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Chapter 1

The market place in the city of Bandor was bustling as Obi-Wan Kenobi strode through it. Hewould
have liked to stop to but a piece of mujafruit, but Qui-Gon Jinn’'s steps never flagged. Obi-Wan's
Master moved through the crowded streets with movements asfluid asariver. Without seeming to



dodge or weave, he created a path with the least amount of energy. Obi-Wan felt likeacdumsy
sandcrawleer next to agraceful starfighter.

He was careful to keep up. He was about to leave on hisfirst mission with Qui-Gon. The Jedi Knight
had been reluctant to take Obi-Wan as his apprentice. Even though they had been through battles and

adventures together, Qui-Gon had been hesitant. Only with their last adventure, facing desth deep in the
mining tunnels of Bandor together, had Qui-Gon made the decision to accept him as his gpprentice.

Obi-Wan was il unsure of his magter’ sfedings about him. Qui-Gon was aquiet man who didn’t share
his thoughts until necessary. Obi-Wan knew little about the mission ahead. Hewould haveto find the
patience to wait until Qui-Gon told him the details. Meanwhile, he had acrucia question burning on his

lips, onethat he did not dare ask: Did Qui-Gon know that today was his birthday?

Today hewasthirteen. Thisbirthday was an important occasion for aJedi apprentice. He was now
officidly a Padawan. Traditionally, this birthday was not marked by a celebration, but observed quietly,

with reflection and meditation. Obi-Wan was aware that as part of the tradition hewould receive a
meaningful gift from hisMader.

Qui-Gon had not mentioned it thismorning. Bot asthey ate, or prepared for the journey, or walked to
thelanding platform. Qui-Gon had barely spoken three words. Had he forgotten? Did he know?
Obi-Wan waslonging to remind Qui-Gon, but heir relationship was too new. Hewouldn’t want his

Master to think of him as greedy or self-important, or even worse, anag.

Surdly Y odawould have told Qui-Gon. Obi-wan knew that the two Jedi Masters were in constant
contact. Or perhaps the mission ahead was so important that Y oda had forgotten, too.

The skirted the last vendor, cut down an dleyway, and arrived at the landing platform. The Governor of
Bandomeer had arranged atransport for them in gratitude for their work. She’d found asmall trading
vessd willing to take them on the journey to the planet of Gala. Obi-Wan knew that once they got on the

ship, the talk would center on the mission ahead. Should hetell Qui-Gon it was his birthday now?

Ahead, atall, gangly pilot loaded trangport boxes onto his ship. Obi-Wan recognized thelong, flexible
arms of the Phindar. Obi-Wan quickened his pace to reach him, but Qui-Gon put a hand on his shoulder.

“Close your eyes, Obi-Wan,” heinstructed.



Ohbi-Wan groaned inwardly. Not now! He begged. He knew that Qui-Gon was about to drill himona
classic Jedi exercise: Attention to the Moment Gives Knowledge. At the Temple, Obi-Wan had always
done well with the exercise. But he' d been distracted this morning, and could barely remember anything
except hisown birthday.

“What do you see?’ Qui-Gon asked.

Eyes closed, Obi-Wan gathered his thoughts as though they had been feathersin awindstorm. He
plucked observations out of the air, remembering things his eyes had registered but his min had not.

“Smadll transport with one deep scratch in right flank, severa dents on the underside of cockpit. Phindian
pilot with flight cap, goggles, and dirty fingernals. Twelve cargo boxes ready to be loaded, one flight bag,
onemedpac...”

“Thehanger,” Qui-Gon prompted gently.

“One stone overhang with three docking bays. Cracks running vertically down the stone, agreen vine
trying to grow three meters down from the ceiling on the I eft, with one purple flower four meter down —*

“Six meters,” Qui-Gon corrected sternly. “Open your eyes, Obi-Wan.”

Hiseyesflew open. Qui-Gon's piercing blue gaze studied him, making him fed, asadways, asthough his
lightsaber was dragging on the ground, or his tunic was stained.

“Areyou digtracted by something, Obi-Wan?’ Qui-Gon asked.

“My firg officid misson, Magter. “I want to do well.”



“Y ou will dowhat you will do.” Qui-Gon responded neutradly. He waited, his eyes never leaving
Obi-Wan'sface. It was forbidden for an apprenticeto lieto aMaster, to conced thetruth, or even

shedeit.

Obi-Wan willed hisfeet not to shift and his eyesto remain steady on Qui-Gon’s. “Perhaps1’m
distracted by something more persond, Master.”

A gleam of amusement suddenly lit Qui-Gon’seyes. “Ah. A birthday, perhaps?’

Obi-Wan nodded, a grin escaping.

“Y ou would be expecting your gift, then” Qui-Gon frowned. He had forgotten, after al! But after only a
moment, he reached into the pocket of histunic. Hislarge, strong hand emerged, concealing something
hidden in hispalm.

Obi-Wan stared expectantly. Masters usualy thought for weeks or months about their gifts, often
traveling to far reaches for ahedling crystd, or ablanket or cloak from the weavers of the planet Pasmin,
who wove garment of great warmth out of materia o fine it was amost weightless.

Qui-Gon pressed a smooth, round stone into Obi-Wan's hand.

“I found it years ago,” Qui-Gon explained. “When | was no older than you are now.”

Politely, Obi-Wan stared at the stone. Did it contain some sort of power?

“I found it inthe River of Light on my home planet,” Qui-Gon continued.

And? Obi-Wan wondered. But Qui-Gon was silent. Obi-Wan redlized that the present his Master had
given him was exactly what it appeared to be: arock.



Qui-Gon was no ordinary Master. Obi-Wan knew that. So he looked at the tone again. Hisfinger
closed around the stone. 1t felt smooth and polished. Heliked theway it felt in hishand. And when the
sun hit it, he could see deep read streaks running through the shiny blackness. It was beautiful, he
redized.

He met Qui-Gon'seyes. “Thank you, Master. | will treasureit.”

“And did you complete the Padawan birthday ritua?’ Qui-Gon asked. “Only be remembering the past
are we ableto learn from the present.””

On hisor her thirteenth birthday, each Padawan must take a quiet time for reflection. Both good and bad
memories must be consulted and meditated on.

“I have not had time, Master,” Obi-Wan admitted. His mission on Bandomeer had been full of dangers
— he had been kidnapped and marooned on amining platform, among other things. Qui-Gon knew he
had not had time. Why was he asking?

“Yes timeisdusive” Qui-Gon said, unmoved. “But it isbest to track it down. Come, thepilotis
waiting.”

Obi-Wan trailed after Qui-Gon, fighting off afedling of hopeessness. Would he ever please hisnew
Master? Just when he felt Qui-Gon had given him the strong base of histrust, he found himsalf hanging
free. Now heredlized that the only thing Qui-Gon had ever truly given him was arock.

Chapter 2

“Two minutes,” the pilot called out to them asthey approached. “I finishloading.”

“I'am Qui-Gon Jinn and thisis Obi-Wan Kenobi,” Qui-Gon introduced them.



“Yes, big surprise, Jedi are not hard to spot,” the pilot mumbled, picking up aloading carton.

“Andyouare...” Qui-Gon waited.

“RFilot. | anwhat | do.” He had the red-stresked yellow eyes of aPhindian, aswell as hands that
dangled near hisankles.

“You'reaPhindian,” Obi-Wan said. “I haveafriend . . . someone | know isaPhindian. Hisnameis
Guerra” Guerra had been afelow mining dave on the platform where Obi-Wan had been held captive.
He had dmost lost hislifein order to save Obi-Wan.

“So | know him?’ Filot answered gruffly. “1 am expected to know every Phindian in the galaxy!”

“No, of course not,” Obi-Wan said, confused. The pilot’ s rudeness surprised him. It wasamost as
though Obi-Wan had offended him in some way.

“Then let meload, and you board,” Pilot answered brusquely.

“Come, Obi-Wan,” Qui-Gon directed.

Obi-Wan trailed after Qui-Gon into the cockpit, where they took their seats.

“For our first mission together, Y oda has chosen something he thinkswill be routine,” Qui-Gon told him.
“Of course, Yodadso says, ‘If routine you count on, disappointed your hopeswill be.’”

Ohbi-Wan grinned. “It is better to expect nothing, and let each moment surpriseyou,” hesaid. It was
something he had been taught a the Temple.

Qui-Gon nodded. “The planet of Gala has been ruled for many years by the Bgu-Tallah dynasty. They



were successful in uniting aworld with degp triba hatreds. There are three tribes on Gala— the city
people, the hill people, and the sea people. Over the yearsthe Tallah rulers grew corrupt. They
plundered the planet of wedlth, and the people are close to revolt. The old Queen knowsthis. Instead of
giving the throne to her son, Prince Beju, she has agreed to dections. The peoplewill choose among
three candidates. The Princeisamong them. He haslived in secluson for mush of hislife. The Queen
feared for hissafety. Y et hewastrained asaruler, and isanxiousto gain the throne.”

“Elections sound wise for the planet,” Obi-Wan remarked.

“Yes, it isaways better to adapt to change,” Qui-Gon agreed. “ Still, some continueto resist. Prince
Bgufor example. We aretold that he not happy that he has to submit to avote by the people. He
consderstherule of Gaato be hishirthright. Wewill be there as guardians of the peace, to make sure
the eections go smoothly.”

Isthere any sign that the Prince is planning something?” Obi-Wan asked.

“Yodasays not,” Qui-Gon answered. “But he dso said that we should not rely on that.” Qui-Gon
dghed. “It wasatypica conversation with Yoda. So we should be prepared for anything.”

Rilot climbed into the cockpit and sat down in the seat. He leaned over to set a course into the
navi-computer. “I’ll drop you on Galaand go on,” he said. “Now st tight and don’t talk much.”

Qui-Gon and Obi-Wan exchanged an amused glance. Were they being transported by the rudest pilot in
the galaxy?

The ship took off, and within moments Bandomeer was just another planet, agrayish world in deep blue
space. Obi-Wan stared out the viewscreen at it. Below him, friends he had made would go on with their
lives

“I wonder what Si Treembaisdoing.” He said softly.

“Putting his nose whereit doesn’t belong, most likely,” Qui-Gon said. But Obi-Wan knew that the Jedi
wasjust asfond of S Treembaas hewas. His Arconan friend had been loyal and brave.



“Heand Clat’ Hawill have their handsfull on Bandomeer,” Qui-Gon remarked, naming another friend.
“The planet has along way to go to reclaim their natural resources.”

“I'll miss Guerra, too,” Obi-Wan said with asigh. “Hewasaloyd friend.”

“Loyd? Qui-Gon frowned. “He betrayed you to the guards. Y ou dmost died because of Guerra.”

“But he saved mein the end,” Obi-Wan reminded him. “ Sure, the guards threw me off the mining tower.
But Guerramade sure there was ading for metofal into.”

“Y ou were lucky, Obi-Wan,” Qui-Gon said. “The Force helped you to land safely. No, | can't agree
with you about your friend. If someone claimsthat heis not to betrusted, it is generdly agood ideato
take note of it. I'm not saying that Guerraiis bad, but I’ d certainly be wary of such acharacter.”

Suddenly, the ship veered and dipped darmingly.

“Oops, sorry, very strange space shear,” Pilot said. “Too much digtracting talking behind me. Timefor
hyperspace.”

The ship shot into hyperspace. Bandomeer disappeared in arush of tars. Obi-Wan felt athrill of
excitement. Hewas off on hisfirg officia mission.

They were hafway to Galawhen awarning light began to blink and beep insstently on the control pand.

“Don'tworry,” Rilot sad. “Just asmal fuel lesk.”



“Fud leak?’ Qui-Gon asked. The beeping suddenly shifted to aloud siren.

“Oops, worry,” Pilot said. He shut off theindicator. “I must exit hyperspace and land on the nearest
planet to our location.” Swiftly, he entered information into the navi-computer. “Not aproblem,” he
continued, whigtling through histeeth.

The ship shuddered asit reentered normal space. Immediately, the comm unit camedive.

“Identify yoursdlf!” aloud voice demanded.

“Ah,” Filot muttered. “Thisworld isunfriendly.”

“What planet isit?’ Qui-Gon asked.

“Closed to outside ships,” Pilot muttered.

“Identify or be destroyed!” the voice thundered.

“So find another planet!” Qui-Gun suggested sharply, beginning to lose his patience.

“emergency.” Pilot leaned into the comm unit. “we have an emergency on board. And Jedi! It isaJedi
emergency! Asking permission to land—*

“Permission not granted! Repesat: permission not granted!”

Qui-Gon peered through the viewscreen. “Were are we, Pilot? We must be closeto Gala. Thisshould
be a populated system. There has to be somewhere eseto land!”



“Not so!” Pilot cried as he maneuvered the ship with alurch to theright.

Not s0? Obi-Wan heard the expression with astart. Hisfriend Guerrahad used it so many times!

“Why not?” Qui-Gon demanded.

Suddenly two starfighters appeared and split off with each other in order to flank them. Laser cannons
begantofire.

“Because we are under attack!” Pilot screamed.

Chapter 3

Pilot began to take evasive action as the starfighters screamed toward them. Obi-Wan was thrown
againg the console.

“I think | can losethem!” Pilot shouted as the ship was attacked by laser fire.

“Stop!” Qui-Gon roared. He threw himself forward and wrenched the control from Pilot’s grasp. “Are
you afool? Thistrangport can't outmaneuver two starfighters!”

“I’'magood pilot!” Filot said wildly. “And can’t you use that Force of yours?’

Qui-Gon gave him asharp look, then shook his head. “We can’'t work amiracle,” hesad firmly. “The
garfighters are escorting us down. If you don't follow them, they’ |l blast usright out of space.”

Grudgingly, Rilot took the controls again. The sarfighterswheded and flanked them, guiding then down
toward the planet’ s surface. When the landing platform wasin view, they waited until they were surethe



transport ship was landing, then zoomed off.

Sowly, Pilot set the trangport down. Qui-Gon strode to the viewscreensto get afull view of the landing
platform. “ Assassin droids are surrounding the ship,” he reported.

“That does't sound good,” Filot said nervoudy. “1 have a couple of blasters and a proton grenade —*

“No,” Qui-Gon interrupted. “Wewill nat fight. They’ re here to guard us until someone arrives. They
won't attack us.”

“I wouldn’t be so sure,” Pilot remarked, eyeing them.

“I"'mready, Magter,” Obi-Wan said.

“Then come.” Qui-Gon activated the release lever for the exit ramp. He strode out, followed closely by
Obi-Wan. Pilot lurked in the doorway .

The n droids turned toward them but their built-in blasters did not fire. “Y ou see, they’re here as
escorts,” Qui-Gon said quietly. “Don’'t make any sudden movements.”

Obi-Wan waked down the ramp, keeping his eyes on the droids. They werekilling machines, desgned
and programmed for battle without conscience or consequence. What kind of world had they landed on?

When they hit the bottom of the ramp, Qui-Gon dowly raised hishands. “We are Jedi — he began, but
hiswords were cut off by blaster fire. The n droids were attacking!

Obi-Wan heard the flap of his Magter’ s cape as Qui-Gon jumped and twisted, landing on apile of old
metal crates nearby. And Obi-Wan was moving too, moving before thought, leaping over the heads of
thefirg line of droids. Hislightsaber was aready in hishand. He activated it and saw the reassuring blue

glow.



He could hear theclick andwhirr of thedroids' joints asthe swiveled, trying to get better aim. The Jedi
had the advantage of speed and better maneuverability. Obi-Wan found that, using the Force and his
own perceptions, he could predict which way adroid would move.

Qui-Gon legped down from the crate. With one stroke she diced through three droids. Ther metdlic
heads clattered to the floor and rolled. Their bodies twitched, puzzled, the collgpsed.

Obi-Wan cut through the first droid on hisright, then used his momentum to twist and roll into the legs of
asecond. The droid wobbled, trying to aim as Obi-Wan diced through its spindly legs with his lightsaber.
As soon asthe droid fell, Obi-Wan dealt a blow to the control panel on its chest. The droid collapsed,
inoperdive.

But Obi-Wan was aready moving on to the next and the next, and the next. He could sense Qui-Gon's
movements behind him, and knew that Qui-Gon was driving the droids back toward the crumbling wall
of thelanding platform. Fighting, dicing, dways moving, Obi-Wan was able to reach the outer flank of
the droids, alowing him to drive them back to where Qui-Gon wanted them.

Therewere only four droidsleft standing when the Jedi were able to maneuver them againgt thewall.
Working in tandem, Qui-Gon and Obi-Wan avoided the constant blaster fire and, with asudden
movement, rushed the droids, dicing through their jointed legs. The four collapsed in ahegp, and
Qui-Gon attacked again, making sure they were down for good.

He turned to look at Obi-Wan. Hisblue eyes gleamed.

“So they weren't escorts,” he said. “1 waswrong. It happens.”

“I'll remember that,” he said with agrin.

Qui-Gon twisted, searching the hanger with afrown. “Where sthat blasted Pilot?’

The Phindian was gone.



Qui-Gon strode back up the ramp into the ship. The control console had been disabled, hit by blaster
fire

“They must have ordered adroid to do that while the rest were fighting,” Qui-Gon said with afrown.
“Now we can't take off again.”

Qui-Gon reached for his comlink. He pressed the coordinates to reach Y oda, but nothing happened.
“Communications must be jammed on thisworld,” he murmured. “Obvioudy, they don’t want
interference.”

“What should we do, Master?’ Obi-Wan asked.

“We need to talk to Pilot,” Qui-Gon answered.

“But how will wefind him?’

Qui-Gon's mouth tightened. “Don’t worry. Hell find us”

Chapter 4

They left the landing platform and followed anarrow, twisting street into the heart of the city. Qui-Gon
directed Obi-Wan to raise hishood to cover hisface.

“We must be on Phindar,” Qui-Gon murmured. “All those we' ve passed have been Phindians, and |
know we're closeto Gala. ThisisProbably Laressa, their capita city. | do not think there are many aien
people on thisworld. We must try not to attract attention. Keep your armsinside your cloak.”

Obi-Wan obeyed him. “But Master, why do you say Filot will find us? How do you know?’



“Landing here was no accident, Obi-Wan.”

It seemed like a complete accident to Obi-Wan, but he knew better than to say so. Instead heturned his
attention to hissurroundings. He was not distracted now. He forgot it was his birthday, forgot everything
but watching how his Master moved through the streets. Asthey grew closer to the center of the city and
the streets grew more crowded, Qui-Gon changed. Usudly, the Jedi Master’ s bearing alone commanded
atention. Hewas alarge, powerfully built man and he moved with grace.

But on this planet, Qui-Gon moved differently. Helost what made him unique and shuffled ong with the
crowd. Obi-Wan watched, and learned. He, too, matched his pace to those around him. He glanced at
what they glanced at, |looked away, kept his eyes ahead, dl with the rhythm of the passerby. He saw that
Qui-Gon was doing the same. Thelook of fierce attention was gone from Qui-Gon’ s gaze, but Obi-Wan
knew hewastaking in everything.

Phindar was a strange world. The people were dressed smply, and Obi-Wan could see that their
clothes had been mended many times. Readout Sgnsin shops announced in scrolling typeNOTHING
TODAY orCLOSED UNTIL SHIPMENT. Phindianswould glance at the Signs, sigh, and plod on
further, their market baskets empty. Linesformed outside shuttered shops, asif the Phindianswere
willing to chance that they would open soon.

Assassin droids were everywhere, their joints clicking, heads rotating. On the muddy, unpaved strest,
gleaming slver landspeeders zoomed by with no regard for traffic rules or pedestrians attempting to
Cross.

A current ran between the people, and Obi-Wan reached out with the Force to meet and understand it.
What wasthe feding?

“Fear,” Qui-Gon remarked quietly. “It’' severywhere.”

A groups of three Phindians dressed in full-length metalic silver coats suddenly appeared on the
wakway. They strode, shoulder to shoulder, their dark visors swallowing up the sunlight. The other
Phindians quickly moved off the walkway into the muddy road. Obi-Wan's steps fatered, astoni shed.
The people had moved so quickly and without thought, stepping into the mud with areaction born of
habit. The slver-coated Phindians didn’t falter, but took charge of thewakway asif it werether right.



Qui-Gon gave Obi-Wan a hard tug on his cape, and quickly they both stepped off the paved walkway
into the muddy street. The slver-coated men marched by.

As soon asthey passed, the other Phindians, without aword, climbed back onto the paved walkway.
Once again, they began the process of looking into shops, then turning away when they saw therewas
nothing for sale.

“Do you notice anything strange about some of them?’ Qui-Gon murmured. “Look at their faces.”

Obi-Wan gazed into the faces of the passersby. He saw resignation, desperation. But dowly heredized
that on somefaceshesaw . . . nothing. There was astrange blanknessin their eyes.

“Something isnot right here,” Qui-Gon remarked softly. “It ismore than fear.”

Suddenly, alarge gold landspeeder screamed around a corner. The Phindiansin the street scurried to
safety, and the others on the walkway shrank back againgt the buildings.

Obi-Wan felt the dark side of the Force shimmer outward from the gold speeder. With adight touchto
his shoulder, Qui-Gon led Obi-Wan to withdraw slently and quickly. They faded back into an dley and
watched the speeder blast by.

A silver-coated driver was at the controls. In the back were two figures. They wore long coats of gold.
The Phindian woman had lovely orange eyes shot through with gold the color of her coat. The mae next
to her waslarger than mogt, with the long, powerful arms of the Phindian people. He did not wear a
mirrored visor, and his small, bronze-colored eyes swept the street arrogantly.

Obi-Wan didn’t need a Temple lesson in order to pay attention. His senseswere on aert. Qui-Gonwas
right. Something was very wrong. Every detail he had seen told him so. Evil was a work here.

The gold speeder zoomed around the corner, nearly hitting a child who was being frantically pulled long



by her mother. Obi-wan stared after the speeder, incredulous.

“Come, Obi-Wan,” Qui-Gon said. “Let’sgo to the market.”

They crossed the street into alarge plaza. 1t was an open-air market like ones Obi-wan had seen on
Bandomeer and Coruscant. Only here, there were plenty of stdls, but nothing for sale. Some scraps of
metd, fit for nothing. A few rotten vegetables.

Stll, the market was crowded with people milling about. Obi-wan had no ideawhat they could be
buying. In a shop window across the plaza, Obi-Wan saw aworker power up areadout sign. Theword
flashed inred: BREAD. Suddenly, the mass of people began pushing and hurrying toward the shop.
Within seconds, there was aline that snaked around the perimeter of the plaza.

Ohbi-Wan and Qui-Gon amost lost each other in the confusion. Then, suddenly, afigure stood at
qui-Gon's elbow.

“So niceto seethe Jedi again,” Pilot remarked in a pleasant tone, asif he were admiring the wegther.
“Follow, please.”

Chapter 5

Qui-Gon melted behind Pilot. Obi-wan followed. He had no idea how Qui-Gon had known that Pilot
would find them, or why Qui-Gon trusted him to lead them.

Pilot loped through twisting dleys and narrow side streets. He moved quickly, often looking from right to
|eft, or up above to the rooftops, asif her were afraid they were being followed. Obi-Wan was sure that
they doubled back on their trail afew times. Findly, Pilot stopped before asmadl café with awindow so
streaked with dirt that Obi-Wan could not glimpse the interior.

Pilot opened the door and hurried them through. 1t took amoment for Obi-Wan's eyesto adjust. A few
small hao-lamps were mounted on the wall, but they did little to chase away the gloom. A haf-dozen
empty tables were scattered around the space. A faded green curtain hung in the doorway.



Pilot pushed aside the curtain and led the Jedi down ahalway past atiny, cluttered kitchen to asmdler
room at the back. The room was empty except for one customer who sat, his back to thewall, inan
acove farthest from the door.

The customer stood and spread hislong Phindian arms.

“Obawan!” he cried.

It was Obi-Wan' sfriend Guerral

Guerra s orange eyes beamed at Obi-Wan. “You comeat last, friend! How glad | am to see you, no
ligd”

“I’m glad to see you, too, Guerra,” Obi-wan answered. “and surprised.”

“Itisasurprise, ha!” Guerrachortled. “But | had nothing to do withit. Not so, | lie! 1 think you met my
brother, Paxxi Derida.”

Filot smiled at them. “it ismy honor to have brought you here. Good journey, yes?’

Qui-Gon raised an eyebrow at Obi-Wan. The cheerful Derida brothers were acting as though the Jedi
had accepted an invitation for afriendly vist. Instead, they’ d been hijacked, fired on, then abandoned.

Qui-Gon walked farther into the room. “ So Filot deliberately dumped the fud, didn’t he.”

“Please do call me Paxxi, Jedi-Gon,” Paxxi said amiably. “Of course | dumped fudl. We did not expect
you to say yesto aPhindian journey.”



“Did you know about this?” Obi-Wan asked Guerra.

“No, | wasunaware,” Guerraanswered earnestly.

“Not s0, you lie, brother!” Paxxi said, digging Guerrain theribs.

“True, | lie, | do!” Guerraagreed. “1 was on the ship, hidden in the cargo hold. After | escaped the
mining platform, there were those who wanted to bring me back to work in the mines. But | longed for
Phindar. So herel am!”

“But why did you hide?” Obi-Wan asked. “And since you are native Phindians, why didn’'t you just
land?’

“Good question, very smart, Obawan,” Guerrasaid earnestly. “Firgt of dl, thereisablockade. And
second, criminas are especialy not welcome, even if they' re natives.”

“You'reacrimind?' Obi-Wan couldn’t bdieveit.

“Oh, yes, but such alittle one,” Guerrasaid.

“No s0, brother! Y ou have price on your head!” Paxxi chortled. “Asdo I! Assassin droids are ordered
to shoot on sight!”

“So, it istrue, brother!” Guerraagreed. “You areright again, for thefirst time!”

“Who put a price on your head?’ Qui-Gon asked. Obi-Wan could see that he was both irritated and
amused by the Deridas. “And why?’



“The Syndicat,” Guerraanswered. Hisamiableface grew grave. “Vad crimind organization who has
ganed control of Phindar. Things are very bad here, Jedi. I’'m sure you saw, even in the short timeyou
were here. They started the blockade. No one can leave, no one can land. But we thought even the
Syndicat wouldn't oppose two Jedi in trouble. They would let you land, refuel, and take off again. Then
my brother and | could sneak out and stay on Phindar. Easy plan!” Guerra congratulated himsdlf. “Very
gmat! Not s0,” he amended with alook a Qui-Gon. “It didn’t happenthat way . . .."

“No, it didn’t” Obi-Wan spoke up. “first of al, we were attacked by ndroids. Now we' re stuck
on Phindar with no way to get off.”

“A, I'vethought of this” Guerraexclaimed. “true, it seemsyou are stuck. But enthoughthe main
spaceport istightly controlled by the Syndicat, there are ways to get people off-planet, if you have
enough money.”

“But we're Jedi,” Obi-Wan said impatiently. “We don't have much money. Maybe you should pay,
snceit’syour fault that were stranded.”

“True, Obawan! We should pay! Do you hear this, Paxxi?’ Guerra asked, amused. He and Paxxi held
on to each other’ s shoulders and laughed loudly in each other’ sfaces.

When they stopped, Guerrawiped tears from his eyes. “ Good joke, Obawan. Very funny. We have no
money. But no worry, please. We have away toget money. Much money. We can do thiseasily. Well,
not so—we might need alittle help from Jedi.”

“Ah,” Qui-Gon sad lightly. Hefixed his penetrating blue stare on Guerra. “Now wefindly get to the
truth. Why don’t you tell usthe real reason you brought us here .. . . and why you want usto stay?’

Chapter 6

Guerrasmiled a Qui-Gon. “Wait, my friend. Y ou seem to say that we deceived you, yes? Me, deceive
my friend Obawan? How could such athing be?’

Qui-Gon waited.



“Oh, my, perhaps| did so,” Guerrasaid. “But for such agood reason!”

“What' s the reason, Guerra?’ Obi-Wan asked. “And thistime, tdl thewholetruth.”

“| dwaystell the whole truth to Obawan,” Guerraassured him. “well, not so. But now, | will for you,
Jedi men of honor. But where to begin?’

“Why don’'t you tell uswhy there is a death order on your head,” Qui-Gon suggested. “ That seemslike
agood placeto start.”

“True, itisso! Well, | suppose the Syndicat would call meathief,” Guerrasaid. “And othersaswell.”

“Not athief, brother!” Paxxi interrupted. “A freedom fighter who stedldl”

“True, thank you, brother,” Guerrasaid, bowing to Paxxi. “That iswhat | an. And my brother aswell.
Y ou see, the Syndicat controls everything. Food and materias, med supplies, heat, everything Phindians

need to survive. Naturdly, in such astuation, one must find waysto buy and sell things the Syndicat does
not control.”

“A black market,” Qui-Gon supplied.

“Yes, 50, ablack market, you could say,” Guerraagreed, nodding. “We ged alittle here, sl alittle
there. But dl for the good of the people!”

“An your own profit,” Qui-Gon added.

“Well, that too. Shall we suffer more than we are dready?’ Paxxi asked. “But the Syndicat doesn't like
this If we areto stedl, we must stedl for them. This, werefuse.”



“Why should we give our talentsto agang of thieves?” Guerra asked, pounding the table. “Of course,
we are thieves ourselves. But honest ones!”

“So, my brother!” Paxxi agreed. “And we are not murderers and dictators.”

“So, my brother!” Guerranodded. “that’ swhy we must free our beloved planet from the grip of these
mongters. The Syndicat leader is Baftu. Heisagangster without a conscience. He enjoys seeing the
people suffer!” Guerra s orange eyes were mournful. “And hisassstant Terrais no better, | am sorry to
say. For al her beauty, her heart isblack and cold.”

“They must be the Phindians we saw in the gold landspeeder,” Obi-Wan said.

“They werein gold coats?’ Paxxi asked. “Yes, they are the ones.”

Guerraand Paxxi shared a sad look. They shook their heads, their cheerfulness gone.

“What about the people we saw on the street?” Qui-Gon asked. “The oneswith the blank faces”

Paxxi and Guerra shared another mournful look. Guerrasighed.

“Therenewed,” he said softly. “ So sad.”

“S0,” Paxxi agreed.

“It isthe method of ultimate control,” Guerraexplained. “Y ou know the memory wipe?’



Obi-Wan nodded. “it’ s used to reprogram droids. It removesdl traces of their memory and training so
they can be reprogrammed.”

Guerranodded. “The Syndicat has devel oped adevice to do thisto Phindians who they consider
enemies or agitators. They memory wipe the person, then drop them on another world, somewhere
terrible. The person has no memory of who they are or what they can do. It isagamefor the Syndicat.
They bet on how long the person will survive. A probe droid follows them and sends back holo-pictures
of what happens. Most do not survive.”

Qui-Gon' sface went very giill. Obi-Wan has seen that look before, alook that spoke of how deeply
Qui-Gon was outraged at injustice and sheer cruelty.

“And some are not sent off-planet,” Paxxi said softly. “That is saddest of al, maybe. Phindar isfull of
rootless people who do not remember their families, their loved ones. Or the things they could once do.
They are hdpless. Now Phindar isfull of those who passtheir fathers, their wives, their children on the
Street and do not recognize them.”

“So you seem” Guerrasaid, “the Syndicat will stop at nothing. Which brings usto how you can hdp.”

“If the wise Jedi would be so kind,” Paxxi added.

“Y ou saw the Signsin the shops, the market place,” Guerrawent on. “The Syndicat controlsdl the
shortages. It isamethod of time contral, just asrenewa ismind control. The shortages arefake. If the
peoplearewaiting in line dl day just to feed their families, they don’t have timeto revolt you see. Doyou
ever get enough? Not so. Supplies are doles out carefully so that you have to wait in line the next day as
wdl.”

“The Syndicat has stored everything we need,” Paxxi continued. “Food, med supplies, building supplies,
everything. Itisall hidden in warehouses. We know this.”

“And someof it isheld in giant storage rooms underneath their headquarter herein Laressa,” Guerra
sad. “Soyou seeour plan? If we can liberate the goods, we can show the people that the Syndicat has
been depriving them of food and medica supplies. They will rissinrevolt! All weneedisyour help. | saw
the Jedi mind control on the mining platform. Obawan convinced the guardsto let him into storage. You
see, he can do the same herel!”



“Stop,” Qui-Gon said flatly. “First of dl, Jedi Knights aren’t thieves. Second, we have our own mission.
We are not hereto interferein another planet’ s problems. And, just for argument’ s sake, how are you
two planning to get dl those goods out of the building without afight? And why do you think thiswill
break the back of such apowerful crimina organization? Surely the Syndicat has enormous sums et their
disposal. Why would bregking into one storage area change anything?’

“Aha Good, Jedi-Gon. So smart, just like Obawan!” Guerra said, nudging Qui-Gon with afriendly
shoulder. “Let’sdiscuss. First | must tell you that the storage area must have another entrance. How dse
could they sneak goodsin and out? So al we haveto do id get inside, find the other entrance, and so
easy! Wetake everything out!”

“Not s0 east,” Qui-Gon said.

“But worth therisk, | think,” Guerrainssted. “ Another point | must make —aong with food, medica
supplies, and weapons, Paxxi and | know there’ savaullt, too. All the Syndicate treasury isthere!”

“A vault,” Qui-Gon repeated. “That implies high security.”

“Yes, s0!” Guerraagreed happily. “But Paxxi and | have the key!”

“How did you get akey?’ Obi-Wan asked.

“Hal He askshow!” Guerrasaid to Paxxi.

“Hal” Paxxi agreed. “Long story!”

“We have away to get in the building, too,” Guerrasaid. “Y ou see? Easy. So? Youwill go?’



“Let meget thisstraight,” Qui-Gon interrupted in disbelief. “Y ou want two Jedi to help two common
thieves sted atreasure from abunch of gangsters?’

Obi-Wan was silent. He agreed with Qui-Gon. It was not a Jedi-style misson. Y odawould never
approve. As much as he liked Guerra, he was glad the qui-Gon had raised the objection.

“Yes, exactly!” Guerrasaid, still cheerful in the face of Qui-Gon' sirritation.

“Wait, brother, we should explain further,” Paxxi said. “We should assure the Jedi that we are far more
interested in liberating our people than in stedling tressure.”

“So, of course!” Guerraagreed. “Not that alittle treasure wouldn't help —

Guerrawas interrupted by a commotion coming from the café. Quickly, Paxxi dipped out of theroomto
investigate. Within moments, he was back.

“So sorry,” he announced. “I’'m afraid it’ stime to go. Assassin droids searching for usal, | fear!”

Chapter 7

Qui-Gon sprang to hisfeet. He was not anxious to meet up again with those deadly killing machines. “Is
there aback door?’

“Better that that, Jedi-Gon,” Guerraanswered. “Follow me, please”

Guerramoved to the fireplace. He pressed something Qui-Gon could not see. Thewall shifted, and an
opening was revea ed.

They heard a crash from the café. “Timeto hurry, | think,” Guerraremarked pleasantly. “Youfird,



Paxxi. Show the way to Obawan.”

Paxxi dipped into the opening, and Obi-Wan and Qui-Gon followed. Guerracame lagt, shutting the
opening behind him. The steps were stone with a depression in the center from the pressure of hundreds
of years of footsteps. Paxxi moved quickly, Obi-Wan on hisheds. At thetop of the stairs he pushed
through a grate and disappeared.

Qui-Gon climbed out and saw that he was on the roof, as he expected. The opening for the secret
staircase was conceded as part of the venting system. Guerradid the grate back into place.

Qui-Gon moved closer to the edge of the room and dropped to his knees. He lay flat, then moved
forward afew inchesto peer over the side.

Assassin droids patrolled the streets below with jerky movements. Silver-coated Syndicat guards
directed them, waving blasters. Swarms of the droids entered one shop or business after another. They
threw chairs, tables, shelving, persond items out into the street asthey moved. It waslike atribe of
insects, picking each area clean. Any Phindian who had the misfortune to find themselves on the street
quickly scurried away beforethe n droids or the Syndicat guards could administer ablow with the
butt of ablaster or ajolt from aforce pike.

“It doesn't look like they’ re searching,” Qui-Gon said in alow tone to Guerra, who had lay flat beside
him. “1t looks as though they mean to spread terror.”

“Yes, 50, Jedi-Gon!” Guerraagreed nervoudy. “And ther planisworking.”

Qui-Gon froze. “Footsteps,’ he said in Guerra s ear. “ Coming up an outsde staircase.”

“Timetogo,” Guerrasaid. He pushed himsalf back out of sight.

The gestured to Obi-wan and Paxxi to keep quiet. Using their long, powerful arms, the brothers swung
themselves over to the next roof. Qui-Gon looked at Obi-Wan. The gap between the two roofs was
wide. If Obi-Wan couldn’t make the jump done, Qui-Gon would have to carry him on his back.



He asked the question silently: Can you make it? Obi-Wan nodded instantly. Once again, Qui-Gon was
impressed by his Padawan’ s sharp ingtincts. Obi-wan aways seemed to know what he needed from him.

The boy hesitated only afraction of amoment. Qui-Gon saw him gather the Force around him. Thenhe
ran with quick, long steps up to the roofs edge and jumped. The Force and Obi-Wan's own strength
propelled him safely to the other sde.

Qui-Gon legped after him. Obi-Wan courage often impressed him, asdid hisingtincts.

The Derida brothers were dready hafway across the second roof, using their long armsto push off from
the ground, increasing their speed. Guerraglanced back to make sure the Jedi were following.

Qui-Gon and Obi-Wan caught up, and the four jumped to the next roof. There was astructure on top of
thisroof, asmal power shield. They darted behind it. The four stood for amoment, listening, hoping their
pursuer hadn’t followed thisfar.

But they heard something leap onto the roof. Their pursuer was out of their line of sight, but gaining.
Paxxi let out a soft groan. They moved quietly and quickly to the end of the roof. Guerrareached it first.
He grabbed the edge of the roof and coiled hisfingers around it, ready to leap.

Suddenly a hand reached out and grabbed him by the neck. Guerramade a strangling noise. Qui-Gon
whirled, ready the strike at the Phindian female who held Guerra.

“Guerg, it smel Kaadi!” thefemdesad.

“K-K-aaa—"* Guerra answered.

“Oh. So sorry.” She dropped her hand from around Guerra s neck. “Just trying to Stop you. Y ou run so
fadt!”



“Not fast enough, | see!” Paxxi said joyfully. “Lucky for us We missed you, Kaadi.”

Guerra, Paxxi, and Kaadi entwined their long arms around each other in a Phindian hug, squeezing three
timesto show their greet affection. They pushed their faces close to each other and beamed smilesfor a
long moment.

Rubbing his neck, Guerraturned to the Jedi. “ Good friends to us Jedi-Gon and Obawan, meet Kaadi,
good friend as0.”

“Qui-Gon and Obi-Wan,” Qui-Gon corrected.

“That iswhat | say,” Guerraagreed. “Kaadi’ s father ownsthe café where we dmost got captured. It has
long been ameeting place for rebes. Shefightsthe Syndicat, too.”

Kaadi grinned. Shewasasmadl femde, with jet-black hair and yellow eyes shot through with green. “I
move goods. Do you need a spare part for a speeder? An energy battery?’

“No, thank you,” Qui-Gon said politely. He seemed to be congtantly surrounded by thieves on this
planet.

“And any word of your good father Nuuta?” Paxxi asked sympatheticaly, ducking hishead asthat he
could look at her directly.

Kaadi's smile faded, and she shook her head. “Wewill hear if heisno more, wethink. Newswill reach
LB”

Guerraand Paxxi were slent for amoment. Both of them reached out and wrapped onelong arm
around Kaadi’ s dender frame

“Her father is one of the renewed,” Guerraexplained to Qui-Gon and Obi-Wan. “He was sent to Alba.”



Qui-Gon nodded sympatheticaly. Albawasaworld inthe midst of abloody, chactic civil war.

She gazed at him with her clear yellow-green eyes. “Yes, it isbad there. But to be Phindian isto hope.”

“Yes” Qui-Gon sad quietly. “You must dways hope.”

“But let metalk of why | chased you,” Kaadi said. “I must tell the Derida brothers that you have been
spotted. The Syndicat knows you have returned. Efforts have been redoubled to capture you.”

“Wearenot afraid,” Guerrasaid. “Not so, | lig!”

“Do you mean dl that activity down there had to do with Guerraand Paxxi?’ Qui-Gon asked.

Kaadi shook her head. “Not only. They are looking for the Jedi, too. But aso, anyone they know to be
arebd. Terraand Baftu are beginning mass arrests. Animportant visitor isarriving, and they want to be
surethereisno trouble. They are proclaiming that any acts of sabotage or disruption will be met with
desth or renewal! Evenif you asuspected of such things”

“Whoisarriving?’ Qui-Gon asked curioudly.

“Prince Bgju from the planet Gala,” Kaadi answered.

Qui-Gon and Obi-Wan glanced at each other.

“Out spiestel usthat an dlianceis planned,” Kaadi said thoughtfully. “The Syndicat will fund the
Prince smission to retake the governing of his planet. The Prince has dready created afa se shortage of
bacta on his planet.”



“That'san awful thing to do,” Obi-Wan said.

Qui-Gon had to agree — bactawas amedical miracle, heding even the most serious of wounds. “The
injured on Galawill suffer needlesdy,” he observed.

“Y es, the Prince had no conscience, just like Baftu and Terra,” Kaadi said. She pressed Guerra s hand
for amoment. “1 am sorry to say this. Now the Prince will return to Galawith the bacta from Phindar. He
will be ahero to his people. The Syndicat will movein. They will control Galaasthey control Phindar. It
isplanned s0.”

“And then they will take over the star system, one planet at atime, yes?’ Guerrasaid softly. “Using fake
shortages of what the people need. Wiping their memories. Assassin droidswill kill opposition and others
will berenewed.” Heblinked at Qui-Gon. “We have seen how quickly this method can work.”

It was a cold-blooded plan. Qui-Gon knew that Guerrawas most likely right when he said Galawould
be only thefirst step.

He had tried to keep his distance from Paxxi and Guerra s schemes. Now he saw that there was more
at stake than he' d thought. If they could destroy the Syndicat’ s grip on Phindar, hismission on Gaa
would be easier. He and Obi-Wan had to ensure that free elections would take place.

But there was more. Qui-Gon felt adeep stirring of anger. Kaadi’ s bravery in the face of her distress
about her father had touched him. Even Guerraand Paxxi had moved him. Behind their downish
behavior was deep suffering. He could fed it. The living Force pulsed in the brothers, strong and pure.
Hedidn't know if he could trust them completely, but he knew they deserved his help.

Sometimes, Qui-Gon reminded himsdlf,fate finds you.

“WEell hdpyou,” Qui-Gon said to Paxxi and Guerra. Before the brother’ s could speak, he held up a
hand to stop them. “But you must promise me something.”



“Anything, Jedi-Gon,” Guerravowed.

“Y ou will tel methe complete truth dways,” Qui-Gon ordered the sternly. *Y ou will not withhold
information, or shadeit, or twist it. Y ou will obey the Jedi ruleto tell the clear, solid truth.”

“Yes S0, Jedi-Gon!” Guerrarushed to assure him while Paxxi nodded energetically. “For ahundred
moons | would not lieto you again!”

“Never mind the hundred moons,” Qui-Gon said. “Just do as | say.”

Ohbi-Wan shot his Magter a questioning glance. Qui-Gon could see that the boy didn’t understand his
decison. Hisinterpretation of the ruleswastoo gtrict. But he would follow his Master nonetheless.

“It isbetter to act quickly,” Guerrasaid. “We should break into Syndicat headquarters tonight.”

Kaadi looked pale. “Break into headquarters when you have price on your head? Who thought of that?’

“I did,” Guerraand Paxxi said together.

“Very brave plan, so?" Paxxi asked her.

“Maybe brave,” Kaadi said. “Or maybe crazy.”

“Braveor crazy, we shall see,” Guerra said, unconcerned. “With Jedi dong, what can go wrong?’

Qui-Gon gave the Derida brother’ salook of rueful exasperation. “We ll find out tonight, I'm sure,” he
sad.



Chapter 8

The Syndicat headquarters were housed in aonce grand but now crumbling mansion with extensive
security. There were heavy gates to get inside the compound, and alaser security beam over each door
and window.

“All you haveto do id get us by thetwo guards,” Guerrawhispered to Qui-Gon. “we Il dotherest.”

Qui-Gon hated having to rely on Guerra s honesty, but he had come too far now to turn back. He
nodded.

Paxxi and Guerraled the Jedi around the compound to a back entrance. There, aguard in the usua long
slver coat and dark visor stood, hand on ablaster dung in a holster crossed over his chest.

There was nothing to do but walk straight up to him. “Good evening,” Qui-Gon said. “Wehavean
gopointment.”

The guard’ s head tilted to take in the two Jedi and the two Phindians. They couldn’t see hiseyes. “Move
aong, worm.”

Qui-Gon brought the Force to bear. He surrounded the Syndicat guard’ s mind with hisown will. “of
course, we may enter,” he said.

The guard lowered hisblaster. “ Of course, you may enter,” he repeated.

“You see, my brother Paxxi!” Guerraexulted. “The Jedi are powerful. | do not lie!”

“| see, brother Guerra,” Paxxi said. “ltisso!”



They walked quickly through asmall yard packed with landspeeders, speeder bikes, and afew
gravdeds. Another guard stood before awide stone staircase leading to the back door of the mansion.

He stepped forward, raising hisblaster. “Who are you and what isyour mission here?’ he challenged.

Again, Qui-Gon summoned the Force. With guardslike these, it was easy to overpower their small
minds. They were used to taking orders and rarely thought independently.

“We are welcometo look around,” Qui-Gon said.

“Y ou' rewelcometo look around,” the guard said blankly, lowering his blagter.

They walked past him and up the stairs. Beams of laser security crisscrossed the doorway .

“Your turn,” Qui-Gon said to Guerra.

“Ah, | donothing,” Guerrasaid. “You'll see”

A second later, the beams shut off. The door opened. An older Phindian woman with dark hair threaded
with slver sood facing them. She worethe long silver coat of the Syndicat guards. Qui-Gon tensed, but
shewaved themingde.

“Quickly,” shesad.

They stepped into agrand room with gilded walls of brilliant green stone. Soft rich carpeting was under
their feet, covering the floor. The windows were hung with shimmering tapedtries.

“All looted from our citizens,” Guerramurmured.



The woman led them down ahallway. 1t must have been built for droids or servants, for it was narrow
and the floor was adull gray stone. A long bin with various pegs and shelves held anumber of weapons
— blasters, force pikes, and vibo-shivs.

“For the guards to take asthe go out into the streets,” Paxxi explained. “They aredwayswdl armed.”

“Y es s0, just more wegpons to shoot uswith!” Guerrasaid cheerfully.

The older woman led them to anarrow door. “Here. No security downstairs now, but you must hurry.
Now | must go,” she said. Before any of them could thank her, sheleft, hurrying down the hall.

“She enjoys her work,” Guerrasaid, watching her disappear. “ She can’t wait to return. No o, | lie,” he
sad softly. “The slver coat she wears has atracking device in the fabric. Sheismonitored dl thetime. If
Duenna spends too much timein the wrong place, ndroidswill track her down and ask her
politely to return to her post. Not so, | lie! They kill her on the spot.”

Paxxi opened the door. A stone staircase led downward. Paxxi started along the way, and they
followed.

The staircase took them to alarge empty room.

“Firgt storage space,” Paxxi said. “Empty, my brother. Strange, or not so?’

“Itisso,” Guerrasaid. He walked through a doorway into another space. 1t was also empty. Hurrying
now, Guerraand Paxxi passed from empty room to empty room in the vast storage level.

“All gone,” Paxxi sad.



“Yess0,” Guerraagreed sadly.

“Yourisked dl out livesfor this?’ Obi-Wan asked incredul ous.

Qui-Gon wasjudt asirritated as Obi-Wan, but he tried to keep calm. “Didn’t you check your
information? Or did your spy betray you?’

“Not s0, Jedi-Gon!” Guerracried, flustered. “Duennaison our sde!”

“How can you be so sure?’ Qui-Gon asked. “Never mind. We haveto get out of here.”

Suddenly they heard adight whirring noise. Qui-Gon cocked his head. He knew that noise. But
something about it was strange. He did not expect to hear it indoors.

“ Speeders,” Obi-Wan said.

A smdll floater suddenly zoomed around a corner, driven by a Syndicat guard. Behind him gppeared
three more floaters. Guards drove the speeders, and each had an assassin droid behind him. Thefirg
guard maneuvered his speeder to get a clear shot at Paxxi.

“Movel” Qui-Gon shouted. He reached out with the Force and propelled Paxxi backward. The blaster
firemissed him by inches as he dammed againg thewall.

Obi-Wan' slightsaber wasin his hand in amovement so fast it was just ablur of pulsating light. He
dashed at the guard, but was only able to knock the hand behind him on the speeder. Qui-Gon legped
forward but the speeder zoomed ahead, almost knocking him down. Qui-Gon was only ableto deliver a
glancing blow to the guard.

Suddenly, adender beam of light shot out from thewall, Sraight at Guerra. Guerra saw it abegan to
move. Qui-Gon saw the light, too, and summoned the Force to help. Guerraleaped over the beam justin
time



“Disruptor beams!” Qui-Gon shouted to Obi-Wan. The weagpons had been outlawed on most worlds. It
sent avisible blast of energy capable of cutting someonein two.

Ohi-Wan charged at afloater heading for him and struck the driver across the neck with hislightsaber.
Thedriver cried out and lost control of the floater, which crashed into the wall, knocking him
unconscious. A disruptor beam suddenly shot out from the wal and hit the ndroid, whose
right-hand controls suddenly smoked and sputtered. The droid fdll, but began to push off with his
|eft-sde controls. Meanwhile, the beam came straight a Obi-Wan, who legped over it, twisting in midair
to land safely next to Qui-Gon.

“The beams are triggered by movement,” Qui-Gon said tersdy. “Others are on congtantly. Avoid them
a al cogts. Usethe Force, Padawan.” Qui-Gon turned and diced at the assassin droid from the downed
floater, cutting off itshead. Then he leaped forward and lunged at the nest floater. He dedlt aglancing
blow to the guard as it zoomed past and leaped over adisruptor beam.

The beams | eft on were easy to avoid, if the Jedi didn’t alow themsalves to be maneuvered into them. It
was harder to predict where the beams triggered by movement would strike. Qui-Gon reached out for
the Force, drawing it around him, fedling it, gaining sirength fromit. He sent his senses out to mest
Obi-Wan's so that the Force would multiply and fill the room.

A floater headed for Paxxi, who bounded away, using hisarmsto propel himsdlf. Qui-Gon knew the
brothers had no weapons. He leaped after the floater, avoiding adisruptor beam with atwist of hisbody.
Obi-wan was dready moving to the left, and the flanked the floater in a pincer movement, driving
toward it with their lightsabers dashing. The guard fell backward from the blows, knocking himself and
the ndroid off thefloater. Blagter fire came at Qui-Gon from hisright, but he was dready twisting
to theleft. He haf turned to ddiver afind blow to the guard.

The guards on the two remaining floaters were more agile. They drove Qui-Gon and Obi-Wan before
them into the next room. Sincethe ceilings were high, the Syndicat drivers could easly avoid the
disruptor beams by flying higher, then zooming down to assault Obi-Wan and Qui-Gon.

The drivers of the floaters drove them relentlesdly. It became agame to them. They laughed asthey
amed at the Jedi, sending them leaping out of the way.



Qui-Gon and Obi-wan developed at strategy born of desperation: run, turn, fight, reverse, and run again.
Digruptor beams szzled around them. One hit Qui-Gon'’ slightsaber and the shock sent ajolt of pain up
hisarm.

The faceless guards were determined, the n droids keeping up asteady stream of blaster fire. So
far, the armor protected the Syndicate guards well. Qui-Gon began to deflect blaster fire at any part of
them exposed, neck, wrist, their booted feet. Obi-Wan did the same.

Qui-Gon could see that Obi-wan wastiring. His own legs ached from the constant running and lesping
to avoid the beams and blaster fire. They could not hold out for much longer. The guards drove them
from room to room. Qui-Gon began to see that the rooms formed akind of maze. Hetried to keep his
focus. He doubted that he remembered how to reach the exit. They had lost Paxxi and Guerra
completely. He only hoped that the brothers had found a place to hide.

At last they reached aroom where the disruptor beams were thicker than before. They crisscrossed the
room in athick web. It would be impossible for the Jedi to evade them.

Thewhirr of the two floaters was behind them now. Any moment they would burst into the room.
Qui-Gon quickly took severd steps back from the threshold of the room until hewasamost in the
corner. He directed Obi-Wan to take the opposite corner. Obi-Wan nodded bravely at Qui-Gon, |etting
him know that he had guessed the desperate plan Qui-Gon had devised.

They would have to gauge the exact speed and height of the floaters a second before they appeared.
Then they would run, using their momentum and the power of the Forceto legp into the air. They would
attack thefirst speeder, colliding with it midair, hoping to didodge both the pilot and the droid. And then
they would haveto land safely themsdlves.

Therewas no timeto review. Qui-Gon only hoped Obi-Wan could follow him.

Thewhirr of the floater grew closer. Qui-Gon began the charge. Obi-Wan took off at the same moment.
The built up speed in the huge room as they ran, and both lifted off the ground at the exact moment the
floater burgt into the room.

Qui-Gon had time to see the surprised gape of the Syndicat guard before he hit him full in the chest. The
guard flew off the bike, with Qui-Gon managing to get alightsaber blow to hisneck ashefell. The



assassin droid had timeto fire aquick burst before Obi-Wan hit him, feet-first, and sent him flying.

The power of their legp kept them in midair. Obi-Wan somersaulted before landing.

Then the second floater burst into the room and immediately collided with the first. The crash sent the
second guard and droid flying. The two floaters kept moving through the air and hit a disruptor beam,
which sent them careening out of control. The room shook asthey crashed into the wall.

Suddenly, a portion of the hugewall didodged with agroan, reveding an opening. The disruptor beams
Szzled and went Slent.

The Syndicat guards were just as surprised asthe Jedi. Only the n droids kept moving, damaged
but nat destroyed. One had lost an arm, one apiece of its control pand. Ther blasterswere dill
operationd. The shots missed the Jedi by adistance so small it sounded like awhisper by their ears.

The Force told Obi-Wan and Qui-Gon to jump, and they did, vaulting over the guardsto attack the
assassin droidsfirst. Qui-Gon cut through one, rendering it worthless. Obi-Wan went straight for the
other’ s control panel and with astab of his lightsaber turned it into asizzling junk heap.

The Syndicat guards had recovered from the surprise of being knocked off their floaters and uncovering
ahidden room. They pulled out force pikes and advanced on the Jedi.

Qui-Gon and Obi-Wan stood their ground, lightsabers held down, pointing at the floor. Qui-Gon
counted off the secondsin his head. He hoped his Padawan would have the same battle rhythm. They
would need to keep their head clear their blows methodical. They could not let their exhaugtion drive
them. Hereached out to the Force. It surged around him now; he had only to tap into it.

The Syndicat guards were still afew steps awvay when Obi-Wan leaped forward. Too early! Qui-Gon
cried in hishead. But he sprang to theright to cover Obi-Wan' sflank. Obi-Wan attacked in afury, his
lightsaber ablue blur in the dimness. Qui-Gon had to match his speed or be unable to protect him. He
tried to dow down the boy’ s rhythm, but Obi-Wan had let his exhaustion push his control to the breaking
point. Qui-Gon redlized that he could not always count on Obi-Wan to pick up on his pacing. Something
to work on later, when they had time. If they had time.



Together the Jedi dashed and Jabbed, dways moving, ducking, rolling, lunging until they had defeated
their opponents. Thetwo Syndicat guardsfdl heavily.

Qui-Gon stepped over them, sheathing hislightsaber in the same movement. He went to the opening and
peered insde.

“| think we found the vault,” he told Obi-Wan.

Chapter 9

A voice came from behind them. “Good work, Jedis!” Guerra approved in a hushed, reverent tone.

“We knew that even though you were grestly outnumbered, you would win,” Paxxi assured them.

Qui-Gon lifted an eyebrow. “Not 0?7’

“Sol” the brothers chorused.

Obi-Wan tried to control his shalow breathing. The last stand against the guards had drained him of his
energy. He knew that he had been at the edge of his control. Qui-Gon had remained cool and
methodical, covering any doppy moves of Obi-Wan'swith hisown swift sirokes. Although they had
defeated the guards, Obi-Wan was disappointed in himself. He knew he had given in to hisimpatience
and had logt hisfocus. It had been adifficult fight.

“Thanksfor your help,” Obi-wan said irritably, deactivating his lightsaber.

“Oh, we help by hiding, Obawan,” Guerraassured him. “The Derida brothers are no good on a battle.
We d beintheway.”



“Yes, you are o much better at fighting!” Paxxi said, beaming.

Obi-Wan wiped the seat from his forehead with his deeve. He wished he could fed asenthusiagtic as
the Deridas about his ahilities.

He turned to find Qui-Gon studying him. *Y ou fought well, Padawan,” his Magter said quietly. “Next
time, you will do better. It istimeto focus on the now. We achieved our aim here.”

“Y es, you found the vault! Excdlent!” Guerraexclamed. He frowned when hetook in thefallen
Syndicat guards and ndroids. “Thisisn't good. We have to leave without the Syndicat knowing
wewere here. It isbetter 0.”

“I'll find aplace to hide them,” Paxxi sad

“Paxxi isgood at that,” Guerrasaid.

“Wewon't ask why,” Qui-Gon said with asigh.

“No, isbetter 0,” Guerraagreed. “But first, we should take the armor coats. Might comein handy.
Blaster fire ssemsto follow Jedi.”

“Y ou' re the one who brought us here!” Obi-Wan cried. He couldn’t help being irritated at Guerra. He
was beginning to redlize how hisfriend twisted facts to suit his own purposes.

“True, Obawan!” Guerrasaid cheerfully. “Y ou make apoint!”

Paxxi found an equipment room piled with old parts for speeders and various circuits. Therewas
inch-thick dust on the parts and the floor.



“Good,” Qui-Gon approved. “Theroomisno longer used. The guards won't be discovered for quite
ometime”

Using the floaters and carefully avoiding the remaining disruptor beams, they transported the falen
guards and droids there. They took four armor coats and visors with them and closed the panel door
behind them.

“I saw apen for the floaters by the stairs, so we can leave them there,” Guerrasaid. “Now let’sseethe
vault”

“Let usgofirg,” Qui-Gon directed. “Obi-Wan and | will dert you to disruptor beams.”

But before they could take a step, acomlink embedded in one of the coats began to signdl.

“Guard check,” avoice said. “Guard check. Why were disruptor beams activated?’

Guerra s orange eyes went wide. Paxxi threw a hand to cover his mouth. Qui-Gon frowned.

He found the comlink and activated it, using the Force to respond in away that would not draw
attention. “ Routine check. Repest, routine check. All safe below. Suggest shutting off disruptor security
beams on lower leve for further check.”

“Done”

With abuzzing noise, the disruptor beams retracted.

“Beamsretracted,” Qui-Gon said.



“End shift,” the voice responded. “Leave premises. Lockdown in ten minutes.”

“Message received,” Qui-Gon responded. He shut off the comlink and looked at the others. “Wedon't
have muchtime.”

“Then we must hurry,” Paxxi said.

They hurried to the vault and eased into the wall opening. Obi-Wan gasped. He had thought the room
upstairs was grand. Thisroom glittered with treasures. Rich rugs were piles on the floor, one on top of
the other. Sleeping platforms were draped with the finest, softest coverlets. Large pillows embroidered in
golden and silver thread were stacked next to the platforms.

Qui-Gon prowled, looking at the various boxes and cartons stacked dong thewall. “There' senough
food and medica supplies hereto last for months.”

“Musc, hologram visuds,” Paxxi said, poking into another corner.

“Emergency supplies and weapons,” Obi-Wan added, checking the cartons near him.

“It' sthelr sanctuary,” Qui-Gon said. “They could last here for monthsif they had to.”

“Herel” Guerracaled.

They hurried toward him. A door with a control panel was amaost completely conceded in the corner.

“Thismugt be thetreasury,” Guerrasaid.

“Well, at least you wereright about that,” Qui-Gon said.



“All right, break in,” Obi-Wan urged. “We don't have much time.”

Guerralooked at Paxxi. Paxxi looked at Guerra.

“Of course, Obawan, no problem,” Paxxi agreed. “Oops, | lie, not so! Just one problem.”

Qui-Gon closed his eyes and took a breath, asif to gather his shredded patience. “What?’

Thy both looked at thefloor. “Ah,” Guerrasaid. “So. Wetold the wholetruth, yes. But not thecomplete
wholetruth. Yes, we can break in to treasury. So easy! But we need something first. Y ou see, the
Syndicat robbedus fird. They brokeinto our hiding place and stole everything! Everything we had spent
so0 much effort and time to accumulate—*

“Tosteal,” Obi-wan corrected.

“Just so, Obawan, we stoleiit, yes, but only to sell it back to the people,” Guerrasaid earnestly. “We
had speeder parts, circuits, engines—all things we used to have here on Phindar in great abundance, but
no more. Wewould sdll to the people for much cheaper pricesthat the Syndicat! So you seewedo a
great public service—

“Just gtick to thefacts, Guerra,” Obi-Wan interrupted impatiently. Hisfriend wasredly beginning to test
ther friendship. Why hadn’t Guerratold them this before?

“Of course, good advice, Obawan,” Paxxi agreed. “So they stolefrom us. But what they did not know
isthat among those things was something very valugble”

“Something my good brother Paxxi invented,” Guerraadded eagerly. “An anti-regiter. It can undo the
action of atransfer register.”



The two brother nodded and smiled at the Jedi. A transfer register was a method of recording
transactionsin the gdaxy. An eectro-optica device recorded the prints of the buyersand sdllers.

“Paxxi’ s device can duplicate any print in asecurity or registration system,” Guerratold them.

Obi-Wan understood at once. Paxxi’s anti-register device could be vauable beyond measure. 1t would
alow the user to seize property and goods and bresk into any print-reliant security system throughout the

galaxy.

“That deviceisvery dangerous,” Qui-Gon said quietly.

“Dangerous?’ Guerraasked. “Not 0, Jedi-Gon! It will hdpud”

“But if the Syndicat knew you had it —ifanyone knew, it would put you in greet danger.”

Paxxi waved ahand. “wearenot efraid. Not so! | lie, of course we are. But that makes us careful. We
can stedl thetreasury, leave the planet if we have to, even sl the device on the black market —

“Can you imagine how much it sworth?” Guerrachortled. “Twelvefortuned”

Qui-Gon looked stern.

“Not that thisisimportant,” Guerrahurriedly said. “First, we bresk the Syndicat, yes?’

“Which brings us back to our problem, my brother,” Paxxi said. “Our stolen goods were here. Now
they’renot. So,” he said to Qui-Gon, “we can't break in.”

“Yet,” Guerraadded. “But o, wewill.”



“As soon aswefind the device,” Paxxi added helpfully.

“We had better return,” Guerrasaid. “Lockdown will be soon. Duennawill bewaiting.”

With an exasperated sigh, Qui-Gon followed them from the room. They located the device that moved
thewall, and it did smoothly back into place. Then they took the floaters back to the pen behind the
staircase. Quickly, they headed up tothe main levd.

“You'relate,” Duennawhispered worriedly when they appeared. Her bright orange eyes swept the
corridor behind her. Then her tense face softened when shelooked at Paxxi and Guerra. “But | anglad
to seeyou. They ordered arandom routine sweep of the lower floors. | could not warn you.”

“Wetook care of the guards,” Paxxi assured her. “But downdairsisempty now. No goods are stored.”

“So sorry to tell you now,” Duennasaid, walking quickly down the corridor with them. “I just found out
after | left you. The supplies were moved to the warehouse by the spaceport. Most of them will be
loaded onto Prince Bgju' s transport to be taken back to Gala” She paused near the door. Now you
must go. Quickly! Terraand Baftu have returned. Lockdownisin only afew minutes.”

“Duennd” The voice was sharp, commanding. Footsteps clicked in the corridor off to theright.
“Duennd”

Duenna sfacewent pde. “ItisTerral” she whispered.

Chapter 10

The corridor was wide and empty. There was nowhereto hide. Duenna put afinger to her lips. Then she
scurried around the corner into the adjacent corridor.



Qui-Gon commanded them dl with his sharp blue gaze to be fill. He pondered their Situation. Terrawas
only metersaway. Obi-Wan's hand drifted to the hilt of hislightsaber, prepared for anything.

“No need to run me down, old woman.” Terra svoice cracked like awhip. “Where have you been?’

“inthekitchens,” Duennasaid. Her voice was amurmur.

“Inthekitchens. Eating again? Or avoidingme?’ Look at me.”

There was a pause. Guerraand Paxxi suddenly reached out and gripped each other’ s shoulders.

Terra svoice dowed to apurr. “What are you hiding from me, Duenna? Have you seen Paxxi and
Guerra?’

Paxxi and Guerra squeezed each other hard.

“Not so. | have not,” Duennareplied. Her voice was steadly.

“Y et you are not surprised to hear they are on Phindar,” Terrasaid.

“| am surprised,” Duennasaid. “1 choose not to show it.”

“Insolent!” Terra svoice now shimmered with anger. “Perhaps | should warn you, old woman. If you
see Paxxi or Guerrg, if you even talk to thosetraitors, | will personaly see to it that you are renewed!”

Paxxi and Guerralooked at each other with stricken expressions.



“But not before you see the brothers die before your eyes,” Terra hissed.

“No!” Duennacried. “I beg you —*

“Begif youwish,” Terrasaid. “Obvioudy, thereisn't alevel you won't sink to. Y ou do my bidding,
clean my clothes, pick up my trash, why should you not beg me?’

“I would beg, if you would only hear me,” Duennasaid in ashaky voice. “If only you would hear whet
you were, what you could be again —

“Enough! Hear me, Duenna. Any contact with them, they die. And your memory isgone forever, old
womean. But don’t worry — I will choose the most terrible planet | can to drop you on! Now come with
me. | need my bath drawn.”

Terra sforceful footsteps headed off. They heard Duennd s softer tread behind hers.

“Come,” Guerrawhispered. “Wemust go.”

They dipped into the slver armor coats and mirrored visors. It was easy to mingle with the rest of the
Syndicat guards asthey I€eft the building.

As soon asthey reached the dark street, Guerraled them down anarrow alley. There, they removed the
coats and visors. Guerraput them in asatchd her carried.

“Why does Terra suspect that Duennawill contact you?’ Obi-Wan asked the Derida brothers. “Does
sheknow that Duennaisarebd sympathizer? Isn't it dangerousto use her?’

“No s0,” Guerrasaid softly. “Terraknows nothing for sure. Sheisafraid Duennawill contact us because
she knows Duennais our mother.”



Obi-Wan shot asurprised look at Qui-Gon. “But why is she working for the Syndicat?’

Qui-Gon wanted to hear what the Phindian brothers had to say.

Guerraand Paxxi exchanged arueful look. Paxxi nodded at Guerra. “The Jedi should know,” he said.

“Yes, 0,” Guerrasaid sadly. “Duennaworks for Terrabecause Terrais her daughter.”

“So Terrais—'

“Our sder,” Paxxi said.

“Sheisnot the Sster we had,” Guerraexplained. “Not the one we knew. She was renewed when she
was only eleven yearsold. The Syndicat raised her. She had no memory of the girl sheused to be. She
grew up here, in this place, with cruelty and power.”

“Withnolove” Paxxi said gently.

“So that iswhy our mother sacrificed her life,” Guerrasaid. “ She thought even as a servant, she could
give Terralove. Maybe bring back part of the girl she knew.” Guerrashrugged. “Y et iswas never so.
Terradid not change. Duennadiill remains. Shewill stay and watch over her daughter —no matter what
sheis. No matter what she has become.”

Chapter 11

That night, Guerraand Paxxi shared their cramped quarters with Qui-Gon and Obi-Wan. It wasatiny
room in the smal house that Kaadi shared with her family. She had insisted the brothers stay with her
once she' d found them, and she’ d welcomed the Jedi just aswarmly.



They bedded down for the night on blankets spread on the floor. Paxxi fdl adegp immediatdy, and
Qui-Gon was in the state the Jedi called restful-deep-in-danger, his eyes closed but a corner of hismind

detatdl times.

Obi-Wan could not deep. He could not stop thinking about what it must be like to lose you memory. He
could not imagine anything more terrible. He had worked so hard at the Temple, made deep friendships,

learned so much from the Magsters. What if dl that wastaken from him?

“Areyou awvake, Obawan?’ Guerrawhispered from the blanket nest to him.

“Yes,” Obi-Wan answered softly.

“Yesso, | thought so,” Guerrasaid. “1 heard you thinking. Y ou are il angry with me?’

“I’m not angry with you Guerra” Obi-Wan said. “Maybe | wasimpatient with you. Y ou never tell the
wholetruth.”

“Not s0,” Guerrawhispered. “Oh, | lie. Y ou areright, Obawan, asyou are dways. | sense that you do
not agree with the decision of Jedi-Gon to help us”

“Not s0,” Obi-Wan said. “. .. Or so. Maybel lie”

“Ah, you teeseme,” Guerrasaid mournfully. “And this| deserve fromyou, | know.”

“Why didn’t you tell me about your sister?” Obi-Wan asked.

“Terra” Guerramurmured. Helet out agusty Sgh. “Sheismy enemy, isshe not, and yours? Yet it was
not always so. Y ou must believethis. If you could have known her asachild! Sunny and bright and
eager! Andfunny! She was our tagalong, we called her, my good brother Paxxi and |. Baftu took dl that
was good and erased it, then filled in the spaces with hate. Y ou see why we must crush them, Obawan?



That iswhy Duennarisks so much —she and Paxxi think if the Syndicat isno more, they can reach Terra

agan.
“Do you think so?" Obi-Wan asked.

Guerrasighed again. “No, friend,” hesaid. “I do not. But | hope so. Just asmy family does. In some
cases, some strong-minded beings can resist the effects of the memory wipe. They can hold on to flashes

of memory. Just scraps of things—aface, asmell. A feding. | fear itisnot sofor Terra. It has been so
long for her. | have not the belief that my good brother does. | have only thistiny hopein my heart.”

“It'ssomething to hold on to,” Obi-Wan said.

“Yessn,” Guerrasaid quietly. “Soif | tricked my friend, if | maybe did not tell him everythinginthe
beginning, maybe my good friend Obawan will understand and grant me help again.”

A pause stretched out between them. Obi-Wan'sirritation at Guerraleft in arush. He saw the terror and
pain that Guerrahad lived with. Just as on the mining platform, when Guerrahad covered hisfear of
certain death with smiles and jokes, here on Phindar he would do the same. Qui-Gon had beenright to

help them. Obi-wan knew that now.

“Of course, | will help you,” he whispered, but Guerrawas aready adeep.

The following night, Obi-Wan, Qui-Gon, Guerraand Paxxi dipped the armor coats over their clothes
and donned visors. Under the shdlter of the overhang, they watched the activity at the warehouse by the

spaceport.

There didn’t seem to be high security. Syndicat members entered and exited the buildings without
showing passes. They would only have to pretend to be ddlivering a shipment for cover. Or at least the

hoped so.



Paxxi and Guerrahad worked al day to father authentic-looking supplies. Although their containers
were marked “Bacta’ and “Medpacs,” they were actudly filled with old circuit parts. But at least they
would have something to carry indde.

“As soon aswe' reinsde, we should split into two groups,” Qui-Gon instructed. “ Guerra, go with
Obi-Wan, Paxxi with me. W€ |l sart at opposite ends and meet in the middle, if we can. If you can
locate your goods and find the anti-register device, leave. If wecan't find it, wedl exit the building in
twenty minutes. We can’t take any chances.”

“But what if wedon't find it?’ Paxxi asked.

“Wetry again,” Qui-Gon said. “We can't risk being discovered. The sooner we get out of there, the
better.” He turned to Obi-Wan. “Don’t forget to keep your handsin your pockets so that no one can tell
how long your aamsare. We must look like Phindians”

Obi-Wan nodded. The four walked quickly acrossthe courtyard. At the door of the warehouse,
Qui-Gon barked out, “Ddlivering bacta,” to the guard at the door. The guard waved them through.

Insdewas avad, high-celinged space. Row after row of trangparent shelving units went from one end
of the building to the other. Each shelf was piled with bins and cartons. Syndicat membersin slver armor
coats |loaded supplies onto floaters, then headed for the large loading dock in the rear.

Paxxi and Guerra stopped, their faces registering shock. Obi-Wan knew why. Here was row after row
of everything the Phindian people desperately stood in linefor. Med supplies. Food. Partsto maketheir
gpeeders run, their droids and machines operationd. All hoarded by the Syndicat. The brothers had
known this, but seeing it dl with their own eyes must have been like receiving ablow.

“Keep moving,” Qui-Gon said in a pleasant tone that hummed with urgency undernesth.

Handsin his pockets, Obi-Wan headed off with Guerrato the far end of the warehouse. They quickly
strode down row after row. Other Syndicat members sometimes passed them. They would nod and

keep going.



“Thisiseasy, Obawan!” Guerrawhispered. “ So glad we stole these coats!”

Suddenly, the comlink in Guerra s coat began to sgnd him.

“Guard K23M9, report in,” avoice said. “Explain wheregbouts.”

“It’s probably aroutine check,” Obi-Wan murmured.

Guerraactivated the comlink. “Warehouse ddlivery,” hesad.

After apause, the comlink crackled. “Unscheduled. Explan.”

Guerralooked at Obi-Wan inapanic. “Tdl him he'smigtaken,” Obi-Wan whispered.

“Not so!” Guerrasaid rapidly into the comlink. “Ordersreceived.” He shut off the comlink.

“We d better do thisfast,” Obi-Wan muttered.

They turned down the next row. As Guerra scanned the shelves, Obi-Wan kept watch.

“Found it, Obawan!” Guerracried softly. “There, to shdf! | recognize my carton of energy cdls. It must
be here.” He climbed up on the bottom shelf, then reached up with hislong arms. He grabbed a carton
and hauled it down. Peering ingde, he smiled broadly. “In here, at the bottom.”

Obi-Wan shoved the carton marked “Bacta’ initsplace. “dl right, let'sgo.”



They strode down the aide, trying to look as though they weren't hurrying. An announcement suddenly
boomed out of a speaker near them.

“Guard K23M9, report to security. Guard K23M9, report to security.”

“That'smel What should we do, Obawan?’ Guerra asked panicked.

Ohi-Wan thought carefully. They had to get the anti-register device out of the building. “ Give meyour
coat,” he ordered Guerra.

Guerrahesitated. “But that will put you in danger, Obawan. This| did once on Bandomeer. Buthis| will
not do again.”

“The Force will protect me,” Obi-Wan told him, even though he doubted it. “'Y ou must find Qui-Gon
and get that device out of here.”

“Y ou can use the Force to escape?’ Guerra asked.

“Yes. Hurry.” Obi-Wan dipped out of hisown coat. Reluctantly, Guerradid the same. They exchanged
the armor coats. Guerra put on Obi-Wan's and tucked the carton containing the anti-register device
under hisarm.

“Now go,” Obi-Wan told him as Syndicat guards suddenly appeared around the corner on floaters

Guerra swiveled and walked away, past the guards who headed for Obi-Wan. They did not givehima
glance. Obi-Wan turned and saw four more guards heading for him in the opposite direction. He knew
he could not resist. Evenif her wereto get past the guard here, security would lock down the building,
and Guerrawould never makeit out. There was only onething he could do. He had to surrender.

Guerra disappeared around a corner. The guards sped up to him and hovered, their blaster pointed at
his neck, the only unprotected part of him.



“Guard K23M9, you are out of your quadrant,” one of them said. Y ou know the penaty. Wewill
escort you to headquarters. Resist, and you' re dead.”

Obi-Wan nodded. He climbed aboard the largest floater. The guard behind him kept the blaster against
hisneck. They took off for Syndicat headquarters.

Chapter 12

Obi-Wan watched and waited for the chance to escape, but it was impossible. Part of hisTemple
training had been in patience, but it had been hisworst subject.

The headquarters was swarming with guards. First, he was stripped of hisarmor coat and visor.

“He snot aPhindian,” one of the guards said, surprised. Obi-Wan said nothing.

The other guard grabbed his lightsaber. Hetried to activateit, but could not. “What isthis? Some
primitive wegpon?’

Again, Obi-wan said nothing.

Thetwo guards looked at each other nervoudy. “We d better take him to Weutta.”

Weuttaturned out to be the head of security. Theirises of Obi-Wan's eyes were scanned to compare to
the real Guard K23M9. Obi-Wan saw the wordsNO MATCH on the screen. Nothing else came up.

“So, we have no record of you, rebel” the security head said, pushing hisface up to Obi-Wan's. Who
are your contacts? Why did you come to Phindar? What happened the guard K23M9?’



Again, Obi-Wan said nothing. Weutta gave him alight jab with aforce pike. Even that touch was
enough to send him to hisknees. Hishead spun, and his sde was on fire from the eectrifying jolt.

“I'll take thisoneto Baftu,” Weuttasaid. “We re on high security. Hewantsto see dl the rebels”

Weutta roughly pushed aweakened Obi-Wan down what felt like miles of halway. At last they reached
aheavily carved, massive door. A guard nodded them through. They werein alarge, completely empty
room with heavy tapesiries hung over the windows. Another pair of massive double doorswere a the
opposite end.

Weutta wal ked toward them and stopped. He pushed Obi-Wan down on his knees, then pressed his
face down. “Wait here, dug,” he growled. “And don’'t look up.”

Keeping hisface down, Obi-wan moved only his eyesto watch Weutta as the pudgy Phindian
straightened hisvisor and smoothed hisarmor coat. He cleared histhroat. Obvioudy, even the head of
security was nervous about seeing Baftu. Then he pressed a button on the side of the door.

A second later, the door swung open. An annoyed Baftu stood in the doorway of his office.

“Why have you disturbed me?’ he barked, scowling.

“I have brought you arebel —* Weutta babbled quickly.

“Why do you pester mewith such things?’ Baftu roared.

“B-because you ordered meto,” Weuttaanswered, hisvoice dmost awhine.

“You disgust me. Leavetherebe and get out.”
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“Excuse me, Head Slug,” Baftu said in a purring, murderoustone. “Areyou ill herein my line of sght?
Or do | need to impale you on an eectro-jabber until you shake yourself to death?’

“No,” Weuttawhispered, and ran past akneeling Obi-Wan to the far doors. He dipped through them
and disappeared.

“Baftul” It was Terra. Obi-wan couldn’t see her. “1’'m not finished!”

Baftu turned away, not even glancing in Obi-Wan direction. He left the door partialy gar. Sowly,
Obi-Wan crept forward, his ears straining. He called upon the Force to sharpen his senses so he could
hear the two. They spokein furious murmurs.

“| was againgt the dliance with Prince Bgu from the beginning,” Terrasaid. “What do we know of him?
We have yet to meet him or see him. Everything is done through hisintermediaries. | do not trust
someone | cannot see.”

“Heiscoming tomorrow,” Baftu said. “Y ou will be ableto look a him. Enough of this”

“And why are you thinking of expangon now?’ Terrawent on, ignoring him. “We should consolidate our
power here on Phindar. Rebe actionisgrowing. The people are starving. Med centers are crying out for
supplies. Y ou have created too many shortages, Baftu! The people are bound to revolt.”

Baftu laughed “ And what if they do? They are sick and hungry. If they can find any wegpons, they are
too weak to hold them for long.”

“Thisisnot ajoke, Baftu! Terracried furioudy, her voicerisng.



“Ah, you're getting soft, pretty Terra,” Baftu said. “But if the state of things on Phindar worriesyou, then
why don’t you handleit? Y ou can appease the people with some extrafood thisweek. Not abad idea

snce Bguiscoming. It will distract them. Just don't give them any bacta— I’ ve promised most of it to
Bau.”

“| do not trust that Prince—*

“Asyou have said,” Baftu interrupted, “over and over again. | will handlethe meeting. Y ou handle
Phindar. Now | have work to do.”

“What about therebd ?’ Terra asked.

“You handleit. Phindar isyour respongbility, remember?’

Ohbi-Wan heard clicking footsteps, then the opening and shutting of adoor in the other room. Quickly,
he scuttled backward on his hands and knees, then pressed his face down into his hands.

A moment later, aboot nudged his shoulder. He had not even heard Terra approach on the soft carpet.

“Head up, rebd.”

Heraised hishead. How strange to see thefriendly eyes of Guerraand Paxxi in such acrud face.

“S0, you are not aPhindian. Who areyou?’ Terraasked impatiently.

“A friend,” Obi-Wan answered.

Terrasnorted. “Not to me. Y ou impersonated aguard. Y ou know the penalty. Well, perhaps you do
not. Perhaps your Phindianfriends did not tell you. Y ou will be renewed and transported off-planet.”



Obi-Wan did not move amuscle, but insgde he cried out. Renewed! He did not imaginethis. He was
prepared to withstand torture. But to have hismemory gone! That wastoo painful to imagine,

Terrasighed. Shelooked weary, and Obi-Wan suddenly saw aglimpse of the girl she had been. She
looked away into the distance. “Don’t worry, rebd. 1t s not as bad as people say.”

Perhaps seeing traces of Guerraand Paxxi in her features made Obi-Wan fedl he could risk aquestion.
“Do you missyour family?’

She dtiffened for amoment. He expected ablow, waited for it. But instead, Terraturned to him. Her
blesk gaze held a sadnessthat was full of empty spaces.

“How can you misswhat you do not remember?’ she asked.

Chapter 13

Qui-Gon'’ s voice was asharp asthe edge of avibro-shiv. “Y ou abandoned him!”

“Not so, Jedi-Gon! Heinssted!” Guerracried. “And it happened so fast. | did not know what to do!”

“Y ou could have stayed with him!” Qui-Gon snapped.

“But Obawan told me to take the anti-register. It was most important, he said,” Guerracried
desperately.

Qui-Gon let out an exasperated sigh, Obi-Wan wasright. They had set out to find the device. That had
to bedl important.



He turned back to Guerraand tried to compose himsalf. They stood hidden in the shadows outside the
huge warehouse. He wanted to rush at Guerra, rush at the first Syndicat guard he saw, rush into the
headquarters. Hisanger filled him, raw and pulsing, irrationd. He was surprised at the power of it.
Guerra had betrayed Obi-Wan on the mining platform. Had he done it again.

“I did not know what to do, Jedi-Gon,” Guerrasaid helplesdy behind him. “Obawan indsted it so. He
sad, give meyour coat. He said the Force would help him Now | see he only wanted meto obey. If |
knew he would be taken away, | would have so very gladly gonein his place.”

Qui-Gon turned and looked into Guerra s sorrowful eyes. Hisinginct told himto trust the Phindian. And
everything he said about Obi-Wan rang true. His Padawan had sacrificed himsdlf in order to get the
anti-register device out of the building. Qui-Gon would have done the same.

Paxxi spoke up softly. “We haveasigna for Duennain case of emergency. We could activateit. She
will meet ustomorrow morning in the marketplace and tell us how Obawan is and what plansthere are
for him. We can arrange rescue then.”

“Tomorrow id too late,” Qui-Gon said. “It hasto betonight. Now. | won't leave Obi-Wan there for so
long.”

Paxxi and Guerra exchanged glances. “So sorry to say not so, Jedi-Gon,” Guerrasaid. “But
headquarterslocks down for the night. No one can get in or out. Not even Terraand Baftu.”

“What about the anti-register device?” Qui-Gon asked. “You said it could get you in anywhere.”

“Yes, 90,” Guerrasad. “Anywhere. Except headquarters after lockdown.”

“Duennawill watch out for Obawan,” Guerrasaid softly. “Shewill protect him as best she can.”

Qui-Gon turned away again. Helplessragefilled him again. But thistime it was not directed at Guerra. It
was directed a himself. He should have gone with Obi-Wan and | et the Derida brothers fend for



themsdlves. But he was afraid they would not be able to get the anti-register device out of the building.

“Make the decision, make another,” Y odadways said. “ Remake one past, you cannot.”

Y es, he could only go forward. And Qui-Gon knew with a heavy heart that he could not rescue
Obi-Wan tonight. He could not compromise the success of hismission by attempting arescue that was
doomed tofall.

Obi-Wan sat in acdll barely large enough to contain him. His kneeswere tucked under hischin. 1t was
cold. Thechill air againg hisskin wasliketheicy fear that gripped his heart.

Anything but this he thought. | can stand anything but this. | can’t lose my memory!

Hewould losedl his Jedi training, dl hisknowledge. Any wisdom he had struggled so hard to gain.
Would helose the Force aswelI? He would lose the memory of how to harnessiit.

And what e sewould he lose? Friendship. All the friends he’d made at the Temple. Gentle Bant, with her
diver eyes. Garen, who he' d fought with and laughed with and who was amost as good ashewasin
lightsaber training. Reeft, who could never get enough to eat, and who would stare mournfully at his
empty plate until Obi-Wan passed over some of hisfood. They had forged strong bonds, and he missed
them. If helost hismemories of them, they would be dead to him.

Obi-Wan thought of histhirteenth birthday. 1t seemed so long ago now. He had never done his
recollection exercise. Now he remembered how Qui-Gon had admonished him. Yes, timeis elusive. But
it isbest to track it down.

Obi-Wan had not tracked it down. He had not made thetime. Now hewould have dl thetimein the
world and nothing to remember.



He pressed hisforehead againgt hisknees, feding the fear overwhelm him. It filled hismind with
darkness. For thefirg timein hislife, he knew what it wasto lose dl hope.

Then, inthe midst of cold and fear, he felt awarmth insde histunic. He reached inside to the hidden
pocket againgt his chest. Hisfingers closed around the river rock Qui-Gon had given him. It waswarm!

He pulled it out. The ebony stone glowed in the darkness, giving off acrystd-like gleam. He closed his
fingersaround it again and felt ahum againgt hisfingertips. The sone must be Force-sensitive, he
redized.

That knowledge sent beam of pure light into the darkness of hismind. Nothing is lost where the Force
dwells,he remembered from the Temple. And the Forceis everywhere.

Obi-Wan turned his mind to remembering what Guerra had told him about the memory wipe. Some very
strong-minded beings are able to withstand some of the effects of the wipe. Perhaps that meant the Force
could hep him. For what else was the Force, but strength and light?

Obi-Wan held the stone tightly. He gathered to Force around him like ashield. Heimagined it cailing
around every cdll in hisbrain likeafortress. It would hold out against the darkness, and he would hold on
to hismemories.

When the door to his cell opened and the guard entered, he did not even look up.

Chapter 14

The marketplace was crowded the next morning, even though there was even lessfor sde. The
desperation on the faces of the Phindians mirrored Qui-Gon's. He paced impatiently, waiting for Duenna
to appear.

Finaly, he could wait no longer. “I’m going to heedquarters mysdlf,” hetold Guerraand Paxxi grimly.
“I'll find away.”



“Wait, Jedi-Gon,” Guerrapleaded. “It ishard for Duennato dip away, but she dways managesit.”

“And sothere sheisl” Paxxi cried.

Duenna threaded through the crowd toward them. She was not wearing her coat, but a cloak and hood.
She carried alarge satchel.

“Any news of Obi-Wan?’ Qui-Gon asked as soon as she came up to them.

She put ahand on her heart to catch her breath. “Headquartersin on high dert. Prince Bgu arrives
tomorrow —*

“What about Obi-Wan?’ Qui-Gon barked impatiently.

“I antrying totell you,” Duennasaid. “| have never seen them act so fast. He—hewastakento acell.”

“Where?" Qui-Gon asked urgently.

“Heistherenolonger,” Duennasaid, laying agentle hand on hisarm. Suddenly, Qui-Gon noticed that
here eyeswerefull of pity for him. Hisheart fel.

“What happened?’ he asked hoarsely.

“Hewasrenewed,” she said, her voice breaking. “Lagt night. And transported off-planet at dawn this
morning.”



Paxxi and Guerra peered around the corner into the room where Qui-Gon sat, eyesfront, cross-legged,
not moving. Duenna had to return to headquarters, so they had gone straight to Kaadi’ s house. Beingon
the streets was dangerous during the day .

As soon as they entered the house, Qui-Gon had gone to the spare room where they dept. He sat down
inthe middle of the floor, not spesking. He had remained there for an hour. The brothers had left him
aonefor atime, but he could fed their anxious eyeson him.

Without opening hiseyes, he said, “I’'m not giving up. I'm forming aplan.”

“Of course, Jedi-Gon,” Guerrasaid, rdlief coursing through hisvoice. “Weknew this.”

“Yesso,” Paxxi agreed. “We know Jedi do not give up. Although, we must admit we worried atiny bit.
It is such bad news about our friend Obawan.”

Qui-Gon opened his eyes. He saw the same haunted desperation in the eyes of the Derida brothers that
hefdtin hisheart. He had had to struggle to overcome hisanger at himself. It had taken timeto cam his
mind. Time and again he had tried to formulate aplan, only to befilled with anguish a the thought of
Obi-Wan'splight. He was rocked to the core. Thethought of Obi-wan without his memory, without his
training, was unbearable.

He had failed his Padawan. He should have known the Syndicat would move fast. He should havetried
to rescue him last night. Now Obi-Wan was doomed to alife so empty it made Qui-Gon shudder every
time hetried to conceive of it.

What of Obi-Wan's Jedi training? All of that, lost. What would the boy become? Hewould still be
Force-sensitive, for the Force was not dependent on memory. But how could Obi-Wan use it without
the lessons of the Templeto guide him? If he discovered its power, he would have it without alegiance.
Would he become alogt, neutral warrior for hire? Would he use the Force for darkness, like Qui-Gon's
old apprentice, Xanatos?

Hedid not believe that could happen. Hewould not believeit. If Obi-Wan had lost his memory, surely
hewould till retain his goodness.



Y es, Qui-Gon wasfull of worry. But he was aso heartbroken. The boy he knew was gone. Thediligent
boy, so curious and intent on knowledge. The quick study. The boy who wanted to learn.

Qui-Gon refused to believe that dl that was gone. He had to hope till that somehow the memory wipe
would bereversible, if he could find Obi-Wan.

“And so what are you thinking, Jedi-Gon?’ Guerra asked tentatively.

“We must act tomorrow,” Qui-Gon said. “We must break them wide open. What better timeto act then
when they are trying to impress Prince Bgu? Firgt of dl, they will be distracted. And second, we can
destroy their dliance with the Prince before it even begins.”

“ltistrueso,” Paxxi breathed.

“We must open the warehouses when the Prince arrives,” Qui-Gon said quietly. He had formed the plan
inhismind, and he believed it could be done. * Can Kaddi rally the people?’

“Yesso,” Guerrasaid, nodding.

“That will be our diverson,” Qui-Gon said. “The people will rush into the warehouses. The Syndicat will
panic. Therewill be chaosin the streets. We will go straight to headquarters with the anti-register device.
That'swhenwe' |l sted the treasury.”

“Inthe daytime?’ Paxxi asked. “But it will be dangerous. And Duenna cannot help usthen.”

Qui-Gon turned to ook at them. His blue eyes burned across the room. “ Are you with me?’ he asked.

The two brothers|ooked at each other. “Yes, s0,” they said together.



Chapter 15

The hum from the engines underneath Obi-Wan throbbed againgt his skull. He had been thrown on the
floor of the transport, locked into cargo hold. He kept his eyes closed. He had to keep his concentration
grong. Hefdt completely drained. Exhausted. Sick.

But heremembered.

They had not broken him. They had not won.

They had entered, and he hadn’t even looked up, not even when they laughed at him. He dipped the
river soneinto the pocket of histunic quickly, so they would not seeit and take it away. The stone kept
asteady glow of heat againgt his heart. He had drawn strength fromit. It wastangible proof that the

Force was with him.

Whilethey set up the memory-wipe droid, he had built Force walsinside himsdlf. He had enshrined
every memory, even the haziest one. He had embraced the painful with the good.

Hisfirs day at the Temple. He had been so young, so frightened. Hisfirst glimpseof Y oda, coming
forward to greet him, his heavy-lidded eyeslooking deepy. “Far to come, far togoitis,” he had said.
“Cold and warm, it is. Seek what you arelooking for, you will. Find it here, you shdl. Ligen.”

The sound of thefountains. Theriver that ran behind the Temple. The chimesthat the cook had hungin a
tree in the kitchen gardens. He had noticed those things then, and something in him had uncurled. He had
thought, for the first time, that he could fed at home there.

A good memory.

Twin metal rods were screwed againgt histemples. The electro-pulsers.



The stone glowed againgt his heart.

A vist home. Hismother. Softnessand light. Hisfather. A laugh, full-bodied, joined by his mother’s, just
asfull, just asrich. Hisbrother, sharing apiece of fruit with him. The explosion of sweet juicein his
mouth. Soft grasses underneeth his bare feet.

The droid activated the memory wipe while the guards watched. A strange sensation beganin his
temples and moved inward. Not pain, not quite. . .

Owen. Hisbrother’ s name was Owen.

Resft never got enough to eat.

Bant’seyeswereslver.

Thefirg timehe d drawn hislightsaber. It had glowed as he activated it. Most of the Temple students
had been clumsy. He had never been clumsy. Not with hisweapon. The lightsaber had dwaysfdt right in

hishand.

Pain now. White hot.

The Force was bright, too. He pictured it, golden, strong, glowing, forming abarrier around his
memories.

They aremine. Not yours. I'll keep them.

The Syndicat guards were surprised to see him amile.

“Happy to see that memory go, | guess,” on of them said to the other.



No, itisnot going. | haveit. I'mholdingitnow. ..

Rough linen againg his hands. He clung to hismother. The end of thevisit. Y es, he had wanted to go
back to the Temple. It wasagreat honor. They knew they could not keep him from it. He wanted it so
much. Y et good-bye was so painful, so hard. A soft cheek pressed againgt his.

| carry you aways.

Theway dusk fdl at the Temple. Sowly, because of dl thelights and white buildings of Coruscant. Light
took long to leave. That'swhen he'd go to theriver with Bant. Bant loved the water. Shegrew upona
humid world. Her room was kept supplied with steam. She swam like afishinthe River. Asdusk fell, the
color of the water would match her eyes.

Pain. Hefdt sick. Consciousness was dippery. If he passed out, he would lose.

Yoda. Yodahewould not lose. Srength you have, Obi-Wan. Patience you have as well, but find it,
you must. It istherewithin you. Search you will, until you find it and hold it. Learn to useit, you
must. Learn that it will save you, you will.

How would not lose Y oda slessons. He created a Force barrier around them. Pain crested again,
sending dissness through him. He could not last much longer.

“What' syour name?’ the guard asked harshly.

Obi-Wan rolled blank, sick eyestoward the guard.

“You name,” the guard repeated.



Obi-Wan pretended to search, pretended to panic.

The guard laughed. “Thisoneis cooked.”

The droid detached the e ectro-pul sers. Obi-wan dumped to the floor.

“He sdeep now,” the guard said.

“Hewon't dream,” the other added.

But hedid.

Hewas hauled to hisfeet. A Syndicat guard leered in hisface.

“Ready to face your new life?’

He kept hisface blank, dazed.

“I've got money riding on this,” the guard said. “Y ouwon't last three days on Gala.”

Gaa Obi-Wan kept aneutral look on hisface asrdief surged through him. What a stroke luck! At least
on Gdahe could find away to help Qui-Gon.

Heknew Prince Bgu's plans. Perhaps he could find someone on Gala, one of theriva politicians
running for governor, to help.



The landing ramp did down. He could see agray stone spaceport lined with battered starfighters, A
number of checkpoints prevented anyone from entering. Obi-Wan remembered what Qui-Gon had said.
The roya house had plundered the planet. Riva factionsfought for control. The people were closeto
revolt.

“Havefun!” the Syndicat guard chortled, and gave him a push down the ramp.

A probe droid buzzed behind Obi-Wan made hisway cautioudy through the spaceport hanger. When
he reached the checkpoint, the guard waved him through. No doubt the Syndicat had bribed them to let
him through without achdlenge. Once he hit the streets of Gala, their fun would begin. They were betting
on how long he' d survive.

Obi-Wan plunged into the teeming streets of Galu, the capitd city of Gala. The smal probot followed
behind. Obi-Wan knew he had acameratrained on him at al times. It was hard to know what to do.
How would he react to such acity if he had no memory of what he knew.

The city of Galu had once been grand and impressive. But the great stone buildings were crumbling.
Obi-Wan could see the holes and depressions where ornaments had been stripped off the facades. Trees
had once lined the streets, but now there were only twisted stumps.

The Gdacians were humanoids whose pale skin had a bluish cast. Sunlight on the planet was limited and
they were often called “ moon people’ dueto their fair, luminous skin. Obi-Wan could see evidence of
poverty everywhere. Where the atmosphere on Phindar was one of fear, here on Gala, Obi-Wan picked
up anger.

Obi-Wan kept a confused look on hisface. He stared into shop windows, trying to seem asthough he' d
never seen theitemsinsde before. He avoided looking into strangers’ eyes, wandered the streets without
seeming to have adestination. All the while, however, he was heading toward the gleaming building he
saw in the distance, guessing it was the grand Palace of Gala. Blue and green gemstones embedded in the
towers caught the weak sunlight and made the place seem to sparkle.

Suddenly, a gigantic Gaacian man blocked hispath. “You,” he said, placing ameaty hand on
Obi-Wan's shoulder. “Do you know what | told mys=lf when | woke up this morning?”



The probot buzzed around Obi-Wan. He resisted the temptation to react as a Jedi. He would not ook
into the man’ s eyes with clear steady courage. He would not speak firmly but respectfully in an attempt to
defuse the situation. He must react in fear and confusion.

And hope hedidn’t get killed.

Obi-Wan let apprehension show on hisface. “What?" he answered.

The huge man squeezed his shoulder painfully. “That | would dit the throat of the first hill personthat |

“I-I"'m not ahill person,” Obi-Wan said. Then heredlized that without his memory he wouldn't know if
he were ahill person. He pretended to ook suddenly confused.

“Youlook likeong,” the Galacian said. He reached for the vibro-shiv on hisbdt. Obi-Wan heard it
leave the sheath with adithering noise. The blade sounded very long.

Obi-Wan's hand ingtinctively moved toward hislightsaber. But of course he didn't have one—the
Syndicat had confiscated it. And he would tip off the probot cameraiif he used it anyway.

“Peoplesay | look like one,” he said quickly. “All thetime. | just don’t understand it.”

The man frowned. “Y ou don’t?’

“Because | may be ugly, but I'm notthat ugly,” Obi-Wan said. He had no ideawhat a hill person was.
Or what they looked like. But he knew that the only way to talk hisway out of thiswasto make friends

with hisenemy.

Thelarge man stared a him blankly. Then he threw back his head and laughed. He hand dropped from
Obi-Wan's shoulder.



Ohi-Wan took a step back, smiling dong with the man’ slaughter. He began to edge away. Still laughing,
the man tucked hisvibro-shiv back into his belt and walked on.

Hekept alook of fright and confusion on hisface for the benefit of the probot. He had to lose the droid,
heredized. If he had to rely on hiswitsto survive, he' d be dead by sunset.

That thought made Obi-Wan begin to smile, but he quickly masked it by coughing into hishand. He
ducked down a side street. While hewalked, he used the Jedi technique of looking without seeming to
look. He gathered information, waiting for his chance.

Ahead, a cart loaded with vegetables was standing outside a café s kitchen door. A cook stood outside,
arguing with thedriver. Obi-Wan saw a speeder bike turn the corner ahead. This could be his chance.

He quickened his pace. When he got closer to the cart, he stumbled, keeping the dazed, confused
expresson on hisface. Hisfdl sent him squarely into the path of the speeder bike. He saw the driver’s
surprised expression before the driver turned the bike quickly to avoid running over Obi-Wan. He
Sdeswiped the cart, which overturned. The driver of the cart began to scream at the speeder bike rider,
who gunned the motor and kept going.

The cart driver pursued him, picking up vegetables as he ran and throwing him at the speeder. One of
the vegetables hit the probot, which let out awarning beep and swerved in the air. Obi-Wan quickly
rolled behind the cart, then ran, doubled over, into the kitchen of the café. He darted past a surprised
worker gtirring soup and ran into the caféitself. He headed for the door and ran out into the street.
Quickly, he ducked into the shop next door.

A moment later he saw the probot fly out the door. 1t hovered on the street, revolving dowly. The
camera scanned the passersby. Obi-Wan stayed hidden in the shop. Slowly, the probot began to cruise
the sreet, revolving carefully. Obi-Wan quickly faded back into the store, then ran by the surprised shop
owner and left by the aley exit.

The palace of Galawasn't far. Obi-Wan hesitated at the ornate jeweled gates, wondering what to do.
He could hardly walk in and announce himsdlf. He assumed that the various ministers and candidates for
governorship must come to the palace for meetings about the upcoming eections. Should hejust stop the
nest important-looking person and tell him why he wasthere?



Obi-Wan wished Qui-Gon was with him. The Jedi Knight would know whét to do. Obi-Wan'smind
wastoo filled with possibilitiesand guesses.  Hefelt exposed here on the street outside the place. He
was afraid the probot would return a any moment.

Still wondering how to proceed, Obi-Wan drifted back to stand underneath the shadow of abuilding
overhang. He watched asasmall passenger spaceliner glided down from the sky. 1t seemed to be
headed straight toward him. Obi-Wan tensed, then redlized he was standing next to a small spaceport

hanger.

He moved forward, still keegping in the shadow of the overhang, to watch the ship land. Theramp
lowered, and the pilot got out. Someone moved forward to greet him. It was young man dressed ina
long cloak and awrapped headdress.

“I have been waiting for three minutes,” the boy snapped as the pilot approached him.

“My gpologies, my Prince. Equipment check took abit longer than usual. But we are ready to fly.”

Obi-Wan dtiffened. It must be Prince Bgju!

“Don’'t bore me with the Obvious,” the Prince snapped. “are my supplies|oaded?’

“Yes, my Prince. Isyour roya guard ready to board?’

“Don’'t bore me with questions—just obey me!” Prince Beju ordered. “1 expect takeoff in two minutes. |
will be resting during theflight, so do not disturb me.”

Prince Bgu flung his cloak behind a shoulder and stalked off. 1t was clear to Obi-Wan that the Prince
must be heading to Phindar for the meeting with the Syndicat. Should he prevent the Prince from leaving?



No, Obi-Wan thought. Hewould just end up in prison, thistime on Gala, if heinterfered here. Better to
show aboard and seeif he could get back to Phindar.

Obi-Wan watched as Prince Bgju disappeared up the exit ramp. He was surprised to see that Bgju
wasn't much older than he was. He was the same height as Obi-Wan aswell, and had the same sturdy
frame. ..

The ideaflashed into Obi-Wan's mind like a powered-up lightsaber. Wasit too risky? Should he
attempt it?

He had only minutesto decide. Cautioudy, he dipped onto thew ship. Prince Bgu was nowherein sight.

Obi-Wan redlized that the Prince was nowhere in sight. Obi-Wan redlized that the Prince s transport
that had been converted for hisroyal use. It wasfitted with every luxury. Prince Bgju was probably in his
stateroom, behind the gilded door immediately to Obi-Wan right.

Obi-Wan quickly went into the cockpit. He sat for amoment, familiarizing himsdlf with the controls. He
had piloted cloud cars and air-speeders and once, a huge transport ship. This shouldn’t be too hard.

He headed back into the stateroom again an opened a closet door. One held supplies, but he found
what he was looking for in the next —arow headdresses smilar to the one the Prince wore. Obi-Wan
quickly dipped one on his head, then wrapped the deep purple cloak in arich fabric around his
shoulders.

He returned to the cockpit and sat in the pilot seat. He saw the pilot heading for the ship, dong with
threeroyd guards. Quickly, Obi-Wan deactivated the exit ramp and started the ion engines. Thepilot
looked up, startled.

Obi-Wan could see the puzzlement on hisface. The Padawan had counted on the fact that the
headdress and cloak would confuse the pilot and the guards. They would assume that Prince Bgu was
piloting the ship. Not for long, perhaps— but if Obi-Wan was lucky, he would have enough time to take
off.

The comlink suddenly blared to life. “Two minutesare up!” Prince Beju barked. “Why are we not taking
off?’



“Immediatdy, my Prince,” Obi-Wan said crisply. He started preparations for takeoff. Theion engines
revved. The pilot and the guards moved closer, trying to get a better look. Obi-Wan saw one guard's
hand moveto hisblaster.

“Now,” he muttered, and the ship blasted out of the atmosphere of Gala. He waited until they werein
deep space. Then he tossed the headdress and cloak aside, for the moment.

A weapons cabinet was mounted on thewall of the cockpit. He selected ablaster. Then he made his
way back to the Prince' s stateroom.

The Prince was reclining on adeegp couch when he entered. “I said | didn’t want to be disturbed!” he
snapped, not looking up.

Obi-Wan walked closer. He placed the blaster under the Prince' s chin. “ So sorry.”

The Prince twisted around to ook at Obi-Wan. “Guards!” he screamed.

“They decided to stay on Gala,” Obi-Wan said.

“Get off of my ship!” Prince Bgju blustered. “I’ll see you dead! Who are you? How dare you!”

“Don’t bore me with questions,” Obi-Wan said, hauling the Prince to hisfeet. “Just obey me.”

Chapter 16

Qui-Gon, Paxxi, and Guerrafound a place to hide behind a pile of repair equipment in the Syndicat
hanger. They had found out from Duennawhen the Prince was scheduled to arrive. Baftu and atroop of
assassin droids and Syndicat guards waited on the landing platform.



The Derida brothers and Qui-Gon wore their stolen Syndicat armor coats. Even though the coats gave
them some protection, it was better to keep out of sight.

Kaadi had entered enthusiastically into their plan. She, too, thought the Prince svisit would be a perfect
timeto strike. She had contacted her rebel operatives. All they would need wasasignd from her when
the warehouses were open. She had designated peopl e to find weapons and distribute them, find good,
find supplies. And when the bacta was loaded onto the Prince’ s ship, she would make sure that the
Phindians saw it happen.

Qui-Gon couldn’t imagine the fury of a people deprived so long of what they needed to live. Surdly the
capita would explode. That would give them plenty of diversion to break in and sted the treasury. Once
the Syndicat was destroyed, peace could return to Phindar at last.

So why was he so uneasy? Qui-Gon wondered. Perhaps it was because the plan seemed so smple, yet
was so dependent on their guesses. What if the Prince went to headquarters first? What if Baftu
double-crossed him and withheld the bacta? What if Paxxi’s anti-register device didn’t work? Qui-Gon
had tested it on a security lock of Kaadi’s, but what if the warehouse locks were different? It would have
been dangerousto test it firgt, but should they have tried?

Perhaps he was dlowing hisworry about Obi-Wan in interfere with hisjudgement. He was anxiousto
bring about the Syndicat collapse so that he could find his Padawan. But was he acting rashly?

“Y ou areworrying, Jedi-Gon,” Guerrawhispered. “Y ou should not. Everything will be smooth. Paxxi
and | have aways been lucky.”

Qui-Gon had certainly not seen any evidence to support this. But Guerrawastrying to be helpful, so he
nodded in thanks.

“Yes 0, we guarantee this,” Paxxi added in awhisper. “ The Syndicat will be weakened, maybe
collgpse, and Prince Bgu will take off with no bactaand no dliance. Just so!”

“There isthe ship!” Guerra hissed.



The Prince’ s ship cameinto view, deek and white. It glided to a perfect landing. Theramp dowly
lowered. Qui-Gon tensed. Now everything would begin.

The Prince dowly walked down the ramp aone. First, Qui-Gon was surprised. He had assumed the
Prince would arrive with aroya guard.

Then hefdt arush of familiarity. But why? It took him severa long secondsto redize that it was
Obi-Wanin disguise.

Joy filled hisheart. His Padawan was dive!

But quickly, joy wasfollowed by confuson. Had Obi-Wan lost his memory and somehow become
mixed up in affairson Gaa? That would be an incredible coincidence. How had he met Prince Bgu?

“Look a him,” Paxxi said indisgust. “You cantdl thebruteisevil.”

“Look closer. Theboy is Obi-Wan,” Qui-Gon murmured.

Paxxi gasped. “Yes o, | thought he seemed handsome and brave,” he added quickly. “And whet roya
bearing he hasl”

“Obawan! | am overjoyed!” Guerraexulted, hid voice awhisper. Then hisfacefel. “But what can we
do, wise Knight Jedi-Gon? We can't follow our plan now. If we aert the people that the Princeid taking
the bacta, we will put Obi-Wan in great danger.”

“Do you think Obawan had been memory-wiped?’ Paxxi whispered. “What if the Syndicat isusng
him?’

“I don’'t know what to think,” Qui-Gon said quietly, his eyes on Obi-Wan as the boy greeted Baftu.



Therewas only one thing he could do. Qui-Gon concentrated and reached out to the Force. He
gathered it in, then directed it toward Obi-Wan like a cresting wave.

Hewaited, every muscletense, every cell on aert. Hisheart cried out for his Padawan to hear him.

He felt Obi-Wan catch the Force and send it back to him. It broke over him like aglorious waterfdl.

Qui-Gon closed hiseyesin sweet rdlief. “Itisadl right,” hetold Paxxi and Guerra. “He haswithstood the
memory wipe.”

Paxxi and Guerra exchanged stunned glances.

“No one has ever done this completely.” Paxxi said.

“I knew he could,” Guerraaffirmed. “Not so, | lie. | feared for my greet friend Obawan. And now | fed
relief andjoy.”

“Measwell, good brother,” Paxxi said. The two brother looped their long arms around each other and
hugged, their faces close together and smiling.

But Qui-Gon wasworried. Guerrawas right. They could endanger Obi-Wan with their plan. But did
Obi-Wan have his own plan? Had the boy gotten himself into deeper trouble?

Qui-Gon sghed. Hewould haveto wait. He must take no action until he knew what Obi-Wan had in
mind.

One of the Jedi lessons Qui-Gon had impressed upon the boy again and again was the necessary activity
of walting. Activity can endanger, he had told him. To wait and to watch isthe more difficult task, yetitis



onewe must mader.

If only he had taught himsdlf the lesson aswell.

Obi-Wan felt the Force hit him like awave. The knowledge that Qui-Gon was near gave him courage.

He had worried that Terramight change her mind and appear at the platform to greet Prince Bgju. She
would recognize him ingtantly, hewas sure. And though he had locked the Prince in storage in the cargo
hold, he worried that the Prince would be able to make enough noise to carry beyond the ship. He
needed to get Baftu away as soon aspossible.

“Welcome, Prince Bgu,” Baftu said as he gpproached. “I’m surprised to find you aone. Did you pilot
yoursdf?’

“I thought it best to come done,” Obi-Wan said in aloud voice, hoping that Qui-Gon could hear. “I
must confessthat | have doubts about thisdliance.”

Baftu’ssmilefaded. “But we have agreed on dl terms.”

“Yes, but | risk more than you,” Obi-Wan said. “Y ou make grand clamsthat | must trust you can fulfill.
Y ou speak of goods | have not seen.” Obi-Wan waved a hand. “Y ou talk of bacta supplies, of agreat
treasury you will shareto help mewin back Gala. But | have not seen them.

Baftu’' ssmilewas strained. “But of courseyou shdl. To headquarters, then. We can take refreshment,
and—"

“No. Thebactafirgt,” Obi-Wan interrupted sharply.

“But | have prepared afeast,” Baftu said. “We can go over details. Wasn't it you who said you would



need refreshment after thejourney?’

“Do not bore me with question!” Obi-Wan snapped. “Just obey me. The bactafirst. Then the treasury.
Or | will bet back on my ship and return home.”

Baftu’' sannoyance wasvishle. “Did we not agree that it would be better to load the bacta under cover
of darkness? If my people see the amount of bactawe have, it could be dangerous for both of us.”

Obi-Wan flung the cape over his shoulder. “Can you not control your people, Baftu? Areyou afraid of
them? Thismakes me uneasy.”

For amoment, Obi-Wan thought that Baftu would strike him down. But the aliance was dl important to
him. Baftu’ssmal, cunning eyes narrowed, and he forced asmile. “ Asthe Prince whishes, of course. Let

usload the bacta.”

“Excdlent,” Qui-Gon said to Guerraand Paxxi inalow voice. “Obi-Wan isgdling for time. We Il have
to change our plan. First the treasure, then the warehouses. Alert Kaadi that the Prince will be loading the

bacta. And the, follow me”

Chapter 17

Paxxi and Guerratried their emergency signd to get Duenna s help, but after waiting afew minutes,
Qui-Gon determined that they would have to get inside Syndicat headquarters without her.

“But how, Jedi-Gon?" Guerra asked. “Blast our way in? Creete adiverson?’

“Let’shope there' s some confusion since the Princeis here. Thingswon't beroutine. Sowe Il just walk
in,” Qui-Gon said, lowering hisdark visor.



They strode past the guard with anod. The second one was harder. He asked for their order number.

“Prince Bgu has changed plans. He wantsto load the bactafirst,” Qui-Gon answered. “Baftu has sent
ushere”

“Without an order number?’ the guard asked skepticdly.

“Yes well goin,” Qui-Gon said, bringing the Force to bear on the Phindian.

“Yes, goonin,” the guard said, waving them through.

The security beams were turned off on the rear entrance, most likely because so many guards were
going inand out. They were not challenged as they made their way down the hallstoward the Saircaseto
thelower levd.

Qui-Gon led them to the secret room and activated thewall shift. Quickly, they headed for the security
door.

“Now, it'syour turn,” Qui-Gon said to Paxxi. He fervently hoped that Paxxi’ s device would work.

Paxxi jacked into the security pand. Qui-Gon heard a series of electronic beeps. Then he pressed his
thumbprint againgt the transfer register. A beep followed. Then the light turned green, and the door

opened.

“I1t worked, good brother!” Guerra cried. Qui-Gon wished he didn’t sound quite so surprised.

The room wasfilled with treasures. Gems, spice, currencies, rare metals.

“WEe |l need transport,” Qui-Gon said. “We can't get dl of thisout of the building, so we Il haveto hide



Paxxi and Guerra hurried back to the holding pen at the staircase to get the floaters they’ d hidden there.
Qui-Gon stacked the materias. Then they loaded them onto the floaters and took them to the supply
closat. The closet could bardly hold everything, but they were able to shut the door.

“Now we have to get to the warehouses,” Qui-Gon said.

Paxxi closed the security door and reset the transfer register. They quickly |eft the secret room and
closed thewall again. They hurried up the stairs and took the back entrance.

Asthey rounded the corner of the grand mansion toward the front gates, Qui-Gon held up a hand.
“Wait,” he murmured.

Baftu’ s gold speeder pulled up. Baftu and Obi-Wan emerged, Followed by the ndroids.

“Itisbetter to let my guardsload your ship,” Baftu was saying to the boy he thought was the Prince.
“They will doit quickly and efficiently, | assure you. Now you will view the treasury.”

“1 am pleased,” Obi-Wan replied.

“You see, Jedi Gon?" Paxxi whispered. “Our planisworking.”

“We are lucky brothers,” Guerraagreed.

Just then, Terraemerged from Syndicat headquarters. She started down the stairs. Obi-Wan reached
behind him to draw his cloak up around hisface, but it wastoo late.

Terrapointed. “You are not Prince Bgu!” she cried.



Chapter 18

Obi-Wan's mind worked quickly. Terrahad recognized him. But it was still her word againgt his. He
would haveto bluff hisway through.

He turned to Baftu. “who isthiswho daresto chalenge me?’

“My partner, Terra,” Baftu said. “What are you saying?’ he asked Terrafiercely. “Y ou have never met
the Prince.”

“Thismanisarebd.” Terrainssted, drawing her blaster. “I ordered his memory wipe myself.”

In the shadows, Qui-Gon’ s hand wen to hislightsaber. Paxxi and Guerradrew their blasters, prepared
tofight. They followed Qui-Gon’ slead, waiting to see what Obi-Wan would do.

“If I resemble some petty crimina on your world, that isnot my affair,” Obi-Wan said contemptuoudly.
He narrowed his eyes as he looked at Baftu. “Isthisaruseto deflect me from inspecting your tressury? |
am aready unsure about thisaliance. . . .”

“No, no,” Baftu soothed. “Do not listen to my partner. Let us go down to the vault.”

Obi-Wan nodded shortly.

“I'm coming, too,” Terrasad grimly.

“What shal we do, Jedi-Gon?” Guerrawhispered. “Danger isnot past for Obawan.”



Qui-Gon had dready decided. “Paxxi, go to the warehouses with your device and open them. We must
proceed with the plan. Contact Kaadi and start distributing food and weapons.” Qui-Gon put a hand on
Paxxi’sshoulder. 1 know you want to stay and help Obi-Wan. But adiversonwill hep him morethan
you can here”

Paxxi nodded and fled.

“Guerra, comewith me,” Qui-Gon said.

They attached themsalvesto the rear of the groups with Baftu and Obi-Wan.

“Terraisexcitable” Baftu said to Obi-Wan. “Do not ligento her.”

“S0 you have an excitable partner who is not to be listened to,” Obi-Wan said. “ That does not sound

. ”

WIS,

Terradrifted closer to them. When Baftu turned to give an order to adroid, she murmured in
Obi-Wan's ear, “No matter what Baftu thinks, | know you're afake. | don’'t know how you resisted that
memory wipe, but I'll find out. And I'll kill you in a heartbest.”

“Only droids downgtairs,” Baftu ordered briskly as they approached the stairsto the storage room.
“Guards, wait here.”

Qui-Gon and Guerrawaited until the group was dl downstairs. Then they crept after them, keeping out
of sght.

Baftu activated the diding wal. They entered the sanctuary. Qui-Gon and Guerra hovered outside,
waiting. They peered insde the crack in thewall as Baftu pressed his print againgt the transfer register.
The security door opened.



They heard Baftu' s cry of dismay. Terrarushed forward.

“What isthis?’ sheexclamed. “Whereisthe treasury?’

Baftu turned to her. Hisface wasamask of rage. “Now | see why you were againgt this meeting. And
why you accused the Prince of being an impogter. Y ou had dready stolen my treasure!”

“Yourtreasure! Itisasmuch mineasyourd” Terrasad angrily.

“So you admit that you stoleit,” Baftu said. Hisvoice had dropped to alow, threatening tone.

“Of course | didn't stedl it!” Terrasaid, exasperated. “ Something isgoing on here, Baftu. ThisPrinceis
animpogter. Someoneistrying to discredit me, or you—listento me!”

Baftu turned. He nodded at the assassin droids.

It happened before anyone could move or even blink. The ndroidsfired their built-in blagters at
Terra. There was amoment where she stood, her expression blank and uncomprehending.

“Youfool.” She said to Baftu, and fell.

Baftu stepped over her body as though it was stray garbage on the street. He placed hishand on
Obi-Wan'selbow. “Come, Prince Bgju. | have taken care of thetraitor. It isamatter of time beforel
find where she hid the treasury. Thisisnothing. It will not interfere with our plans”

Qui-Gon had to pull at ashocked Guerrato get him to fade back into the next room. They waited there
while Baftu left with Obi-Wan and the ndroids. They could hear Baftu il reassuring Obi-Wan as

they walked away.



As soon asthey were out of sight, Qui-Gon and Guerrarushed into the sanctuary. Terralay inthe
doorway of the treasury room.

Guerrakndt next to her. Tenderly, he reached one long arm underneath her body and raised here to
cradle her againgt him.

Terralooked up at him. Thelight in her bright orange eyeswasfading. “Y ou don’t remember me,”
Guerrasaid brokenly.

Terra' seyes cleared. For amoment, they blazed bright as memory rushed back. “No so, brother,” she
sad softly. She reached up atrembling hand and touched Guerra' s cheek. “No so.”

Her eyelidsfluttered closed. She curled one arm around Guerra s neck, rested her head against him,
and died.

Chapter 19

They heard acry behind them. Qui-Gon turned. Duenna stood in the doorway, her hand at her heart.

“My good mother,” Guerrasaid, his orange eyesfull of tears. “Our Terraisgone.”

Duenna kndlt beside her daughter. Guerraput Terrain her arms.

Qui-Gon touched Guerra s shoulder. “We must go, my good friend,” he said. “If abattle begins,
Obi-Wan will bein great danger. Y our people will think he' staking al the bacta.”

Duennalooked at her son as she cradled Terra. Her eyeswere clear. “Yesso, my son. Y ou must go.
Your sster must not dieinvain.”



Qui-Gon only paused to lift Obi-Wan's lightsaber from the weapons rack near the door. They hurried
through the street toward the warehouses.

They heard the commotion from blocks away. Blagter fire and shouting punctured what sounded like
one continuous roar of rage. Qui-Gon and Guerra began to run.

Asthey drew closer, they began to see Phindians, their amsfull of supplies, rushing past them. Qui-Gon
knew the plan Kaadi had devised. She had designated runnersto deliver food and medicine to the sick
and restock the hospitals with med supplies.

They rounded the last corner to the warehouses. Qui-Gon saw in aquick glance that Paxxi and Kaadi
had done their work well. They had passed out weapons to the rebels, who held aline of resistance
againg the Syndicat guards. Behind that line, Phindians passed supplies from hand to hand, passing the
suppliesto runnerswho took off with them.

He saw Paxxi toss a proton grenade into a sea of Syndicat guards. Kaadi ran forward with aforce pike
and attacked aguard trying to blast arunner with her hands full of medpacs.

Qui-Gon quickly made hisway to Paxxi’ ssde. “Have you seen Obi-Wan?’

Paxxi shook hishead. “Maybe hisisby hisship.”

But then Qui-Gon saw him in the midst of the Syndicat guards. Baftu stood nearby, watching the battle.
Qui-Gon watched as Obi-Wan dipped ablaster from aguard’ s holster without him noticing. Qui-Gon
sent out the Force to his Padawan, and Obi-Wan looked over the crowd straight at him. He nodded.

Qui-Gon powered up both lightsabers. They arced green and blue, glowing inthe gray air. Obi-Wan
leaped forward over the Syndicat guards. Qui-Gon tossed his Padawan’ slightsaber highintheair. It
revolved dowly, turning in agraceful arc. Obi-Wan reached out his hand and the hilt of hislightsaber
landed in hispadm. As helanded, he dashed out at the front line of Syndicat guards. Baftu gaped at
Obi-Wan, frozen with shock to see the boy he knew as Prince Bglu on the attack.



“Kill him!” he screamed at the guards.

Qui-Gon was dready moving forward himsalf, adding to Obi-Wan' s assault with his own fronta attack.
They now knew where the Syndicat guards were vulnerable, and they did not waste time directing blows
at their armor. Instead, they dashed out at ankles and necks, and managed to flip off the armored visors
s0 they would have clear shotsto disable them.

The Force was around them, guiding them. Obi-Wan felt its power asit battled against the dark side of
the cruel Syndicat guards. Hefdt to good energy of the Phindians at hisback, helping him. Hisblows
landed where he aimed, and he evaded blaster fire with the help of the Force, which told him when to
twist, move, leap, and block.

The success of the Jedi empowered the Phindians. The surged forward, crying in rage. Qui-Gon saw
Baftu suddenly pale asthe line of Syndicat guards broke. Guerrawasthe first to leap forward, a blaster
in one hand and a bowcaster in the other. He drew back the bow of the bowcaster, and the laser shot
out, sraight at Baftu.

Baftu cried out and grabbed a Syndicat guard. He blocked the blow with the guard, who fell. Baftu
turned and ran, with Guerrain pursuit.

Obi-Wan legped over apile of fallen Syndicat guards and took off after Baftu and Guerra. Qui-Gon
evaded ablow from aforce pike easily and swiveled, looking for Paxxi.

He spotted Paxxi and Kaadi off to hisright. They had been surrounded by Syndicat guards with
electro-jabbers. Qui-Gon cut down aguard heading toward him and legped high over whoever wasin
hisway. He hit the ground and used the momentum to leap up onto a partialy collapsed wall.

But hewastoo late. A Syndicat guard jabbed Paxxi, whose arm went numb, and he dropped his
blaster. Kaadi rushed to help Paxxi as another guard fired.

Theblagter fire hit Kaadi, and shefdl. With hisgood arm, Paxxi threw the anti-register device he held at
the guard. Blaster fire hit the device, causing it to ricochet back at the guard. Qui-Gon legped into the
fray, hislightsaber humming. He struck the killing blow at the guard, then turned to the next. Together, he
and Paxxi finished off therest of the guards.



Paxxi knelt by Kaadi.

“Don’'t look so sad,” Kaadi said weskly. “I'm dill dive”

Qui-Gon quickly tossed two blastersto Paxxi. “ Stay with her,” hetold him.

Quickly, heturned and ran. He found amedic who was distributing supplies and directed her toward
Paxxi and Kaadi. Then he headed for the spaceport.

When he reached it, Baftu was surrounded by assassin droids and Syndicat guards. Prince Bgu'sship
stood, half loaded with bacta. While the guards protected Baftu, Phindians hurriedly unloaded the bacta
from the cargo hold under fire. More and more rebels appeared to cover the line of those unloading
bacta. Guerraand Obi-Wan werein thethick of it. Qui-Gon saw the blue glow of Obi-Wan'slightsaber
dashing and jabbing as the boy moved, evading blaster fire.

Qui-Gon hurried to support Obi-Wan. But before he could strike asingle blow, Baftu suddenly turned
and dashed toward the entry ramp of the ship.

“He strying to escape!” Guerra shouted. He turned to the guards. “Y ou see where your leader’ sloyalty
lies—with himsdf only!”

Baftu sscumbled as he reached the ramp. The Syndicat guardsturned. The closest one tackled Baftu and
brought him down. They both rolled to the bottom of the ramp.

Guerrahurried forward. He placed hisblaster againgt Baftu’' shead. “1 arrest you in the name of the
Phindian people,” he cried.

“Kill therebd!” Baftu screamed at the guards.



The Syndicat guards exchanged glances. Their arms dropped to their Sides.

“Destroy him!” Baftu screamed again, thistime to the assassin droids.

But Obi-Wan and Qui-Gon legped as one from opposite ends. Lightsabersflashing, they cut the droids
down liketwigs.

lon engines suddenly roared to life. The ship began to move.

“Prince Bgu,” Obi-Wan said. “He must have escaped from the cargo hold.”

The shiprosedowly, jerkily, intothe air.

“Let himgo,” Qui-Gon said. “Hisfaeliesesawhere”

Chapter 20

The following week, Obi-Wan Qui-Gon, Paxxi and Guerra stood in the town market. Around them the
same stdlsthat had been empty so long were heaped with abundance. Supplies, fresh fruit, circuitsfor
navi-computers, bedding, blankets. Phindians milled about with baskets on their arms brimming with fresh
food and flowers.

Y oda had asked the Jedi to remain on Phindar until the provisona government had been set up. The
process had taken afew daysto arrange. Currently, acodition of former council members and the last
officid governor of Phindar were running the planet’ s affairs. Electionswere planned for the following
month for the next officid governor.

Baftu and histops lieutenants were being held in a high-security prison awaiting trial. Mogt of the
Syndicat guards had been memory-wiped by Baftu, and some had returned to their familiesin hopesthat
love and care would restore any memories remaining.



Obi-Wan and Qui-Gon had met the Derida brothersin the marketplace in order to view Paxxi’s
monument. He had destroyed the memory-wipe droid and mounted the scraps on apedesta for al
Phindiansto see. The shuddered at the Sight of it, and were fervently glad it had been dismantled for
good.

“It was an excdllent idea, good brother,” Guerra said the Paxxi. “Evil must be faced in order to be
conquered.”

“Yes 0, good brother,” Paxxi agreed.

“How isKaadi?” Qui-Gon asked. “Better, | hope.”

Paxxi grinned. “ Already ordering her medics around. Shewill be back at home at the end of the week.”

Guerra glanced around the marketplace, alook of sudden sadness on hisface. “1 am content,” he said.
“Not so, | lie. So much evil has been conquered, yes. But on thisday | hoped aso to have Terrawith us
asshewas.”

“She died as she once was, good brother,” Paxxi said, hisface amirror of Guerra' s sadness. Hedung
hislong arm around his brother. Guerradid the same. They faced each other and sighed.

“We are sad, yet not s0.” Guerrasaid.

“Yessn,” Paxxi said. “Our world isfree, and we have the wise Jedi-Gon and the brave Obawan to
thank.”

“There sonly one problem,” Obi-Wan said. “Now that thereis plenty for all again on Phindar, there's
no black market. What will you do?’



“Excdlent point, Obawan,” Guerrasaid. “I, too, have wondered this. Especidly snce my good brother
destroyed the anti-register device.”

“He saved Kaadi’ s life,” Qui-Gon pointed out.

“Just 50,” Guerraadmitted. “Y et the sale of the device would have brought us grest riches.”

“It would have brought about your downfal,” Obi-Wan said. “ Therewas evil surrounding that device.
Y ou were ableto useit for good. But most would not.”

“Asusud, you are most wise, Obawan,” Guerraadmitted with asigh. “Y et it was so much fortune to
lose”

“And we gill do not know what we shdl do,” Paxxi said. “We have been rebelsfor so long, and thieves
evenlonger. Thereisno placefor us here on our beloved world.”

Qui-Gon looked amused. “I wouldn't say that. What about the upcoming elections? Phindar will need a
new governor. Y ou two are heroes at the moment. Why doesn’t one of you run for the post?’

Guerralaughed. “Me, governor? Ha, | laugh at Jedi-Gon’sjoke! | would make such aterrible politician.
Wait, | lie! | would be magnificent!”

“Y ou would make the better governor, good brother,” Paxxi said. “Wait, | lieaswell! | would be better!
[ shdl run!”

“Well, you'll have to decide between yourselves,” Qui-Gon said. “Itistimefor usto part. Obi-Wan and
| must get to Gala”

“I will takeyou!” Paxxi cried. “It would be my happiness!”



“Thank you, but we have atransport ship,” Qui-Gon said. “Thistime, | would like to reach my
dedtination.”

Guerrareached out to clasp Obi-Wan's hands. “Y ou are my great good friend, Obawan. If you ever
need the service of the new governor of Phindar, you have only to ask.”

“To ask me!” Paxxi ssid cheerfully.

“Not so, my good brother,” Guerrasaid. “Me.”

“Farewdl,” Qui-Gon sad. “Wewill meet again, I'm sure”

The brothers said good-bye by wrapping their long arms around the Jedi at once and squeezing three
times. When Qui-Gon and Obi-Wan waked away, the Derida brothers were still arguing over who
would return for governor.

Qui-Gon was gill smiling asthey headed for the spaceport. “Our next misson will befar more difficult, |
fear, hesad. “But the stability of Gaaiscrucid to this star syssem. We' re needed there more than
ever.”

“I"'m not looking forward to meeting up with Prince Bgju again,” Obi-Wan admitted. “1 hope he doesn’t
winthedection.’

“We are there merely to observe,” Qui-Gon reminded him.

“Yes, that isawaystrue,” Obi-Wan said. “Y et we aways seem to end up in the middle of things”

They entered the spaceport where their transport was waiting.



“I'm glad of one thing, Padawan,” Qui-Gon said. “Y ou have held on to your memories.”

“Y our river stone helped me,” Obi-Wan said, placing his hand over hisinner pocket. “1 did not redize
the stone was Force-sendtive. | should have known you would have given me something of great value’

“Force-sengitive?’ Qui-Gon frowned. “What do you know. | thought it wasjust a pretty rock.”

Ohbi-Wan gave him astartled glance. Qui-Gon'’ s face wasimpassive as he strode toward the transport.
Was his Magter kidding or serious? He had no idea.

They started up the entry ramp. A smile stole over Obi-Wan'sface. Another misson lay ahead. Perhaps
through itstrials he would grow to understand Qui-Gon. But somehow he thought not. It would likey
take alifetime before he figured his Master out.



