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The starfighter darted closer to the surface of the planet Melida/Daan.

On the rugged terrain below, vast structures made of ebony stone hugged the ground, laid out in
enormous perfect squares without windows or doors.

Obi-Wan Kenobi studied them through the viewscreen as he piloted the craft. "What do you think they
ae?' he asked Qui-Gon Jinn. "I've never seen anything like them.”

"l don't know," the Jedi Knight replied, studying the landscape with keen blue eyes.” Storage
warehouses, perhaps, or military ingalations.”

"They could conceal tracking devices," Obi-Wan observed.

"I'm not picking up anything on the scanner. But let'sfly lower just in case.”

Without dowing, Obi-Wan piloted the craft closer to the planet's surface. Rocks and vegetation rushed
past the viewscreen. With the engines at full power Obi-Wan kept atight grip on the controls. Onetiny
adjustment could send them crashing.

"If wefly any lower, I'll be able to do amolecular scan of the topsoil,” Qui-Gon remarked dryly from



the copilot's seet. "Y ou're flying too low at this speed, Padawan. If we come across astray boulder, we
may end up making an unscheduled crash landing.”

Histone was mild, but Obi-Wan knew Qui-Gon would accept no argument.

Obi-Wanwas Qui-Gon's Jedi apprentice, and one of the Jedi rules was not to question the order of a
Madter.

Reluctantly, Obi-Wan eased up dightly on the controls. The starfighter rose afew meters. Qui-Gon
sared steadily ahead, sill searching for a placeto land. They were reaching the outskirts of Zehava, the
main city on the planet of Meida/Daan, and it was crucid that their arriva be unnaticed.

The bloody civil war on Mdida/Daan had been raging for thirty years. It was a continuation of a conflict
that had lasted for centuries. The two warring peoples, the Melida and the Daan, couldn't even agree on
aname for their planet. The Mdidacdled it Melidaand the Daan called it Daan. In acompromise, the
Galactic Senate used both names separated by a dash mark.

Every town and city on the planet was hotly contested, with territory taken and lost in a continuing
series of battles. The capital city of Zehavawas under siege much of the time, as the boundaries between
Daan and Méelida congtantly shifted.

Obi-Wan knew that Jedi Master Y oda was depending on them for successin thismission. He had
chosen carefully among the many Jedi. This mission was important to him. Weeks ago, one of his
brightest pupils, the Jedi Knight Tahl, had come to Melida/Daan as aguardian of peace.

Tahl was renowned among the Jedi Knightsfor her diplomatic skills. The two sides had been closeto a
settlement when war broke out again. Tahl had been badly wounded and captured by the Melida

Just days ago, Y oda had succeeded in getting a message through to his origind contact, aMdida
named Wehutti. Wehutti had agreed to smuggle Obi-Wan and Qui-Gon into the city and help them to
work for Tahl'srelease.

The mission ahead was more difficult and dangerous than usua, Obi-Wan knew. Thistime, the Jedi had
not been invited to settle adispute. They were unwelcome. Thelast Jedi envoy had been captured,

perhaps killed.

He glanced over at his Master. Qui-Gon's cam, steady gaze swept the landscape ahead. He betrayed
no agitation or worry that Obi-Wan could see.

One of the many things Obi-Wan admired about Master Qui-Gon was his composure. He had wanted
to become Qui-Gon's Padawan because Qui-Gon was well respected for his bravery, skill, and ability

with the Force. Although they sometimes had their differences, Obi-Wan had a deep respect for the Jedi
Master.

"Do you seethat canyon?' Qui-Gon asked, leaning forward and pointing. "'If you can land between the
walls, we can hide the garfighter there. It'satight fit."

"I candoit," Obi-Wan promised. Keeping his speed steady, he dipped down lower.

"Sow down," Qui-Gon warned.



"l can makeit," Obi-Wan said, gritting his teeth. He was one of the better pilots at theJediTemple. Why
did Qui-Gon adways have to correct him?

He zoomed into the small clearing with only a centimeter to spare. But at the last moment - too late - he
saw that one of the cliffs had asmall outcropping. A groaning sound filled the cockpit asthe Sde of the

ship scraped againgt it.

Obi-Wan st the craft down and powered down the engines. He did not want to look at Qui-Gon. But
he knew that being a Jedi meant taking respongbility for every mistake. He met his Magter's gaze
quarely.

He was relieved to see amusement in Qui-Gon's eyes. "At least we didn't promise to return the
garfighter without a scratch,” he said.

Obi-Wan grinned. They had borrowed the transport from Queen Veda on the planet Gala, where they
had successfully completed their last mission.

Asthey climbed down from the starfighter onto the rocky terrain of Melida/Daan, Qui-Gon paused.
"Thereisagrest disturbance in the Force on thisworld,”" he murmured. "Hatred rules this place.

"Yes, | fed it,"” Obi-Wan said.

"We must be very careful here, Padawan. When so much volatile emotion is packed into aplace, itis
hard to keep your distance. Remember you are a Jedi. Y ou are here to observe and to help where you
can. Our missonisto return Tahl totheTemple "

"Yes Master."

The underbrush wasthick and leafy, and it was easy to drag large branches and cover the starfighter. It
would not bevisiblefrom theair.

Shouldering their surviva packs, the two Jedi headed toward the outskirts of Zehava. They had been
instructed to approach from the west, where Wehuitti would meet them at aMéida-controlled gate.

It was adusty hike through hills and canyons. At last the towers and buildings of thewalled city were
before them. They had kept off the main road, keepingto open country, and now they looked down at
the city from anearby diff.

Keeping low to the ground, Obi-Wan scanned the desolate outskirts of the city. He saw no people on
the streets. There was only one entrance to the city on the main road. At the break in the thick wall a
guardhouse stood, bristling with laser cannonstrained on the road. Two tall deflection towers flanked the
guardhouse. Behind the wall they could glimpse the buildings perched on the steep hills of the city. Close
to thewall wasalong, low building of black stone, with no windows or doors.

"It'sasmaler verson of those square buildings we saw from the air,” Obi-Wan observed.
Qui-Gon nodded. "It could be amilitary building of some kind. And those deflection towers mean that
thereisaparticle shied in place. If we attempt to enter without permission, well be blasted with laser

fire"

"What should we do?' Obi-Wan asked. "We don't want to approach unless we're sure Wehutti is



there"

Qui-Gon dug in hissurviva pack for apair of eectrobinoculars. He trained them on the guardhouse.
"I've got worse news," he said. "l see aDaan flag. That means either the whole city is now controlled by
the Daan, or the entranceis.”

"And Wehutti isaMédida." Obi-Wan groaned. " So therésno way in."

Qui-Gon scuttled back to remove himsdlf from sight. He did the electrobinoculars back into his pack.
"Thereisdwaysaway, Padawan,” he said. "Wehutti told usto approach from the west. If wefollow the
perimeter, we might find an unguarded area. Perhaps he's on the lookout. Once we're away from that
guard tower, we can get closer.”

Keeping to the cover of the shadow of the cliffs, Obi-Wan and Qui-Gon made their painstaking way
around the city'swalls. When they were out of the guardhouse's sight, they moved closer. Qui-Gon's
keen eyes swept every meter of the wall, searching for abreak. Obi-Wan knew he was using the Force
to test the way ahead, hoping to sense abreak in the particle shield. Obi-Wan tried to do the same, but
he could only fed glimmersof resstance.

"Wait," Qui-Gon said suddenly. He stopped and held up ahand. "Here. Therésabreak inthe shied.”

"Theré's another one of those black buildings,” Obi-Wan pointed out. The long, low building sat next to
thewadl on the city side.

"| till don't know what they are, but | suggest we avoid them,” Qui-Gon remarked. "Well scalethe
wall near those trees.”

"Well need the Force,” Obi-Wan said, eyeing the high wall.

"Y es, but a carbon rope would help, too,” Qui-Gon said, smiling. He put his pack down,then leaned
over to root through it. "Well need yours, too, Padawan."

Obi-Wan stepped closer to Qui-Gon, swinging his pack off his shoulder to the ground. His boots
suddenly hit something with a clang. He looked down and saw he had displaced some dirt ontop of a
metal plate. "Look, Master,” he said. "I wonder what this-"

Hedidn't get achanceto finish. Energy bars suddenly rose from the ground, trapping them. Before they
could move, the metdl plate did open, and they fell into an abyss below.

Obi-Wanweas fdling through some sort of metd tube. Hetried to dow his descent with his hedls, but
they only clattered againgt the rough meta surface. His speed increased, and he tumbled forward, hitting
his head on the edge of the tube and then spilling out onto adirt floor.

Helay for amoment, stunned. Qui-Gon picked himself up immediately, hislightsaber in hand. He sood
over Obi-Wan in case he needed protection.

"I'madl right," Obi-Wan said, hishead clear ing. He struggled to hisfeet, grabbing his lightsaber ashe
did so. "Where are we?'

"In some sort of holding cell," Qui-Gon answered. Smooth durasted walls surrounded them. Therewas
no crack or openingthat Obi-Wan could see.



"Weretrapped,” he said. Hisvoice bounced off the walls, sounding hollow.
"No, Padawan,” Qui-Gon said quietly." There is more than one entrance to this cell.”
"How do you know?"

"Becausewe are not thefirst tofal into it." Qui-Gon explored thetiny space, using his lightsaber for
illumination. "The tube we fdl down is battered, and the dirt is disturbed by other footprints. The others
have been taken out somehow, and it would be impossible to do so from the way we camein. Thistrap
isengineered to capture, not kill. There must be another door. Besides," he added, "there are no bones
or remains. That means that whoever set the trap removes who they capture.”

"Eventudly,” Obi-Wan muttered. His ssomach was empty, and he wished held had time to eat before
hed |eft the starfighter. "1 lost my surviva pack,” he told Qui-Gon. "It's on the surface.

"Mineisaswell. Well haveto use our lightsabers," Qui-Gon replied.

Obi-Wan had food in mind more than illumination, but he followed Qui-Gon's example and activated his
lightsaber. He held it close to the walls surrounding him, examining them. As he worked, he felt the Force
begin to move between them, filling the space.

Hedearly saw every irregularity in the seemingly smooth walls. He searched for a hidden seam, sure
now that they would find one. All he had to do was trust the Force.

Asastudent at theTemple, he had been mystified by the Force. He knew he was Force-sensitive - it
waswhy he had been chosen to study at theTemple as a child. But throughout histraining, he often found
the Force elusive and unreliable. He was able to tap into it, but not every time he wanted to. When he
did, he could not contral it.

With Qui-Gon, he had learned that it was not his job to control it, but to join it. Now he could rely on it
to guide him, give him strength and vision. He was beginning to understand how deeply it pulsed, how
steady apresenceit was. AsaJedi, he had constant accessto it It was the greatest gift he could imagine
being given.

"Here," Qui-Gon said quietly.

At firgt, Obi-Wan could not see anything. But then he noticed thetiny hairline crack in the even surface
of thewall.

Qui-Gon moved his hand over the seam. "Of course the locking deviceis on the other side,” he mused.
"I'm assumingit's blast-proof. But I'm aso assuming that no Jedi has ever been trapped here before.™

Together, Obi-Wan and Qui-Gon moved the beams of their lightsabers down the outline of the door.
The sabers cut through the metal, which curled back like atender green leaf. A smal opening was
exposed.

Qui-Gon squeezed through, and Obi-Wan followed. He found himself in a short, narrow tunnel, which
led to what he sensed was a huge space. It was pitch-dark, a darkness so black it held no shadows.
Even the glow of hislightsaber seemed swallowed up by the absolute darkness.



They stopped, listening carefully. But not a sound moved through the space. Obi-Wan could not even
hear his breathing, or Qui-Gon's. Jedi are trained to dow their breath so they make no sound, even when
they are under pressure or stress.

"I think we are done," Qui-Gon said quietly. His voice echoed, confirming Obi-Wan's belief that they
were in awide, open space.

They moved forward cautioudy, lightsabers held in defensive position. Obi-Wan felt atrickle of
perspiration snake down the back of his neck. Something was wrong here. He could fed it.

"The Forceisdark," Qui-Gon murmured. "Angry. Yet | don't fed aliving Force here.”

Obi-Wan nodded. He could not have put hisfinger on what he felt, but Qui-Gon had been ableto.
Some deep-rooted evil was here, yet he did not fed aliving pulse around him.

Obi-Wan'sfoot hit aledge that he hadn't been able to see. He reached out to steady himsdlf against a
stone column. In that split-second of lost concentration, aflicker of movement came from hisright.

He whirled, lightsaber held high. A warrior appeared, moving quickly toward him from the deep
shadows, his blaster aimed straight at Obi-Wan's heart.

Obi-Wan sprang, hislightsaber dashing forward. The beam did not meet flesh or bone, but passed
harmlesdy through thefigure.

Surprised, Obi-Wan whirled to the left to launch another attack, but Qui-Gon stopped him.
"Y ou cannot fight this enemy, Padawan,” Qui-Gon said.
Obi-Wan looked closer. Thewarrior, he realized, was ahologram.

Suddenly, avoice boomed out. "I am Quin-tama, Captain of the Mdida Liberation Force." The
hologram moved his blaster to hisside. "Tomorrow will commence the Twenty-First Baitle of Zehava. It
will doom our Daan enemies to destruction once and for dl, and we shal achieve gloriousvictory. We
shdl recapture the city that we founded athousand years ago. All Mdidawill livein peace.

"Twenty-FrgBattle of Zehava?' Obi-Wan whispered to Qui-Gon.

"The city has changed hands many times over the years,” Qui-Gon remarked. "L ook at hisblaster. It's
an old modd. I'd say fifty years or more."

"I look forward to glorioustotd victory," the ghostly figure continued. "And yet thereisachancethat in
achieving that victory | will die. | accept my death willingly, as does my wife Pinani, who fights by my
gde. But for my children ..." The booming voice fatered for only amoment. ... My children, Renel and
Wunana, | leave the memory of the ancestors | have shared with them, the stories of our long persecution
by the Daan. | saw my father killed, and | will avenge hisdegath. | saw my village starved, and | will
avenge my neighbors. Remember me, my children. And remember what | have suffered at the hands of
the Daan. If | die, pick up my wegpon and avenge me as | have avenged my family." Abruptly, the

hologram disappeared.

"I guess he didn't makeit," Obi-Wan said. He crouched down to astone marker. "He died in that
baitle



Qui-Gon moved past the marker and cameto the next. A large golden ball was mounted on acolumn
next to it. He placed hishand onit.

Immediately, another hologram rose from its marker like aghost.
"I must have triggered the first one when | sumbled,” Obi-Wan said.

The second hologram was awoman. Her tunic was torn and stained, her hair clipped short. She carried
aforce pike and had one blaster strapped to a hip, another to athigh.

"I am Pinani, widow of Quintama, daughter of the great heroes Bichaand Tiraca. Tonight we march on
the town of Bin to avenge the Battle of Zehava. Our supplies have been depleted. Our weapons are low.
Most of usdied in the glorious battle to retake our beloved city of Zehavafrom the ruthless Daan. There
isno chancethat our battle will succeed, yet wewill fight for justice and vengeance againgt the enemy
who persecutes us. My husband died before my eyes. My father and mother died when the Daan
marched into our village and rounded them up and killed them. And so | say to you, my children, Renel
and Wunang, do not forget us. Fight on. Avengethis great terrible wrong. | will die bravely. | diefor
you."

The hologram blinked out. Obi-Wan crossed to the next marker. "Renel and Wunana both died only
three yearslater in the Twenty-Second Battle of Zehava," he said. "They were barely older than me."

He turned and met Qui-Gon's eyes. "What kind of placeisthis?' he asked.

"A mausoleum,” Qui-Gon said." A place for the dead to rest. But here on Melida/Daan, the memories
stay dive. Look." Qui-Gon pointed to the offerings that they now saw heaped on pedestalsin front of the
columns. The flowers were fresh, the trays of seeds and cups of water replenished.

They waked down the aides, past row after row of graves, activating hologram after hologram. The
vadt, echoing space filled with the voices of the dead. They saw generationstell their stories of blood and
vengeance.

They heard tales of whole villages starved and then daughtered, children torn from their mother'sarms,
mass executions, forced marches that ended in suffering and more degth.

"The Daan sound like abloodthirsty people,” Obi-Wan remarked. The accounts of suffering and agony
had moved through him like growing pain from adeep wound.

"We'rein aMédidamausoleum,” Qui-Gon replied. "I wonder what the Daan haveto say."

"There are S0 many dead,” Obi-Wan observed. "But theres no clear reason why they fight.Battle
follows battle, each one conducted to avenge the one before. What isthe red dispute?!

"Perhagpsthey haveforgotten it,” Qui-Gon said. "The hatred is bred in their bones. Now they fight over
meters of territory, or to avenge awrong that happened a hundred years before.”

Obi-Wan shivered. The damp, cold air had invaded hisbody. Hefelt cut away from therest of the
galaxy. Hisworld had funneled down into this black, shadowy space full of blood, revenge, and desth.
"Our mission here hasn't even begun, and dready | have seen enough suffering to last alifetime.”



Qui-Gon's gaze was sad. "There are some worlds that manage to hold onto peace for centuries,
Padawan. But | am afraid that many have seen terrible wars that scar the memories of each generation. It
has dways been."

"W, I've seen enough for now," Obi-Wan said. "Let'sfind the way out.”

They waked quickly now, hurrying past the markers, searching for an exit. At last they saw asquare of
brightness ahead. It was adoor fashioned from atranducent materia that emitted awhite glow.

Qui-Gon pressed the exit indicator light, and they spilled out into the weak sunshinewith relief. They
remained in the shadow of the doorway, scanning the immediate area before moving on.

The mausoleum was perched on aridge. Ahead of them rose asteep hill that ended in an overhanging
cliff. A path wound through gardensto their |eft, awall to their right.

"l guesswe haveto go that way," Obi-Wan said, pointing to the path.

"I suppose,” Qui-Gon said. Sill, he hesitated, his keen gaze searching the steep hillside in front of them.
"But I-"

Suddenly, the dirt exploded in front of Obi-Wan'sfest.

"Sniperd” Qui-Gon ydled. "Take cover!™

The blaster fire came from the top of the overhanging cliff. Obi-Wan and Qui-Gon legped to the top of
thewall on thar right. Chips of stone splintered and flew as blaster fire ripped into the wal. Qui-Gon
took a split-second to balance and survey what lay below. Then he leaped down, Obi-Wan directly
behind him.

They landed in asmd|l areawith humming banks of machinery. Walls surrounded them on three sides,
the mausoleum building on the other. They would be trapped here under fire, but at least the blagter fire
could not reach them. Qui-Gon wondered flestingly if the sniperswould get bored and go away.

Unfortunatdly, in hislong experience, snipers never got bored and went away.

Qui-Gon examined the machinery. "These must be the heating and cooling units for the building,” he
observed as blaster fire continued to rip over their heads.

"At least were out of theline of fire" Obi-Wan said.

"I'm afraid we have abigger problem,” Qui-Gon said. He bent down to examine ameta tank. "Thisis
full of proton fudl. If the blaster fire hitsit, well be blown from here back to the starship.”

He exchanged a concerned glance with Obi-Wan. They would have to expose themselvesto the
snipers. They could not remain here and continue to draw fire.

"L et's see what's on the other side of that wall," Qui-Gon said, indicating the wall opposite to the one
they had leaped over.

Obi-Wan and Qui-Gon summoned the Force. When Qui-Gon felt it grow and pulse around them, he
jumped, aong with Obi-Wan. Asthey legped into midair, they took aquick survey of what lay onthe



other sde, blaster fire suddenly intensifying around them. Qui-Gon deflected it with hislightsaber.
They fell back to the ground.
"It'sabig drop down to that ravine," Obi-Wan reported to Qui-Gon. "Do you think we can make it?"

"The ground looks soft," Qui-Gon said. "That could help our landing, but if it's swampy, we could bein
trouble. We don't want to be swallowed by abog. Remember that the terrain of Melida/Daan can be
treacherous.”

"At least well surprise the snipers,” Obi-Wan pointed out. "They won't expect ustorisk it.”

Qui-Gon nodded. "We can work our way around the cliff and scale it from the other sdeto surprise
them further. The brush will cover us. They won't know which way we went, and probably won't expect
usto attack."

"The only dternative, Master, isto go back over the wall. Once we made it to that path, we'd have
shdlter in the gardens.™

Qui-Gon paused, thinking of their next move. While he considered the odds, he thought about the way
he and Obi-Wan had come to function together as a unit. Though at timestheir relations could be bumpy,
under pressure their rhythm matched, their thoughts clicked. He admired his Padawan's ability to operate
on dl levels. Even under great pressure, Obi-Wan could strategize, cal culate odds and opportunities, and
make ajoke.

"If wetry for the gardens, welose the eement of surprise,”" Qui-Gon said findly. "Remember this,
Padawan: when oneis outnumbered, surpriseisyour best dly. Let'stry theravine.”

Blagter fire pinged against metal, and Qui-Gon flicked an apprehensive gaze at the proton gastank. "'l
think it'stime we left. Don't forget there's aline of shrubs at the immediate bottom of the dope on the
other sde. Make your jump aswide asyou can.”

Qui-Gon reached out for the Force. It was dways there, ready for him to tap into. It was his
companion as much as Obi-Wanwas . He pictured the leap he would have to make. Nothing was
impossible when the Force was near. His body would do what it needed to do.

They backed up asfar asthey could for arunning start. Then they ran forward three quick steps and
took the leap. They cleared thewall eadly - the Force and the momentum sent them sailing through the
air, over the steep dopeinto theravine.

Qui-Gon fdt the swampy ground move under hisfeet as helanded, but it did not suck him down.
Obi-Wan landed softly ashort distance behind him.

"Hurry, Padawan,” Qui-Gon urged.

Mud sucked at their boots, hampering their progress as they struggled to make their way around the
cliff face. They could hear the blaster fire and then the thump of a proton grenade exploding. Qui-Gon
turned. The grenade had falen just short of the walled enclosure. But if one scored adirect hit on the
proton fud tank, it could help them. An explosion would be good cover for asuccessful assaullt.

At last they made it to the opposite side of the cliff. Here, the rocky ground sloped sharply upward. It



would be asteep climb, but at least the ground was firm.

Obi-Wan moved quickly and tirdessy beside him, his physica strength backed by his strong will.
Obi-Wan would learn grace as he grew older, Qui-Gon knew.

They dowed their ascent asthey grew closer to the top of the hill. Surprise was not only helpful, but
necessary. They had no idea how many snipersthey would find.

When they were close to the top, Qui-Gon gave the signal and they dropped to their knees. They lay
flat,then squirmed up the remaining distance on their somachs. Qui-Gon guided them to the shelter of a
cluster of bouldersat the hill's edge.

Four sniperswere lined up on the cliff face, laying flat with their blasters pointed toward the mausoleum.
Not bad odds for a Jedi, Qui-Gon thought.

Silently, he drew hislightsaber. Obi-Wan did the same. At Qui-Gon's nod, the two of them leaped up,
activating their lightsabers a the same time. They made barely awhisper of sound asthey moved.

Qui-Gon headed for the largest, strongest-looking sniper. Obi-Wan legped toward the sniper about to
fireablagter rifle. With asingle blow of Obi-Wan's lightsaber, the blaster rifle cracked in two.

Qui-Gon struck down at the largest sniper's wegpon, and the blaster flew from his hand. The sniper
rolled away to avoid the next blow, kicking out at Qui-Gon as he did so. The blow connected, sending
fire through Qui-Gon's ribcage and surprising him. He was aso surprised to note the sniper had only one
am,

A third sniper moved toward Qui-Gon with avibro-shiv. Qui-Gon turned quickly to hisleft to avoid the
blade, dashing down with hislightsaber to disarm the sniper. Obi-Wan launchedhimsdf at the fourth
sniper and kicked hisblagter rifle off the cliff.

Qui-Gon somersaulted backward as the one-armed sniper fired from ablaster he'd retrieved from an
ankle holgter. The blaster fire just missed him. The second sniper, who had lost his vibro-shiv, threw a
proton grenade at Qui-Gon. The Jedi Knight legped out of theway, and it sailed over the cliff.

Qui-Gon whirled to disarm his one-armed opponent, but suddenly he was shaken by an enormous
explosion. The grenade had hit the proton gas tank. Qui-Gon felt air move againgt his skin like awall of
fire. His Jedi reflexes helped him stand his ground. Obi-Wanwas a so prepared. But the fourth sniper lost
his balance with a cry, tumbling over the edge of the cliff. He grabbed aroot and hoisted himsdf uneasily
back to safety. Obi-Wan hovered over him, lightsaber ready, prepared to defendhimsdf if necessary.

Qui-Gon's one-armed adversary kept his blaster steady. He was alittle older than Qui-Gon.
Underneath his plastoid armor his body was lean and strong. Synth-flesh covered one cheek. Qui-Gon
guessed it had been recently gpplied sinceit did not have achanceto knit into living flesh.

The one-armed man's eyes flicked to Qui-Gon's wegpon, and he laughed. "Is that the famous lightsaber
I've heard so much about?’

Surprised to findhimsdf having a conversation with aman desperately trying to kill him, Qui-Gon
nodded.

Theman grinned."Jedi! We thought you were Daan!"



Qui-Gon did not lower hislightsaber.

The man tossed hisblaster aside. "Relax, Jedi. By the strength of our mothers and the valor of our
fathers, thisisno trick. | am your contact, Wehutti. So you're here after al!"

"We were told to meet you on the outskirts of Zehava," Qui-Gon remarked as he deactivated his
lightsaber.

"| gpologizefor failing to meet you," Wehutti said, striding forward to greet them. "The message |
received from theTemple was garbled. The despicable and evil Daan often jam communications. | sent
back amessage | would meet with Jedi representatives, hoping | would get further ingtructions. Right
now, we are in the sector that the Daan plundered from us in the Twenty-Second battle. Until we have
our vengeance, they control the outskirts of the city. I've been sneaking over for three days now, hoping |
would find you somehow." He extended his pam outward in theloca greeting. "'Y ou must be Qui-Gon
Jm"

"Thisis my apprentice, Obi-Wan Kenobi," Qui-Gon said.

Obi-Wan bowed to Wehutti. He was grateful that they had found their contact. They had barely been
on Mdida/Daan for an hour, and it was dready apparent what atreacherous placeit was.

Wehuitti introduced his comrades as Moahdi, Kgas, and Herut. Herut clutched his sore wrist and
glowered at Obi-Wan, who tried to look friendly.

"It gppears we are lucky to have found you," Qui-Gon said. "If the Daan control the perimeter, I'm
surprised you would venture so far.”

Wehuitti'sfriendly face grew stony. "In the vdiant spirit of our honored ancestors, we must protect our
Hall of Evidence”

"Hall of Evidence?' Obi-Wan asked.

Wehutti gestured at the black monoalith below where Qui-Gon and Obi-Wan had wandered. "It is
where we store the honored memories of our glorious dead. They are dl warriors and heroes. If the
lowlife Daan had their way, they would destroy our most sacred places. We need to show them they
cannot enter.”

"So the Melidaand the Daan are il a war," Qui-Gon said.

"No, we have a cease-fire at the moment,” Wehutti said. He drew acirclein the dirt with the toe of his
boot, then alarger circlearound it.

"The bloodthirsty Daan drove the Melida from their homes and contained them here, in the Inner Hub."
He pointed to the inner circle. "The barbarians surround us on theOuter Circle.. But victory will come
one day. We shdl retake Zehava. Block by block we will move outward.”

Qui-Gon eyed the blaster on the ground. "Y ou have a cease-fire, but | see you till shoot.”

"The day | put down my weapon isthe day that the Mdidaare free,” Wehutti said quietly.



"What about Jedi Knight Tahl?" Qui-Gon asked. "Do you have news?'

Wehuitti nodded. "I have spoken to the Mdidaleaders. They have come to see that holding a Jedi will
not help our cause. A bit more negotiation might be called for, but | have every certainty that she will be
released to your care.

"That isgood news," Qui-Gon said.

Wehutti nodded. "Now we must go. It isn't safe here. Like our martyred ancestors, we are in danger
every moment." He turned to Moahdi, Kgjas, and Herut. " Gather the wegpons. Seeif you can find the
blagter rifle below. I'll see you back in the Hub."

His three companions hurried off, gathering up the vibro-shiv and a damaged blaster before they | €ft.
Wehuitti picked up hisblaster and returned it to its holster. "We are very low on weapons,” he explained
to the Jedi. "Even damaged ones must be salvaged for the day of our vengeance."

"Areyou low on med supplies aswell?" Qui-Gon asked.
Wehutti nodded and pointed to his absent arm. "No plastoid limbs available, I'm afraid. Some were
lucky to get them, but many were not. We ran through everything we had after the last battle of Zehava,

and the government has no money to order more. But | do all right. The sacrifice of my people means
morethan my pan."

Qui-Gon touched the spot where Wehuitti had hit him and winced. "Y ou do just fine" hetold hisformer
attacker.

Wehuitti led them back down the rocky dope and turned down a path that ran behind houses at the
edge of apark. The park wasfilled with damaged and rusting starfighters and floaters.

"The Daan don't seem to have funds, either,” Qui-Gon noted.

"Thelast war bankrupted both sides," Wehuiti said cheerfully. "At least we're even.” He handed the Jedi
two yellow discs. "In case we're stopped, these are forged Daan identity cards. But |et's hope we're not

stopped.”

Wehuitti led them down twisting aleyways and through the rear gardens of grand houses, down tiny
streets and over rooftops. If they saw people ahead, they ducked into the shadows of buildings, or
samply turned in the opposite direction. A finerain began to fal, keeping most people off the streets.

"Y ou know the city well," Qui-Gon observed.

Wehutti's mouth twisted. "I lived in this area as ayoung man. Now | am forbidden to come here.”

At last they reached a desolate area. The buildings were bombed out, the windows shattered.

"This used to be aMélida neighborhood,” Wehutti explained. *Now the Daan contral it, but no one will
live here. Too closeto Medidaterritory."

They hurried down the street. Ahead was atall fence with two deflection towers flankingit. Cannons
weretrained at the street ahead.



"Don't worry,” Wehutti said. "The guards know me."

They walked past the checkpoint with Wehutti giving a casud wave to the guards. They saluted him
respectfully. Obi-Wan noted that they were older, possibly in their sixties. They seemed old to be guards.

Oncein Mélidaterritory, Obi-Wan tried to relax, but his nerveswere fill jumping. Hefelt just as
apprehensive as he had in Daan territory. Maybe it was the severe disturbances he could fed inthe
Force. Qui-Gon strode by hisside, hisface impassive, but Obi-Wan knew his Master was dert and
watchful.

Barricades and checkpoints were set up at dmost every block. He could see the evidence of battles
fought here: blaster and grenade blasts pockmarked the buildings, and many werein ruins. Everyone he
saw on the streets carried wegponsin plain view. It waslike the planets held heard about in the far
reaches of the galaxy, where no laws were followed.

"We noticed other Halls of Evidence aswe flew over Mdida/Daan,” Qui-Gon remarked to Wehuitti.

"We cdl our world Mdlida," Wehuitti corrected Qui-Gon in afriendly way. "We do not link our greet
tradition to that of thefilthy Daan. Y es, even the Daan have Halls of Evidence. Evidence of their lies, we
say. We Mdidavisit our ancestors every week to hear their stories. We bring our children so we keep
alivethe higtory of injustices the Mdidahave suffered at the hands of the Daan. Nobody forgets.
Nobody will ever forget.”

Obi-Wan fdt achill at Wehutti's grim words. Even if the Daan were as bad as he said, how could they
continue to wage battle after battle when they were destroying their world piece by piece? He could see
that Zehava had once been abeautiful city. Now it wasaruin. By building these enormous Halls of
Evidence, werethey keeping history aive, or destroying their civilization?

And there was something el se that was wrong here, Obi-Wan thought. Something that hovered at the
back of his mind, something he couldn't quite place.

Obi-Wan's gaze moved absently down the street to agroup of Melidas sitting outside at acafe. The
window of the restaurant had been blown out, and afire had destroyed the interior, but the owner had
St out tables and chairs on the walkway outside. A few tubs of blooming plants with bright red flowers
struggled to add a cheerful note next to the bomb-blasted building.

Suddenly, Obi-Wan redlized what was wrong. He hadn't seen anyone on the streets ol der than twenty
or younger than fifty or so. Modtly, the Streets were crowded with eders and young people like himsdlf.
He had seen no men or women of Qui-Gon's age except for Wehuitti. Even the other snipers had been
elders, heredlized. Were the mid-life people dl working, or gathered somewhere for ameeting?

"Wehutti, where are dl the middlie-aged people?' Obi-Wan asked curioudly.

"They'redead,” Wehutti said flatly.

Even Qui-Gon looked startled. "The wars have wiped out the middle generation?”

"The Daan have wiped out the middle generation,” Wehuitti corrected grimly.

Obi-Wan had noticed the same lack of the middle generation in the Daan sector, but he didn't mention it
to Wehuitti. Obvioudly, the hatred of the Daan ran so deep in Wehuiti that he could see no other sides of



the story.

Asthey passed the blown-out cafe, Obi-Wan noticed graffiti on apartialy destroyed wall. Scrawled in
blazing red paint were thewords THE Y OUNG WILL RISE! WE ARE EVERY ONE!

They turned a corner and walked through a neighborhood that had once prospered. Asthey made their
way through the barricades onto once-pleasant squares, Obi-Wan noticed more graffiti. It all repeated
what he'd seen on the cafe wall.

"Who arethe Young?' he asked Wehuitti, pointing to the graffiti. "Isit some organized group?'

Wehuitti frowned." Jugt kids, fooling around. It isn't enough that we have to live in Daan-destroyed
homes and gardens. Our own children have to make our surroundings worse by defacing them. Ah, here
weae."

He stopped in front of a once-luxurious mansion. A solid durasteel wall had been erected around it. It
was topped with coils of electro-wire. The windows were barred and Obi-Wanwas sure they would
release an electro-chargeif touched. The house was now afortress.

Wehutti stopped in front of the gate and pressed his eye againgt the iris-reader. The gate clicked open
and he gestured for themto go inside.

They stepped into awalled courtyard. In front of the house was arack filled with weapons.

"I'm afraid you must leave your lightsabers here," Wehuitti said apologeticaly. He unstrapped hisown
wegpons from their holsters. "Thisis Melida headquarters. It's awegpon-free zone."

Qui-Gonhesitated a fraction. Obi-Wan waited to see what he would do. A Jedi is never separated from
hisor her lightsaber.

"I'm sorry, but if you break this rule the negotiations will go badly for you," Wehuitti said in aconciliatory
tone. "They need proof of your trust Snceyou ask for theirs. But it isyour decision.”

Sowly, Qui-Gon withdrew hislightsaber. He nodded at Obi-Wan to do the same. He dipped it into the
rack, then took Obi-Wan's and dipped it next to his.

Wehutti smiled. "I'm sure thiswill go smoothly. Thisway."

Qui-Gon gestured for Obi-Wan to step in firgt as he gathered the folds of his cloak more closely around
him. Wehutti followed directly behind them.

The halway was dark, the stone floor pitted with holes. Wehuitti led the way to aroom on the left. Dark
materid was hung over the windows, shutting out any light. A lamp in one corner emitted atiny glow that
failed to chase away the shadows.

Ohbi-Wan made out agroup of men and women sitting at along table against the wall. They appeared to
bewaiting for them.

"The MdidaCouncil," Wehuitti explained to them in awhisper. "They rulethe Melidapeople.” He
closed the heavy door behind them with a clang. Obi-Wan heard alock spring. He glanced at Qui-Gon,
trying to read if hisMagter felt the samejolt of apprehension.



"I have returned, comrades,” Wehutti announced. He spread his arms to indicate Obi-Wan and
Qui-Gon. "And | have brought two more Jedi hostages for our grand cause!”

Wehuitti had bardly finished speaking when Qui-Gon moved. His lightsaber was activated and in his
hand while the smile il beamed on Wehuiti's face. Qui-Gon whirled, striking Wehutti on the shoulder.
At the same time, he tossed Obi-Wan's lightsaber to him, hoping the boy was prepared to catchiit.

Qui-Gon had been ready for Wehuitti's betraya. He did not need the Force to tell him that Wehuitti had
led them into atrap. Hisingtincts had told him so before they had even reached the gates of the Inner
Hub. When Wehuitti had asked them to |leave their wespons, Qui-Gon had only feigned his hesitation. He
had foreseen the request and was aready planning to get around it. It had been easy to unfurl hiscloak to
cover hisrecapture of the lightsabers. Even clever men can see only what they want to see. Wehuitti had
aready been congratulating himsdf on hisown ingenuity in luring the Jedi into histrap.

Wehutti fell with acry of rage and pain. Obi-Wan activated hislightsaber.

"Thedoor," Qui-Gon said to him, and prepared to defendhimsdf againgt the group seated at the table.
Severd had hdf-risen, but the remaining Melidawere till too shocked to react.

He heard Obi-Wan strike ablow to the lock. Two warriors, aman and awoman, had been quicker to
react than the others. They started toward Qui-Gon, blastersin hand.

Suddenly, alight blazed on. Obi-Wan must have activated the lighting while he struggled with the door.
It was better not to fight in the dark, though every Jedi istrained to be able to do so.

Qui-Gon suppressed agtart of surprise when the Melida soldierswere fully revealed. All of them had
aready been severdy wounded. He saw evidence of synth-flesh covering faces and exposed skin, as
wdll as plastoid limbs. Two of the group wore breath-masks.

The Mdidaand the Daan were truly destroying each other, piece by piece.

Thiswas only afleeting thought, gone as quickly asit had come. Qui-Gon knew he must concentrate on
the threat. He deflected the blaster fire as he ran to Obi-Wan, who had easily melted the lock. The door
stood open. Obi-Wan and Qui-Gon raced from the room into the corridor.

Pounding footsteps overhead made them pause. A red light blinked insgstently on thewall. Bars
suddenly dammed down over the front door.

"Someonetriggered aslent darm,” Qui-Gon said.
"WEell never get out that door," Obi-Wan warned.

They turned toward the hallway, racing to find aback exit. They knew they had little time before the
rest of the Meidasoldiers found them.

Asthey passed various pointsin the hallway, an eectronic begp sounded.
"Those are location sensors,” Qui-Gon said. "They're tracking us. They know exactly wherewe are.”

At the end of the hallway they cameto a heavily fortified door. Qui-Gon turned to the left and opened



thefirst door he saw. They would have to get out awindow if they could.

The room was high-ceilinged and full of stored equipment: circuits, nav-computers, sensor parts,
dismantled droids. Qui-Gon crossed to the window. Electro-barsran in agrid over the pane. The
security device would keep out life-forms and resst some forms of weaponry. But it was no match for a
Jedi lightsaber. Qui-Gon cut through the bars with one swipe, leaving a gap big enough for themto lesp
through. Then he did the same with the window pane.

"Go on, Padawan,”" he urged Obi-Wan.

The boy leaped easily through the gap. Qui-Gon followed. They found themsdalvesin awaled and
fortified courtyard. The wall would be easily scaed, Qui-Gon calculated. Too eesily.

"Come on, Qui-Gon," Obi-Wan said impatiently.

"Wait." Qui-Gon walked closer to the wall. He crouched down and studied it. "It's mined,” hetold
Obi-Wan."Therma detonators. If we climb it or even legp over it, the infrared sensorswill blow us

sky-high."
"So weretrapped.”

"I'm afraid s0," Qui-Gon answered, his mind sifting through the possibilities. They would have to reenter
the Mdidafortress and fight their way out. They didn't have much time. The soldierswould figure out
where they werein seconds.

Qui-Gon whirled, hislightsaber raised, as he heard ametalic scraping sound. But no Mdidawarrior
wasin sight. He tracked the sound to the floor. A small sewer grate was being pushed back.

A small, dirty hand shot out of the opening and beckoned.
Obi-Wan looked at Qui-Gon, puzzled. "What should we do?" he whispered.

Anironic voice floated up from the grate. " Go ahead, talkdroids. Have adebate. I'll wait. We have
plenty of time."

Qui-Gon heard shouting and running in the fortress. Any moment now, soldierswould appear at the
window.

"Let'sgo," hetold Obi-Wan.

He waited while his Padawan dithered into the opening. Qui-Gon followed blindly, hisfeet searching
and finding the rung of aladder leading downward. Hoping he hadn't made a mistake, Qui-Gon climbed
down.

Obi-Wan fdt hisway down the rickety meta ladder. He stepped off the last rung into ankle-deep
water. Qui-Gon followed, moving with hisusua grace, surprising for such alarge man.

It wasimpossibleto tell if their rescuer was aboy or agirl. The figure wore ahooded tunic, and pressed
adirty finger againg itslips. Then he or she raised afinger and pointed above. The meaning was clear. If
they weren't absolutely quiet, the guards above would hear.



The footsteps above were loud, the voices angry and insstent. The Jedi's rescuer turned and walked
very dowly through the water, raising one foot and dipping it carefully back into the water so that no
gplash was heard. Obi-Wan followed the example. Softly, quietly, they moved farther down the tunnel.

The wals were shored up with splintered beams. Obi-Wan eyed them uneasily. The tunndl did not seem
very secureto him. Still, it was an improvement over fighting hisway out of aheavily armed fortress.

As soon as they had put some distance between themsealves and the entrance, they picked up their
pace. They walked through what fdlt like miles of tunnel, dogging through water and muck. Occasiondly,
the water was up to their knees. Their rescuer led them through old sewer tunndls, and the smell was
terrible. Obi-Wan tried not to gag. Their rescuer seemed not to noticeit, but kept up the same dogged,
determined pace.

At last they cameto alarge vaulted space illuminated by severa glow rods mounted on thewalls. The
ground was dry here, the air noticeably fresher. The room was dotted with rectangular stone boxes
overgrown with moss. More lined thewalls.

"Tombs," Qui-Gon murmured. "It'san old resting ground.”

One of the tombs, scraped clean of moss, gave off a pale white gleam in the darkness. Stools were
drawn up around it. A group of young boys and girls - some the same age as Obi-\Wan, some younger -
sat eating from bowls at the makeshift table.

A tall boy with close-cropped dark hair noticed their entrance. He stood. "I found them," their rescuer
announced.

The boy nodded. "Welcome, Jedi," he said solemnly. "We are the Y oung.”

Around them, the walls seemed to move. Shapes took form and became boys and girls, gppearing out
of the shadows and from behind the tombs to gather around Obi-Wan and Qui-Gon.

Startled, Obi-Wan gazed around at their faces. Most of them were thin and dressed in rags. All wore
makeshift wegponstied onto belts or shoulder holsters. They gazed at him curioudy, without any attempt
to be polite.

Thetal boy moved forward. He wore a battered chestplate of plastoid armor. "1 am Nield. | lead the
Young. ThisisCeras."

Their rescuer threw back the hood, and Obi-Wan saw that she was agirl of about his age. Her copper
hair was cut short and ragged. She had asmall face with apointed chin. Her pale green eyeswere like
crydds, glittering even in the dark vaullt.

"Thank you for rescuing us," Qui-Gon said. "Now, can you tdl uswhy you did?'

"Y ou would have been a pawn in the game of war," Nield said with ashrug. "We prefer that the game
beover."

"l saw graffiti on walls about the Y oung,” Obi-Wan said. "Areyou Melidaor Daan?"

Ceras shook her head. "We are everyone,” she sad, lifting her chin proudly.



"And you want the war to stop?' Qui-Gon asked.
"Thereisacease-fire," Obi-Wan pointed ouit.

Nield waved hishand. "The war will start again. Tomorrow, next week - it dways does. Even the
oldest among the elders don't remember what the origina grievance was. They don't remember why the
war began. They only remember the battles. They keep archives and go once aweek to remind each
other of the blood that has been spilled. They used to make us go, too."

"The Hdls of Evidence," Obi-Wan said, nodding.

"Y es, they pour money into those halswhile the cities decay around us,” Nield said contemptuoudly.
"While the children starve and theiill diefor lack of med supplies. Both Melidaand Daan use up huge
tracts of land while thereis no land left to farm, no land left that has not been scarred by war or taken up
by the preparation for more war."

"Y et they go onfighting,” Ceras put in. "The hatred never stops.”

"And who do our glorious leaders defend?’ Nield asked."Only the dead." He gestured at the tombs.
"The dead are everywhere on Meida/Daan. We have no spaces | eft to put them. Thisisan old buria
ground, and there are many others above us. The Y oung arefor theliving. It isup to usto take back the
planet. The middle generation isgone - our parents are dead. Any who are |eft have joined with the
eldersto keep on fighting. Right now the tactics are sniping and sabotage, since most of the weaponry
and ammunition were depleted in the last greet battle.”

"There are hardly any safightersleft,” Ceras told them. "Both the Mdida and the Daan are pouring
whatever money they have into factories to make more weapons. They areforcing childrentowork in
them. They areforcing anyone over fourteen to join the army. That's why we came underground. It was
ether thisordie .

Obi-Wan gazed around the vault at the faces of the boys and girls around him. From what he had seen
in his short time on the planet, he knew that Nield and Ceras wereright. The elders were destroying the
planet. The time-honored mora law of improving aworld for future generations did not hold here. Even
children were sacrificed to hatred. Obi-Wan admired them for fighting back.

"That'swhy we saved you from Wehutti," Nield explained. "The War Council was planning to usethe
two of you as hostages to force the Jedi Council to back aMéelida government. They hoped to force you
to speak on their behdf in the Senate on Coruscant.”

"Then he does not know the Jedi,” Qui-Gon remarked.

A dender boy spoke up. "He doesn't know anything," he said in ajoking tone. "He'saMédida."

Nield sprang forward like a shot from a blaster rifle. He wrapped two hands around the boy's neck and
picked him up off the floor. The boy'sfeet flailed out as Nield squeezed histhroat. The boy's eyes
widened in adesperate plea. Helet out an anguished croaking noise, trying to get air into hislungs. Nield
sgueezed harder.

Qui-Gon took a step forward, but at that moment Nield loosened his grip. The boy fell to the floor,
gesping.



"No tak likethat here," Nield said."Ever. We are everyone. Towan, you'll deep for three daysin Drain
Two for that."

The boynodded, his hands on histhroat protectively, trying to gaspin air. No onelooked at him as he
dinked to the back of the group and disappeared into the shadows.

"Wewill help you locate Tahl," Nield said, camly returning to the conversation as though nothing had
happened. "But you must help us, too."

Obi-Wan had to stophimsdf from crying out, Of course we will help you! 1t was up to hisMaster to do
that. Never in any mission had he met a cause that seemed o just. They had been sent here to rescue
Tahl, but surdly if they could continue her mission as guardian of peace they should do so. It wasin the
gdaxy's best interest to stabilize the planet. Nield was offering them achanceto do thisaswell astheir
primary misson. Hewaited for Qui-Gon to speak. All the facesin the vault turned expectantly to thetall,
rugged Jedi Knight.

"We have spoken to the Mdida," Qui-Gon said cautioudy. "We have spoken to you. But we have not
received a complete picture of what goes on here. | cannot promise you help until | have seen something
of the Daan."

It took amoment for Qui-Gon'swords to sink in. Then Nield's face flushed with anger. ™Y ou want to
see something of the Daan?" he asked chdlengingly. "1 am aDaan. Come with me. I'll show you thet the
Daan are no better than the Mdida. And no worse."

Cerad led the way through the tunnels again, away from the direction they had comein, straight into
Daan territory.

"Ceras knows every step of these tunnels,” Nield explained asthey followed behind her. Hisearlier
anger had passed as quickly asit had come. " She was the first to come down hereto live.”

"Why did sheleave her life above ground?’ Qui-Gon asked.

"She saw theway thingsare, as| did,” Nield answered. "Thereisno life for us up there. Down here we
have muck and filth, but we have hope." Histeeth gleamed in the darkness ashe amiled. "It may seem
strange to you, but we're happier here.”

"It'snot strange at al,” Obi-Wan said.
"Wasit the Y oung who shored up the tunnels?* Qui-Gon asked. "The work seems recent.”

Nield nodded before squeezing through asmall opening,then waited for them to enter the new tunnel.
"Wedid it bit by bit, piece by piece. The tunnelswere built during the Eighteenth Battle of Zehava. The
Daan expanded the water and sewage tunnel s and broke through into the underground burid vaultsfrom
the Tenth War, working secretly at night to enter the Mdida sector. That's when the city was divided
between north and south. They won that battle."

"And then the Nineteenth Battle of Zehavawas fought barely sx monthslater,” Cerad said, overhearing
them. "The battles never sop. They never will, unlesswe act.”



Ceras paused. Light filtered down from acrack in the stone overhead. "Here."
Qui-Gon eyed the curved celling of the tunnd."Where?'

Ceras undipped aring of tension cord from her belt. She expertly tossed the cord above and, with a
flicking motion of her wrist, wrapped it around ahook embedded in the mortar of the celling. Ceras
tested it, then glanced at Qui-Gon and flashed him agrin. "Don't worry, it will even hold you.”

She scrambled up the cord, hand over hand.

When she had dmost reached the top, she swung out from the cord and hooked her fingersinto the
crack in the stone. She remained there, pressing her face againgt the crack.

"All clear,” she cdled down softly. She pushed off and siwung hard, tilting her body back until shewas
amogt upside down. Using her momentum, she kicked at the stone with her feet. It didodged, and with
her next swing, she gave it amore gentle kick to move it out of the way. Qui-Gon heard athud asthe
stone hit the ground overhead. On her next swing, Ceras easily hooked her feet into the opening, then
bent her body to swing hersdf out.

The whole operation had taken maybe thirty seconds. Qui-Gon admired Cerasi's agility and strength.
She popped her head back down."Nathingto it.”

One by one, the remaining three pulled themselves up the cord and then swung out of the opening. They
were not quite as graceful and swift as Cerad, but they madeit.

Qui-Gon found himsdlf in astoreroom located in a service building in back of an abandoned edtate. It
was aclever place to hide an entrance to the tunnels.

Now Nield led the way, since he was familiar with the Daan sector. "Don't worry," hetold the Jedi. "I'm
aDaan, and many know me here. Y ou're safer in Daan territory. At least the Daan don't want to take
you hostage.”

Now that Qui-Gon had more time, he was able to study the Daan sector more closdly. It didn't seem
that much different than the Inner Hub. Abandoned, bombed-out buildings. Barricades.Food shortagesin
the shops. And everywhere people going about their daily lives with old and ragged weapons strapped to
chests, hips, and ankles. He did not see many faces younger than sixty or older than twenty.

"This used to be abeautiful city,” Nield remarked, sadnessin hisvoice. "I've seen drawings and
hologram recreations. It's been completely rebuilt seven times. When | was very young, | remember trees
and blossoms and even amuseum that had nothing to do with the dead.”

"There were no barricadesfor fiveyears," Ceras said softly. "Daans and Meidas mixed in both sectors.
In some neighborhoods they even lived side by side. Then the Twenty-Fifth Battle of Zehava began.”

"What about your parents, Cerasi?' Obi-Wan asked.

Ceras's expression was hard for Qui-Gon to read. She seemed to struggle with the decision to share
even apart of her sory. "Their hatred destroyed them, like so many others. My mother died while
conducting a sniper raid. My brother was sent to the country to work in amunitions factory, | have not
heard aword from him since.”



"And your father?"
Ceras's face smoothedout, became bland. "Heis dead,” she said colorlessly.

A story there, Qui-Gon thought. Each of the Y oung, he redlized, would have asimilar one, full of
sorrow and tragedy, of parentslost too soon, families fractured. That was the bond between them.

Ahead, Qui-Gon saw aglimpse of blue water. They waked down awide boulevard, legping over large
holes where proton torpedoes had fallen.

"ThisisLakewWelr ," Nield said. "I used to come swimming herewhen | waslittle. Now you'll see what
the Daan have done."

Asthey drew closer, the patch of blue Qui-Gon had glimpsed between two buildings widened, and he
could see that the lake was quite large. It would have been abeautiful expanse, except for the low,
massive ebony stone building that floated dightly above the water by repul sor-podts.

"Ancther Hall of Evidence,” Nidld said, disgusted. "Thiswasthe last remaining body of water within a
thousand kilometers. Now no one can enjoy it but the dead.”

Thewind ruffled Nield's hair as he gazed at the scene. His disgusted ook softened to one of sadness,
and Qui-Gon imagined that amemory of one of those swim& had surfaced. He was suddenly struck by
how young Nield looked. Underground, his manner had made him seem older than Obi-Wan, but they
were about the same age.

Qui-Gon gave aquick glance at Cerasi. Her dender, pretty face was pae, dmost drawn, but he could
gtill see the young child sheldd once been. They were dl so young, he thought in sorrow. Too young for
the task they'd set themselves - to right centuries of wrong, to save aworld cracked by tension and strife.

"Come," Nield said. "L et's see the happy dead speak.”

He strode forward and they followed. He entered the stone door and walked quickly down the aides,
past monument after monument. He activated hologram after hologram but did not stop to hear thelr
tales. Their voicesfilled the huge chamber, echoing with their stories of revenge and hatred. Nield began
to run, pressing globe after globe to activate the ghosts.

Finally, he scopped in front of the last hologram held activated. 1t was atal man with shoulder-length
hair, wearing armor.

"l am Micae, son of Terandi of Garth, from theNorth Country ," the hologram said. "I was but a boy
when the Mdidainvaded Garth and herded my people into camps. There, many died, including -"

"And why did the Mdidado that, you fool ?* Nield mocked the figure, drowning out the list of the dead.
"Perhaps because the Daan soldiersin theNorth Country attacked the Melida settlements without
warning, killing hundreds?’

Thewarrior'stale went on. "- and my mother died that day without ever being reunited with my father.
My father died in the greatBattle of the Plains, avenging the great wrong of the Mdida during theBaitle of
the North -"



"-Which had taken place a century before!" Nield scoffed.

"- and today | go to battle with my three sons. My youngest son istoo young to join us. | fight today so
that he may never haveto fight -"

"Fat chancd!” Nield jeered.

"We seek justice, not vengeance. And that iswhy | know we shdl triumph." Thewarrior raised hisfigt,
then opened it in agesture of peace.

"Liarsand foold" Nield shouted. He turned abruptly away from the hologram. "Let's get out of here. |
can't bear their stupid voices any more."

They walked out into the open air. Gray clouds were massing overhead, and the water |ooked almost
asblack asthe great hall that floated aboveit, casting along shadow. It was hard to tell wherethe
building ended and the water began.

"Do you see?' Nield demanded of Qui-Gon. "They will never stop. The Y oung arethisworld's only
hope. | know the Jedi are wise. Y ou must see that our causeisjust. Don't we deserve a chance?'

Nield's golden eyes burned with fervor. Qui-Gon glanced at Obi-Wan. He saw that the boy had been
not only moved by Nield'swords, but deeply stirred.

That made him uneasy. Though a Jedi's heart could be touched, it was his duty to remain unbiased and
cam. The dtuation here was complicated and volatile. They would need clear headsto navigateit. His
ingtinct told him it was better not to take Sdes.

But there was the question of Tahl. Rescue wastheir primary mission. Nield had promised his help.
Could he ddliver on his promise?

"I know where Tahl isbeing held,” Nield said, amost as though held read Qui-Gon's mind. "Sheis
dive"

"Y ou can get usto this place?' Qui-Gon asked.

"Ceras can,” Nidd said. "It isheavily guarded. But | have aplan to take care of that. Whileyou are
rescuing Tahl, the Y oung will launch a surprise attack.”

"l am not sure how surprising an attack would be, given that the Melida know that the Jedi are on the
loose," Qui-Gon said. "They will be expecting it."

"But they will not be expecting a Daan attack.”

"Arethe Daan planning to attack?" Obi-Wan asked.

"No," Nield answered. "But that doesn't mean the Melida can't think they are. Our planisto stage
diversonary attacksin both the Mdida and Daan sectors. The Meidawill think that the Daan are
attacking and send their forces out into the Streets to defendthemselves . The Daan will do the same. |

promise you confusion and chaos. Then you can go after Tahl."

"But you have no wegpons," Obi-Wan said. "How do you expect to attack?’



"Wehaveaplan," Nidd said mygterioudy. "All we ask of you isto stay in the vault and not contact the
Méelida Right now they are searching for you everywhere. It is better that their forces be busy with that
chore so that we can do our work."

" S0 you see how easy were making thisfor you?' Ceras asked. "All we ask isthat you do nothing.”

"Well take care of thediverson," Nigld continued. "Y ou take care of Tahl. | also know that her
wounds were severe. She needs medica attention.”

Annoyed, Qui-Gon gazed out at the water to buy time. He knew Nield was blackmailing him, forcing
him to bend to hiswishes so that Qui-Gon could fulfill his misson. He had been out-maneuvered by a
child.

And Obi-Wan, he saw, was enjoying it. Another curl of apprehension registered along his spine.

He turned back to Nield and Ceras. "All right,” he said. "Obi-Wan and | will wait for you to bring usto
Tahl. Our primary objectiveis her rescue. After that, you're on your own. Isthat good enough?

Nield grinned. "It isdl we need.”
Back at the tunnel, preparations began. Nield and Ceras huddled with the rest of the Y oung, deep in

conversation. Obi-Wan sat quietly at the table, watching them. The determination on their facestold him
that whatever the outcome, the Daan and the Melidawere both in for abig surprise a dawn the next

day.

Qui-Gon paced on the other side of the room, displaying arare show of impatience.

"If you need help with strategy-" he began.

Cerad turned. "No," she said curtly. "We don't need any help.”

"Anaother opinion can only strengthen your odds,” Qui-Gon said quietly.

Thistime, Ceras didn't bother to turn. Nield did not even ook up.

"We do not want your help, Jedi," Ceras said, even more sharply than before.

Ohbi-Wan glanced at Qui-Gon to gauge his reaction. He saw his Master struggle with hisirritation. But
athough Qui-Gon could beimpulsive, he was never petty. Theirritation left him, and his usua mask of
cam returned.

"Padawan, | am going to explore the tunnels,” hetold Obi-Wan in alow voice. "It is better not to rely
totaly on the Y oung to guide us. Y ou remain here.”

Obi-Wan nodded. For once, he didn't want to accompany Qui-Gon. He wanted to stay andwatich the
Y oung plan the battle.

Cerads divided the young people into teams and assigned them tasks. They worked on makeshift
wegpons fashioned from scraps. Their most prominent weapon was a powerful dingshot that threw
laserballs. The balls could only sting alife-form if they connected, but if they hit ahard object, they made



asound like blaster fire.

Over the course of the afternoon, Obi-Wan tried to grow used to the muffled sound of explosions. War
toyswere part of the childhood of both Meidaand Daan. The Y oung were modifying them to amplify
their sound effects. They worked in the rooms branching off the main tunnel on missile tubes, packing
them with pebbles and paint.

Ceras worked on apile of dingshotsin acorner, honing them with a sharp knife and testing their
accuracy with wadded up flimsplast. The flimsplast winged across the high space, hitting the same stone
block with deadly accuracy. Ceras worked tirdlessy, without a break.

"I'd liketo help,” Obi-Wan said, gpproaching her. "Not with strategy,” he added quickly. "I know you
have that under control. But | can help with this."

Cerad pushed alock of hair from her eyes and smiled dightly. "I guess| was hard on your
Boss-Magter, huh?"

"He's not my boss, redlly,” Obi-Wan said. "That's not the Jedi way. HE's more of aguide.”
"Sure, whatever you say. But if you ask me, elders ways think they know best. They just get in the
way." She handed aknife to Obi-Wan. "If you can hone it to the same thickness asthe ones | did, we

could get thesedonein aflash.”

Obi-Wan sat and began to scrape the knife against the supple wood. "What do you think our chances
of success are tomorrow?"

"Excdlent," Ceras said firmly. "We'rerelying on the hatred of the two sectors. All weneedtodois
create theilluson of battle. Both sideswill react without bothering to verify reports of blaster fireand
torpedo launches. They expect warfare a any moment.”

"Y our battle may be anillusion, but the danger isnot," Obi-Wan pointed out. "Both sides will have real
wegponsto fire"

Ceras shook her head. "I'm not afraid.”
"Awareness of fear can protect you if it does not overtake you,” Obi-Wan replied.
Ceras snorted. "Isthat one of your Boss-Magter's Jedi sayings?'

Obi-Wan flushed. "Yes. And | havefound it to be true. Awareness of fear isan ingtinct that warnsyou
to be careful. Anyone going into battle who saysthey are not afraid isafool.”

"Well, cal meafool, Pada-Jedi,” Ceras said flatly. "I'm not afraid.”

"Ah," Obi-Wan sad lightly. "Y ou go into glorious battle without fear, confident that your filthy enemy
will collgpse™

He was repesting the vain boasts of the dead in the Halls of Evidence, and Ceras knew it. Sheflushed
as Obi-Wan had amoment before.

"More Jedi wisdom. It'sawonder you manage to survivethislong, if you keep pointing out what foolish



things people say,” Cerad findly said with ahaf smile. "Okay, | get your point. I'm no better than my
ancestors, marching blindly into abattle | will lose™

"I'm not saying you will lose."

Cerad paused, fully seeing Obi-Wan for thefirst time. "Well, maybe I'll fed afraid on the day of the
battle. But today | fed ready. Thisisthefirst step toward justice. | can't wait to takeit. Do you have any
wisdom about that?*

"No," Obi-Wan admitted. Ceras was unlike anyone hed ever met before. " Justice is something to fight
for. If | didn't believe that, | wouldn't be a Jedi."

Ceras put down her dingshot. "Being a Jedi isas much a part of you as being part of the Youngisto
me," she observed, her crystal green eyes studying him. "I guessthe differenceisthat the Y oung don't
have any guides. We guide oursdves.”

"Being an gpprenticeisajourney that is an honor to undertake,” Obi-Wan replied. But hefeared his
words were weak. He was used to saying them and believing them with hiswhole heart. Being a Jedi
was at the core of him. But in just afew hourswith the Y oung, he had seen acommitment that hed
confused him as much asit had stirred him.

Of course, he had seen degp commitment at theTemple among the Jedi students. But with some
students, there often seemed to be pride mixed in. They were the élite, picked out of millionsto be
trained.

Whenever Y oda saw pridein aJedi student, he found ways to expose it and put the student on the right
path. Pride was often based in arrogance, and had no placein aJedi. Part of the Jedi training wasto
eliminate pride and subdtitute sureness and humility. The Force only flourished in those who knew they
were connected to dl life-forms.

Herein the tunnds, Obi-Wan saw a pureness he had only glimpsed in histakswith Y oda, or his
observance of Qui-Gon. That purenesswasin peoplehisown age. They did not have to strivefor it. They
possessed it. Perhaps because the cause they believed in was more than a concept in their minds. It was
bred in their blood and bones, born in their suffering.

Hefdt defensive, asthough Ceras had attacked his dedication to the Jedi way. "Nield isthe leader of
the Young," he pointed out. " So you, too, have aboss.”

"Niddisthebest at dtrategy,” Cerad said. "If we didn't have someone to organize us, we would fal

"And someone to punish you?' Obi-Wan asked, remembering how Nield had amost strangled a boy.
Ceras hestated. Her voice softened as she continued. "Nield may seem harsh to you, but he hasto be.
Hatred was taught to us before we could walk. We have to be firm to slamp it out. Our vision of anew
world can only surviveif our hatred dies. We must forget everything we were taught. We must begin
again. Nied knows this better than anyone. Perhaps because he's had it harder than any of us here."
"Inwhat way?' Obi-Wan asked.

Ceras sghed. She put down the dingshot she'd been working on. "That last hologram he triggered - the



one he mocked - was Nield's father. He went into battle with Nield's three brothers. They al died. Nield
wasfive years old. One month later his mother made preparations to be part of the next gresat battle. She
left him with acousin, ayoung girl who was more like asster to him. His mother went off to fight, and
shewaskilled, too. Then the Mdidainvaded hisvillage. His cousin escaped and took him to Zehava. He
had afew peaceful years, but then the Daan attacked the Melida sector, and his cousin had to fight. She
was seventeen, old enough then. She died, too. Nield was left on the streets to fend for himself. Hewas
eight years old. There were those who tried to care for him. He wouldn't live with anyone, but he did
take shelter and food when he needed it. He didn't want to depend on anyone ever again. Can you blame
him?'

Obi-Wan pictured all those people who loved Nield - dl of them dying, one after the other. "No," he
sad softly. "I don't blamehimat dl.”

Cerad Sghed. "Thepoint is,| wasraised to think of the Daan as beadts, barely human. Nield wasthe
first Daan | knew. He was the one who united both the Daan and the Melida orphans. He walked into
the care centers and gathered them up, promised them freedom and peace. Then he made sure they had
it. If they had stayed in the care center, eventualy they'd be taken in a sweep.”

"A sweep?' Obi-Wan asked.

"Both Mdidaand Daan rely on the orphaned children for factory work or conscription, if they're old
enough,” Ceras said flatly. "They either work or fight. It's easy to find them in the city care centers. Inthe
towns and villages, the children just run away.”

"Where do they go?'

Cerad frowned. "They live off the land and scavenge. There are wholetribes of children beyond the
city'swalls. Nield has worked hard to organize them, too. They keep in contact with stolen comlinks.
They don't want any morewar." Ceras turned to him. " So you ask me what our chances of successwill
be, and | know | answered you. Buit truly, | can't even think of chances or odds. We will succeed
because we have to. Our world is becoming awasteland, Obi-Wan. Only we can stop it."

Obi-Wan nodded. He felt himself beginning to understand Ceras. He saw that her brusque-ness
masked deep feding.

"We could use your help, though," Ceras went on. ™Y ou havetiesto the Jedi Council, and they have
tiesto Coruscant. Y ou can show the entire galaxy that our cause isjust. Jedi support means everything.”

"Cerad, | can't promiseyou Jedi support,” Obi-Wan said quietly. Surprising himsdf, he put his hand
over hers. "l can only promise you mine."

Her bright gaze held his. "Why don't you come with Nield and me tomorrow? We're doing the first raid
into Daan territory.”

Obi-Wan heditated. AsaJedi apprentice, he would be breaking the rulesif he agreed without asking
Qui-Gon's permission. But if he asked, Qui-Gon would most likely refuse.

He had dready broken the rules by pledging his own support to Ceras and her cause. That promise
could conflict with the Jedi mission.

But he couldn't help himsdlf. The cause of the Y oung spoke directly and urgently to hisheart. AsaJedi,



he didn't fight for his own family, hisown world, or his own people. He fought for what Y odaand the
Council - and Qui-Gon - decided he should fight for.

Ceras and Nidd had defined their own struggle. Obi-Wanwas struck with apang of deep envy for
them. He had spent so much time with those older than himsdlf. He had listened so often to their wisdom.
Now he felt welcomed back into something different. He could be apart of acommunity here - he hadn't
redlized how much he missed acommunity of boysand girlshisown age.

Cerad's hand felt warm beneath his own. Her fingers were dender and ddlicate. Suddenly they
intertwined with his and squeezed, and he fdt their strength.

"Will you come?" she asked.
"Yes" hesad. "l will."

That night, the Y oung rolled degping quilts onto the tombs. Qui-Gon found an open space near one of
the adjacent tunnel entrances, wherethe air was fresh.

Obi-Wan approached him awkwardly. "Nield and Ceras have asked meto share their quarters,” he
sad. "They watch over the youngest children.”

Qui-Gon gave him a questioning look, but he nodded. "Seep well, Padawan.”
Obi-Wan picked up adeeping quilt and returned to Nield and Ceras.
They dept in asmall anteroom off the vault. Nield put afinger to hislips as Obi-Wan entered.

"The children are adeep,” he whispered. "We should be deeping aswell. Well need dl our rest for
tomorrow." He put his hand on Obi-Wan'sforearm. "' Ceras told me you will join us. I'm honored.”

"It ismy honor to help you," Obi-Wan answvered.

He settled himsalf on the floor next to Nield and Cerasi. He thought he wouldn't be able to deep, but
the children's quiet breathing lulled him.

It was hard to tell what time it was when he awoke. Ceras rose from her deeping area and leaned over
Nield to touch his shoulder. Nield was dready awake and stood immediately.

Obi-Wan stood as well. He was ready. He was acting not as a Jedi, but as aperson - afriend. He
grabbed hislightsaber and the dingshot Ceras had given him the night before. There was an entrance
from the anteroom directly into the tunndl toward Daan. Qui-Gon wouldn't see him leave.

Obi-Wan knew he was wrong not to ask permission, but he wasn't sure how angry Qui-Gon would be
when he discovered he was gone. After dl, Qui-Gon himself had offered to help with strategy for the
battle.

Obi-Wanwas glad he'd made the decision as he joined Nield and Cerasi on the deserted streets of
theDaan-controlled Outer Circle . The three moved as one unit in the chilly early morning air. They
walked purpossfully down the deserted Streets, their soft footfalls barely making a sound. Nield and



Ceras had aready decided on ther firgt targets.

They shimmied up a pipe and climbed onto the roof of adwelling. From here, they could see the sun,
more a suggestion of gathering light than a source of radiance.

"I hate to wake everybody up,” Nield said, flashing agrin.
"It'stime they were out of bed anyway." Ceras held up atoy missiletube. "I'm ready.”

Obi-Wan had clipped various projectiles onto his belt. He stuffed one into the missile tube. The
projectiles had been fashioned around tiny amplifiers so that the sound they made when they hit would
mimic the sound of ared proton missile. Ceras and Nield had chosen a street that would echo the
sound.

"Let'sgo," Obi-Wan agreed.

Ceras aimed the toy missile at the abandoned building across the Street. Shefired.
Theloud sound of the explosion surprised them.

"Ligten to that. It worked!" Nield exulted.

Hefit alaserbal into his dingshot and fired a the wall across the street. The unmistakable ping ping ping
of blaster fire erupted. Obi-Wan quickly stuffed another projectileinto the tube and Ceras shot it off.
The blam echoed off the building fronts below.

Nield continued to shoot laserballs from his dingshot, and Obi-Wan followed suit. They shot ball after
ball, reloading and firing rapidly. The sound of blagter fire echoed down the street. Someone emerged
from adoor across the way and looked up and down the street quickly. Nield and Obi-Wan shot arain
of laserballsinto an abandoned building, where no one would see them land.

Crackcrackcrack! The laserbals hit the solid surface, making an even louder sound. The Daan quickly
ducked back into the building.

"Hell sound an dert,” Nield said. "We're done here. Let'sgo.”

Jumping from building to building, they made their way to another quiet street. They repeated the
procedure, then moved on. Racing now, they fired down randomly with laserbalswhile Ceras shot
projectileswhere their explosive sound would echo the most. While they moved from block to block,
they shifted barricades where they could to block any military vehicles. At checkpoints, they rained their
false weapon-fire over the heads of the guards, who took defensive postures, sweeping the empty Streets
with infrared el ectrobinoculars to look for the unseen attackers.

The sun rose, and sirens began to sound over the city. Nield turned to them. The rising sun reflected red
off hisdark hair."Now for military headquarters.”

Excitement coursed through Obi-Wan. It was dmost like agame, thisruse that Nield and Cerasi had
concocted. But now the game would get serious. Hitting amilitary target, even with fake explosives,
would be dangerous.

Nield led the way across the rooftops to the Daan military headquarters. From the roof of abuilding



across the street, Obi-Wan could see soldiers running toward landspeeders, carrying blasters and
torpedo launchers. Obvioudy, they were hurrying to investigate the many darmsthat had sprung up.

"So far, so good," Ceras breathed. " There won't be as many soldiers around.”

Thispart would betricky. They would not befiring at housesfull of degping civilians. The military would
react swiftly. But Nield had pointed out that if they did not convince the military that an attack had been
launched, their plan wouldn't work. If the military thought they were under fire aswell, they might
conclude that this was not random sniper fire, but afull-scae attack.

In addition to Nield, Cerasl, and Obi-Wan, other groups of the Y oung should have been heading out to
other Daan and Méelida neighborhoods. Their attacks would be launched s multaneoudy with the attack
on military headquarters.

They waited until the soldiers had taken off in their speeders. Two guards stood outside behind
trangparent armored shields. Ceras |oaded her beam tube. Obi-Wan and Nield placed laser-ballsin their
dingshots. On the whispered count of three from Cerag, they fired.

The laserballs hit the building, sounding like blaster fire. The projectile boomed. Already, the three had
loaded and shot again, then quickly scuttled back on their hands and knees and ran to the edge of the
roof to jump to the adjoining building. They fired again.

Soldiers streamed out of the building in full plastoid armor, blastersin hand. Electro-binoculars were
trained on the street and buildings above. Armored plates rattled down over windows and doors. A Sren
blasted insistently. Soldiers began to spread out down the street. Foaterstook off for air surveillance.
Armored vehicles poured out from an underground holding station.

"It'stimeto get out of here," Ceras said.

Stuffing the toys and dingshotsinto their belts, they dashed across the rooftop and quickly shimmied
down adrainpipe. When they hit the street, they dowed theirpace, trying to look like Daan teenagers out
for amorning walk.

"Youthere! Halt!"

They froze. The voice had come from behind them. Nield had aready given them identity cards, so they
thought they'd be able to pass. Ceras dipped a package out of her tunic. Obi-Wan glanced at her,
puzzled. Did she have aweapon? Of course, he had his lightsaber, but he would never be able to take on
the troops swarming over the streets. He would only endanger Cerasi and Nield.

They turned and saw three soldiers approaching them, blasters aimed straight at their hearts.

"ldentity cards," one soldier said in aclipped tone. Quickly, the three handed them over. Nield had
given Obi-Wan adisc from a Daan boy who was his age and weight. The soldiersinserted the discsinto
areadout machine. Obi-Wan waited for them to handthem back, but instead, the first soldier gave alook
at the other two to keep them. He was still suspicious. He gave Nidld, Ceras, and Obi-Wan ahard |ook.

"|sthere anything wrong?' Nield asked worriedly.

"What do you havethere?' Thefirst soldier pointed at Cerasi's package with his blagter.



"M-mujamuffins" Ceras ssammered nervoudy. She held out the package.” For breakfast. We go every
morning.”

"Let mesee.” The soldier opened the top of the package. Inside, Obi-Wan saw arow of muffins
wrapped in napkins.

"What's on your belts?' the other soldier asked. "Aren't you alittle old for toys?"

"Were practicing for thearmy," Nield answered. Helifted his chin. "We can't wait to fight the filthy
Médida"

"What'sthat?' the soldier pointed to Obi-Wan's lightsaber.

Obi-Wan held it up and activated it." The newest toy on Gaa. My grandfather sellsthem over onVictory
Street "

The soldierseyed it. "We never had toyslike that when we were young,” thefirst said ruefully.

"In the next battle of Zehava, the Daan will prevail!" Obi-Wan answered, waving hislightsaber.

"We might bein the next battle of Zehavaright now, so hurry dong and take shelter,” the third soldier
said gruffly. He handed Nield back hisidentity card and motioned for the other soldiersto do the same.
"Y ou may be fighting with rea wegpons before long.”

The three soldiers marched off, their corn-links crackling with reports of more attacksin the city.

"That was close," Ceras breathed. "I'm glad | brought those muja muffins. It gave us areason to be on
the street s0 early.”

"And | thought you brought them in case | was hungry," Obi-Wan managed to tease. His heartbeat was
returning to normal. He didn't want to think about how Qui-Gon would have reacted if he had been
captured by the Daan.

"That was asmart move, to activate that lightsaber and cdll it atoy,” Nield said to Obi-Wan. "Lucky for
you they were too dumb to redlize you were a Jedi."

Ceras eyed him. "I have afedling Obi-Wan was ready to useit.”
Nield grinned broadly. "I have afeding he can save usal."

The three laughed together in relief. Obi-Wan felt a current run between himsdlf and Cerasi and Nield.
Even though he was il in danger, he had never felt so free.

Qui-Gon sat in the shadows, watching the furious activity of the Y oung asthey dashed in and out of the
vault for supplies, then hurried out to return to the streets above.

Something had woken him before dawn, a soft flurry of movement. He had seen Obi-Wan leave with
Cerad and Nield. He had let his Padawan go.



It would have been easy to step forward and chalenge Obi-Wan. Qui-Gon's anger had surged, and he
had wanted to confront the boy. Obi-Wan had no right to leave without permission. He had violated
Qui-Gon'strugt. It wasasmall violation, but it stung.

He and Obi-Wan had not yet achieved the perfect mind-communion of the Master-Padawan
relationship. They had merely taken afew steps on along journey together. They occasiondly had
disagreements and misunderstandings. But Obi-Wan had never deliberately conceded something from
him before.

Obvioudy, Obi-Wanwas afraid that Qui-Gon would not let him go. The boy wasright; he would have
forbidden it. Qui-Gon believed the Y oung sincerely wanted peace, but he wasn't sureif they would

follow through with their good intentionsif they gained any sort of power. He saw much anger in them.
Obi-Wan saw only passion.

At last Nidd, Cerasi, and Obi-Wan returned. Qui-Gon let out a slow breath of relief. He had started to
worry.

"Timefor phasetwo," Nield said as the three entered the vault. "We go for the weapon storage of both
Sdes”

"What about Tahl?' Qui-Gon asked.

"Ceras will lead you to Tahl," Nield said."Della?"

A tall, dender girl paused as she loaded more projectiles into pouches that hung from her belt. "Y es?’
"How'sit going on the Melidaside?"

She grinned." Chaos. They think the Daan are everywhere, even in their closets."”

"Good." Nidd turned back to Qui-Gon. " There should be enough confusion for you to dip through.
Ceras will bring you, but you'll have to rescue Tahl on your own."

"That'sfine," Qui-Gon agreed. He didn't want to put the girl in danger.
Obi-Wan didn't meet his Master's gaze as the two Jedi followed Ceras into anarrow tunnel that led off

the vault. Qui-Gon pushed his anger aside. He would not confront Obi-Wan about sneaking out. Not
yet. He turned his mind to the task ahead. He had to focus on Tahl now.

Ceras led them through amaze of tunnelsuntil they cameto agrate. Pde gray light filtered down.

"We are underneeth the building where Tahl isbeing held,” she whispered. "Thiswill lead you to alower
leve of amilitary barracks. Tahl isbeing held in aroom three doorsto theright. There will be guards
there, but probably not as many asthere were before. Every soldier is needed on the streets.”

"How many were there before?' Qui-Gon asked in alow murmur.



"That'sthe bad news," Ceras said ruefully. "She's guarded by only two guards, but right around the
corner isthe main quartersfor soldiers. It'swhere they cometo eat and deep. So there are dways plenty
of soldierswalking back and forth. That'swhy Nield and | figured you needed adiversion." She pointed
overhead. "The grate leads directly into agrain storage area, S0 you can climb up without being seen.”

"Thank you, Cerasl," Qui-Gon said quietly. "We can find our own way back.”

But when Qui-Gon and Obi-Wan emerged into asmall storage area crowded with sacks of grain,
Cerasi's head popped up out of the grate after them.

"| thought you were going back," Obi-Wan whispered.

Shegrinned. "1 have afeding you'll need my help." She dangled her dingshot. "A diverson might come
in handy."

Obi-Wan returned her grin, but Qui-Gon frowned. "I don't want to put you in danger, Ceras. Thisis
not part of our deal. Nield said -"

"I make my own decisions, Qui-Gon,” Cerad interrupted. "I'm offering my help. | know the layout. Will
you accept my offer or not?' Cerad's chin stuck out challengingly. Her crysta eyes glinted at Qui-Gon.

"All right," hesaid. "But if Obi-Wan and | get in trouble, you leave. Do you promise me?"

"l promise," Ceras agreed.

Qui-Gon eased the door open a crack and surveyed the area. A long hallway was lined with heavy
meta doors. One soldier hurried down the hall and disappeared around aturning. Two soldiers were
posted as guards outside one of the doors. It was where Tahl was being held.

A soldier headed toward him, moving fast. Qui-Gon faded back, but kept close to the opening.

"Going back out there?' one of the guards asked.

"Weve got an invasion on our hands,” the soldier said curtly." Just got news of an attack only two
blocks away. I've got to find my unit."

The guards exchanged nervous glances. "We're sitting ducksin here,” thefirst one muttered. "We
should be out there fighting. Thisduty isawaste of time anyway. | don't careif sheisaldedi, she'stoo
weak to be athreat."

"She'sdonefor,” the other guard said. "It won't belong.”

Rage and pain rosein Qui-Gon. It couldn't be too late. He controlled the anger and called on the Force
to help him. He knew Obi-Wanwas doing the same, for the Force was suddenly a presence in the room,
surging around them.

"Qui-Gon," Ceras whigpered. "l have anidea. Will you ligen?"

"Do | have achoice?' Qui-Gon responded.

Ceras moved closer and whispered her planin hisear.



"All right," he said. "But then you leave. Agreed?”

Ceras nodded. Then she eased open the door and dipped out.

It took a moment for the guardsto notice her.

Ceras hurried toward them, her expression stricken.

"Hdt!" the guards cdled.

"What?' Ceras asked, distracted. She kept on moving.

"Hat or well shoot!" the guards warned.

Ceras stopped. Shewrung her hands together. "But my father ishere! | haveto seehim!™
"Who isyour father?'

Ceras drew hersdlf up."Wehutti, the great hero. | must tell him that my aunt Sonieis dead. Shewas
blown up by afoul Daan proton grenade. Y ou must let me pass!”

"Y ou are Wehutti's daughter?'
"Yes, look. | have an identity card.” Ceras showed the guards her Melida card.

One of the guardstook it,then swiped it down his readout. When he handed it back to her, hisvoice
waskind.

"l haven't seen Wehuitti here. HEs most likely on the Streets. We're being invaded, you know."
"You think | don't know that?' Ceras cried. "The Daan are taking the Hub block by block. They'll be
here any minute. | need my father! He promised held be hereif | needed him. He promised!" Cerad's

voice wobbled. With her dight figure and her quavering voice, she seemed younger than she was.

The guards exchanged aglance."All right. But then you've got to clear out and seek shelter,” the second
onesad.

Ceras hurried down the hall and turned the corner. A moment passed, then another. Qui-Gon waited
patiently. He had confidence in Cerasi. She would need time to circle around to the other sde of the
guards.

Suddenly, the sound of blaster fire echoed down the hallway in the direction opposite from where
Ceras had disappeared. The two guards exchanged glances.

"Daan!" thefirgt guard hissed. "The girl wasright! They're attacking!"

Qui-Gon was out the door, lightsaber in hand, before the guards could turn and react. Obi-Wan raced
adongsdehim.

The guardsfired their blasters rapidly as soon asthey saw the Jedi. But they weretoo late. Obi-Wan



and Qui-Gon deflected the fire with their lightsabers without missing a step.

Moving in synch, they jumped the last few metersto the guards, feet first. Deflecting blagter firewith
their lightsabers, they hit the guardsin the chest with a powerful kick. The guards flew back, their blasters
flying out of their hands.

"Cover me," Qui-Gon ingtructed Obi-Wan crigply. He moved to the door. As he began to dice through
the lock with hislightsaber, the guards recovered and reached for the electro-jabbers on their belts.

Obi-Wan didn't wait for them to rise. He legped over them so that they would need to turn and twist to
attack. He knocked the electro-jabber out of one guard's hand with akick and diced down with his
lightsaber toward the other. The guard howled and dropped his weapon.

"Don't move," Obi-Wan warned them, keeping his lightsaber over their heads.

Thelock gave, and Qui-Gon pushed open the door. He stopped, stricken at the heart by Tahl's
gppearance. She had gone throughTemple training with him. She had dways been beautiful, atall woman
from the planet Noori, with eyes striped gold and green and skin the color of dark honey.

Now she appeared thin and wasted. Her beautiful skin was marred by awhite scar that ran from one
eye and curved around her chin. The other eye was covered with a patch.

"Tahl," he said, kegping his voice steady. "It's Qui-Gon."

"Ah, rescue d lagt," she said in the gently mocking tone that had dways made him smile. "Do | look that
bad, old friend?"

He redized then that she could not see.

"Youlook aslovely asever," he said. "But can you wait on the compliments? My hands arefull at the

"I'm efraid I'm alittleweak," Tahl confessed.

"I'll carry you." Qui-Gon scooped up Tahl in hisarms. Shefdt aslight asachild. "Can you hang onto
my neck?"' he asked.

Hefdt her nod as her armstightened around him. "Just get me out of here,” she said. "I've had better
food inaHutt cantina."

Just then Qui-Gon heard the sound he'd hoped he wouldn't: rapid blaster fire. Reinforcements had
arrived. Obi-Wanwas in trouble. Histime had run out.

He proceeded cautioudy to the door. He peered out.
Six soldiers had charged out of their quarters and were shooting at Obi-Wan from the end of the hall.
Obi-Wan had flung open adoor andwas using it for cover. The soldiers had rearmed the two on the

ground, so there were now eight soldiersto fight.

"What's the bad news?' Tahl asked.



"Eight so far,” Qui-Gon said."Maybe more coming.”
"Piece of cakefor you," she said weskly.
"Just what | was about to say."

Blaster fire rebounded off the door that Obi-Wan crouched behind. The doors were armored,
Obi-Wan redlized. They could usethat to their advantage.

Qui-Gon flung his own door wide open and stepped out behind it, making aquick caculation.
Obi-Wan had held off the soldiers so far by periodicaly deflecting blaster fire back at them with his
lightsaber, but they would soon redlize that he wasn't armed with ablagter.

Then they would rush him.

Qui-Gon looked over a Obi-Wan. It wastime to take the offensive again. But he couldn't endanger
Tahl, and she was too weak to walk. They were stuck. He would not leave Tahl. He didn't even want to
put her down again. If he was separated from her, he might not be able to get to her again.

"Leave me, Qui-Gon," Tahl murmured to him. "I'll be no worse off than | was before. Do not |et them
capture you, too."

"Havealittlefaith, will you?' Qui-Gon countered gently.
Suddenly, blagter fire erupted from the opposite end of the hall. Now they were surrounded!
But after amoment Qui-Gon redlized that the blaster fire was directed at the soldiers.

Or, heredlized suddenly, at least it sounded like blaster fire. Ceras hadn't |eft after creating adiversion,
as sheld promised.

The soldiers dived around the corner for cover. Qui-Gon glanced back down the other end just intime
to see Ceras fire another laser-ball. It hit the wall, and blaster fire echoed down the hall.

The guards now fired blindly, unwilling to risk exposure by coming around the corner. Obi-Wan
stepped out. He was easily able to deflect the wild shotswith hislightsaber. Holding Tahl againgt his
chest with one arm, Qui-Gon raised hislightsaber to catch any blaster fire that Obi-Wanwas unableto
deflect. Together they moved backward down the hallway toward the storage room.

Asthey moved, Obi-Wan flung open door after door. They swung outward, helping to block blaster
fire. The soldiers kept up asteady stream of fire, but Ceras |oaded and shot laser-ballsjust asfast, and
the soldiers were convinced they were under attack.

Qui-Gon and Obi-Wan reached the safety of the storage room. Ceras dashed forward.

"Hurry," sheurged. "I'm running low."

She continued shooting as Obi-Wan did back the grate and Qui-Gon climbed down one-handed, Tahl
hugging his neck.

"Now!" Obi-Wan yelled.



Ceras hurried down after Qui-Gon. Obi-Wan followed, setting the grate back in place.
"Thank you, Cerad." Qui-Gon spoke quietly.
"We could not have done thiswithout your bravery.”

"Obi-Wan helped usthismorning,” Ceras replied cardlessly, asif risking her lifewere nothing. "l just
returned the favor.”

"Why did you think of claiming to be Wehutti's daughter?' Obi-Wan asked her as sheled theway
back.

"Because | am,” Ceras answered.
"But you said your father was dead," Obi-Wan pointed out.

"Heisdead tome," Ceras replied with ashrug. "But occasionally he comesin handy. Just like most
Elders”

Shelooked over her shoulder at Obi-Wan and flashed him a grin. Obi-Wan's eyes shone back.

Qui-Gon saw in the moment of their exchange that something had deepened between them. They were
intimates now, communi cating without words. The adventure they had shared that morning had united
them.

Qui-Gon fdt hisearlier anger drain away. He supposed that Obi-Wan had alonely existence at times,
traveling with someone older than himsdf. He must miss being with boysand girls hisown age. It was
good that he could bond so strongly with another.

Why should it make Qui-Gon so uneasy?

Qui-Gon settled Tahl into anest of quilts and blankets, the best the Y oung had to offer. He stood over
her for amoment. She had tired from the short battle and shefell adeegp dmost immediately. He could
fed theflicker of her living Force, but it was only aflicker. Tahl's memory of how she got her injurieswas
gone. She remembered being caught in the middle of a battle, but she could not remember being
wounded or blinded.

Qui-Gon sat back againgt the wall to think. Their mission was over.

They had only to wait until the fighting died down. Ceras had assured him that she could get the Jedi out
of the city without endangering Tahl. Hewould bring Tahl back to Coruscant and hope that the Jedi
healing arts would bring her back to the vibrant strength he remembered so well.

Qui-Gon knew hewould leave behind aworld in chaos. Children battling to saveit. Elderslocked in
conflict, willing to sacrifice the population for their cause.

Y et he must leave. Hisfirst duty wasto get Tahl back. Then he would ask Y oda's permission to return.
The Jedi Master would not grant it, most likely. The Jedi did not go to worlds and meddiein their affairs
unlessthey were requested to do so. Only in extraordinary circumstances would theyinterfere, or if a
world was threatening the peace and security of others. Theinhabitants of Melida/Daan were locked in



its conflict, hurting no other world but their own.

Obi-Wan had asked permission to go above ground with Cerasi. Qui-Gon had granted it. He knew that
when he told Obi-Wan that they must leave, his Padawan would not want to go. Y et Obi-Wan would
obey him. It was hisfirst duty as a Padawan, and Obi-Wanwas a Jedi to the bone.

Their mission was close to success. Y et foreboding lodged in Qui-Gon's chest like a heavy stone. His
ingtinct was warning him, but he could not place what the warning was, or how it would affect him.

He heard running footsteps, and Nield burst into the room with Obi-Wan and Ceras. Qui-Gon was
struck with how the three moved in the same rhythm, their strides matching perfectly despite Obi-Wan's
long legs and Cerasi's more dender build.

"Gather around, everyone!" Nidld cried. "We have newd "

Nield legped up on top of the grandest tomb. Boys and girls swarmed around him, coming from the
strategy stations around the room and from the adjoining tunnels. They turned expectant faces up to him.

"Our battleisover," Nied said. "We have achieved tota victory!"
The Y oung cheered wildly. Nield held up ahand.

"Our raid on the weapons storehouse of the Daan was a success. We have stolen the weaponsthe
Daan did not waste in attacking the Mdida or shooting at imaginary attackers. We have deposited them
inthe North Tunnel. The Mdida" Nield paused, grinned, "-blew up their own storehouses so that the
Daan would not get their wegpond!™

The Y oung let out wild hoots of laughter. They shouted with joy.

"We have delivered our messages to both sides, |etting them know that the Y oung were behind the
battles, and that we have succeeded in stedling their arms. Without weapons, the Elders cannot fight each
other. Today we have taken agiant step toward peace!”

Exhilaration raced through the room like a current. Qui-Gon watched as Nield leaned down and
grabbed Ceras's hand. He pulled her up to stand next to him. Then he reached down for Obi-Wan.
Smiling, Obi-Wan legped up on the tomb to take his place beside the two leaders.

The Y oung reached up to touch his tunic. Obi-Wan reached down to touch their hands and accept their
congratulations. He linked arms with Ceras and Nield. Never once did he glance at Qui-Gon. It was as
though the Jedi Knight wasn't in the room. It was as though Obi-Wanwas not a Jedi.

It was as though he was part of them. As though he had become one of the Y oung.

Qui-Gon left the main room and found a quiet place in an adjoining tunnel to contact Y oda. The Jedi
Magter gppeared in miniature hologram form. Quickly, Qui-Gon filled him in on the Stuation and the
rescue of Tahl.

Y oda passed a hand over hisforehead in distress. "Relieved | am to hear thisnews," he said.
"Concerned | amto hear that Tahl isailing. Needs care, she does."

"1 will leave as soon as she's stronger and it is safe,” Qui-Gon promised. "But | leave aStuation here on



Mdida/Daan that isvolatile"

Y oda nodded severa times. "Heard you, | have, Qui-Gon. But remind you | must thatneither the
Melidaor the Daan have asked for our help. Almost sacrified one Jedi, | did. Willing sacrifice two more,
| amnot.”

"We could bring Tahl back and then return,” Qui-Gon pointed out.

Y oda paused. "Before the Jedi Council you must go," he said findlly. "Makethis decison adonel
cannot.Cared for, Tahl must be. Then decide wewill, if hdp we must give. Until then, taking Sdesthe
Jedi must not do. Jeopardize peaceit would. Avoid you must, angering one side or another.”

Asusud, Yodahad apoint. Already the Mdidawould be angry when they heard that the Jedi had
broken into their barracks. And if word got out that Obi-Wan had gone on the raid into Daanterritory,
that would anger the Daan.

He bowed. "1 hopeto find Tahl ready tomorrow. | will return soon, Master."

"L ook forward to that day, | will," Y odasaid gently. The hologram flickered and disappeared.

"Go back? We can't go back!" Obi-Wan exclaimed. "We can't leave the Y oung now. They need us."

"We have received no officid request to stabilize the planet,” Qui-Gon said patiently. " Perhaps back on
Coruscant, the Jedi Council will -"

"We can't wait for the Council to review this," Obi-Wan interrupted, shaking his head. "If we wait too
long, the Mdida and the Daan will rearm. Thetimeto act isnow."

"Obi-Wan, ligten to me," Qui-Gon said sternly. "Y oda has directed us to come back. Tahl needs care.”

"She needs rest and med care,” Obi-Wan argued. "We can get that for her here. Ceras can tell me
where to go. We can bring amedic back here, or find a place to keep her that would be safe -

"No," Qui-Gon said, shaking his head. " She must be brought back to theTemple . We can do no more
here, Padawan. We will leave tomorrow."

"Part of our mission wasto try to stabilize the planet, if we could,” Obi-Wan inssted. "We haven't done
that. But we canif we stay!"

"We have not been asked -"

"We have been asked, by the Y oung!" Obi-Wan exclaimed.

"That isnot an official request,” Qui-Gon replied testily. The boy was beginning to try his patience.

"Y ou have broken the rules before, Qui-Gon," Obi-Wan argued. "Back on Gala, you left meto travel

to the hill country when you were ingtructed to stay at the palace. Y ou break the ruleswhen it suitsyou to
doso."



Qui-Gon took a deep bregth, trying to control histemper. He would not match Obi-Wan's anger with
hisown. "I break the rules not because it suits me, but because sometimes during amission the rules get
intheway," he said carefully. "That isnot the case here. | believe Y odaisright.”

"But-" Obi-Wan interrupted, but Qui-Gon held up ahand.
"Tomorrow we will leave, Padawan," hesaid firmly.

Suddenly, aroar rose from the Y oung, who were gathered in the far corner of the vault. Ceras ran over
to the Jedi, her face beaming.

"Itisofficia!" shecried. "In the absence of aresponse to our request for peace, we haveissued a
declaration of war on the Elders. If they do not agree immediately to Melida/Daan peace negotiations,
we will attack them with their own wegpons. They must respond to us now." Sheturned shining eyesto
Obi-Wan. "Thisisthe last push we must do to change the history of Mdida/Daan. We need your help
more than ever!”

Choked with anger and frustration, Obi-Wan could not answer Ceras.
It was Qui-Gon who said gently, "I'm sorry, Cerasi. We must leave tomorrow.”

Obi-Wan didn't wait to see Cerasi's reaction. He could only turn away, sick at heart. He had let her
down.

It was no use. He couldn't change Qui-Gon's mind. Silently, Obi-Wan helped him minister to Tahl. They
prepared and fed her broth and tea. Cerasi had brought Qui-Gon a medpac, and he was able to treat
some of Tahl'swounds. Already, she seemed stronger. She would be ready to travel by tomorrow,
Obi-Wan knew. The Jedi powers of recuperation were remarkable.

As soon as Tahl was sttled, Obi-Wan sat against the wall and tried to calm hisraging heart. Something
was happening to him that he didn't understand. He felt as though there were two parts of him: aJedi, and
aperson cdled Obi-Wan. Always before, he could not separate being a Jedi from being himsdlf.

He had not been a Jedi with Nield and Ceras. He had been one of them. He had not needed the Force
to fed connected to something larger than himsdif.

Now Qui-Gon was asking him to leave hisfriends just asthey needed him. He had pledged to help
them, had battled aongside them, and now he had to go, just because an elder told him so.

Loyalty had seemed such an easy concept back at the Temple . He had thought that he would be the
best Padawan it was poss ble to be. He would meld his mind and body with his Master, and serve.

But he did not want to servelike this. Obi-Wan closed his eyes as his frustration again boiled up insde
him. He pressed his hands between hiskneesto cam their shaking. He felt frightened at what was
happening to him. He couldn't go to Qui-Gon for counsdl. He didn't believe in his Master's counsdl any
longer. Y et neither could he opposeit.

Acrosstheroom, Nield wasjust as agitated, prowling around the headquarters silently. Everyone was
waiting for the Melida and Daan councilsto respond to the declaration of war. The long evening shaded



into night, and till no word came.

"They did not take us serioudy,” Nield said bitterly. "We must strike again, and strike hard enough to
make them st up and take notice."

Ceras put her hand on hisarm."But not tonight. Everyone needs rest. Tomorrow we can plan.”

Nield nodded. Ceras lowered the glow rods until they were only faint spots of illumination against the
dark walls, like distant starsin ablack sky.

Qui-Gon rolled himself up in his cloak and went to deep by Tahl'ssidein case shecdlled for himinthe
night. Obi-Wan watched as the boys and girls around him settled into exhausted deep. Over in the
corner, he saw Ceras and Nield huddled together, talking quietly.

| should be with them, Obi-Wan thought bitterly. He belonged with them, talking about strategy and
plans. Instead he had to Sit silently, passively, watching their dedication, their fire. Ceras hadn't looked at
him once during the long evening. Nield hadn't either. They were no doubt disgppointed and angry.

Hestantly, Obi-Wan rose. Even if heleft them tomorrow, they had to know that he had no choice. He
walked softly among the deeping children and approached them.

"| wanted to say good-bye now," he said. "Well be leaving early tomorrow.” He paused. "I'm sorry |
can't say to help you. | want to."

"We understand,” Nield said in aclipped tone. Y ou must obey your elder.”

"It's not obedience as much as respect,” Obi-Wan explained. Hiswords sounded lame, even to him.

"Ah," Cerad said, nodding. "My troubleis,| never got this respect thing. My father told me what was
right, and he was dways wrong. What does it matter, held say, if thousands die, or millions die? The sky
istill blue overhead, and our world gill remains. The cause iswhat's important. And so your Jedi boss
tells you what you must do, and you do it. Even though you know he'swrong. And that is called respect.”
Shelooked a Nidld. "Maybe I've been living in the dark too long. But | just can't seethat.”

Obi-Wan stood awkwardly in front of them. He felt confused. The Jedi way had aways shimmered
clear asafountain of purewater to him. But Cerasi had muddied the water, clouded it with doulbt.

"l would helpif I could,” he said findly. "If there was something | knew | could do that would make a
difference-"

Nield and Ceras |ooked at each other,then back at him.

"What isit?" Obi-Wan asked.

"Wedo haveaplan,” Ceras sad.

Obi-Wan crouched down next to them. "Tell me."

Nield and Ceras leaned closer, their foreheads dmost touching Obi-Wan's.

"Y ou know that there are deflection towers ringing the perimeter of the city,” Ceras whispered. "There



are a so towers around the Mdida center. These towers control the particle shields, preventing entry, and
separating Melidafrom Daan.”

"Yes, I've seen them,” Obi-Wan said, nodding.

Nield leaned forward. "Weve been in contact with the Y oung outside the city,” he said. "l've sent a
message to them telling them that we have succeeded in capturing the weapons of both Melidaand Daan.
There are severd destroyed villages ringing the city. Many of the children live there, or in the countryside.
Hundreds. Thousands, if wetakein awider area. They are al connected by anetwork. If we can
destroy the particle shidds, they will march on Zehava"

"And they have weapons, too," Ceras added quietly. "We would have an army. Not only would the
Elders be outnumbered, they would have nothing to fight with. We could win awar without one desth - if
we are careful, and the Elders are smart enough to surrender.”

"It sounds like agood plan,” Obi-Wan said. "But how are you going to knock out the deflection
towers?'

"That's our problem,” Nield said. "They can only be destroyed from the air. All weneed isan air
transport.”

"We can't usefloaters,” Ceras explained. "The deflection towers have defense systems. Floaters
wouldn't be fast enough or agile enough. We need a starfighter.”

Ceras and Nield held Obi-Wan's gaze.

"We know you flew some sort of fast trangport into Melida/Daan. Will you fly us on the misson?’
Ceras asked.

Obi-Wan's breath left him. Ceras and Nield were asking agreat deal. Thiswould go beyond a
Padawan's disobedience. It would defy Y oda himself.

Qui-Gon would be within hisrightsto send him back to the Temple . Hewould probably haveto
appear before the Jedi Council. And Qui-Gon would have the right to dismiss him as his Padawan.

"We can leave a dawn," Nidld said. "The mission should only take an hour, maybe alittle more. Then
you can take Tahl back to Coruscant.”

"The destruction of the particle shid will actudly makeit easier for you to smuggle Tahl out of Zehava,"
Ceras pointed out.

"But if the sarfighter is damaged, it could mean she can't leave at dl," Obi-Wan said. "It would doom
our mission to failure, and perhaps make me responsible for Tahl's death.”

Cerad hit her lip. "It was wrong of meto mock you before," she said awkwardly, asif she were unused
to apologies. "1 know the Jedi code guides the way you live. And we know we are asking too much from
you. If we weren't desperate, we wouldn't do it. Y ou've done so much aready for us."

"Asyou have donefor us," Obi-Wan said. "We could not have rescued Tahl without you."

"It isour only chance for peace,” Nield said. "Once the Elders see our numbers, they will have no



choice but surrender.”

Obi-Wan glanced over at Qui-Gon's deeping form. He owed his Master so much. Qui-Gon had fought
aongsde him, even saved hislife. They had abond.

Y et he had abond with Nield and Cerad, too. The shortness of the time held known them made no
difference. The current that ran between them was like nothing held ever experienced. And even though
Ceras apologized for mocking him, hadn't there been agerm of truth in her words? Wasit right to obey
when his heart told him it waswrong?

Cerad's usud fierce green gaze had softened with compassion as she watched the struggle on hisface.
Nield met his gaze seadily, warmly. He, too, knew what they were asking Obi-Wan was a great
sacrifice.

He would have to betray Qui-Gon, betray hislife as a Jedi.For them.For their cause. They could ask
this because they knew they wereright.

Obi-Wan knew they were right, too. And he couldn't let them down. He could not make this decision
asaJedi. Hewould makeit asafriend.

Hetook a deep breath. "I'll doit."

They sneaked out before dawn. Cerasi led them to the Outer Circle through the tunnels. Then they left
Zehavathe same way Obi-Wan and Qui-Gon had arrived -through the Hall of Evidence, back to the
trap. Thistime, Nield had brought finely spun carbon rope, which he tossed up to the surface. A strong
magnet adhered to the metd dide, and they were ableto scaeit eadlly.

The hike to the trangport went quickly in the cool gray light. The three of them had stuffed proton
grenadesin their packs. They were heavy, but they hardly felt the weight. They were anxiousto get to the
trangport and start their mission.

When they reached the starfighter, Nield and Ceras helped Obi-Wan uncover it from the branches and
brush he and Qui-Gon had dragged over it.

Nield beamed when he saw the deek, smal garfighter. Then he noticed the gash in the Sde pandl. He
turned to Obi-Wan.

"l guess | should have asked you something. Are you agood pilot?"

Obi-Wan looked at him blankly for amoment. Then Ceras burst out laughing. Nield and Obi-Wan
joined her, the sound bouncing off the canyon walls.

"I guesswell find out," Cerad said cheerfully.

They climbed into the garfighter. Obi-Wan did into the pilot's seat. For amoment, he hesitated, staring
at the controls. Thelast time held sat here, held landed the craft with Qui-Gon in the copilot's sest.
Qui-Gon had kidded him about denting the side of the starfighter. Obi-Wan felt apang of remorse. Was
he doing the right thing? Was this cause worth betraying Qui-Gon?



Ceras touched hiswrist gently. "We know thisis hard for you, Obi-Wan. That's what makes your
sacrifice even more valuable to us”

"And we give you our deepest thanks," Nield said quietly.

Obi-Wan turned and met their eyes. He felt ashock, as though he werelooking at himself. In the steady
gazes of hisfriends he saw what was held in his own heart - the same dedication, the same fierceness, the
same daring. He felt his confidence surge. He was doing the right thing. Maybe Qui-Gon would cometo
understand that.

He dtarted theion engines. "Let'sget going.”

"We should hit the perimeter towersfirst, then the center towers,” Cerad said. "We're going to haveto
do everything by sight. | don't have any coordinatesfor the nav computer.”

"It won't be a problem,” Obi-Wan said. He kept the engines at low power asthe ship rosein order to
clear the overhanging cliff. Then he pushed the enginesto full power to soar above the canyon. No one
told him to dow down.

"I'm going to have to do some defensive flying, soit's better if you two do the aiming,” Obi-Wan said.
"The gtation for the laser cannon isright in front of you, Ceras."

Nield went to his own laser cannon station.

"I'll open up the emergency wegpon sighting plate as we get closer,” Obi-Wan said. "Remember to
keep your eyes out for gpeeders. Were going to have to comein low to blast the deflection controls.”

The two deflection towers flanking the main gate came into sight in seconds. "Here we go," Obi-Wan
sad, gritting histeeth.

"Hoater on theright approaching,” Cerasi rapped out. "We must have turned up on scanners.”

Ohbi-Wan cut sharply to the left, then veered right again. Surprised to see asarfighter heading straight
for it, the floater turned sharply downward, firing at the same time. Obi-Wan made a minute adjustment
that caused the ship to turn and the missile to harmlesdy fdl to hisleft. It crashed outside the city walls,
causing an explosion.

"They won't do that very often,” Ceras noted. "They could level abuilding once we get over the city.”

"They'll probably use smdler firepower," Nield agreed.

"We have to do thiswithout blasting them out of the sky," Ceras said worriedly. "We have to show
them that our ultimate god ispeace.”

"That'smy job," Obi-Wan said. "Thetower isinrange. Let'sblast it."

Another floater approached from the left, and he could see otherstaking to the air like aflock of
insects, probably from the Daan military headquartersin the distance. Obi-Wan cal culated the dower
speed of the floaters. He had to stay level long enough for Ceras and Nield to aim. He should have just
enoughtime...



He opened thefiring pane for Nield. Bracing himself againgt the hull of the starfighter, Nield aimed his
laser cannon. Cerasiwaited, her fingers on her own control stick.

"Now!" Obi-Wan shouted, zooming closer to the deflection tower.

Ceras and Nidld fired the cannons. As soon as the projectiles were away, Obi-Wan pushed the
enginesto full power and climbed above the floater heading for hisleft flank. Blaster fire followed him.
Hetook asmadl hit on hiswing, but not enough to damage the craft.

Both Ceras and Nield scored adirect hit on the tower. Obi-Wan felt the vibration of the blast ripple
agang the sarfighter's hull. The floater rocked asit rode the wind vibrations, the driver struggling to
retain control. The particle shield was briefly visible then fractured in ashower of blue-tinged energy
atoms.

Obhi-Wan, Cerasi, and Nield cheered, even as Obi-Wan circled around to hit the next tower. Now the
military floaterswere dmost on him.

"Seven floaters," Ceras said, counting. Her face creased in worry. "Can we do this, Obi-Wan?"'

"If wedo it fast. Can you aim upside down?' Obi-Wan asked, hovering out of the floater's range.

Ceras grinned. "No problem.”

Nield positioned hislaser cannon. "Doit.”

Obi-Wan pushed the engines. The sarfighter rocketed down through the sky at full speed. He knew
that technically hewas going too fast for this dtitude, but he also knew he could handle the craft. And
there was no onein the copilot's seet to remind him of star aviation rules, or warn him of the dangers.
Exhilaration raced through him. For thefirst timein hislife, he had no one to answer to. There were no
Jedi rules or superior wisdom aboard this ship.

He zigzagged on the descent, pushing the ship as much as he dared. The floaters hung back and fired,
afraid of colliding with the star-ship. Using the Force as a guide, Obi-Wanwas able to avoid the worst
fire

Ashe got closer, the speeders grew more daring. One came at him dead-on, firing asit went.

"Ready-" Obi-Wan shouted.

At thelast moment, he flipped the starfighter over and dived under the floater, maneuvering the craft so
that it had aclear shot at the tower.

Nield and Ceras fired. The deflection tower blew, scattering metal and parts. Obi-Wan flipped the
garfighter right-side up and climbed at top speed. Thefloaersfranticaly dived to avoid getting hit.

"Everyone okay?" Obi-Wan asked.
"Dizzy, but okay," Cerad said, wiping swest off her forehead. "That wasincredibleflying."”

"Okay, follow thewal," Nidld directed. "Well hit the towers one by one around the perimeter.”



The military floaters pursued them, but they could not fly as high or go asfast asastar-fighter. More
floaters joined the chase as they flew. To hit each deflection tower, Obi-Wan had to practice the same
too-fast maneuvering to avoid being blasted by the speeders or colliding with them. Their advantage was
the speed and agility of the starfighter and the incredible accuracy of Ceras and Nield.

One by one, they destroyed each tower, the speeders hard on their flank. The speederstried to capture
Obi-Wan in apincer movement, but he was too quick for them.

When they saw the last tower go up, the three let out awhoop of exultation. Ceras leaned over and
hugged Obi-Wan. Nied pounded him on the back.

"I knew we could count on you, friend," he said joyfully. He checked his laser cannon. "We have plenty
of firepower left. What do you say we blow the Hals of Evidence into nanospecs?’

Ceras frowned."Now? But Nield, we need to get back. We have to hit both Melida and Daan for
peace negotiations while they're weak."

"And besides, there could be peopleinsde,”" Obi-Wan pointed out.
Cerad looked at Nield. "We said we would do thiswithout taking alife.”

Nield bit hislip as he glanced out the spaceport down to the surface of Zehava "The sooner those hdls
of hate are blown up, the sooner everyone on this planet can breathe again," he murmured. "1 despise

everything they stand for.”
"I know," Cerad said. "So dol . But let'stake one step at atime.”

"All right," Nield agreed reluctantly. "But let's do one last thing. Before we land, let's do aquick loop
over the countryside. Deilawas waiting to pass the message that the perimeter shields had been blown.
The Scavenger Y oung should be mobilizing."

Ohi-Wan flew in widening circles over the countryside. Everywhere they saw young people, boysand
girls, streaming out from farms and villages and woods. They were aready beginning to clog the road into
Zehava. Some rode on battered landspeeders or souped-up turbo-tractors. Those who walked formed
columns, marching in military style. When they saw the starfighter overhead, they waved and shouted
greetings the three could not hear. Obi-Wan dipped hiswingsin areturn salute.

Tearsstood in Ceras'seyes. "'l will never forget thisday,” shesaid. "And | will never forget what you
did for us, Obi-Wan Kenobi."

Obi-Wan turned the starfighter back toward the landing area. He didn't care how angry Qui-Gon was,
or if he got sent back to the Temple . This moment wasworthiit.

Qui-Gon had woken early and checked on Tahl. She was deeping deeply. That was good. Sleep was
the best hedler until he could get her to Coruscant.

He saw that Obi-Wan had disappeared, aong with Nield and Cerasi. No doubt he wanted alast outing
with hisfriends before he left. Qui-Gon would let it pass. He knew it was hard for the boy to leave them.



And he had aplan of hisown.

He had asked a quiet girl named Roenni to watch over Tahl. Then heéld traveled through the tunnelsto
the route he had mapped out last night, dipping avay whilethe rest of the Y oung were celebrating their

victory.

When he emerged above ground in the abandoned neighborhood at the border of Mdidaand Daan
territory, it was still dark. A few stars il twinkled in anavy sky that shaded to gray &t the horizon.

Qui-Gon had waited in the dley until he was sure dl the people hed invited had arrived. Then he
walked to the partially bombed out building on the corner.

Last night he'd sent a note to Wehutti by one of the Y oung messengers. He had asked for ameeting
between the Melida Council and the Daan Council. He had suggested that it wasin their best interest to
attend. He had news of the Y oung that they must know.

Until now, he hadn't been sureif anyone would show up. He still wasn't sure if one side or the other
would try to capture him. It was a desperate gamble. He was prepared for anything. But he had to make
alast try for peace before he left Melida/Daan. He had seen the heartbreak on Obi-Wan'sface. He
would do it for his Padawan.

Near abroken window, he paused to listen for amoment.

"And whereisthe Jedi?" avoice asked coldly. "If thisisanother dirty Melidatrick, | swear by the
honored memory of our martyrsthat we will retdiate.”

"A dirty Daan trick, more likely." Qui-Gon recognized Wehuiti's voice. "For it'sacoward'strick,
worthy of your worthless ancestors, to lure your enemy to a meeting under false pretenses. Our troops
can be herein seconds.”

"And what will they do? Throw pebbles?' The other voice was amused. "Didn't the Meida blow up
their own weapons stores, fearing the attacking Daan?"

"And didn't the Daan dlow their own storesto be stolen right under their noses?' Wehutti snapped.

Qui-Gon knew it wastimefor him to enter. He climbed over ahdf-demolished wall. The Mdida
council members stood on one side of theroom, heavily armed and dressed in plastoid armor. The Daan
stood on the opposite side, amost identically dressed and armed. Each member of each group bore
scars and signs of healed wounds. Severa were missing limbs, or breathed through bresth masks. It was
hard to tell the two ravaged groups apart.

"No tricks, no stratagems,”" Qui-Gon said, gtriding to the middle of the room. "And if Melidaand Daan
will cooperate, | won't take up too much time, either.”

The Daan council members|ooked as skepticd asthe Mdida, Qui-Gon thought as he surveyed the
room. At least the two groups had something in common: distrust.

"What news of the Y oung have you brought us?' Wehuitti asked impatiently.

"And why should we care what children do?' an elder Daan asked contemptuoudly.



"Because yesterday they made you look likefools," Qui-Gon answered mildly. He waited out the
indrawn breaths and looks of avid hatred directed hisway. "And, on amore practica note, they have
stolen most of your weapons,”" he added. "They have asked for disarmament, and you have ignored
them. Obvioudy, they are quite capable of getting what they want.”

"All we haveto do iswalk in and take back our weapons,” the Daan leader said, rasping through a
breath mask."Candy from ababy."

"I warn you," Qui-Gon said, turning to catch the eye of everyonein the room. "Do not underestimate the
Y oung. They have learned how to fight from you. They have learned determination from you. And they
havetheir own idess.”

"Isthiswhat you brought us hereto hear?' the Daan leader growled."”If s0, | have heard enough.”

"For once, | agree with Gueni," Wehuitti said, referring to the Daan in the bresth mask. "Thisisawaste
of time"

"I must urge you to reconsder,” Qui-Gon said. "If you form a codition government, you might be able
to take control of Zehava, and thus of Meida/Daan. If not, the Y oung will win thiswar. They will end up
ruling their elders. And though their ams are pure, | fear for the cost that will bring."

Wehutti started from the room, followed by the Meidaleaders. " Join with the Daan? Y ou're dreaming!”

Quickly, Gueni followed suit, as though he did not want the Melidato be thefirst to leave. The other
Daan followed on hisheds. "Unthinkable!"

Suddenly, the sound of an explosion caused the remaining windows to vibrate. The Daan and Méelida
looked at each other.

"Thisisatrick!" Wehuitti roared. "The foul Daan are atacking us"

"The detestable Méelida are attacking!" Gueni cried at the sametime."FHendd™

Qui-Gon strode to the window. He looked out, but could see nothing. As he scanned the area, another
explosion ripped through the silence. It had come from the Daan sector, he caculated. But what could it
have been?

In the next second, Gueni's comlink began to beep. The Elder Daan hurried to a corner to take the
message in private. While Gueni listened, his back to the room, Qui-Gon began to worry. Obi-Wan had
disappeared that morning. He hoped his Padawan wasn't involved in whatever was going on. Using the
Force, hetried to establish a connection with Obi-Wan. But he could feel nothing. No distress, no
confusion, no assurance.Only ... avoid.

When Gueni turned back to the group, he looked shaken. "Reports have come in that two deflection
towers have been blown in the Daan sector.”

One of the Daan warriors went for hisweapon. "I knew it! Thefilthy Meida"
"No!" Gueni cried hoarsdly. "It wasthe Y oung.”

Slowly, the Daan's hand fell to hisside. The Melidawho had begun to reach for his wegpon stopped as



wdll. A babble of conversation rose.

"Those children could not do iton their own ! The deplorable Melida are behind this!" one of the Daan
council members shouted.

"Thelying Daan are dways quick to accuse without factsl" a Mdidaroared back.

Qui-Gon leaned againgt the sill and waited out the argument. Sometimes, it was better to St back and
wait for eventsto unfold.

Comlinks began to beep. Melida and Daan dike spoke into them, their faces registering shock. Reports
flooded in from both sides. One by one, the deflection towers went down. First on the perimeter, thenin
the center. The explosions got closer asthe last towers were blown.

"The Y oung are pouring in from the countryside," Gueni reported, alook of amazement on hisface.
"Thecity isnow open.Defensdess. And they are armed.”

Mélida and Daan faced each other. Now they knew the threat that faced them was serious.

"Do you see now that you must join.together?* Qui-Gon asked quietly. "The Y oung only want peace.
Y ou can giveit to them. Don't you want to rebuild your city?"

"They say they want peace, but they wage war," Wehuitti said contemptuoudy. "Well, we can give them
awar to make our ancestors proud. We may have lost some weapons, but we are not defenseless.”

"And we have wegpons remaining aswell," aDaan said quickly. "Shipments are arriving thisvery
afternoon from our stores outside the city.”

"They will collgpse a any Sgn of resstance," aMdidawoman chimed in. "We can fight them.”

"But not together," Wehutti said. "The glorious Mdida can defeat them without Daan help.”

"For once, do not overestimate yoursalves!" Qui-Gon spoke sharply. "Y ou don't have weapons. Y ou
don't have air support. Y ou have an army made of Elders and the wounded. Think of what you're saying.

There are thousands of them!"

Both sdes of the room grew silent. Wehutti and Gueni exchanged a glance. Qui-Gon glimpsed
surrender undernesth the Sizzling distrust.

"Perhapsthe Jedi isright,” Gueni said reluctantly. "1 see only one way to defeat them. We must join our
armies and wegpons. But the Jedi must lead us."

Wehutti nodded dowly. "It's the only way we can be sure that the Daan will not turn on us oncethe
battleiswon."

"Itisour only assurance dso,” Gueni said. "We cannot trust the word of the Mdida."

Qui-Gon shook his head. "1 did not come hereto lead you into battle. | came hereto urge you to find a
way toward peace."

"But thereisno peacel” Wehuiti cried. "The 'Y oung have drawn the battle lines!"



"These are your children!" Qui-Gon cried out. He had lost his patience in the face of the cruel obstinacy
of both sides. He controlled hisvoice and went on. "I, for one, will not kill children. Why are you so
willing to do s0?" He turned to Wehuiti. "What about Cerasi? Are you willing to march into bettle against
your own daughter?'

Wehuitti paed. His clenched fist uncurled.

"My grandson Ricais underground,” Gueni said.

"I have not seen my Deilain two years," awoman Medidasaid quietly.

Other Daan and Mdidalooked uncertain. Therewas along pause.

"All right," Wehutti said at last. "If you will be our emissary, we will open takswith the Y oung.”

Gueni nodded. "The Daan agree. Y ou are right, Qui-Gon. We cannot wage war againgt our children.”

"Wewill not meet with them," Nield told Qui-Gon furioudly. "I know what their promises are worth.
They agreeto meet asadiverson. They will tel uswe must disarm. And then the fighting will begin again.
This surrender istoo soon. If werelent, they'll think were weak."

"They know you have backed them into a corner,” Qui-Gon argued. "They'rewilling to talk. Y ou
succeeded, Nidd. Now take your victory."

Ceras crossed her arms. "We did not succeed by being fools, Qui-Gon."

Qui-Gon turned away with asigh. He had been arguing with Ceras and Nield since he'd returned. It
had done no good. It was out of his hands, anyway.

Obi-Wan sat at the makeshift table, watching. He hadn't offered an opinion, or tried to sway Ceras or
Nield. Qui-Gon had noted thiswith surprise. Obi-Wan had wanted peace on this planet. Why did he
stand back now? Once again, when Qui-Gon tried to connect with his Padawan, he found avoid.

Headquarters was now crowded with the boys and girls who had arrived from the country. More
congregated aboveground, gathered in parks and squares. The Y oung had mobilized, bringing whatever
food they had and indtituting a supply line. It would take al day to get everyone fed, but they were
determined to succeed.

"How did you blow the deflection towers?' Qui-Gon asked Nield and Cerasi curioudy. It wasa
question that had been bothering him since he'd heard the news. 'Y ou'd have to hit them from the air. But
floaters couldn't do that job. You'd need ..."

Qui-Gon paused. He turned to face Obi-Wan. Slowly, Obi-Wan pushed his chair back. Qui-Gon
heard it scrape againgt the stone floor. Then he stood. He did not fidget or look away. He met Qui-Gon's

gaze.

"Soit wasyou," Qui-Gon said. "Y ou took the starfighter. Y ou took it knowing it was our only way off
the planet. Y ou took it knowing it was the only hope for Tahl."



Obi-Wan nodded.

Ceras and Nield glanced from one Jedi to the other. Ceras began to speak, but thought better of it.
The tension between Qui-Gon and Obi-Wan was private.

"Please come with me, Obi-Wan," Qui-Gon said curtly.

He led the way to an adjacent tunnel wherethey could talk privately. He waited afew momentsto
compose himsdlf. Bitterness had no place here. Y et he fdt it surge within him. Obi-Wan had broken his
trud.

He did not know what to say. His emotions swamped him. Qui-Gon recalled his Temple training with
an effort. He would admonish his Padawan according to Jedi rules. First, he would describe the offense.
It was the duty of the Master to do so without judgment.

Grateful for aguide, Qui-Gon took a deep breath. "Y ou were instructed not to take sides.”

"Yes" Obi-Wan responded calmly. It was the duty of a Padawan to agree to hisfault without argument.

"Y ou were ingtructed to be available to leave a any time," he said.

"Yes," Obi-Wan replied.

"Y ou were ingtructed that Tahl's health was your first concern. Y et you endangered that health by taking
our only form of transport on adangerous misson.”

"Yes," Obi-Wan agreed.

Qui-Gon swalowed painfully. "By doing dl this, you not only put Tahl at risk, but the peace processon
Melida/Daan aswdll."

Obi-Wan hesitated for thefirst time. "1 aided the peace process--"

"That isyour interpretation,” Qui-Gon interrupted. "It was not your ingtruction.Y our Master and Jedl
Master Y oda had decided that Jedi intervention at this stage could only prejudice either the Mdidaor
Daan, thereby sabotaging the peace process. Y ou were told this. Isthat true, Obi-Wan?'

"Yes," Obi-Wan admitted. "It istrue."

Qui-Gon paused. He gathered himsdlf to ddliver the Jedi wisdom of the Master and Padawan
relationship. How the rules had evolved over thousands of years. How the Padawan's pledge of
obedience had nothing to do with power, but everything to do with the gaining of wisdom and the humility
of service. How he was not here to punish Obi-Wan, or even to teach him, but to aid Obi-Wan'sown
journey and enlightenment until the day he grew to become a Jedi Knight.

"l don't care," Obi-Wan said, breaking into his thoughts.

"Y ou don't care about what?" Qui-Gon asked, dartled. Usudly, a Padawan was silent after his
admission, waiting for the Master to decide on their next step.



"| don't carethat | broketherules," Obi-Wan said. "It was right to break them.”

Qui-Gon took abreath. "And wasit right to bresk my trust?'

Obi-Wan nodded. "I'm sorry | had to. But yes."

Qui-Gon fet Obi-Wan's words enter him like ablade. He saw in aflash that since he had taken
Obi-Wan as his apprentice, he had been waiting for this moment. Waiting for the betraya. The strike. He
had hardened his heart, preparing himsdlf for it.

And yet hewas not prepared at all.

"Qui-Gon, you must undergtand,” Obi-Wan said quietly. "I've found something here. All my life, | have
been told what isright, what is best. The path has been pointed out to me. That was agreat gift, and I'm
grateful for al I've learned. But here on thisworld al those abstractions I've learned suddenly fit into
something concrete. Something | can see.Something red.” Obi-Wan gestured back toward the
headquarters of the Y oung. "These people fed like my people. This cause fedslike my cause. It calsto

melike nothing I've ever felt before.

Qui-Gon's astonishment turned to grief and anger athimsdf . Obi-Wan had been swept away. He
should have stepped in earlier. He should have remembered that Obi-Wanwas just a boy.

He chose hiswords with care. " The Situation here is heartbreaking, yes. It isahard one to walk away
from. That'swhy | tried to resolve it before we left. But walk away we must, Padawan.”

Obi-Wan's face turned stony.

"Obi-Wan," Qui-Gon said gently. "Everything you think you found here you dready have. You area
Jedi. What you need isdistance and alittle time for reflection.”

"] don't need to reflect,” Obi-Wan said giffly.

"That isyour choice," Qui-Gon said. "But till, you must accompany me back to the Temple .. | need to
gather somethingsfor Tahl in the city. When | return, | expect to find you packed and ready to go."

He started back to the main tunnel. Obi-Wan did not move.

"Come, Padawan," he said.

Reluctantly, Obi-Wan trailed behind him. Qui-Gon felt worry fill him. There was something closed in
Obi-Wan, something unmoveable, that he had never sensed in his gpprentice before. It would be good to
return to the Temple, where the wisdom of Y oda and the calm surroundings could hel p Obi-Wan find
his center again.

Qui-Gon heard aroar from the main tunndl, voices shouting, pounding feet on stone. He quickened his
pace and burst into the space, Obi-Wan at his hedls.

Nield spun around to face them. "The offer for negotiation was atrick. The Elders have attacked!"

Chaos reigned in the tunnels. The passageways were choked with bodies, children desperately trying to
escape the battle raging above. Some were wounded. Others hurriedly tried to arm themselvesfor the



counterattack. Hundreds of the Y oung were trapped above in open parks and squares. They needed
reinforcements.

"We need medics and a supply line for weapons," Ceras said.
"We need to strike back hard!" Nield cried.

Obi-Wan rushed to huddle with Ceras and Nield. Qui-Gon saw anguish on al three faces. It wasright
that his Padawan help while he could.

But they had to get Tahl off-planet immediately. Now it wasimperative.

Qui-Gon hurried to her side. She was Sitting up, listening intently to what was going on around her. He
crouched by her side. "1 had hoped to go back to the city to find more med supplies and borrow a
floater, but I'm afraid that'simpossible now. War has broken out, and we must leave immediately.”

She nodded. "It'sdl right. | can walk, Qui-Gon. Y our medicine has dready helped me. | can makeit, if
you guideme.”

Qui-Gon bent to gather up their things. They had lost their surviva packs, but he had gathered supplies
over the past few days. He stashed them in apack Cerasi had given him.

When he turned to search for Obi-Wan, the boy was gone.

Ceras and Nield were gone aswell. Qui-Gon dropped the pack and searched the adjoining tunnels. He
went asfar as he could, but he was wasting time. Obi-Wan had probably gone to the surface with Ceras
and Nield.

Perhaps he thought that Qui-Gon still needed to gather more supplies, as he had told Obi-Wan. In that
case, Obi-Wan might be planning to meet him at the starfighter. The boy had disobeyed him again, but
Qui-Gon felt sure Obi-Wan would appear at the starfighter.

In any case, he couldn't waste any more time. He gathered his pack, helped Tahl to rise, and started
through the tunnelsto the edge of Zehava.

The smdl of smoke and the sound of crieswerein the air as Obi-Wan, Ceras, and Nield climbed
above ground. They crouched behind awall for shelter. Starfighters circled overhead, strafing the park
where the Y oung had gathered. Children ran for cover, or tried to shoot down the shipswith
shoulder-mounted torpedo launchers. The Starfighters were able to stay out of range.

"They'rewasting ammunition!" Nield cried.

"They must have flown in the starfighters from another base," Ceras said. "Or maybe they'd hidden
them somewhere we didn't know about. We can't fight them from the ground!™

Obi-Wan gripped thewall. A starfighter camein low. He saw rapid flashes from the forward gun pod.
Blagter fireripped into the grass. A young girl sprang for cover. Another boy wasn't so lucky. Thefire hit
himin theleg, and hefel. Before Obi-Wan could move, the boy's companion dragged him to safety.
Anguish ripped through Obi-Wan. The children were hel pless!



Ceras squeezed her eyes shut, as though she couldn't bear to see any more. "We have to stop this," she
sad numbly.

"Theres only three Starfighters,” Obi-Wan said tensaly, scanning the sky above.

"That'senough,” Nield said grimly. "Weve got to get organized. They're going to drive haf of usout of
the city if we don't do something!”

Nield turned to Obi-Wan. "We need your starship again, my friend. We haveto fight themin the air.
With your skills, we can shoot them down, just like we hit those deflection towers.”

Stricken, Obi-Wan gazed at hisfriends. "Y ou said you would not ask meto go against Qui-Gon's
ordersagan.”

"But everything's changed, Obi-Wan," Ceras pleaded. "L ook around you. Children are dying. Well
lose everything if we can't fight them from the air.” Tearsran down Cerad's cheeks. "Please.”

Obi-Wan's ears rang with the cries of the terrified children. Even though he was safe behind thewall, he
felt asthough blaster fire had ripped through his body. He had been torn in two. Everything hedknown,
everything held thought was important had been shattered. His Jedi training lay in piecesat hisfeet. It
meant nothing compared to what was going on around him now.

He flinched as a proton torpedo exploded. Dirt sprayed into the air, raining down on their heads.
"Obi-Wan!" Nidld shouted. "Y ou must choose!"

Tears snaked down through the grime on Cerasi's face. She didn't speak. Her shoulders shook asa
child screamed in pain.

Obi-Wan redlized he had aready chosen. He couldn't turn his back on this suffering. He couldn't turn
his back on hisfriends.Evenif it cost him everything. Hewould give that, and more.

"I'll be back," Obi-Wan promised, and took off.

Obi-Wan ran without stopping. He had to get to the ship before Qui-Gon. He did not want a
confrontation. If Qui-Gon tried to stop him, what would he do? He pushed aside the thought. He would
just haveto get therefirst. Tahl would dow Qui-Gon down.

But he had underestimated the determination and speed of two Jedi Knights. Asheran down the
canyon path, Obi-Wan saw Qui-Gon lifting off the last of the camouflaging branches. Tahl must aready
be aboard.

His steps dowed as Qui-Gon caught sight of him. Obi-Wan saw the rdlief on hisMaster'sface.
Qui-Gon thought he was coming to return with him to the Temple . The Jedi Knight stood by the
entrance ramp, waiting.

Obi-Wan didn't give Qui-Gon a chance to speak. He could not bear to hear words of welcome.



"I'm not hereto go with you,” he said. "I came for the sarfighter.”

Qui-Gon'slook of quiet welcome faded. His features froze into amask. "Tahl isaboard,” Qui-Gon said.
"l am taking her to Coruscant.”

"I'll bring the ship back,” Obi-Wan tried. "I need it now. If you could wait here-"

"No," Qui-Gon said angrily. "No, Padawan. | will not make your betrayal easy for you. If you try to
take this step, know what ahard oneit is.”

Neither had moved amuscle. Y et Obi-Wan knew that Qui-Gon wasjust as prepared as he wasto
fight. The Force swirled around him, but it was adisturbed Force, neither dark nor light. He tried to tap
into it and could not. It was like trying to squeeze a handful of fine sand asit streamed out through the
cracksin hisfingers.

He had no choice. The world around him was dying. He had to saveit. He had to fight Qui-Gon.

Obi-Wan went for hislightsaber. Qui-Gon moved only afraction of an instant later. Because of his
quickness, his lightsaber activated at the same time as Obi-Wan's.

Qui-Gon's green beam shot up, glowing in the gray light. Obi-Wan felt his own lightsaber pulsein his
hand. Qui-Gon kept his eyes on Obi-Wan.

Here was the moment. He had only to step forward and challenge his Master. He had only to move one
musclefor it to be taken as an offensive move. Then the battle would begin. Obi-Wan met Qui-Gon's
gaze and saw the same anguish he felt. He felt something within him crack, and his resolve dowly drained
away. He could not do this.

Simultaneoudy, they both lowered their wegpons. The lightsabers deactivated with afaint buzzing
sound. For amoment, all Obi-Wan heardwas the lonesome wind, howling through the canyon.

"Y ou must choose, Obi-Wan," Qui-Gon told him quietly. ™Y ou can go with me now, or stay. Know that
if you stay, you are no longer a Jedi.”

No longer a Jedi. Was he prepared to take that step? Isthis what he had come to?

The moment spun out, became timeless to Obi-Wan. Time meant nothing. The confrontation with the
man he had pledged to study under, learn from, defend and support suddenly felt unreal. How did he get
here? What was he doing?

But through his confusion he saw Ceras'sfierce glowing eyes, heard Nield'sfervent words. He il
smelled the smoke of battle, heard the desperate cries. He saw barricaded streets and Elders too blind
with hatred to notice that they werekilling their planet, piece by bloody piece. He saw them killing their
own children.

He could tell Qui-Gon about the battle he had seen. He could try. But he had tried before. Qui-Gon
was right. He must make his choice.

Ohbi-Wan grasped the rock of his conviction and felt his confusion drop away. Here on Meida/Daan he
had met aredity that was stronger than anything held known.



"I have found something here more important than the Jedi code,” Obi-Wan said dowly. " Something
not only worth fighting for, but worth dying for."

Ohbi-Wan handed his lightsaber to Qui-Gon. ™Y ou may go, Qui-Gon Jnn. But | will say."

It was as though the words hit Qui-Gon in the face, for he flinched. He stared down at Obi-Wan's
lightsaber in his hand, not speaking.A great struggle seem to go on within the Jedi Knight's powerful

body.

Obi-Wan had hurt him. He longed to take the words back. He could not. They had been said. He had
meant them.

Qui-Gon did not look at him. He did not say aword. He turned and strode up the ramp, into the
dafighter.

Obi-Wan stood back as the engines powered up. The starfighter rose cleanly from the canyon and shot
off into the upper atmosphere. He stood watching until it was out of sight. Then Obi-Wan turned his
back. He hurried down the path, back to Zehavaand his new life.

Cerad and Nield were waiting.



