your service. This is my brother, Luke Skywalker.

CAKHMAIM: (bows again) Son of Vader. 

LEIA: And this is my husband, Han Solo. 

CAKHMAIM: (bows) Consort of Lady Vader. 

HAN: (to himself) “Consort?” 

SAME -- A LITTLE LATER

The Noghri are spread out, looking around. A pair are looking in wonder at the baby carriage containing the twins as Leia and Winter look on. Han walks up to Luke. 

HAN: Any trouble getting them into the Palace? 

LUKE: No. 

HAN: Hope you sealed that door behind you. We don’t want another kidnap team slipping in. 

LUKE: I closed it, but didn’t seal it. We’ll do that on our way out. 

HAN: Whoa -- you want us to go now? 
LUKE: Why not? 

Han looks across the room at Leia and the baby carriage, his face twisted with longing.  

LUKE: I know. And I’m sorry. (clasps his shoulder) I’ll meet you where we hid the Noghri ship. 

Luke turns and leaves. 

HAN: Good luck -- (he suddenly notices a Noghri staring at him) What’re you lookin’ at?!?

NOGHRI: I meant no offense, consort of Lady Vader. 

The Noghri turns to look elsewhere as Han steams. 

INT. THRONE ROOM – DEATH STAR -- NIGHTMARE

The image is blurry, but unmistakable -- the throne room of the second Death Star. Luke snatches his lightsaber up from the Emperor’s throne with the Force, only to have his fatal slash blocked by Vader’s blade. The Emperor’s laughing maniacally -- then suddenly, both fighters turn and raise their sabers’ over the Emperor’s head -- 

INT. IMPERIAL PALACE -- JAIL CELL -- NIGHT 

Mara jerks awake on her bunk with a scream. At that moment, the door opens. Skywalker’s silhouette is visible. Mara seizes a datapad on the adjacent table, flings it across the room -- 

-- and Luke catches it with one hand. 

LUKE: Come on. We’re getting you out. 

MARA: What? 

LUKE: We’re going to Wayland. You told Leia you could find it. 

MARA: And when did I say I was willing to take you there? 

LUKE: You have to, Mara. We’re standing on the edge of a new Clone War. 

Zoom in on Mara, as she decides....

INT. MILLENNIUM FALCON COCKPIT

Luke and Mara joins Han, Lando and Chewie in the cockpit as the pirate starship’s engines warm up. 

HAN: Okay, where to? 

MARA: The last stop before Wayland was Obroa-Skai. I can probably figure out the rest from there. Where’s our assault team? 

HAN: You’re looking at it. 

Mara looks at each of their straight faces in turn and sinks back in a chair. 

MARA: (sarcastic) You sure we’re not being unsporting about it? 

EXT. SPACE -- CORUSCANT 

The Falcon flies away from Coruscant, shooting directly past the camera at high speed. 

WIPE TO: 

EXT. SPACE 

Incredibly, the Imperial war fleet seems even bigger than before. 

INT. STAR DESTROYER CHIMAERA -- BRIDGE

C’Baoth joins Thrawn and Pellaeon at the command chair. 

C’BAOTH: I want a transport. I’m going to Wayland. 

THRAWN: I was under the impression you wanted to go to Coruscant -- 

C’BAOTH: (sharply) I changed my mind. 

PELLAEON: Has something happened on Wayland? 

C’BAOTH: Never you mind. I told you I’d take command there. Now is the time. 

THRAWN: Very well. Captain, signal the Death’s Head. I want a Star Galleon, crew only. I’ll supply the passengers and troops. 

C’BAOTH: Who said anything about -- 

THRAWN: I’ve been planning for General Covell to take command of Mount Tantiss. Now is as good a time as any. 

C’BAOTH: (a beat) All right, but it will be my ship. I give the orders. Call me when it’s ready. 

He turns and walks away. 

PELLAEON: You think Mount Tantiss is in danger? 

THRAWN: It’s possible our foreseeing Jedi Master may have picked up something. 

PELLAEON: Rebels? 

THRAWN: Unlikely. Delta Source would give us plenty of warning. 

PELLAEON: I don’t like the idea of him being inside Mount Tantiss. I don’t know why.....

THRAWN: I wouldn’t worry about it. In fact, it may be more of a solution than a problem. But now to business. Is my flagship prepared, Captain? 

PELLAEON: The Chimaera is fully at your command, Admiral. 

THRAWN: Then let’s remind the Rebellion what war is all about...

Music builds....

EXT. CORUSCANT – EARLY MORNING

It’s a fireworks show that puts Baghdad and Kosovo to shame. A massive aerial bombardment, with defense platforms on the ground firing futilely up at the sky. Rebel starfighters of all stripes – A,B,E,X and Y wings are lifting off by the dozens. 

EXT. SPACE -- CORUSCANT

The Star Destroyers and Dreadnaughts rain hellfire down on the planet. TIEs of all kinds engage the starfighters. Orbiting skyhooks are cut loose from the planet, and are either firing at the Imperials or exploding. It’s all-out anarchy in the skies. 

INT. IMPERIAL PALACE -- WAR ROOM – EARLY MORNING 

Leia runs in, joining the semi-panicked group of officials and generals running around. The giant holodisplay in the room’s center shows the mounting battle around the planet. Suddenly, she runs into Ghent. 

GHENT: What’s going on here? 

LEIA: What are you doing here?!?

GHENT: Oh, I was so bored I hacked my way in. 

Leia grabs his arm. 

LEIA: Come on. 

She drags him over to an officer. 

LEIA: Who’s in charge here? 

DRAYSON: I am. 

LEIA: This is Ghent, a slicer. Put him to work. Where’s Ackbar? 

DRAYSON: On inspection in the Ketaris region. 

LEIA: Has the sector fleet been alerted? 

DRAYSON: One of the first things the Imps did was blow up the relay station. 

LEIA: We’ve got to get somebody else in charge here...

She pushes Ghent over to Drayson and continues on. She meets Sena nearby. 

LEIA: Sena, where’s Garm? 

SENA: Up in the observation tower. He won’t come down unless and until Mon Mothma invites him down. His words. 

INT. IMPERIAL PALACE -- OBSERVATION TOWER – EARLY MORNING

Leia walks into the darkened room. Garm watches the destruction from a window. 

BEL IBLIS: I thought you’d be down below. 

LEIA: I should be. And so should you. 

BEL IBLIS: We’ve been through this, Leia -- 

LEIA: We need you. 

BEL IBLIS: I can’t. Not until Mon Mothma asks me to. 

LEIA: You’re being childish! 

BEL IBLIS: You don’t understand. After all these years… I finally get it. Mon Mothma wasn’t being greedy. She didn’t want all that power for herself. She wanted it because she couldn’t trust anyone else with it. (looks down) When she’s ready to trust me...then I’ll help. 

LEIA: Let me call her up here, Garm. 

BEL IBLIS: (shakes his head) If you have to talk her into it, it doesn’t count. She has to decide for herself. 

MON MOTHMA: (O.S.) She has. 

The two turn to face Mon Mothma, as she walks in. 

MON MOTHMA: (gently) Garm... we’ve had our differences. But that was years ago. We were a good team once. (clasps his shoulder) There’s no reason why we can’t be again…

Bel Iblis looks down at the hand, then back at her. He is visibly moved.  

BEL IBLIS: Mon Mothma, I hereby ask to take command of the planetary defenses. 

MON MOTHMA: I would be very grateful if you would.

EXT. SPACE – CORUSCANT 

A Dreadnaught moves between the Star Destroyers and the Republic’s frigates, absorbing the heavy fire. 

INT. STAR DESTROYER CHIMAERA – GRAND ADMIRAL THRAWN’S QUARTERS

Thrawn and Pellaeon watch the battle on tactical display. Thrawn straightens in his chair, furrowing his brow.  

THRAWN: Note how that Dreadnaught’s moving into cover position for a retreat. 

PELLAEON: They’re abandoning battle stations. 

THRAWN: No.... no, our old friend the Corellian has just taken command. Wonder what took them so long. See, he’s offering us a choice -- duel with the orbital battle stations, or follow the defenders into range of the ground weaponry. Fortunately, we have a third option. 

PELLAEON: Shall I order the tractor launching? 

THRAWN: Not yet. Let him pull his ships back a little more. We wouldn’t want him to miss this.

INT. IMPERIAL PALACE -- WAR ROOM – EARLY MORNING

Bel Iblis strides around the holodisplay, barking orders, unquestionably in charge. 

BEL IBLIS: Harrier, cover those Escort Frigates on the port side. Red Leader, watch those TIE squints -- 

REBEL OFFICER: (turns to Bel Iblis) General? We’re getting a funny reading from the Chimaera’s hangar bay. 

BEL IBLIS: What is it? 

REBEL OFFICER: It reads like launching tractor beams, but it’s drawing far too much power. Near as I can tell, nothing’s leaving the bay. 

BEL IBLIS: All ships, sensor focus along that path for drive emissions. Thrawn may be launching cloaked ships. 

REBEL OFFICER: They’re firing again -- and again! 

BEL IBLIS: Fire along those vectors! 

EXT. SPACE -- CORUSCANT

Several blackened asteroids are tumbling out of the Chimaera’s hangar bay, virtually invisible against the starry backdrop. One smashes into a Republic Frigate, heavily damaging it. 

INT. IMPERIAL PALACE -- WAR ROOM – EARLY MORNING

REBEL OFFICER: Collision! Frigate Evanrue -- impact with unknown object!! 

BEL IBLIS: Tactical, give me a new track from point of impact with Evanrue. Ion cannons only. 

LEIA: You’re trying to take the ship intact? 

BEL IBLIS: Intact, yes. But I don’t think it’s a ship. 

EXT. SPACE -- CORUSCANT

A Republic Dreadnaught fires ion cannons out into space. 

INT. STAR DESTROYER CHIMAERA – GRAND ADMIRAL THRAWN’S QUARTERS

THRAWN: He’s allowed us to lead him by the nose only so far. 

PELLAEON: He’s trying to knock out their cloaking shields! 

THRAWN: (into comm) Forward turbolaser batteries, target asteroid one. Fire. Take out the shield first -- we want them to have a good look...

EXT. SPACE – CORUSCANT 

As the Chimaera passes close overhead, the Star Destroyers’ turbolasers blast one of the blackened asteroids. The asteroid becomes fully visible -- 

INT. IMPERIAL PALACE -- WAR ROOM – EARLY MORNING

Everyone gasps -- 

EXT. SPACE -- CORUSCANT

The Chimaera fires again, blasting the asteroid to powder. 

INT. STAR DESTROYER CHIMAERA – GRAND ADMIRAL THRAWN’S QUARTERS

THRAWN: There. They’re welcome to whatever’s left. Hangar bay, close down dry firing. How many total? 

GUNNER OFFICER: (on comm) All twenty-two asteroids launched, sir. Total in dry firings -- 

INT. IMPERIAL PALACE -- WAR ROOM – EARLY MORNING 

DRAYSON: -- two hundred eighty-seven. 

The room is deathly quiet, except for the beeping of the holodisplay as the Imperial warships disappear into hyperspace. 

BEL IBLIS: I can’t see Thrawn wasting that kind of energy. Not when a smaller number could do the job. 

LEIA: You think some of those launches were faked? 

DRAYSON: It doesn’t matter how many are up there. Eventually, their orbits will decay. And if we lower the planetary shields for even an instant -- 

INT. STAR DESTROYER CHIMAERA – GRAND ADMIRAL THRAWN’S QUARTERS 

THRAWN: -- all life on the planet will be vaporized. No ship can go in or out of the planet. Coruscant is, as of now, out of the war. 

FADE OUT.

CUT IN: 

INT. STAR DESTROYER CHIMAERA -- HANGAR BAY 

Before us, the ramp of an Imperial shuttle slowly lowers. Accompanied by a pair of stormtroopers, Mazzic walks down the shuttle ramp, to face Thrawn and Pellaeon. 

THRAWN: Captain Mazzic. I apologize for the inconvience, but I had to talk to you face-to-face. 

MAZZIC: Let’s get this over with. 

THRAWN: You misunderstand. I don’t want to punish you. I want to clear the air between us. 

MAZZIC: Say again? 

THRAWN: The recent incident at Bilbringi. I know you were behind it. But I’m willing to let that slide, because you labored under a false impression. I had nothing to do with that raid on Trogan. 

MAZZIC: You expect me to believe that? 

THRAWN: Do you really think me incompetent enough to send such an inadequate force?

MAZZIC: (thinks about it) I thought we got off too easy. 

THRAWN: The shuttle shall return you to your base. Again, my apologies. 

Thrawn turns and starts to walk off. Mazzic spits out his toothpick and calls after him. 

MAZZIC: If it wasn’t you, then who was it?!?

THRAWN: (without turning to face him) You’re a smart man. I’m sure you can figure it out. 

Mazzic stares after Thrawn as he walks out of sight. 

INT. STAR DESTROYER CHIMAERA -- CORRIDOR

Ferrier is waiting for Thrawn as he exits the hangar bay. 

NILES: Not bad. 

THRAWN: As soon as we decrypt our latest intercept, we’ll give you the exact time and place of the next meeting. 

NILES: And I’ll help Mazzic nail Karrde. 

THRAWN: (tightly) You’ll do nothing of the sort. You’ll sit in a corner, with your mouth shut. Your Wraith will place a certain data card about Talon’s ship.  

NILES: Karrde’s deal with Lieutenant Kosk. 

THRAWN: I haven’t forgotten your role in that man’s death. Or his men. You will repay that debt to the Empire. 

Thrawn walks off. 

WIPE TO:

EXT. SPACE -- WAYLAND

The Millennium Falcon streaks towards Wayland. 

WIPE TO: 

EXT. WAYLAND -- JUNGLE -- DAY

The heroes set out from the Falcon -- Luke, Lando, Han, Mara, and Chewie. All are wearing green camouflage clothing.

HAN: How much of this warehouse did you see, Mara?

MARA: Not much. But I do know where the cloning chamber is. 

Han drops back and gets close to Luke. He indicates Mara and whispers. 

HAN: You sure about bringing her along? 

LUKE: Yeah. She needs to see this through. 

HAN: Which one? Blowing up the factory, or killing you? 

LUKE: (not meeting Han’s gaze) Maybe both. 

HAN: This ain’t funny, Luke. She hasn’t given up, she told Leia as much. 

LUKE: Which tells me she really doesn’t want to do it. People don’t go around announcing murders in advance, especially to the victim’s family. 

HAN: You willing to bet your life on that? 

LUKE: I already have. 

EXT. WAYLAND -- JUNGLE -- A LITTLE LATER....

Luke and Mara hacks through the jungle brush -- Mara with a machete, Luke with his ‘saber. The others are far behind. Neither speaks for a moment. 

MARA: (quiet) Skywalker, I have to know. How did the Emperor die? 

LUKE: He tried to turn me to the Dark Side. I took a swing at him, and ended up fighting Vader instead. I guess he thought if I killed Vader, I’d fall. 

MARA: And instead, you both ganged up on him -- 

LUKE: Whoa, hold on -- I didn’t attack the Emperor. Not after the first swing, anyway. 

Mara stops hacking and faces Luke. 

MARA: I saw you do it. Both of you, slashing him with your lightsabers -- 

LUKE: (stops hacking) I didn’t move against him, Mara. The Emperor nearly electrocuted me. I couldn’t move. He was about to kill me when Vader threw him down a reactor shaft. 

MARA: Why should I believe you? 

LUKE: Why should I lie? I got Vader to turn on him. Either way, I killed him. 

He turns and starts hacking again. After a moment, Mara joins him. 

INT. IMPERIAL PALACE -- WAR ROOM -- MORNING

Leia stands beside a frustrated Ghent, who is seated at a computer terminal. 

LEIA: This can’t be right!! 

GHENT: It comes up the same every time. Feed in everyone who heard the stuff Delta Source sent out, feed in everyone who heard what it didn’t send out, and you come up with zero. Every single time. 

Bel Iblis comes up, as does Winter. 

BEL IBLIS: How are we doing? 

LEIA: Not good. Either our analysis is wrong, or Delta Source is on to us. 

BEL IBLIS: (thinks about it) Maybe we’ve got it all wrong. Maybe Delta Source isn’t a person. Maybe it’s some kind of exotic recording system. 

WINTER: If it is, it’d be in the Grand Corridor. That’s where all the transmitted conversations took place. 

GHENT: Could be a droid. That way, it could avoid a counterintelligence sweep without being noticed. 

INT. IMPERIAL PALACE -- GRAND CORRIDOR -- DAY

The corridor is filled with bustling people of all shapes, sizes and races walking and chatting with each other. Off to the side, Leia sneaks a comlink to her mouth. 

LEIA: (whisper) They’re starting. Keep comlink silence. Watch for any droids that leave in a hurry. 

Leia sits back and waits. 

LEIA’S POV: Various droids, milling about. One droid is pruning the trees lining the corridor. Rebel officers walk through the hall, holding datapads in their hands. 

Her comlink beeps. 

BEL IBLIS: (over comm) Sweep finished. Nothing. Not a single droid so much as twitched. 

LEIA: (looks around) It’s here. I feel it. Somewhere...

Her gaze wanders...passes the pruning droid...then snaps back to it -- 

The droid is clicking. And with each click, a blush of red races up the trunk of the tree, spreading up to the leaves and disappearing...

LEIA: I’ve found it. I found it!! I found Delta Source!! 

SAME -- A LITTLE LATER....

The tree’s been dug up -- revealing equipment built into the trunk. Winter, Mon Mothma, Bel Iblis, and Ghent have joined Leia in the now empty corridor. 

BEL IBLIS: An organic microphone. Incredible. 

MON MOTHMA: Such a brilliant plan. And so very like the Emperor. 

BEL IBLIS: Well, this plan’s finished. I’ll call some men to dig up the rest of the trees. 

WIPE TO: 

EXT. HIJARNA -- DAY

AVES’ POV: (through macrobinoculars) Three ships wing through the skies towards our position. 

AVES: Mazzic. He’s got two others with him. 

WIDE SHOT: A expansive field, covered in smuggler ships. A huge circus-style tent’s been set up nearby. The Wild Karrde is also nearby, with smugglers ringed around the entrance. Karrde stands next to Aves as he looks through the macros. Also nearby is.... Ferrier. 

NILES: What’s that about Mazzic? 

AVES: I said he was coming. 

NILES: Good. 

Even from several yards away, Niles is reeking of smugness. Talon scowls. 

AVES: (whisper to Talon) I thought you didn’t want him here. 

TALON: (whisper) I didn’t. I never sent him an invite or the coordinates to Hijarna. And I don’t know how to ask around without looking petty.

A comlink beeps. Talon pulls out his. 

TALON: Karrde here? 

TORVE: Talon, I think you’d better get over here. Right now. 

TALON: (whisper to Aves) Make sure Ferrier doesn’t go anywhere. 

He walks toward the Wild Karrde. Torve’s waiting for him at the entrance ramp. In the distance, Mazzic’s ships land. 

TALON: What have you got? 

TORVE: Somebody was on the Wild Karrde. We didn’t get a good look at him, and we lost him. 

TALON: Have a complete scan run on the ship. I don’t want to fly out of here with a homing beacon or a bomb. (to the smugglers) If you’ll join me? 

INT. TENT – HIJARNA -- DAY

A banquet table’s been set up in the tent. All the smugglers are now seated, including Niles and Mazzic. Mazzic won’t look at Karrde.  Karrde moves to the head of the table. 

TALON: I’m glad you all could attend -- 

Mazzic jumps out of his chair. He seems very tense. All eyes turn to him. 

MAZZIC: You know, I’ve got a better idea. Why don’t we hold this meeting on the Wild Karrde?

TALON: May I ask why? 

MAZZIC: Are you suggesting you’ve got something to hide? 

Talon hesitates. In the distance, he can see Ferrier trying – and failing – to hide a chuckle. 

TALON: We’ve all got something to hide. (beat) All right. Follow me. 

EXT. HIJARNA -- WILD KARRDE -- DAY

Talon starts up the entry ramp, followed closely by Mazzic and Niles, and then the other smugglers. Torve’s at the top of the ramp and he blocks their way. 

MAZZIC: Step aside. We’ve got business. 

TORVE: We’ve got a scanning crew aboard right now. It’ll foul up our readings if we bring more people aboard -- 

Mazzic suddenly sticks a blaster in the back of Karrde’s head. 

MAZZIC: Nice try. (to Karrde) Call him off.

TALON: I won’t surrender my people to you. Not without a fight. 

MAZZIC: This isn’t about your people. This is about you and me and our fellow smugglers. 

AVES: Then you can have it out here. We’ll clear a space, you can choose weapons -- 

MAZZIC: I’m not talking some stupid feud! I’m talking treachery!! Well, Karrde? 

TALON: All right. But there’s not enough room in the wardroom for more than eight of us. 

MAZZIC: Fine.  

INT. WILD KARRDE -- WARDROOM 

Talon, Mazzic, Aves, Par’tah, Niles, a jowly mouse-eared Sullustan, and a female friend of Mazzic’s all sit down in a dark wardroom of the smuggler ship. A mass of data cards is lying on the table before them. Mazzic keeps his gun trained on Karrde. 

MAZZIC: (to the Sullustan) All right, give one of the datapads to Par’tah and start going through them. You know what to look for. 

The Sullustan and Par’tah start going through the data cards, running them through datapads. 

TALON: Mind telling me just what I’ve supposedly done? 

MAZZIC: That attack on Trogan, where my friend Lishma was killed -- you hired those men.

AVES: Says who? 

MAZZIC: Says Grand Admiral Thrawn. And don’t think I took his word for it -- I had a friend go through Imperial records.  He got me the complete details of your deal. Now all I need to find is a duplicate copy on your ship. (to Par’tah) Anything yet? 

PAR’TAH: (displeased with this whole mess) We wiyll tell you iyf there iys! 

TALON: (sigh) I suppose it’s a bad time to mention we had an intruder on this ship five minutes ago....

NILES: Oh, nice try, Karrde. But a little too late. 

AVES: Too late for what? 

NILES: He’s trying to throw off suspicion. Make us think one of us planted the data card. 

AVES: What data card?? 

The Sullustan lifts up a data card. 

SULLUSTAN: This data card. (hands it over to Mazzic) 

Mazzic hooks the card into a datapad and studies it, keeping his gun up and aimed at Karrde. 

AVES: He’s not lying about the intruder. I was here. 

MAZZIC: I don’t see too many places a person can hide in here. 

TALON: A human can’t. But there are an awful lot of shadows...

NILES: (melodramatic sigh) Meaning my Wraith, right? Give it up, Karrde. 

TALON: I don’t think Thrawn ordered that attack either. I think somebody else did, and Thrawn’s trying to make the best of it. And while we’re on the subject, where is your Defel? 

NILES: (getting steamed) Twist words all you want. That card doesn’t say I hired Kosk and his men. It says you did -- 

Mazzic suddenly drops the datapad, swinging his blaster over to face Ferrier. 

MAZZIC: How do you know what that card says? I never mentioned the lieutenant’s name!! 

TALON: (smugly to Niles) Oops...

NILES: (stammering) Wh-what does it matter? So I heard the guy’s name somewhere -- 

TALON: And how did you get here? Considering nobody invited you...

Suddenly, Niles has a thermal detonator in his hand, jumping to his feet -- 

NILES: ALL HANDS ON THE TABLE!!! DROP THE GUN, MAZZIC!! 

The detonator lights up and starts clicking. 

MAZZIC: You can’t possibly get off this ship alive, Ferrier! 

NILES: (snatching Mazzic’s blaster away) You’ll never get a shot at me! Wraith!! 

The shadowy figure suddenly comes from the wall to join Ferrier. Par’tah gasps in horror. 

PAR’TAH: You’ve betrayed us all to the Empiyre......

NILES: (aims the blaster at Karrde) Karrde, we’re going to the bridge. Get up. Or I kill you all and take the ship anyway.  

TALON: I’ll blow this ship up myself before I let you have it. 

NILES: Relax, hero. I’d like nothing better than to take the Wild Karrde, but I know better than to run this ship with no crew. No, you’re taking me to my ship. Let’s go. 

EXT. HIJARNA -- DAY

The other smugglers shout and jump back as the Wild Karrde takes off, angling toward Ferrier’s distant ship. The instant it touches down, Ferrier bolts out of the ship with Mazzic’s blaster still in hand. 

INT. WILD KARRDE -- BRIDGE 

From the bridge, Talon watches as Ferrier runs for his ship. The controls are sporting a huge blaster hole. 

TALON: (hits comm) You can unbarricade the door now. He’s gone. You need any help with the Defel? 

AVES: (on comm) Nope. They’re not much good as jailers. 

EXT. HIJARNA -- DAY

Ferrier’s ship takes off. It flies over the Wild Karrde, where it fires a net that covers the large ship. Ferrier’s ship then shoots into the sky. The smugglers yell in disapproval. 

INT. WILD KARRDE -- BRIDGE

Par’tah and Mazzic run in. 

PAR’TAH: He must not be allowed to escape!! 

TALON: He won’t. The Etherway and Starry Ice are standing by. (turns to face Mazzic) But under the circumstances, I think you should have the honor. 

MAZZIC: Thanks, Karrde. (pulls out comlink) Griv, Amber. Gunship on the way up. Take it. 

EXT. HIJARNA -- SKY -- DAY

Despite Ferrier’s best efforts, the twin ships pursuing him blasts the thief’s ship to cinders. 

INT. WILD KARRDE -- BRIDGE

MAZZIC: (to Karrde) Sorry. 

TALON: Just remember, that’s how the Empire does business. And that’s what people like us mean to them. 

MAZZIC: I won’t forget. 

TALON: Well, while I’ve got you here, I’d like to present a proposal to you...

WIPE TO:

EXT. WAYLAND -- JUNGLE – LATE AFTERNOON

The group has set up camp in the middle of the jungle. Mara lies back on a tree stump, holding a canteen. Han and Chewie are seen hovering over something in the background. Threepio waves to Lando to help him free Artoo from some branches. Luke leaves them and walks up to Mara. 

MARA: What was Solo talking to you about back there? 

LUKE: He and Chewie found a clawbird. 

Angle on the clawbird as Han and Chewie look it over. 

LUKE: (V.O.) Killed with a knife thrust. 

Back to Luke and Mara. 

MARA: Probably the Myneyrshi. 

Luke suddenly gets up, looking around. 

LUKE: For or against the Empire? 

MARA: Against humans, period. (looks up) Problem? 

LUKE: Four of them.... no, make that five...

Mara gets up, looking around as well. 

LUKE: Look for deviations. The way the minds are different from each other. 

Mara looks down for a moment. 

MARA: They’re gone. (looks up at Luke) Imperial patrol? 

LUKE: No, I’d know if they were human. 

MARA: Bet that comes in handy. 

LUKE: Just a matter of training. 

MARA: (glares at him) What’s that supposed to mean? 

LUKE: (quiet) I was just thinking about.... I’m going to have to train Leia’s twins someday. 

MARA: So? 

Luke looks away from her. 

LUKE: With the power of the Force comes responsibility. I can teach them how to use the Force, but how do I teach them wisdom? Compassion? (looks at her) How do I teach them not to abuse their power? 

Mara is taken aback. Luke really means it. 

MARA: How do you teach anyone anything? By example, I guess. 

LUKE: (whisper) I guess. (looks at her again) How much training did the Emperor give you? 

EMPEROR’S VOICE: YOU WILL KILL LUKE SKYWALKER....

MARA: (bitter) Enough. Why -- checking for compassion and wisdom? 

Luke walks over to a tent and out of view. 

LUKE: (O.S.) As long as we’ve got a few days to Mount Tantiss, it might be a good idea to go over it again -- you know, a refresher course. 

EMPEROR’S VOICE: YOU WILL KILL LUKE SKYWALKER....

MARA: (suspicious) You’ll be there. What do I need to be strong in the Force for? 

Luke emerges from the tent, a small seeker globe in his hand. He releases it, and it floats in the air. He unhooks his lightsaber from his belt and offers it to Mara. 

LUKE: For whatever purpose your destiny calls you to. Come on, let’s get started. 

A moment, then Mara takes the lightsaber. 

WIPE TO:

EXT. SPACE -- FLEET

Establishing shot of a large Rebel fleet, assembled in space. 

INT. REBEL CRUISER – WAR ROOM

Admiral Ackbar stands before a holodisplay, his back to us. Slow zoom in on him. 

ACKBAR: Officers of the New Republic. In recent weeks, what was a mopping up exercise has become a fight for survival. Our advantage in manpower and resources is fast slipping away, and Grand Admiral Thrawn continues to undermine our morale. (turns to face us) It’s time we threw Thrawn’s tactics in his face. 

New angle -- he’s in a Cruiser war room, filled to bursting with Rebel officers and pilots. Wedge is visible among them. Ackbar gestures to Madine. 

ACKBAR: General Madine? 

Madine steps forward, as the holodisplay activates into a strategic map. 

MADINE: You’re familiar with the asteroid siege around Coruscant. To locate and destroy the asteroids, we need a crystal gravity field transponder. Intelligence has found three of them, all in Imperial space. The easiest is at Tangrene. Our spies report the place is ripe for the taking. 

REBEL PILOT: Sounds like Endor. How do we know it’s not a trap? 

MADINE: Actually, we’re sure it is a trap. That’s why we’re going here instead. 

The holodisplay shifts into an image of the Bilbringi shipyards. The pilots mutter among themselves. 

MADINE: I know what you’re thinking. Bilbringi’s big, well defended. It’s also the last place the Imperials will ever expect us to hit. 

ACKBAR: Not to mention, if we succeed, we will have put a serious dent in Thrawn’s image of invincibility. 

MADINE: Colonel Derlin will work with our fleets to create the illusion that we’re going to hit Tangrene. With the Imperials distracted there, we move in, smash Bilbringi, and make off with the crystal field trap. Questions? 

PILOT #2: What if Thrawn doesn’t catch the Tangrene distraction?

MADINE: We’d be most disappointed in him. (looks around) All right. We have an assault to plan. Let’s get to it. 

INT. HAN AND LEIA’S QUARTERS – CORUSCANT -- NIGHT

Leia tosses and turns in bed. 

NOGHRI: (O.S.) A problem, Lady Vader? 

LEIA: (sleepy) I don’t know. I just had a flash of... insight. A puzzle I’ve been trying to put together. 

NOGHRI: Do you know which piece? 

LEIA: (shakes her head) I don’t even know which puzzle. 

NOGHRI: Does it relate to the siege of stones above us? 

LEIA: I’m not sure. Something Luke said... no, something Mara said, and Luke did. It fits together somehow... but I can’t figure out how...

EXT. SPACE

Establishing shot of the Imperial fleet, over another planet. 

INT. STAR DESTROYER CHIMAERA -- BRIDGE

Thrawn turns away from the window and his view of the planet. 

THRAWN: Transmit terms of surrender to the Xa Fel government. (loudly) NOW HEAR THIS -- well done! 

The crew on the bridge breaks into cheers and applause. Pellaeon walks up to Thrawn’s side. 

THRAWN: A report from Tangrene? 

PELLAEON: (hands over a datapad) Yes, sir. More Rebel ships drifting in. Capital ships, starfighters... the works. 

Thrawn looks over the datapad for a moment. 

PELLAEON: Is something wrong, Admiral? 

THRAWN: I’m not sure. (starts walking down the ramp) Meet me in my quarters in an hour. Maybe by then I’ll have an answer to your question. 

Thrawn walks out of view, still reading the datapad. 

INT. CANTINA -- ?????

Karrde, Mazzic, and Aves are sitting at a table in a cantina somewhere. The room’s dark, and our view angle only shows the table. 

MAZZIC: I don’t know. This sounds desperate to me. 

TALON: They are desperate. They need a crystal gravity transponder, and it’s got something to do with why Coruscant’s sealed off to civilian traffic. 

MAZZIC: So what do they want us to do? Sneak into Tangrene before they get there? 

TALON: I figure if they’re willing to fight for one, they’re willing to pay for one. While they’re at Tangrene, we can go swipe a CGT out at Bilbringi Shipyards. 

MAZZIC: You’re joking! They’ve redone the whole security setup by now! 

TALON: All the better. They won’t have found the holes yet. You in or out? 

MAZZIC: (beat) Only if you can guarantee Thrawn’ll be at Tangrene. I don’t want him within a hundred light-years of Bilbringi when we hit the place. 

TALON: I need to have Ghent write us into the Republic’s payroll anyway. As long as he’s at it, he might as well check on their battle plans too. 

MAZZIC: (chuckles) All right, I’m in. 

TALON: I’m taking the Wild Karrde to Coruscant, but Aves here will coordinate the attack. 

MAZZIC: You know, I hope I’m there the day the Republic catches up with you. Whether they give you a medal or just shoot you -- either way, it’ll be a helluva show. 

TALON: (gets up) I hope to be there myself that day. Good flights, gentlemen. See you at Bilbringi. 

INT. IMPERIAL PALACE -- WAR ROOM – CORUSCANT -- NIGHT

A holo image of the Chimaera firing through Ukio’s shield -- 

BEL IBLIS: (O.S.) Freeze image. Enhance. 

The slight gap between the Chimaera’s blasts and the freighter’s laser blasts becomes clear. 

BEL IBLIS: Thrawn’s superweapon was just a fraud. 

He turns to face Leia, Mon Mothma and Fey’yla. Winter is there, but moving off screen. 

BEL IBLIS: But even so, the timing was too perfect. What do you think, Leia? That insane Jedi Luke locked horns with on Jomark? 

LEIA: Has to be. 

Winter walks back into view, a datapad in hand. 

BEL IBLIS: You got something? 

She hands Leia the datapad and whispers in her ear. 

MON MOTHMA: What is it? 

Leia inserts the datapad into a slot on the table -- and a holo image of Wayland comes up. 

LEIA: This is Thrawn’s clone factory. Wayland. This was sent by a strike team led by my husband, my brother…and Mara Jade. 

MON MOTHMA: What?!?

BEL IBLIS: (chuckles) So that’s where she disappeared to. We thought she’d broken out. Nice trick, Leia. 

MON MOTHMA: (icy) You should not have done that, Leia. At least not without the Council’s approval. 

LEIA: If I’d done that, Mara would be dead. Too many people would know about it. 

MON MOTHMA: This could be a setup.

LEIA: We thought about that. We decided it was worth the risk. 

BEL IBLIS: Unfortunately, there’s nothing we can do about Wayland. At least not until after Bilbringi. 

LEIA: We’re not sending backup? 

BEL IBLIS: Impossible. Too many units are committed to the attack at Bilbringi.

FEY’YLA: (heavily) Then the Bilbringi attack should be postponed. 

All eyes turn to the Bothan senator. It’s the first time he’s spoken all movie. 

MON MOTHMA: That’s out of the question, Councilor. 

FEY’YLA: This is more important than you know. It must be destroyed. 

MON MOTHMA: And it will be. But not until after Bilbringi. 

Fey’yla sighs, slumping in his chair. Leia throws a sideways glance at him, noting his twitching and agitation. 

EXT. WAYLAND -- JUNGLE -- DAY

Han is sitting on the grass, holding up a bunch of vines. Cut vines. Lando and Luke stands with him. 

HAN: I guess this answers the question of whether somebody’s helping us along. These were cut. Luke, we been getting company? 

LUKE: Some natives, but they never come too close. 

HAN: Next time they do, let me know. I think it’s time we all had a little chat together. 

INT. STAR DESTROYER CHIMAERA -- GRAND ADMIRAL THRAWN’S QUARTERS

Thrawn sits in his chair, watching two separate displays of art. Pellaeon walks in and takes in the displays. 

PELLAEON: (notes the art) Mon Calamari and Corellian. 

THRAWN: Very good. As it happens, it’s Ackbar’s own work on the left. The other is from Bel Iblis’s old home. 

PELLAEON: The Rebels are continuing to edge into our trap. Support ships are moving into position now. 

THRAWN: They’re being mighty quiet about it, aren’t they? As if Tangrene really was their target. 

PELLAEON: Sir? 

THRAWN: They’re going to attack somewhere else. The last place we would expect them to go. 

PELLAEON: BILBRINGI?!? That’s --

THRAWN: Insane? Of course it is. The insanity of men and women who have learned they can’t defeat me face-to-face. So they try to use my own skill and insight against me, gambling that I’ll jump to the wrong conclusion. 

PELLAEON: Has Delta Source said anything? 

THRAWN: Delta Source has been silenced.  But I don’t need confirmation. And in the end, it makes no difference where exactly we crush them. No difference at all. 

WIPE TO: 

EXT. WAYLAND -- JUNGLE -- SUNSET

Han, Chewie and Luke sneaks through the jungle, weapons out and ready. A sudden noise -- 

LUKE: (ignites his lightsaber) WATCH IT!! 

He deflects the laser shot. Han opens fire, but Chewie shoves his blaster aside, roaring -- 

HAN: Chewie!! 

LUKE: No, he’s right! Look! 

A Noghri emerges from the bushes. He walks up to the group, blaster in hand. 

LUKE: I am Luke Skywalker, son of Lord Darth Vader. And you? 

NOGHRI: Ekhrikhor clan Bakh’tor. I greet you, son of Vader. 

Ekhrikhor bows as more Noghri emerge from the brush, followed by two bands of differing alien races. Luke extinguishes his weapon as Han and Chewie lower theirs. Ekhrikhor indicates the aliens behind him.

EKHRIKHOR: The Myneyshri and the Psadans. They sought to kill you. We could not permit that. Now they wish to talk. 

HAN: (pulls out a comlink) Lando, bring Mara and Threepio here. (to the Noghri) How many of you are there? 

EKHRIKHOR: Eight. Two have traveled before, after, and on either side of you your entire journey. 

HAN: Why didn’t you say anything? 

EKHRIKHOR: Cakhmaim clan Eikh’mir felt hostility from you at Lady Vader’s suite. He did not believe you would let us come with you. 

Han and Luke glance at each other. Luke grins, and Han finally grins himself.

HAN: Well next time you see him, tell him I stopped passing up free help years ago. And call me Han. No “consort” stuff. 

EKHRIKHOR: I beg your forgiveness, Han clan Solo. 

Han sighs. Lando, Mara and Threepio walk up. Threepio goes and talks quietly to the aliens. 

MARA: I see you found the natives (raises her blaster) And a surprise -- 

LUKE: (knocks her blaster down) They’re our friends now. 

Mara glares at him. Threepio turns to face them. 

THREEPIO: They believe us to be merely the last in a long line of invaders. They have no reason to think us any different. 

Chewbacca suddenly roars and fires his bowcaster into the sky. Another of the clawbirds drops in front of him. The aliens gasp in astonishment.

ALIEN: (in broken Basic) You! He have lightning bow? 

HAN: Yeah. (realizing) He’s our friend. We don’t keep non-humans as slaves like the Empire did. 

The aliens turn and furiously talk to each other for a moment. Then the alien turns and holds up a staff. 

ALIEN: You have safe passage. 

Another angle: Mara and Ekhrikhor are somewhat apart from the talks. 

MARA: So you finally figured out the Empire was stringing you along. I heard the jokes the Imperials told about you. 

EKHRIKHOR: I can see how our suffering would be amusing to them. But no more. (looks around) We like this world. It reminds us of Honoghr, before the destruction. When the time is right, with the son of Vader at our side, we will wipe every trace of the Empire off this world and claim it as a new home. 

MARA: “Son of Vader?” Who’s that? 

EKHRIKHOR: (points) Him. 

He’s pointing at the far away Luke. Slow zoom-in on Mara, as the truth hits.

MARA: no....

EMPEROR’S VOICE: (now deafening) YOU WILL KILL LUKE SKYWALKER!!! 

He begins repeating it, in his booming voice. Mara sinks to her knees, holding her hands to her ears. 

MARA: (shaking her head) No....not like that...my reasons...my choice...

EMPEROR’S VOICE: YOU WILL KILL LUKE SKYWALKER -- 

C’BAOTH’S VOICE: But you are another matter entirely. 

Mara looks up. 

C’BAOTH’S VOICE: I have seen you in my dreams. You will bow before me. 

New angle: We’re looking up at the sky. Far above Mara’s head, an Imperial shuttle flies across our view. 

INT. IMPERIAL SHUTTLE -- COCKPIT

A glassy-eyed General Covell sits in the pilot’s chair. C’Baoth sits behind him. 

C’BAOTH: Tell me. Are we at the end of our voyage.... or the beginning? 

COVELL: (sounding hypnotized) The beginning. The voyage we have set upon will have no end. 

C’BAOTH: And Thrawn? 

A child-like smile crosses Covell’s face. 

COVELL: It is the beginning of his end. 

C’BAOTH: (chuckles) It’s so ironic. Thrawn had the answer in his hands all along. But he is as far from understanding as ever. 

COVELL: It is about power. 

C’BAOTH: True power. To hold another’s life in the palm of your hand. Having the power to choose his path, what he feels, what he thinks. To rule his life and decree his death. To command his soul. 

EXT. WAYLAND -- JUNGLE -- SAME

Mara’s still on her knees. Luke rushes up to her. 

LUKE: Are you all right? 

It takes a moment for Mara to meet his gaze. 

MARA: He’s here. 

LUKE: I know. 

MARA: (scared) I don’t want to face him....

LUKE: I don’t think we have a choice. 

INT. STAR DESTROYER CHIMAERA – GRAND ADMIRAL THRAWN’S QUARTERS

Thrawn and Pellaeon are facing the holoimage of an Imperial officer. 

THRAWN: Covell dead.... how? 

OFFICER: Coroner’s initial diagnosis was brain damage. Before he collapsed, he dispersed the entire company that had come with him on the Draklor. 

THRAWN: Tell me what happened from the beginning. 

OFFICER: Something seemed wrong with him from the moment he stepped off his ship. I tried to turn command of the garrison over to him then, but he refused. He insisted on meeting with his troops privately in the mess hall. 

THRAWN: Was C’Baoth with him? 

OFFICER: The entire time, sir. After the meeting, he went to the Emperor’s old throne room. A short time later, we found Covell dead. 

THRAWN: Is the hologram pad in the throne room operational? 

OFFICER: It is, sir. 

THRAWN: Put me through. 

A moment. The officer disappears – 

PELLAEON: (“I told you so”) His mind powers. 

THRAWN: When he hit the ysalamiri bubble, there wasn’t enough left of Covell’s mind to keep him alive. 

-- and C’Baoth’s head appears, looming over Thrawn. 

THRAWN: I see you’ve found the Emperor’s private holo-setting. 

C’BAOTH: Thrawn. The mountain is covered with ysalamiri!! Is this how you reward my help?!? With betrayal?? RESTORE THE FORCE TO ME!!!

THRAWN: The ysalamiri will stay where they are. What did you do to Covell? 

C’BAOTH: He was mine to do with as I pleased. Just as EVERYTHING in the Empire is mine! 

THRAWN: That’s all I needed to know. Colonel Selid? 

The image fades, and the holo-officer returns. 

THRAWN: C’Baoth is hereby under arrest. He may stay in the throne room, but don’t let him out. Cut off all command circuits to that room. You are reinstated as garrison commander. And find out where Covell’s troops went. 

OFFICER: (bows) Sir. 

The image fades away. 

THRAWN: (to Pellaeon) His use is almost at an end. But he has one last role to play. His insanity is in his mind -- not his body. 

PELLAEON: Clone him. 

THRAWN: Yes, but take our time about it. And not at Wayland. Maybe the Unknown Regions. Instruct Intelligence to find a suitable new world as soon as we’ve crushed the Rebels at Bilbringi. 

PELLAEON: Are you sure they’re going to be there? 

THRAWN: I’m sure. Set course, Captain -- it is time to greet our guests. 

INT. IMPERIAL PALACE – HAN AND LEIA’S QUARTERS -- DAY

Leia stands over the crib, where the twin children gurgle and coo. She picks one up. An oil painting of Queen Amidala is visible on the wall behind her. She takes the child to the window, where we get a gorgeous view of daytime Coruscant. 

A comlink beeps. Leia pulls it out of her pocket, while cradling the cooing baby in her other arm. 

LEIA: Hello? 

REBEL OFFICER: (V.O.) Councilor, there’s a freighter just outside the planetary shield. The captain insists on speaking to you personally. 

LEIA: Put him through. 

EXT. SPACE -- CORUSCANT

The Wild Karrde hovers in orbit over Coruscant. 

TALON: (V.O.) Hello, Councilor. How’d your general like that video from the Ukio attack? 

INT. IMPERIAL PALACE – HAN AND LEIA’S QUARTERS -- DAY

LEIA: He liked it very much. Thank you. 

TALON: (V.O.) I’ve already gotten paid for it. Are you also in the market for some technology? 

INT. WILD KARRDE -- BRIDGE

Talon sits alone on the bridge. 

LEIA: (V.O.) What kind of technology? 

TALON: Why don’t you let me land and we’ll discuss it? 

LEIA: (V.O.) I’m afraid that’s not possible. All non-essential traffic has been restricted. 

TALON: Only the non-essential? 

LEIA: (V.O.) What have you heard? 

INT. IMPERIAL PALACE – HAN AND LEIA’S QUARTERS -- DAY

TALON: (V.O.) A few rumors. Only one of which concerns me. Why is Mara locked up? 

LEIA: Karrde, this isn’t the time or place -- 

TALON: Don’t give me that. You owe her. Find Ghent and tell him to use one of my personal encrypt codes. That’ll give us some privacy. 

LEIA: (shouts offscreen) Winter – take care of the twins, please!

INT. IMPERIAL PALACE -- WAR ROOM -- DAY

Ghent sits at a computer terminal in the war room, with Leia and Bel Iblis beside him.

GHENT: All right. Go. 

LEIA: We’re ready here, Karrde. 

INT. WILD KARRDE -- BRIDGE

TALON: Why is Mara under arrest? 

LEIA: (V.O.) There was a break-in by an Imperial team. The only survivor named her as their accessory. 

TALON: That’s absurd. 

LEIA: (V.O.) We found out she was a top-level Imperial agent.

Talon sighs. 

TALON: I was afraid of that. So why can’t I land? 

LEIA: We’re under siege. Thrawn’s placed cloaked asteroids in low orbit over us. Until we can destroy them all, the shield stays up. 

TALON: (an odd note in his voice) How many have you destroyed so far? 

LEIA: Twenty-one. Thrawn took out another one himself as a demonstration. 

TALON: If I tell you a little secret, will you let me land? 

LEIA: Depends on the secret. 

TALON: You can drop the shield any time you like. Those asteroids are all gone. 

INT. IMPERIAL PALACE -- WAR ROOM -- DAY 

Leia and Bel Iblis glance at each other in wide-eyed astonishment. 

BEL IBLIS: How do you know that? 

TALON: Because I was there at Bilbringi when Thrawn was putting them together. I didn’t know what they were for at the time. Here’s what I saw. 

On the holodisplay, the image of the asteroids at Bilbringi come up. 

BEL IBLIS: I’ll be damned. All twenty-two of ‘em. 

TALON: I’ve delivered on my end. How about yours? 

LEIA: Why do you want to land? 

TALON: To see Mara. One of the hardest parts of being locked up is feeling you’ve been deserted. I should know. I want Mara to know -- personally -- that she hasn’t been forgotten. 

Slow zoom-in on Leia during Talon’s last words. Something in Karrde’s words has rung a bell in his mind. As he finishes, she comes to a sudden realization. 

LEIA: (whisper) Let him land. 

BEL IBLIS: Leia? 

LEIA: (forcefully) Let him land!! Ghent, come on!

She spins around and runs out of the room. 

INT. IMPERIAL PALACE -- CORRIDOR -- DAY 

Leia is walking fast down the corridor, Bel Iblis and Ghent rush to keep up with her. 

BEL IBLIS: What’s going on? 

LEIA: The clones. I know how Thrawn’s growing them so fast now. 

BEL IBLIS: How? 

LEIA: (stops and faces him) It’s the Force. Don’t you see? When you duplicate someone, there’s a natural resonance through the Force between that person and their clone. That’s what warps a clone’s mind when it’s been grown too fast -- there’s not enough time for the mind to adapt! 

BEL IBLIS: So how’s Thrawn getting around the problem? 

LEIA: By using ysalamiri to block the Force from the clones. 

Bel Iblis goes rigid. 

BEL IBLIS: He’d need a lot of ‘em. That means....

LEIA: When Luke’s team gets to the mountain, he’ll be helpless. And he won’t even know until it’s too late. And what’s worse... I have a bad feeling C’Baoth will be waiting for him. 

BEL IBLIS: (grim) I’ll talk to Mon Mothma. 

He turns and runs into a turbolift. Leia and Ghent continue down the corridor, Leia silently lifting a comlink to her mouth as she does. 

EXT. IMPERIAL PALACE -- LANDING PLATFORM – CORUSCANT -- DAY

Leia and Ghent stand at the end of a landing platform along with a Noghri. As they watch, the Wild Karrde comes to a landing. A moment later, Talon emerges from the ship’s ramp. 

TALON: Good to see you, Ghent. (to Leia) Who’s your other friend? 

LEIA: My bodyguard. 

TALON: Ah. So…where’s Mara? 

LEIA: She’s not here. She’s with my brother and husband on a planet called Wayland. 

TALON: I thought she’d been arrested --

LEIA: Look, there’s no time to go into this now! You have to take me to Wayland! 

TALON: Why? What’s on Wayland? 

LEIA: Thrawn’s cloning lab. The expedition there is in danger. I have to save them. 

TALON: I’m afraid I’ve got other plans....

The Noghri moves offscreen noiselessly, into the access tunnel and towards a visible set of crates…

LEIA: Cancel them. 

TALON: I can’t. 

The Noghri suddenly dives behind the crates. A scuffling noise. And as Talon, Leia and Ghent turn toward the noise the Noghri re-emerges, dragging Councilor Fey’yla behind him. 

GHENT: Whoa…

TALON: (drawing his blaster) You again? 

FEY’YLA: (to Leia) Bel Iblis told me what you discovered. (to Talon) Captain, I implore you to take Leia to Wayland. 

TALON: Where she’d be out of your way? Nice try. 

FEY’YLA: This isn’t about politics. There are things in that warehouse which must never see the light of day. It would be a catastrophe, both to the Bothan people and the Republic. 

Fey’yla’s voice is tinged with genuine fear. He means it. 

TALON: I ain’t worried about your people. How worried are you? 

FEY’YLA: (regains his composure) How much worry would it take? 

TALON: Credit line of, say... seventy thousand? 

FEY’YLA: (loses it) YOU -- 

TALON: Take it or leave it!! 

FEY’YLA: (growl) Done. 

TALON: Fine. I’ll take her along. And I’ll be checking on that line before I go! 

Talon leads Leia toward the ship, with Ghent and the Noghri following. 

LEIA: (V.O.) Are you really going to check on that credit line? 

TALON: (V.O.) No. But he doesn’t have to know that.

EXT. SPACE -- CORUSCANT 

The Wild Karrde streaks off into space at high speed. 

INT. WILD KARRDE -- BRIDGE

Leia now sits beside Talon, with the Noghri behind her. 

LEIA: (amused) The money doesn’t really matter to you, does it? 

TALON: Don’t believe that. If he hadn’t paid, your Republic would have. 

LEIA: (really amused) I see. 

TALON: I mean that. I’m here for my reasons. Not for you. I’m in it for the money. 

LEIA: (extremely amused) I said I understood.    

EXT. SPACE

The Wild Karrde streaks into hyperspace. 

WIPE TO:

LUKE’S POV -- EXT. MOUNT TANTISS -- DAY

We’re looking at the heavily guarded front door of Mount Tantiss, as seen through Luke’s macrobinoculars. Gun platforms, AT-ST’s, stormtroopers...the place looks impregnable. Luke zooms out, revealing a clearing before the mountain with a small city lying in it. 

EXT. WAYLAND – TREE -- DAY

Luke lowers his macros and hands them to Han. He’s sitting on a high tree branch with Han on a high hill at the edge of the jungle, overlooking the clearing and mountain directly ahead.  

LUKE: What do you think? 

HAN: You never want the front door anyway. Looks pretty thick out there. 

HAN’S POV: Through the macrobinoculars: In the city ahead, a group of Psadans are chatting. A large group. Several are holding and gesturing to datapads in their hands.  

HAN: What are they up to…? 

Back to the two-shot of Han and Luke. 

LUKE: (distant) They can’t know we’re here....

HAN: What is it? 

LUKE: The mountain. It’s dark. All of it. 

HAN: You mean, like ysalamiri? 

LUKE: Yep. 

A pause. 

HAN: Now what? 

LUKE: (takes a deep breath) We go in anyway. 

HAN: (glum) Great.  

INT. THRONE ROOM – MOUNT TANTISS

Completely dark. Just the outline of C’Baoth, sitting in the Emperor’s chair, laughing maniacally...

EXT. SPACE – BILBRINGI SHIPYARD

Wide shot of the shipyard. It appears to be business as usual. A small, sleek freighter floats in from the left. 

IMPERIAL OFFICER: (V.O. over comm) Freighter Garret’s Gold, you are cleared for final approach. Docking platform 25. 

AVES: (V.O.) Acknowledged, Control. Thank you. 

INT. FREIGHTER BRIDGE

Aves and Torve at the pilot / co-pilot seats. View from outside their window -- tons of beacon/mines floating around. 

TORVE: (whistling) They’re not playing this time. 

Another ship slips past them. 

TORVE: That’s Ellor. Where’s Karrde? 

AVES: He said he’d be here. Everybody else is. 

TORVE: Well, here we go. Preparing to copy course data -- 

EXT. SPACE

Rogue Squadron flies past us, their wings opening into attack configuration as they go. Rebel capital ships follow close behind.

EXT. HYPERSPACE 

The Chimaera and the warfleet are roaring through hyperspace. 

INT. STAR DESTROYER CHIMAERA – GRAND ADMIRAL THRAWN’S QUARTERS

Pellaeon stands by Thrawn, sitting in his chair and watching the tactical display. The fleet is slowly approaching Bilbringi. He glances aside at Pellaeon. 

THRAWN: You don’t have to believe. But be prepared to be proven wrong. 

PELLAEON: I very much hope so, sir. 

EXT. MOUNT TANTISS -- ROCK FACE – SUNSET

The group has reached a carved-in vent set into the wall. Han has Artoo working on a terminal at the vent’s side. Lando joins in, keeping a close watch out. Everyone looks up at the sound of distant blaster fire. 

MARA: Sounds like the storehouse entrance…

Mara, trailing behind the rest, pulls Luke away from the others to face her. 

LUKE: You all right? 

MARA: (scared, hard whisper) Promise me something. Whatever it takes, don’t let me go to C’Baoth’s side. You understand? Don’t let me join him. Even if you have to kill me. 

LUKE: I won’t -- 

MARA: (clutching his wrist) PROMISE ME!! 

LUKE: (softly) I will promise this -- whatever you face in there, you won’t face it alone. I’ll be with you. 

MARA: what if you’re already dead....? 

A long moment. And then the vent creaks open. They both watch it open, glance at each other one more time in mutual understanding, then start toward the mountain. The others are already entering. 

EXT. WAYLAND -- SUNSET

The Wild Karrde races through the lower atmosphere for the surface. Mount Tantiss is visible in the distance. 

INT. WILD KARRDE -- BRIDGE

Ghent has joined Leia, the Noghri, and Talon on the bridge. 

TALON: Flight control says they’ve got a riot going on at the main entrance. They’re diverting us to a secondary maintenance area. 

LEIA: They must already be inside. 

INT. CLONE FACTORY -- MOUNT TANTISS

The sight is breathtaking. Set into a huge natural cavern, a massive cylindrical column of vats extend as far up and down as the eye can see. In the distance, alarms can be heard wailing. Mara stares at the column from the edge of an balcony. Han joins her. 

HAN: Bring back some memories? 

MARA: Yeah. We can’t let this stand. 

She sounds like she’s barely holding it together. 

HAN: I hear you. 

Luke joins them. 

LUKE: (awed whisper) Incredible. 

A closer look reveals the many clone vats, each with a humanoid form inside -- and a ysalamiri coiled atop each vat. A pair of spy droids float around, checking on the various vats. Far below, scientists and stormtroopers can be seen scurrying about. 

HAN: Any ideas? 

MARA: The Emperor wasn’t one for leaving things behind for others to use. 

HAN: A self-destruct. Where? 

MARA: Probably in the throne room. I’ll go look. 

LUKE: I’ll go with her. 

HAN: Just let us know before you pull the switch, all right? 

Luke and Mara enters a turbolift. 

EXT. SPACE – BILBRINGI SHIPYARDS

Aves’s ship is closer to the docking complex now, as another ship drifts into view. 

INT. FREIGHTER -- BRIDGE

TORVE: There’s Mazzic....

OFFICER: (on comm) Garret’s Gold, stand by to receive outbound course data. 

AVES: Roger, control -- 

EXT. SPACE – BILBRINGI SHIPYARDS

Suddenly, the entire fleet of Star Destroyers and Dreadnaughts roars into view behind the space station. Lancer Frigates and Strike Cruisers can also be seen in the background. 

INT. FREIGHTER – BRIDGE

AVES: (recoils) STANG!!!

TORVE: (frantic) Vectors? 

AVES: (dazed) Don’t bother...

Interdictors are also visible among the fleet. 

MAZZIC: (on comm) Looks like we’ve been sold out after all. I’m not gonna surrender. How about you? 

TORVE: I think they deserve to lose at least a few ships for this. 

INT. MAZZIC’S SHIP -- BRIDGE
MAZZIC: Too bad Karrde isn’t here to watch us go out in a blaze of glory.

INT. FREIGHTER – BRIDGE

Torve looks over at Aves. 

AVES: (quietly) Mazzic… you want command, it’s yours. 

MAZZIC: Thanks. I was gonna take it anyway. Everybody raise shields -- 

AVES: Hold on... (points out) Look at that formation! They’re not aiming at us...

TORVE: You’re right.

INT. MAZZIC’S SHIP -- BRIDGE

MAZZIC: (he can’t believe it) They’re ready to yank someone out of hyperspace and pound him to a pulp… 

INT. FREIGHTER – BRIDGE

Torve and Aves look at each other at the same time. 

TORVE: You don’t suppose....? 

INT. THRONE ROOM – MOUNT TANTISS

A large cavern. The turbolift is built into the wall. On the other side a raised platform, with the throne on top. A large holodisplay of the galaxy rotates under the throne, with its’ back to us. 

The turbolift opens. Luke and Mara step out, weapons ready. 

MARA: All right. If it’s here, it’ll be on the throne itself. 

They run across the room, looking in all directions. As they start up the steps....

The throne rotates. Revealing C’Baoth. 

Mara gasps, instantly aiming her blaster at the throne. 

C’BAOTH: You came to me. Of your own free will. 

He gets up and starts down the steps, as Luke and Mara back away. 

C’BAOTH: I knew you were coming. So I arranged for the natives to attack my oppressors outside.

LUKE: That wasn’t necessary. 

MARA: We’re not here to get you out. 

Mara waves C’Baoth away from the throne with her blaster, and hurries over to it to look over the arm controls. 

C’BAOTH: Such spirit. (to Luke) She will be a great power in the galaxy we will build. 

LUKE: Master, you are in no condition to build anything. You are not well. I can help you, but only if you let me. 

C’BAOTH: How can you say that? How dare you even think such blasphemy of the great Master C’Baoth?!?

LUKE: That’s just it. You’re not C’Baoth. 

Mara glares at Luke in surprise.  

LUKE: (to Mara) The Imperial records on Coruscant confirmed it. The original Jorus C’Baoth died during the Outbound Flight project, forty years ago. (to C’Baoth) You’re not Jorus C’Baoth.... you’re his clone. 

A moment. 

Then C’Baoth laughs. 

C’BAOTH: First Thrawn, now you! What is this sudden fascination with clones?? (another barking laugh, then serious) You don’t understand, any more than Thrawn does. The true power of the Jedi is not in tricks of matter and energy. The true power of the Jedi is that we alone, of everyone in the galaxy, have the power to grow beyond ourselves. To extend ourselves into all the reaches of the universe. 

MARA: (aside to Luke) What’s he talking about...? 

LUKE: I have no idea. 

C’BAOTH: I have done it. With General Covell. What even the Emperor couldn’t do. I took his mind in my hands.... and I.... remolded it. In my image. And that’s just the start. The clones below -- that Thrawn thinks he’s growing for his army -- he is really growing it for me. What I did with Covell, I can do with all of them. 

MARA: (to Luke) You still think he can be saved? 

Luke shakes his head. Mara steps away from the throne and rejoins Luke’s side. 

MARA: Let’s get out of here. 

Luke and Mara turn to go. 

C’BAOTH: (a dangerous tone) I didn’t say you could go. 

He suddenly holds up a comlink. Luke and Mara turn back toward him. He presses the comlink switch. A beep -- 

INT. CLONE FACTORY – MOUNT TANTISS

-- and the ysalamiri atop each of the vats explodes, giving off a death shriek!! Lando and Threepio, now at the rail, recoils at the small explosions -- 

INT. THRONE ROOM – MOUNT TANTISS

Luke ignites his lightsaber -- 

LUKE: MARA!! 

C’Baoth lets loose a volley of purple lightning, hurtling a screaming Mara across the room. Her blaster clatters to the floor, far away. Luke puts himself between Mara and the lightning, using his blade to deflect the bolt. C’Baoth stops. 

LUKE: Stay away from her!!! 

C’BAOTH: Her life isn’t in danger. Save your strength...for the trial that awaits you....

C’Baoth gestures to his far right. 

A humanoid outline appears at the end of the room. Cloaked. Wielding a blue-bladed lightsaber. 

C’BAOTH: Either you must face death and emerge at my side...or you must die that another may take your place. Face...your destiny. 

The human emerges from the light, removing his cloak. 

It’s Luke. Or rather a duplicate of Luke, one lacking the scars accumulated over the years. The real Luke gasps in shock. 

C’BAOTH: Yes, he is you. A clone, grown from the hand you lost at Bespin. Wielding the lightsaber you lost there. 

LUKE: (shock) WHY?!?

C’BAOTH: To bring you to understanding. One way or another.... you must serve me. 

The clone Luke suddenly moves, rushing at the real Luke, howling, blade raised over his head. Luke blocks the blow, and a fast, furious exchange of lightsaber blades follows. Luke flings himself up and back, onto one of the guard platforms near the throne. Clone Luke flings his lightsaber into the bottom of the platform, severing it. Luke backflips again, but can’t get the distance and hits an overhead catwalk hard. He levers himself over onto the catwalk, groaning. 

He looks down. Clone Luke is close to the fallen Mara. He moves his lightsaber blade uncomfortably close to her.... then looks up and throws a warning look at his “brother.” Luke slowly gets to his feet....

INT. CORRIDOR -- MOUNT TANTISS 

Han runs around a corner, gun out and ready, yelling -- 

LEIA: (O.S.) HAN!! 

HAN: LEIA - ?!?

Han skids to a halt, scoops Leia up, embracing her. 

HAN: What’re you doing here?!? 

LEIA: Luke’s in trouble. He’s ahead somewhere -- 

HAN: Honey, it’s okay. We knew about the ysalamiri coming in! 

LEIA: That’s just it. They’re not there anymore. They’re all dead. The Force is back. 

HAN: (hissing breath) C’Baoth. 

LEIA: Come on! 

She leads him back the way she came -- 

EXT. SPACE – BILBRINGI SHIPYARDS

Rogue Squadron and the Rebel fleet is suddenly yanked out of hyperspace -- right into the middle of the Imperial fleet -- 

INT. WEDGE’S X-WING FIGHTER -- COCKPIT

Wedge yanks sharply on his controls to avoid colliding with the side of a Star Destroyer.

WEDGE: BATTLE ALERT!!!

ACKBAR: (V.O. over comm) IT’S A TRAPPP!! 

Outside Wedge’s canopy, the skies fill with TIE fighters and interceptors. 

EXT. SPACE – BILBRINGI SHIPYARDS

The Rebel and Imperial warships open fire on each other, as do the starfighters. Chaos ensues.

INT. THRONE ROOM – MOUNT TANTISS

Luke’s back on the ground, trading slashes with Clone Luke, driving him away from Mara’s position. C’Baoth’s back on the throne, and Mara’s pulling herself to her feet. 

C’BAOTH: Watch closely, Jade. Unless you willingly bow to me, you will one day face this same battle. 

Across the room, Luke leaps back up onto the catwalk, but the doppelganger throws his own  lightsaber at the supports. The catwalk collapses with a groan and a shower of sparks, but Luke rolls smoothly off it to his feet. He throws his hand out at the clone’s spinning weapon as he lands. It reverses direction, heads for him -- 

-- and stops in mid-air. 

Angle on the throne: C’Baoth holding up his hand. 

C’BAOTH: Uh uh. Not that way. 

He waves the lightsaber back into the hand of Clone Luke. 

C’BAOTH: This must be to the death. Weapon against weapon, mind against mind, soul against soul. 

Mara looks off to the side – her fallen blaster is lying on the floor, two meters away from Skywalker. At that moment, C’Baoth gets to his feet. 

C’BAOTH: She is here. Finally. 

The turbolift door opens. Leia steps out, an ignited blue-blade lightsaber in one hand and a blaster in the other. Behind her are Han, Talon, and (held on a leash by Talon) his twin vornskrs, Sturm and Drang. Both men have their blasters out. The group starts down the walkway towards the battle. 

LUKE: LEIA, GET BACK!!! 

C’BAOTH: (joyfully) Welcome, my new apprentice! 

Han reaches the end of the walkway and fires at C’Baoth. Mara’s fallen blaster suddenly flies into the air, getting blown to bits by Solo’s blasts. Han’s blaster is yanked from his hands by the Force. An animal-like howl rises from C’Baoth, louder and louder, manifesting itself as a visible shockwave that rocks everyone in the room. He then sends a volley of purple lightning into Han, knocking him back down the walkway. 

LEIA: HAN -- NO!!!

Leia drops her blaster and blocks the bolts as best she can with her lightsaber. C’Baoth grits his teeth and aims the lightning higher, at a catwalk above the two. The lightning splits the catwalk supports. Leia looks up, splitting the falling catwalk above her with her lightsaber -- but too late. It crashes down on her, pinning her to the ground and knocking her weapon away. She screams in agony. 

LUKE: LEIA!!!!

He attacks the clone with renewed ferocity -- the clone falls back, jumping up the steps to C’Baoth’s side; and then he jumps to a guard platform as Luke pursues him. The two stare at each other, then Luke turns and directs a chilling gaze at C’Baoth.  

LUKE: Let them go. All of them. Now. 

C’BAOTH: And if I do? 

Luke extinguishes his lightsaber. 

LUKE: Then I’ll stay.  

Mara’s jaw drops. 

EXT. SPACE – BILBRINGI SHIPYARDS

It’s an utter bloodbath on the battlefield of space. Ships on both sides are getting smashed to pieces. One of the Dreadnaughts collides with a Calamari Cruiser, consuming both in fire. 

INT. STAR DESTROYER – GRAND ADMIRAL THRAWN’S QUARTERS

Thrawn sits in his chair, watching the tactical display. Pellaeon reclines alongside the chair’s arm, watching as well. 

PELLAEON: (content) It occurs to me we should let at least one ship go. They can run back to Coruscant and tell them how badly they were outsmarted. 

THRAWN: I agree. Though they’d probably think they were just betrayed. 

PELLAEON: Probably. 

Was that a growl in the background? Pellaeon looks around -- nothing. 

THRAWN: Shall we designate Admiral Ackbar’s ship for messenger duty? 

PELLAEON: A nice touch, Admiral. 

THRAWN: Thank you. 

INT. CLONE FACTORY – MOUNT TANTISS

Chewbacca works furiously on an access panel at a console on the side of the balcony. Lando’s keeping watch, with blaster ready. The door at the far end of the balcony thumps with a dull BOOM, and again louder. The comlink beeps, and Lando pulls his out. 

THREEPIO: General Calrissian, the Noghri are asking if you wish us to return to assist you. 

Another, louder thump. 

LANDO: You’d never make it in time. But if you want to be helpful, tell them to get to the throne room and give Luke a hand. 

TALON: (on comm) It’s too late for that. 

LANDO: Han?!?

INT. THRONE ROOM – MOUNT TANTISS

Talon’s hiding behind the debris of the catwalk with his two vornskrs. He pats the grumbling beasts as he talks. We stare at the scene from his POV: C’Baoth standing before the throne, considering Luke’s offer. Mara stares at him in total shock, and he turns and nods grimly at her. She suddenly can’t meet his gaze, tears coming to her eyes. 

TALON: This is Talon Karrde. We’ve been cut off. Luke’s fighting what looks like a clone of himself. C’Baoth’s taken out both Solo and his wife. And he’s got the Force back. Are you at the cloning tanks? 

LANDO: (V.O.) Yeah, we are. 

TALON: There should be ysalamiri down there. If you can bring a few up here -- 

Chewbacca growls over the comlink channel.  

LANDO: (V.O.) So that’s what those explosions were about. Talon, C’Baoth had them all killed. 

TALON: I see. Any ideas? 

INT. CLONE FACTORY – MOUNT TANTISS

LANDO: Not really. We’ll let you know. (beeps on the comlink) Threepio, you still there? 

THREEPIO: Yes, sir. 

LANDO: Get the troops away from the back door, then you and the Noghri head that way. Chewie and I will be right behind you, so you’d better move fast. Got all that? 

THREEPIO: But what about Master Luke and the others? 

LANDO: (quiet) Get busy. 

Lando shuts off the comlink and hooks it to his belt. Chewie moans. 

LANDO: No, I don’t think we have a choice anymore. The way Luke talks about C’Baoth, he’s at least as dangerous as the Emperor. If not more. We’ve got to take out this whole mountain and hope we take him with it. 

The Wookiee objects with a roar.  

LANDO: We can’t warn them! Not until it’s up and running, or C’Baoth might have time to stop it! 

Another thump at the door, which is starting to visibly bend. 

LANDO: Let’s do this. 

The two move to the console.

INT. THRONE ROOM – MOUNT TANTISS

Luke climbs the steps, to join C’Baoth and Clone Luke. Mara stares after him helplessly, shaking. A movement catches her eye -- a bloodied Han’s crawling on the floor, heading toward his fallen wife. And the blaster near her. 

C’BAOTH: You ask too much. Mara Jade must be mine. It is her destiny. Even you cannot trifle with that. 

He moves his hand, and the blaster near Leia jerks far out of Han’s reach. Suddenly the clone leaps into the air towards Luke. Luke ignites his lightsaber barely in time, but the clone’s attack is too fast and ferocious. The Jedi warrior is kicked down the steps to the floor. The clone leaps clear over the steps at Luke, growling. Luke barely rolls out of the way in time, blocking the downward swing meant for his head. He regains his feet as the clone pushes ahead, attacking him like a pit bull. Luke’s clearly getting winded -- he can’t take much more of this.  

C’BAOTH: (to Mara) You see? It is inevitable. I will rule this galaxy. And along with Skywalker and his sister, you will serve at my feet. 

He waves his hand again. Leia’s lightsaber flies out of the debris, and Talon’s blaster flies out of his hand. The weapons join the other fallen blaster in a pile on the floor. He takes a step back, as Luke and his clone battle just past him. The clone drives Luke relentlessly towards the rock wall, at which point he won’t be able to escape the killing blows. 

C’BAOTH: And with you beside me, the peoples of the galaxy shall flock to us as leaves in the wind. Their hearts…their souls…will be ours. 

He turns away to watch the imminent end of Luke, and Mara seizes her chance. A slow ZOOM IN on Mara as she throws out her arms -- 

Leia’s lightsaber shakes in the middle of the pile of weapons. C’Baoth spins around and throws out his hand. It’s a Force tug of war, and C’Baoth is distracted by the duel taking place only feet away from him. Mara strains, a growing howl in her throat...

The lightsaber suddenly jumps out of the pile, flying across the room, into Mara’s hand --

C’BAOTH: NNOOOO!!!!

She rushes at Clone Luke, who even now has his blade raised to finish Luke off. He swings down, and the real Luke ducks aside barely in time. The blade smashes into a viewscreen, momentarily blinding the clone with the screen’s explosion. The clone screams and spins around to meet Mara’s attack. With the clone half-blinded, she quickly gains the upper hand -- 

EMPEROR’S VOICE: YOU WILL KILL LUKE SKYWALKER!!! 

-- and with a scream, she slices the clone’s head clean off his body!! 

The clone’s body crashes down. Mara takes a ragged breath and closes her eyes for a moment before extinguishing Leia’s lightsaber. Her gaze slowly turns to the real Luke, who regains his feet with her help. 

LUKE: Thank you.

MARA: Feeling better? 

LUKE: Yeah. And you? 

MARA: I did what he wanted me to. It’s over. 

A crashing noise attracts Luke’s gaze to the pile of debris. Talon and a staggering Han are helping Leia out of the wreckage. Leia nods weakly -- “I’m okay....”

LUKE: Let’s get out of here. 

MARA: In a minute. I’ve got another job to finish. 

The two turn towards C’Baoth, who stares at them with pure hatred. 

C’BAOTH: (in a chilling whisper) You will die for this. Slowly, and in great pain. 

C’Baoth’s eyes suddenly go totally white, rolling up into his head Undertaker style as he clenches his fists to his chest. The room begins to rumble -- then shake -- then shake a LOT...

Bits of rock begin raining down from the ceiling.  Everybody’s straining to stay on their feet -- everyone except C’Baoth, who throws his hands high into the air. 

C’BAOTH: (lower pitched echo) THE UNIVERSE IS MINNNEE!!!!!
He blasts the unprepared Luke with lightning, and Force-pushes the lightsaber out of his hand. As Luke reaches out for it, a large rock clocks him hard on the side of the head. He sinks to the ground with a moan. 

MARA: (pulls herself to her knees) STOP IT!! IF YOU’RE GOING TO KILL US, DO IT ALREADY!!! 

C’BAOTH: Oh no. Not yet. Not until I’ve taken you down to the cloning chamber. 

Mara jerks in shock. The music matches the shock. 

C’BAOTH: Either you will bow before me...or another Mara Jade will. 

INT. WEDGE’S X-WING / EXT. BILBRINGI / INT. WILD KARRDE BRIDGE

EXT. SPACE – BILBRINGI SHIPYARDS

The battle continues. The large Star Cruisers are in tight formation, but the support ships surrounding them are being hammered by the Dreadnaughts and Star Destroyers. It doesn’t look too good for the Rebels. Various wild lines and explosions as the Rebel and Imperial starfighters clash.  

INT. WEDGE’S X-WING FIGHTER – COCKPIT

Wedge is flying for his life, struggling to shake two TIEs behind him. Suddenly, two explosions replace the TIEs behind him. 

EXT. SPACE – BILBRINGI SHIPYARDS

The Garett’s Gold takes out a third TIE nearing Wedge’s X-Wing. 

AVES: (V.O. over comm.) Hi there. 

INT. WEDGE’S X-WING FIGHTER -- COCKPIT

Wedge is flabbergasted at the sudden help. 

WEDGE: What th--Who is this? 

AVES: (V.O.) We’re with Talon Karrde. I wish you’d told us you were hitting this place. 

WEDGE: Is this a social call? I’m kind of busy –

INT. GARRET’S GOLD -- BRIDGE

AVES: In about ninety seconds some of us are gonna make a grab for your crystal transponder. It doesn’t matter to us which direction we leave, but it might matter to you. 

INT. WEDGE’S X-WING FIGHTER -- COCKPIT

A tight smile tugs at Wedge’s lips. 

WEDGE: It might at that.... like say, past those two defense platforms there? 

Wedge’s POV: Two Golan II defense platforms float by the giant space station, easily deflecting any attack at the station itself. 

AVES: (V.O.) It’ll get nasty. Maybe a little escort? 

WEDGE: You’ve got a deal. (hits button) Rogue Two, tell Command we need a little support. Don’t mention any names, just say we’re with an independent resistance group. 

ROGUE TWO: (on comm) What if Ackbar doesn’t want to risk it? 

WEDGE: Doesn’t matter. We’re going in anyway. 

EXT. SPACE – BILBRINGI SHIPYARDS

Wedge’s X-Wing, flanked by the Garett’s Gold and another X-Wing, swings wide towards the distant space station and the floating defense platforms. In the distance, one smuggler ship docks at the station; the others turn to join the battle on the Republic’s side. 

INT. CORRIDOR -- MOUNT TANTISS 

The mountain continues to shake as Lando and Chewie rush down the corridor -- 

LANDO: Move, MOVE!! 

He hits the comlink as he runs. 

LANDO: HAN!! 

HAN: (V.O. on comm) Lando?

LANDO: You haven’t got much time -- we’ve got an arrhythmic resonance going in the power core!! 

HAN: (V.O., resigned) Good. Means he won’t walk away either. 

LANDO: Han – 

INT. THRONE ROOM – MOUNT TANTISS

A weak Han clutches onto a guardrail for dear life as the shaking intensifies. 

HAN: Go on, get out of here! Chewie, it’s been great, but someone’s got to take care of the kids! You got that? 

INT. CORRIDOR -- MOUNT TANTISS

Chewbacca moans. 

LANDO: Right. Good luck. 

He shuts off the comlink, stares at it a moment, then looks over at a stricken Chewbacca. 

LANDO: Come on. It’s not over yet. 

He runs out of camera view, followed by the Wookiee warrior.

EXT. SPACE – BILBRINGI SHIPYARDS

Wedge’s X-Wing and the Garrett’s Gold are now joined by the whole of Rogue Squadron. Four of the X-Wings unleash proton torpedoes on one of the two Golan II defense platforms. A second wave of torpedoes overwhelms the station’s shields and blows a hole in its’ side. The smuggler ships follow, pouring turbolasers and torpedoes into the station. 

INT. WEDGE’S X-WING FIGHTER – COCKPIT

WEDGE: That’s got it!! Move in on the shipyard!! 

INT. STAR DESTROYER CHIMAERA – GRAND ADMIRAL THRAWN’S QUARTERS

A stricken Pellaeon slowly turns his head from the tactical display (showing the exploding station) to face the seated Thrawn. 

THRAWN: Don’t panic, Captain. We aren’t defeated yet. Not by a long shot. 

A beeping noise. Pellaeon walks over to a console. 

PELLAEON: Priority message from Mount Tantiss -- The cloning facility...

THRAWN: Read it. 

PELLAEON: It’s under attack. Two bands of natives, Rebels -- and Noghri -- !!!

A flash of shining silver across Pellaeon’s head -- and his throat begins pouring blood. He chokes, and crashes to his knees. Thrawn starts to get up -- and Rukh rushes into view, burying his blade in Thrawn’s chest and pinning him into the chair. 

RUKH: For the betrayal of the Noghri people. We are avenged. 

He runs out of sight. Pellaeon crawls toward the fatally wounded Thrawn...

THRAWN: (dazed whisper) It was so artistically done...

He slumps in his chair. The red glow in his eyes fades to darkness. 

OFFICER: (over comm) Captain, the fleet is requesting orders. What shall I tell them? 

Pellaeon crawls up to the chair, hits the arm comm, and screams out the word. It comes out a gurgling, scratchy whisper. 

PELLAEON: retreat...retreat!!!
EXT. SPACE – BILBRINGI SHIPYARDS

The Star Destroyers begin to turn, breaking formation. 

INT. WEDGE’S X-WING FIGHTER – COCKPIT

WEDGE: Careful, Rogues. Thrawn’s got something up his sleeve. 

EXT. SPACE – BILBRINGI SHIPYARDS

One by one, the Star Destroyers and Dreadnaughts boom into hyperspace. 

INT. WEDGE’S X-WING FIGHTER – COCKPIT

Wedge is completely dumbstruck. He stares out at the empty, starry expanse. 

ROGUE NINE: (V.O.) Rogue Leader…what just happened here?!?

Wedge has no answer. 

INT. THRONE ROOM – MOUNT TANTISS

C’Baoth walks down the steps toward Luke. The shaking continues, but not as badly as before. Luke is badly hurt, and half buried in debris. Han and Leia are little better off, and neither is Mara. Talon and the vornskrs remain in hiding behind the fallen catwalk.  

C’BAOTH: Maybe it’s for the best. You would never have been content to rule beside me. 

LUKE: Jedi…(koff)…do not rule. They serve…

C’BAOTH: And that’s why they died. 

LUKE: They didn’t – 

C’BAOTH: ENOUGH!! It doesn’t matter what you think anymore. I decide what the people need. They will accept my rule…or they will die. 

LUKE: What about Mara? 

C’BAOTH: I’ll deal with her later. 

MARA: No, you’ll deal with me NOW!!! 

Incredibly, she’s back on her feet, lightsaber up, ready to cut C’Baoth down. She charges. C’Baoth spins and fires, but Mara strains through the lightning toward him. The shaking stops completely. Instead, the rocks piled on Luke suddenly fly at Mara, knocking her back. She covers her eyes with her elbow, to little avail – she’s getting blinded by the dust. Luke strains at the lighter pile of rocks around him, but can’t get free. Leia painfully pulls herself over to face the battle.

LEIA: (V.O., echoing) Mara, listen to my voice. I can see. I’ll guide you. 

C’BAOTH: NO!!! SHE IS MINE!!!

His voice is strong, but C’Baoth is clearly tiring after all the Dark Side exertion. Luke suddenly notices the vornskrs (tied to the catwalk) straining at their leash. Toward C’Baoth. 

From far off, Luke’s lightsaber comes to life, flying across the room as Luke guides it, slashing up the leash. The vornskrs rush at C’Baoth. C’Baoth turns and fries one with lightning. Mara throws her lightsaber like a spear. It impales C’Baoth, and the room is suddenly filled with a HUGE EXPLOSION of bluish electricity. Mara is flung into the air by the force of the explosion. Luke throws out his arms, and she flies across the room and lands in Luke’s arms. Triumphant music plays over this scene. The two fall back to the ground, the pile around Luke crumbling completely. 

LONG SHOT: Everyone is sprawled out except for Karrde. He emerges from behind the catwalk as Leia regains her feet and pulls Han up. Karrde spares one sad glance at the dead vornskr (whose twin is wailing at its side) before turning to lift Mara off of Luke. Of C’Baoth, nothing is left.  

Suddenly, the room begins to shake again, and the distant sound of explosions can be heard. Everyone looks at each other in panic. 

INT. CLONE FACTORY – MOUNT TANTISS

The giant facility is starting to explode. Vats shatter open, disgorging half-grown clones out into nothingness. Catwalks collapse. Console shatter. 

INT. THRONE ROOM – MOUNT TANTISS -- NIGHT

The heroes group together, waiting for the end. Another explosion, and the far end of the room explodes and collapses, revealing the evening sky. The Wild Karrde swoops in, to come to a landing. The door opens, and Lando sticks his head out -- 

LANDO: Come on, people! 

The weary group rushes as best they can into the smuggler ship. 

EXT. MOUNT TANTISS – WAYLAND -- NIGHT

The Wild Karrde streaks away, as much of the mountain is wiped out in a thermonuclear explosion. 

Cross-fade to: 

EXT. CORUSCANT -- BALCONY -- SUNSET

Fireworks are going off in the sky. The cheers of thousands can be heard far below. And standing at the edge of the balcony is Mara, clad in casual clothing, staring out at the incredible view. Luke’s theme is heard, as Luke walks up behind her. He is now in casual clothes as well. 

LUKE: Quite a view. Must bring back many memories. 

MARA: (doesn’t look back at him) Translation, how am I feeling about the homecoming this time? You know, Skywalker, you’re lousy at being devious. I’d just stick with good ol’ farmboy honesty. 

LUKE: How do you feel? 

MARA: Strange. It’s like... coming home… only it isn’t. I don’t think the Emperor ever saw all this as people and lights -- all he saw was power and opportunities. 

LUKE: Speaking of opportunities....

MARA: This is ridiculous, and you know it. Karrde will never hold that smuggler’s coalition together. 

LUKE: But think of the possibilities if he can. 

MARA: If you want a liaison between the Republic and the smugglers, get Karrde to do it. 

LUKE: (puts his hands on her shoulders) You can do it. I know you can. 

MARA: Sure. (sideways look) Something else? 

LUKE: This. 

He hands her a lightsaber. 

MARA: What’s this? 

LUKE: It was my father’s. I want you to have it. 

MARA: (startled) Why? 

LUKE: I.... I’m not sure. I just want you to have it. 

She looks down at the lightsaber. Then she smiles back at Luke. 

MARA: Thank you. 

Slowly, the two turn away from the balcony and head back toward the building. Not necessarily arm in arm, or even hand in hand…but possibly heading that way. ZOOM OUT and PAN UP to catch all the fireworks as the music builds to a crescendo...

WIPE TO END CREDITS.

END THEME. 

END CREDITS PLAY OVER A STARFIELD. 

THE END 
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