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CHAPTER ONE

They hadn't spoken for many hours, not since they'd left the Core.
Anakin Skywalker kept his eyes on the dashboard indicators, even though
they were travding in hyperspace and the ship was flying on the
navcomputer. His Master, Obi-Wan Kenobi, pored over star charts on a
datascreen. Every so often he would raise a chart in magnified holo-mode

and walk through it, studying the planets more closdly.

Anakin usudly admired his Master's thoroughness, but today he fdt

irritated by it. Obi-Wan studied things. He made logicd conclusons and



plotted strategies. What did he know about legps in intuition, dreams,
risks, compulsions, knowing a step could meen disaster but teking it

anyway? What did he know, Anakin thought bitterly, about guilt?

A Jedi Master was dead, and Anakin had seen her die. Master Y addle had
hung above him in anight crowded with stars, held by the Force. She had
saved apopulation by absorbing the destructive power of a bomb with her
own body. She had become one with the Force. The gresat light had sent him
crashing to his knees. Hed thought he would never be able to get up again.
And heé/d known that as soon as he could fedl again, as soon as he could

think, he would fed responsible for her death.

Before that mission he had experienced avision that had haunted him.
The only thing about it that had been clear was thét it involved Master
Y addle. During the mission he had thought he understood what the vison
meant. Y et he had kept going forward, kept pushing. He had thought he could
change fate at any moment. And because he had thought those things, Yaddle
had made a great sacrifice - a sacrifice he should have made - and she hed

diedfor it.

The Jedi had held amemoria servicein the Great Hall of the Temple.
Hundreds of Jedi had crowded the hal and the surrounding ba conies and
levels. The glowlights had been turned out abruptly. Tiny white lightswere
projected on the ceiling. Then, out of al the thousands of lights, one had
gone out. Using the Force to direct them, each Jedi had turned and trained

their eyes on that empty space. The memory of Y addle had pulsed through the



room. Anakin had felt the power of every mind and heart focused on one

being. The absence of Y addle grew until it filled the Great Hall.

Anditismy fault sheisgone.

The blank space had expanded in hismind until it had seemed enormous
enough to swallow him. He could not turn away. He could not reved his
emotion to the Jedi who surrounded him. It took all of hisdiscipline, dl
of hiswill, to remain with hiseyesfixed on the spot. The grief had

coiled around his chest like agreat serpent, squeezing the ar from his

lungs

He couldn't forgive himself for the mistakes he had made. He didnt

know how to get to a place where he could forgive himsdif.

He Htill carried that feding. He could not find away to live with
grief comfortably, as Obi-Wan could. Anakin remembered the daysimmediately
following Qui-Gon's death. Anakin knew that Obi-Wan had been deeply
affected by his Master's death, yet Obi-Wan had continued on the same

steady path. How could he have felt so much, and yet not be changed?

He doesn't fed thingsas| do.

Wasthat it? Anakin wondered. Did he fed too much to be a Jedi? He

hadn't yet managed to achieve the distance from the Living Force that other



Jedi could maintain. How could he learn to shut out hisfedings, to close

adoor againgt them and keep on going?

Obi-Wan deactivated the maps he was studying and came to stand behind

him.

"We are coming up on the Uziel system,” Obi-Wan said. "We might run

into Vanqor patrols when we come out of hyperspace.” He leaned forward. The

insrument panel cast agreen glow on hisfrown.

"Y ou look worried, Master," Anakin said.

Obi-Wan straightened. "Not worried. Cautious." He paused. "Wel, maybe

worried, too. | think the Council should have sent more than one Jedi team

onthismission. It'sasign of how thin we are stretched.”

Anakin nodded. It was a source of discusson among dl the Jedi

lately. Requests for peacekesping missions were increasing, dmaost too many

for the Jedi to handle.

"Our best chance for successis dipping through undetected,” Obi-Wan

sad. "Well haveto rely on your taent for evasveflying.”

"Il do my best,” Anakin said.

"Y ou dways do,” Obi-Wan replied.



His Master'stone was light, but Anakin knew that he meant a greet
dea morethan he'd said. It was one of several waysthat his Master was
trying to help him. Obi-Wan knew that Y addl€'s desth haunted Anakin. There
had been atime, Anakin reflected, when Obi-Wan's kindness would have made
everything better. Now he appreciated it, but it did not make adent in his
own guilt. Obi-Wan wanted to help him, but Anakin did not want his help.

Anakin did not know why.

Focus on the mission. It will get you through.

He had been glad when Mace Windu had briefed them on thismission. He

had wanted something difficult to lose himsdf in.

The planet of Typha-Dor had pleaded for the Senate's help. They were
the last holdout in the Uzid system againgt the aggressive invasons of

thelargest planet in the system, Vanqor.

Anamy of resstance fighters from the other planets in the system
had found refuge on Typha-Dor and formed a codlition force to protect the
last free planet. So far Typha-Dor had managed to hold out againgt Vanqor's

colonizetion efforts. Y et they knew invasion wasimminent.

One of the successful tools the Typha-Dor forces had used was a

surveillance outpost on aremote moon. The outpost had been able to track



the secret movements of the Vandor fleet. Recently Typha-Dor hed learned
that Vanqgor was targeting the survelllance outpost for attack. The outpost

was in aremote area of the moon, hidden by heavy cloud cover. Theland was
packed with snow and ice for months, which aso meant that it was dmost

impossibleto get crewsin and out.

Reliable information had cometo the Typha-Dorsthat the Vandgors were
closeto pinpointing the location. It wasimperetive the news get through
to the crew to abandon the post. There hadn't been word from the crew in
severa weeks, and the fear was that the comm units were down, or the worst
had happened and the post had aready been attacked. Anakin and Obi-Wan had
been sent to discover what was going on and, if they were il there, to

bring the crew back safely.

The ship eased out of hyperspace with barely a shudder. Instantly the

survelllance equipment hummed to life.

"Nothing to worry about,” Anakin said, setting his next course.

"Yet," Obi-Wan muttered.

Anakin plotted a course that would keep hm wdl away from space
lanes. They traveled in watchful silence. The Typha-Dor moon, so obscure it
hadn't been named, loomed. It was known by its coordinates- TY44. Anakin
saw it on the radar and then received avisua sighting. He could not see

the moon itsdlf, only the atimosphere around it. The clouds offered no



glimpse of the satdllite's surface.

"Thereitis"

"Radar dghting,” Obi-Wan said suddenly. "Lookslike alarge gunship.”

Without dowing his speed, Anakin reversed and dived. If they could

get out of radar range, they might not get spotted. The Gdan garfighter

was smdl enough that it could be mistaken for space debris until the ship

got closer.

"Hasn't noticed us," Obi-Wan said. "I think we dodged thisone.”

Anakin maintained speed, flying dightly erraticaly to mimic space

déebris.

The gunship suddenly changed course.

"He'sgot us," Obi-Wan said crisply. "Six quad laser cannons, three on

each sde. Two concussion missile launch tubes. Four... no, Six turbolaser

canhnons.”

"In other words, were alittle outgunned,” Anakin said.

"l suggest evasion as our best course," Obi-Wan agreed dryly.



Laser cannonfire exploded around them.

"Missleon theleft!" Obi-Wan shouted.

"l seeit!" Anakin streamed up, making a sharp tun to evade the

tracking device. The missile hugged their path. At the last second, Angkin

veered off, and the missile passed them by afew meters.

"Close," Obi-Wan said. "They're speeding up. We can't outrun them,

Anakin."

"Jugt give me achance.”

"Too risky. Just get us down. Well land on the Typha Dor moon."

"But were far from the outpost,” Anakin said.

"We stand a better chance down there." Another missile screamed past.

The small ship wastossed by the reverberations of cannonfire. "Theyl

send alanding ship, but well have ahead gart.”

The explosion was close. Anakin gripped the controlsand gritted his

teeth. His choice would be to keep flying, but he had to obey his Magter.

He felt the response of the ship as he changed course. It shuddered,



asthough it had sustained damage. He glanced a the indicator lights.
Nothing blinked a him. There must be superficid damage onthewing. Not a

problem for an experienced pilot.

Anakin dipped the ship and dived into the heavy cloud cover below.

CHAPTER TWO

Obi-Wan glanced down &t the surface asthey dipped lower. He squinted
againg the glare. The thick clouds didn't diminish the effect. The ground
was covered in snow and glaciers, and the light bounced and refracted,
making it difficult to see. Anakin skimmed over theterrain, looking for a

placeto land.

"WEell need to engage the sensors," Anakin said. "No telling how deep

that snow is."

Obi-Wan had aready turned to the starship sensor array. "I'm getting
asolid reading. Theiceis metersthick. It will hold the ship." Obi-Wan
read out the coordinates. "By the lip of that rock outcropping there. Were
far enough away that we won't lead them to the outpost, but it will be a

bit of awak."

Anakin guided the ship to asmooth landing. The cockpit hatch did

back. At firgt, the slence was overwheming. The cold settled into the



cockpit dowly. At firgt, Obi-Wan fdt it on thetips of hisears. Then his
fingers. Then the back of hisneck. Soon every millimeter of exposed skin

fdt numb.

"Cold," Anakin said.

"That's an understatement,” Obi-Wan said, vaulting over the seat
toward the supply locker. He grabbed the survival gear and tossed a st to
Anakin. Then he pulled out awhite tarp. "If we secure thisover the ship
we might gain sometime," hesaid. "At least they'll find it hard to get a

visud gghting.”

After donning surviva gear and goggles, they spent a few minutes

securing the tarp over the ship and strapping it down.

Anakin glanced at the sky. "How long do you think we have?'

"Depends on how good they are at tracking,” Obi-Wan said. "And how

lucky we are. However much time we have, it hasto be enough.”

They started out across the frozen landscape. |ce had formed in athin
layer on the ground, making waking treacherous. In ther thick-soled
boots, the Jedi had traction, but it took concentration to move quickly
without diding over theice. Obi-Wan felt hisleg muscles tense, and he
knew they would betired at the end of thisjourney. He only hoped that

what lay at the end of it was ashort rest, at least. There was no tdling



what they would find at the outpost.

After afew minutes Obi-Wan grew used to the rhythm of ther journey
and the eerie sound of thewind ruffling the snow on top of theice,
creating alow whistle that dipped in and out of hearing. Hismind dipped
out of its focus on the mission. He brooded, as he often did these days, on

thetdl, slent boy at hisside.

When he had been Anakin's age, sixteen, the thought of the death of a
Jedi Master had been inconceivable. He had been in tight spots with Qui-Gon
- hisMaster had even been captured by a deranged scientist named Jenna Zan
Arbor, who had imprisoned him in order to study the Force - but it hed
never occurred to him that Qui-Gon could be killed. He had assumed that a

being so strong in the Force could cheat degth.

Now he knew better. He had seen Jedi Mastersfall. He still remembered
the horror hefelt as he saw thelife drain from Qui-Gon's eyes on Naboo.

Recently the Jedi Order had lost another Magter, Y arael Poof.

The galaxy was arougher, harder place. Lawlessnesswas growing. Obi-
Wan knew now that the Jedi were far from invindble Tha knowledge hed
made him more careful, perhgps abit lesswilling to risk too much. Which
could be good, and bad, depending. Ashe settled into hislife as a Jedi
Master, Obi-Wan was very aware that his need to control situations, to look

at al sdesof anissue, would conflict with the desires of his headstrong



gpprentice. He saw conflict ahead but he dso saw himself unable to stop

his movement toward it.

Anakin was powerful. Anakin was young. These two facts could collide

with the power and heat of afusion furnace.

Obi-Wan had gone over and over in his mind what had happened with

Masgter Y addle. He could not see any way that he could have prevented it.

His Padawan had relied on his command of the Force and on his absolute
conviction that he wastaking the only possble path, and events had
overtaken him. Obi-Wan had no doubt that Y addle hed seen her own degth
coming. She had decided it was necessary that she become one with the
Force. She had done it to save countlesslives, and she must have seen that

Anakin's path was mapped out otherwise.

Obi-Wan didn't know how much Anakin blamed himself, but he knew that
his apprentice was brooding over what had gone wrong. It was appropriate

that he do 0, but not appropriate for him to blame himsdlf.

Y et how can | stop him from doing so, if | blame him mysdlf?

Blame was not something a Jedi was supposed to fedl. Obi-Wan knew he
waswrong. Hetried to look a what had happened in ameasured way, but he
kept circling back to the fact that in his heart, he believed that Anakin

could have somehow prevented Y addl€'s death.



Hetold himsdf that if Anakin had made mistakes, they came from a
place that was pure. It was not in the Jedi code to second-guess another
Jedi's decisions. But Obi-Wan knew hiswords of comfort had ahollow core,

and he suspected that Anakin knew it, too.

The distance between them continued to grow. Y addle's death hed

changed them both.

No, Obi-Wan corrected himsdlf. The distance had been growing before

that. Perhaps it has always been there. Perhaps | didn't want to seeit.

Anakin's pure connection to the Force meant that in some ways Obi-Wan
had little to teach him. At least it seemed that Anakin was beginning to
think that. Y et Obi-Wan knew he still had so much to give him. Being a Jedi
involved more than commanding the Force - it involved the inner serenity
needed to access that Force in the best way. Y addl€'s death had shaken Obi-

Wan to the core. Was it possible that Anakin had too much power?

Obi-Wan would not give up on Anakin. It was hisduty as a Magter to
teach his apprentice, to help him become a Jedi Knight. All he knew was
that he never seemed to have time to address the problem of the tendon
between them. Every day was packed with thingsto do, with travel, with
missions or Council meetings. The gdlaxy teemed with trouble. The Senate

was sometimes mired in procedures. The problems of an apprentice and his



Master got lost in the chaos that surrounded them.

Obi-Wan was dl too aware that guilt and shame could percolate and
turn into anger, and hewas dert for the signs of it. So far, Anakin just
seemed remote. This, he had to remind himsdlf, was norma for a young men

of sixteen.

That iswhat you keep telling yoursdlf. But isit true?

His mind had circled around to the beginning. Obi-Wan let out a puff
of exasperation, which he hoped Anakin did not hear. He concentrated on his

steps through the icy snow.

Thekilometers passed in slence. The outpost was tucked into a
mountain range that rose from the glaciers. Obi-Wan thought he could make
out itsoutline in the distance with the eectrobinoculars, but it was hard
to be sure. Land and sky merged in a sea of white. The clouds seemed to
lower asthey walked, and afew flakes separated from the thick blanket
above them and drifted lazily down. Soon the flakes thickened and the wind

freshened, driving the snow againgt their faces.

Ohbi-Wan looked at the horizon. A silvery clump of snow seemed to be

faling fast againgt the white sky. But he wasn't seeing snowflakes. It was

acruiser.

"Surveillance," he said crisply to Anakin. "Drop down.”



It was the only thing to do. There was no cover. They dropped to the
ground, their facesin the snow. From above, ther white survivel gear
would blend with the landscape. They heard the whirr of the engines above
and sayed perfectly ill. The ship was going dowly, tacking over the
areain asweep. Obi-Wan dowed down his breathing and hislife processes,
aJedi technique. He knew Anakin would do the same. It would make it
difficult for alife-form sensor to pick up their traces. The cold would

hel p them, too.

Obi-Wan didn't think of the cold, or theimminent danger. He l&t his

mind dow as hisbody processes had. He made himsalf ablank, just another

piece of white againgt awhite background.

Thewhirr of the engines softened and waned. They waited uniil they

could hear nothing, concentrating so hard that Obi-Wan heard thetiny plink

plink of the icy snowflakes hitting the ground beside him.

Anakinrolled over. Ice had caked in his hair. He blinked the snow off

hiseydashes. "l fed like afrozen jujasickle.”

"You look like one, too. But it's better than being shot at.”

"If you say 0." Anakin stood and dusted the snow off hislegs.



"They'll be back. We'd better hurry." Obi-Wan consulted the map on his
datapad. "We're close. We have to be careful now. We don't want to lead the

Vangorsto the outpost.”

"Let's hopethey don't find the - "

A loud explosion suddenly sounded. Obi-Wan and Anakin turned back the
way they had come. Obi-Wan put the electrobinocularsto hiseyes. He saw a

thin plume of smoke.

"They blew up our ship," he sad.

They didn't need to say out loud what they were thinking. If the ship
at the outpost wasn't operable, they could be stuck on the moon for some

time. If the outpost was destroyed, they would have no shelter.

They found the strength to move faster. There wasn't much daylight
left, and traveling in the darkness would be difficult. At least moving
faster kept them warmer. The snow continued to fal and then turned into a
blizzard. The faling temperature transformed the flakesinto icy pelets
that stung their cheeks. Despite his discomfort, Obi-Wan was grateful for

the storm. It would hamper the search effort by the Vanqors.

"The shortest route will be over theglaciers” he ydled over the

noise of the storm to Anakin. "It's dso the hardest."



"Let'sdoit,” Anakin shouted back. They both knew that the sooner

they found shelter, the safer they would be.

The glaciersloomed ahead, tall blocks of ice hundreds of meters
thick, somerisng up to create mountains of ice. They began to dimb
upward, using their cable launchersto haul themsdves directly up the
sheer face of theice. Despite their therma gloves, their fingers fdt
frozen. It was hard to grab the cable and find purchase on theice. Obi-Wan
saw the effort and strain on his Padawan's face, and hefelt it in his own

body as he pushed forward, every meter a battle now.

After severd hours of hard dimbing, they were close to the
coordinates of the outpost. The climbing was more gradua now, and they

were able to move faster. The darkness grew around them.

Obi-Wan checked the coordinates. "The outpost should beright here.”

He squinted ahead in the now-gloomy light. He saw nothing, just the

same blank whiteness that they'd been traveling in since they'd started.

Had his eyesight been affected? He checked the coordinates again.

"l know whereitis" Anakin said suddenly, striding forward.

Obhi-Wan followed him. Herdied on coordinates. Anakinrdied on his

perceptions. He couldn't seeit, but he could fed it.



Ahead, what &t first gppeared to be asheer ice dliff was redly the
wall of the outpost. Obi-Wan could now seethat ice had completely covered
the structure, which was made of athick white materid able to withstand

extreme cold without cracking.

There seemed to be no entry, and no way to dert anyone ingde that

they were there. Anakin pounded on the wall. There was no response.

Now that they were standing sill, thewind and cold cut into them,

indnuating cold fingersingdetheir clothes. Obi-Wan wondered if they

would haveto set up camp and try again in the morning.

Just then theice began to groan. A door dowly eased open, pushing

againgt theicethat caked it. It stopped halfway.

A dender human woman stood, her hands on ablaster pointed at them.

"We are Jedi, sent by Typha-Dor," Obi-Wan said. "Y ou must be Shdini."

He had studied the text docs of the crew during the journey from the

Temple. Shdini was the crew leader. Her husband, Mezdec, was the

communications officer.

Sowly, the blaster lowered. Shalini's Slvery eyes sent them a sharp

glance. "So our leaders have remembered we exist."



"They could not reach you. Y our comm unit isdown."”

"I'm aware of that. It's been down for over amonth. Glad they decided

to check on us." She stood aside. "Comein."

Obi-Wan ducked his head to get through the doorway. They stood at the
entranceto asmal room. Thelightswere at half power. A weapons rack
stood to one side. On the other was a console with survellance and data
equipment. Another console was near the doorway. Obi-Wan noted that it was
damaged, with scorch marksindicating close blaster fire. Positioned around
the room were four other crew members, al with blasters pointed & the

doorway.

"It'sdl right,” Shdini said. "They've been sent by TyphaDor.” She

tucked her blaster into her bdt.

One man leaned againgt the wall and closed hiseyes. He looked weak

and pale. "About time."

A tdl, muscular woman dipped her blaster into a shoulder holgter.

"Pagt time"

The welcome wasn't quite the friendly one Obi-Wan had imagined. Then a

tall manin athick pullover strode forward. "Don't mind us. It's been a



long haul. Were very glad to seeyou.”

"ThisisMezdec," Shdini sad. "Hesour firg officer. | am Shdini,
the leader of the group. The othersare Thik" - the weak-looking man nodded
at them - "Rgana, and Olanz." The muscular woman nodded curtly at them,

and the other man, bald and astall as Mezdec, raised ahand in greeting.

"But where are the rest?" Obi-Wan asked. " There are supposed to be ten

of you."

"Not anymore," Shdini said. "We had a saboteur in our midst. Samdew
was the communications officer. We discovered that hewas a oy for the
Vanqors. He destroyed our comm system right after we were able to intercept

the VVangor invasion plans”

"He aso disabled our transport,” Mezdec said. "So weve been stuck

here. Werre dmost out of food, so were especialy glad to seeyou.”

"Inthat case, let'sbegin with amed." Obi-Wan reached for his

surviva pack. "We brought extrarationsin case.”

He and Anakin doled out the protein packs. The group sat down and

split up the food. While they ate, Obi-Wan scanned the equipment. He took a

second look at the damaged comm control console. "What happened?”

"It was the middle of the night," Mezdec said. He swallowed and pushed



therest of hisfood away. "l was awake, and | heard Samdew a the comm
unit. | thought he was doing a sweep - we monitored the channds
congtantly, and | assumed he was checking to seeif anything turned up. |

was awake anyway, 0 | got up to seeif anything was happening.”

"Therewas quite abit of chatter on the system,” Shdini said. "The
Vangors knew we had been able to monitor their comm channels. In order to
confuse us, they'd flood us with information. That made Samdew a crucid

member of our team. He was our senior information anay<.”

"| stood in the doorway. He didn't hear me," Mezdec sad, his eyes
clouding at the memory. "And | saw that he wasn't monitoring transmissions.
He was transmitting to the Vandor fleet. | redlized hewasaspy. | blasted
the console. | didn't know what elseto do. It was the fastest way to stop
him. I didn't want to kill him. But he turned and moved toward me, and the

next shot hit himin the chest.”

"It'sdl right, Mezdec," Shdini said quietly. She put her hand on

hisam.

"I heard the blagter fire," Rgana said, taking up the account, as
Mezdec had falen slent. "I heard Samdew fall, and | ranin. While he was
on the ground, he tried to shoot Mezdec just as Thik came in after me. Thik
was hit in the knee and went down." Rgjanalooked at Mezdec. "I wasthe one

who fired thefatal blast. Not you."



"Samdew died,” Shalini said. "What we didn't know wasthat before he
died, he activated the fire system in the deeping quarters. The room goes

into lockdown, and dl the oxygen is sucked out.”

"He had disabled the warning siren, but not the procedure. Four of our
crew werein there," Mezdec said. "They suffocated. By the time we redized

what had happened, they were dead.”

"He meant for al of youto beinthere" Anakin said.

"Yes" Shdini said. "We imagine that he was sending his lagt
transmission. He didn't need to be undercover anymore, and the easiest

thing to do was get rid of us."

"If the Vangors know your location, why haven't they attacked?' Obi-

Wan asked.

Shalini shook her head. "We don't think they do. Wethink Samdew was
in deep cover. He never sent atransmission before that night, and Mezdec
stopped him before the transmission went through. All trangmissons were
coded and timed, so we would have known if he'd beenin contact with the
Vangors. We assume that his mission wasto remain until we had cracked the

Vanqor code and learned something vital."

“Whichwedid," Rgjanasad.



"Yes, let's get back to that,” Obi-Wan said. "What have you learned?’

"We have the details of the Vanqor invason plans” Sdini said.
"Troop movements, coordinates, the invasion stes. We haveit dl on this"
Shdini held up asmall disk. "It's crucid that we get the information to

Typha-Dor."

"Well haveto leave from here" Obi-Wan told her. "We have good
reason to believe that the Vangors have destroyed our ship. I'm afraid it's

only amatter of time before they find this outpost.”

"Samdew sabotaged the transport,” Mezdec reminded them. "l can fix

anything, but | can't fix it." Anakin sood. "L et metry.”

CHAPTER THREE

Anakin disgppeared into the transport hangar. Obi-Wan had no doubt
that if anyone could fix the vehicle, it would be Anakin. He had a genius

for fixing the unfixable.

Shalini looked worried. "Mezdec hastried for weeksto fix the ship.
With al possible respect for your apprentice, hell never be able to gat
it up and running. Areyou certain nothing can be salvaged from your

transport? Maybe we should chance awalk there. We don't know for sure that



Vangor has set an ambush. There might be partswe could use. Il go, if

you can give me the coordinates.”

"Shalini, no," Mezdec protested. "It's too dangerous.”

"No, it'snot,” Shdini said. "It's necessary."

"You'd never makeit at night,” Mezdec argued. "Surviva gear can't
protect you from that kind of cold. Besides, you know therule. Weonly go
in pairs." Hetouched her hand. "Asyou and | do,” he said in a gentle

tone.

She smiled, but shook her head. "We should try every avenue. | am
responsiblefor thisdisk." She touched her belt, where she had tucked the
disk into ahidden dit. "I have another idea. We could return to the  Jedl
ship, expecting an ambush. A few of us could pretend to surrender. Then the
others could attack the VVanqor ship. We could get off-planet in ther

transport.”

"That'sahighly unlikely scenario,” Obi-Wan said. "And alast resort.

Let'sgive Anakin a chance before we make that decision.”

Everyoneignored Obi-Wan. "Maybe we should split the team,” Olanz
sad. "A few of uscould gowith Shdini at firgt light. We could take the

missi|e tube and some flechette launchers.”



"Our gtrength isin our numbers,” Rgana argued. "We should reman

together."

"Thik can't travel," Mezdec pointed out.

"l cantrave,” Thik said. "Just not very fagt.”

"And what of the ones who remain behind?' Rgana asked. "We're dmogt

out of heating fud. Whoever stayed would be facing death.”

"We have faced degth al dong,” Thik said.

"That doesn't mean we should inviteitin," Mezdec sad.

Thik smiled dightly. "Isn't thisjust like our home-world. We spend

50 long arguing about what's the best way to do something that we never get

anything done."

"That doesn't mean we should beinvaded,” Rganasaid sharply.

Shdlini turned to Obi-Wan. "Weve been cooped up together for too
long," she said. She gave atense smile. "When we haven't been trying to
find away to get off this moon, weve been arguing about the best way to

doit. Thik hasapoint.”



"Typha-Dor islucky,” Thik said. "Wearerichin resources. We have
abundant sunshine and water. Our world islarge and varied. We have alarge
workforce. Y et we have never learned how to truly manage our resources and

turn them into the wedth we need.”

"Yes yes" Rganasaidimpatiently. "And Vangor isasmdl, dusty
planet. Y et they have learned how to get the most out of what they have.
Their indugtries are booming. They arewedthier than us, despite their

smdl size. That does not mean they deserve to conquer our star system!™

"l am not defending Vangor's aggression,” Thik said. "Y ou know that,
Rajana. Why am | here, if not to sacrifice my lifeif | mugt for my
homeworld? | am just saying that even VVangor could have lessons to teach

LIS,"

"The Vangors are greedy and ruthless," Mezdec said darkly. "If they

have something to teach us, | have no desireto learniit.”

"It isthet attitude that setsus up for conflict inthefirst place,”

Thik said. "If we had been more willing to negotiate years ago, we would

not be facing invasion now."

Mezdec stood. "'l am beginning to wonder who the traitor is hered” he

bellowed.

Shdini put her hand on her husband'sarm. "Sit," she said softly.



After amoment's deliberation, Mezdec sat down. "Would anyone like

another protein bar?' Obi-Wan tried. Everyoneignored him again.

The tension was thick in the room. It was no wonder, Obi-Wan thought.
They had been together for over ayear. They had been hunted by the
Vanqors. There had been a saboteur in their midst. They were afrad they

would never make it off-planet.

He understood their testiness, but he wasn't too excited about having

toligentoit.

"I think I'll check on Anakin," he said.

The hangar was located in the back, past the utility rooms. There was

only one transport and afew speeder bikes that had been dismantled for

parts. All Obi-Wan could see were Anakin's legs, sticking out from

underneath the transport. Obi-Wan leaned down.

"Any luck?'

Anakin'svoice was muffled. "Maybe. But what | wouldn't give for apit

droid."

"Congder meapit droid,” Obi-Wan sad. "What can | do?’



Anakin did out. "Y ou need some servodriversfor hands and a grease

pump instead of anose." He said the words grumpily.

"Well, let me do something,” Obi-Wan said. "Have you pinpointed the

problem?’

"Sure," Anakin said. "That's the easy part. It'sthe power generator.

The transfer wires from the sublight engine are fused together, which means

that the fuson system is completdly blown.”

"Can you replace the transfer wires?"

"Sure. But then the backup from the power feeds would trigger a

response.”

"And that response would be.. "

"The ship would blow up."

"Not optimum,” Obi-Wan said.

"| can see where Mezdec tried to improvise. But he keegps running into

the same problem." Anakin tapped hisfinger on the shdl of the ship.

"Hereswhat | can't figure," he said. "Why would Samdew disable the ship

completely?1f hekilled al the crew here, how would he get off-planet?’



"Maybe he didn't need the ship," Obi-Wan said. "The Vanqgors would pick

himup."

"Okay," Angkinsaid. "But if | were aspy stuck on aremote moon, 1'd
want aback door, just in case. | wouldn't assume that everything would go

asplanned.”

"Thingsrarely do." Obi-Wan nodded thoughtfully. "Meaning there mugt

be away to fix the ship."

"l just don't know what it isyet." Anakin ducked back under the ship.

"But I'll find it. Hand me that fuse-cutter, will you?'

Obi-Wan reached for the tool. For the next hour, he slently helped
Anakin try one route, then another, to fix the ship. He admired Anakin's
focus. It was as though the engine were an aling organiam that he was

coaxing back to life.

Mezdec wandered out to help, and he and Anakin conferred. Obi-Wan lost
the thread of the conversation, which skimmed over fuse switches,
overrides, and surges. He knew something about engines, but not nearly as

much as Anakin.

At last Anakin replaced the engine plate, entered the ship, and eased



into the pilot seet. He hesitated before firing the engines.

"Y ou might want to back up," he told Obi-Wan, who had aso entered the

ship.

"How far?'

"Tothe next sar system." Anakin grinned. "Only kidding." He engaged

the throttle and the engineroared to life.

Mezdec yelled from the outsde, "The kid knows his Suff.”

"That he does,” Obi-Wan agreed as he exited.

Anakin powered down the engines and leaped out of the ship. "'l can get
it started, but | can't restore full power. That means no deflector
shields. We had to bypass the weapons ddivery system to juice up the
generator, o we won't have turbolasers, elther. In other words, we'll have
adow ride, and well be exposed if the Vanqgorstrack us on radar. And

then theresthe fuel problem.”

"Whichis?'

"We don't have much. | ran our options through the computer. The only
way to get to Typha-Dor is by the shortest route. That's going to bring us

right into VVanqor airspace.”



Obi-Wan grimaced. "Thisjust keeps getting better." He looked back at
the shelter, where the four crew memberswaited. "Well have to risk it.

Our only chanceisto dip through their surveillance. Spaceisbig.”

"Spaceishig?' A flash of humor made Anakin's eyes sparkle. "That's

your strategy? | guess| can stop worrying.”

The mischief in Anakin's eyes suddenly lightened Obi-Wan's heart. He
saw the flash of aboy he'd once known, aboy who liked to fix things, a
boy who had yet to understand the grest gifts he had been given. A boy
untroubled by those giftswho bdlieved the gdaxy would unfald for him,

show him the promise of hisdreams.

| can't let him lose that spirit. | can't let him lose the boy he was.

He grinned back. "Thanks" hesaid. "l just thought of it."

Asthey exchanged smiles, something changed. Something lightened, and

the tension between them eased, just a bit.

But then, just as the moment passed, Obi-Wan saw sadness in Angkin's
eyes. He caught the samefedling. It was no longer possibleto fix things

between them with ajoke, alight moment. Things ran too deep for that now.



"I'll get the others," Obi-Wan said.

Shdini stood, her hands on her hips, surveying the main room.

"| sure hope you can make that thing take off,” she said.

Therewas nothing left of the shelter. It was now an empty shell. The
team'singructions were to destroy anything that could be of use to the
Vanqors. Shalini and the rest had used soldering equipment and tools to
fuse and destroy the comm and survelllance suites. They had destroyed dl

their files and everything they could not carry aboard ship.

Anakin sat behind the controls, with Mezdec next to him. "The takeoff
could be bumpy," hetold the others. "We don't have enough power for a

smooth ride. Once we get into the upper atmosphere we should be okay."

Anakin started the engines. The retractable roof of the hangar did
back. Watching the instruments carefully, Anakin gave the engines power and
they rose, too dowly for Obi-Wan's comfort. The ship shook with the

effort.

Anakin's face was completely calm, but Obi-Wan noted the sheen of
perspiration on his skin. The controls shook in his hands. The shuddering
ship rose over theicy wasteland. It did sideways, dangeroudy close to
the sde of the mountain. Obi-Wan saw Thik close hiseyes. Shdini touched

her belt, where the disk lay hidden.



Anakin gave another boost to the power, and the ship shot up into the
upper atmosphere. "That was the hard part,” he announced to the others.

"Next stop, Typha-Dor."

If we are lucky, Obi-Wan thought. If we are very, very lucky.

CHAPTER FOUR

Anakin glanced at the radar. There was no traffic in the vidnity.
Most transient ships stayed clear of the Uziel system, dueto the troubles
there. Now that VVanqor controlled the airspace, no one was eager to tangle

withit.

Safefor the moment, Anakin let Rgjana take over the pilating. He

needed to keep a closer eye on the instruments.

Mezdec looked up from the navigation screen. "Everything dl right?”

" just want to take alook at the stabilizer controls" Anakin said.
"Without full power, well bein troubleif something mafunctions. | had
to reroute the cables from the left stabilizer in order to get lift. | want
to make surewe didn't pull too much power on the takeoff. I'm going to run

afull satus check."



He set the status check in motion and watched as the computer ticked
off the different indicators. Anakin decided to do a second check, this
time manudly. He couldn't be too careful in aship operating at less then

full power. He scanned through the warning sensors.

"That'sodd," he said to Mezdec. "I'm getting an indicator green on

three power feeds on the escape pod. I'm showing two anti-gray generators.”

"The pod does have two anti-gray generators,” Mezdec said. "It was
upgraded in case it had to be used as a primary transport to get dl the

way back to Typha-Dor. Samdew sabotaged the pod, too."

"| saw that," Anakin said. "But there was no console indicator for an

extragenerator and three power feeds."

"Thefeed indicators are in the pod itself,” Mezdec said.

"l see. I'll check them there, then." Anakin went back to the escape
pod. He did a status check. Then he stopped by the small area where Obi-Wan

had settled himsdf in the rear of the craft.

Anakin eased into a seat next to him. He leaned over casudly and
spokein alow tone. "The escape pod is double-boosted. Highly unusud for
thismodd. Theindicators don't run through the sensor array in the man
cabin. In other words, | found Samdew's back door. If I'd checked the pod

itself, | could have fixed the problem on the transport. All that needed to



be done was arewiring job to suck power from the pod and bring it to the

trangport. We could have taken off with full power."

"Canyou do it now?'

Anakin shook hishead. "Not whilewere flying. But that's not the

issue. | have one quegtion.”

"Why didn't Mezdec figureit out?' Obi-Wan interjected in alow tone.

"Could it be an oversght?'

Anakin shrugged. "Sure. If he'snot very bright. But he seemsto know

his stuff. And he had a month to try to fix the transport.”

Obi-Wan frowned. " Something has been nagging a me. There were scorch

marks on the comm console. Mezdec said that he came out of the degping

guarters and saw Samdew at the comm unit. He saw that Sam-dew was sending a

communication to the Vanqgors."

Anakin nodded. " So he blasted the comm console to stop him."

"A blast from that distance shouldn't have left scorch marks on the

pand,” Obi-Wan said.

"Not unless he shot from very cose" Anakin agreed. "Maybe he was



mistaken about where he was standing.”

"If he was close enough to blast the pand to leave scorch marks,
wouldn't you think he'd be close enough to stop Samdew without shooting?
Why did he have ablaster, anyway? He said hed been deeping, and it was

the middle of the night,” Obi-Wan said. "Anyway, the point isthat he lied.

"But the others came out and saw what happened,” Anakin said. "And

Samdew shot Thik."

"Think back, Padawan,” Obi-Wan said. "You are tdling me the

impression you got, not the words that were actudly said.”

Anakin thought back, annoyed a himsdf. He had spoken quickly,
without reviewing the conversation in his mind. That wasn't consistent with

histraining.

He focused, as a Jedi should. He remembered the conversation dearly
now, in the exact words and sequence the others had used. An exact memory

was one of thetools of aJedi mind.

"Samdew was dying when he tried to shoot Mezdec," Anakin said. "That's
what Rganaand Thik saw. Thik just got in theway. So Samdew could have
been shooting at M ezdec because Mezdec was the spy. But what about Samdew

activating the fire sysem?"



"We only have Mezdec's word for that, too,” Obi-Wan sad. "We only

have Mezdec's word for everything, including the disabled transport.”

"Do you think he'sthe spy?' Anakin asked. "I don't know," Obi-Wan

sad.

Shdini had seen them talking, and she did into a seat next to Obi-

Wan. "Everything dl right?"

Anakin glanced at hisMaster. Mezdec was Shdini's husband. As the

head of the group, she had aright to know what they were thinking. But

wherewould her loydtieslie?

"Fing" Obi-Wan said. "Tell us something. Did you have any other

evidence that Samdew was the saboteur?"

"What more evidence did we need?' Shdini said. "Hekilled four of us.

"What do you think his plan was before he was interrupted?' Obi-Wan

asked.

"We knew hewas beginning his transmisson to the Vanqor flest,"

Shalini said. "Luckily Mezdec intervened beforethey got alock on our



position. | imagine that his message would be that we had the invason

plans. Then hewould kill usand take off."

"In the disabled transport?’

"The Vangors would send atransport, | suppose,” Shdini said. "What

areyou suggesting?'

"It ssems an inefficient way for aspy to behave,” Obi-Wan said. "Far
better to dert the Vangorsthat their plans had been retrieved, then stay

in place and hope for more chances to betray Typha-Dor."

"Maybe hewas an inefficient spy,” Shdini said. "Maybe his misson

was over. Maybe hewastired of the cold.” She eyed Obi-Wan curioudy. "Why

don't you say what you mean?"

"There could be another spy," Obi-Wan said. "Or Samdew might have been

innocent. He did not get achance to defend himself.”

"He shot Thik!" Shdini said.

"Hewasaming at Mezdec," Obi-Wan reminded her. "The only person who

had identified him asaspy."

"What are you saying?' Hodlility tinged Shalini'swords now.



Shalini'svoice had risen, and Thik and Olanz looked over. Rgana and

Mezdec could not hear.

"We'rejust going over what happened,” Obi-Wan said. "We want to make

sure that what you think happened really happened.”

"1 know what happened,” Shdini ingsted.

"Y ou know what Mezdec told you," Obi-Wan said. "Thereisadifference.

It could beacrucia one. Areyou willing to gamble your planet's freedom

onyour faithin him?'

"Yes" Shdini sad with complete certainty.

"I'mnot," Olanz said quietly, coming up with Thik. "The Jedi might

have apoint, Shalini. We are relying on Mezdec for our proof."

Shdini looked at the two of them with dishdief. "Mezdec is not a

traitor. Heisasloya to Typha-Dor as| am, as committed to bringing the

plansback as| am."

Anakin noticed that she touched her utility belt when she spoke.

"May we seethe disk?' he asked.



Shalini looked a him angrily, but she reached into a hidden pocket on

her belt and handed Obi-Wan the disk.

Obi-Wan accessed it on his datapad. It was empty of information.

Shalini stared at the disk in shock. "I don't know how..."

"Wasthe disk ever out of your sight?' Obi-Wan asked urgently.

She bit her lip. "No, never. But Mezdec checked my blaster and my

emergency supplieson my utility belt before weleft. He said he wanted to

doit, to make sure | would be safe...." Her voicetrailed off. "l have a

second disk. | didn't tell Mezdec. Theinvasion plans are safe”

Rganasvoicerose. "I'm getting radar activity. | think it'sa

destroyer.”

"WhereisMezdec?' Shdini cried. Mezdec had disappeared.

Anakin and Obi-Wan sprang up. "Emergency pod," Obi-Wan said.

They raced to the rear of the ship. Mezdec was accessing the emergency

door. Heran insde.

The ship suddenly shook aslaser cannonfire erupted.



"We're under attack!" Rgjana shouted from the cockpit. "I need hep

herel"

Both Jedi |eaped toward the closing door to the escape pod. It locked
down before they could reach it. Obi-Wan swept hislightsaber down the door
and the metd peeled back. But he wastoo late. Mezdec blasted out into

space.

CHAPTERHVE

"We should have been prepared for this,” Obi-Wan said.

"Hewon' get very far very fagt," Anakin said. "l disabled hdf the

power. | also cut the comm unit. I'd better get to the pilot seat.”

Anakin whirled and charged back toward the cockpit. Obi-Wan followed.
Their best chance of escaping the Vangor bombardment lay with his Padawan

at the controls.

Their chances weren't good. At haf-power, the ship could not possibly

outrun the Vangor ship, and it would also be hard to maneuver.

Obi-Wan hurried back to the cockpit, where the others stood nervoudy
around Anakin as he took over the controls. The Vangor ship was behind

them, amonster assault ship clad in black and silver. A flash came from



the side of the ship.

"Torpedo," Obi-Wan said.

Anakin made ahard right. The ship shuddered asit turned. The torpedo

missed them.

Laser cannonfire began to boom. Anakin put the ship into a dive, but
Ohbi-Wan could fed how the ship trembled. He exchanged a look with his
apprentice. Anakin's lips thinned. Obi-Wan knew he was determined to get
them through. But even Anakin couldn't work miradles. Obi-Wan began to

study the map charts, looking for a place to set the ship down.

Unfortunately, the closest planet was Vanqor itself. "Hang on!" Anakin

shouted.

The ship staggered from adirect hit. Blue lightning skittered dong

the console.

"lonblagt,” Anakin said. "Wevelost most of our computer systems.”

Heturned the ship again, trying to stay amoving target. He threw aglance

at Obi-Wan. "We've got to get the ship down."

Obi-Wan looked at the others. "Our only choiceis Vanqor."

The group exchanged glances. They had been through so much and



accomplished so much. Landing on Vangor and being captured could mean the
endfor al of them. But when they turned to Obi-Wan, not one of them

looked afraid.

"If itisour only choice, let ustakeit,” Thik sad.

Anakin dipped the ship into the planet's atmosphere. "Can you give me
acoordinate?' he asked Obi-Wan. "l don't have much timeto maneuver, but

Il dowhat | can."

Obi-Wan didn't have time to consult the onboard references. He thought
back on the holomaps he had studied. "Our best chance of evading captureis
to land on the outskirts of the Tomo Craters," he said. "It's rugged
terrain. We might be able to lose them there, if you can guide usto asafe
landing." Obi-Wan quickly sat down at the computer and brought up the

coordinates.

Anakin nodded briefly, too intent on keeping the ship on course to

waste any movement. The ship rocked and shuddered under his hands. Suddenly

it beganto list to one side.

"Theleft gabilizer isfaling,” he muttered. "Everyone strap in.

We're going to have to crash-land.”

Vangor loomed below, alarge, multicolored planet. Obi-Wan knew from



his research that it was primarily made up of deserts and dry, high
plateaus. Citieswere midsize and strung out along the few fertile valeys.
The Tomo Craters areawas aremote section that thousands of years ago had

been hit by a meteor shower. Deep craters and fissures marked the dry land.

Suddenly an darm began to sound. Red lights flashed in the cockpit.
Another bank of lightslit up. Anakin didn't say aword. He didn't haveto.

Everyone knew what it meant: The ship wasfailing.

Instead of dowing, Anakin pushed his speed. Obi-Wan admired his codl.
He knew what Anakin was counting on. The faster they got down, the better.
Hejust wasn't sure what would happen when they got closer. Anakin would
try to hug the surface, hiding from the ship above until he could land.
Normdly, Anakin would relish this chalenge and performiit flawlesdy. But

with awounded ship, he was taking big chances.

Obi-Wan prepared himself. They passed over agreen valey, and Angkin
brought the ship closer to the surface. The entire frame was sheking.
Sirensblared and red lights flashed. The surfaceloomed closer. Red dirt
was kicked up by their turbulence. It looked as though they were about to
crash into boulders as big as buildings. The ship rolled to one side,
nearly sending them into amassiverock formation. Angkin corrected it.

Sweat beaded his upper lip.

Obi-Wan saw a smooth plateau ahead. Anakin would try to land there. He

dowed his speed, and the ship wobbled, rolling from sdeto sde. If they



hadn't strapped in, they would have been flung againgt the walls.

"I'velodt theleft stabilizer completdy!™ Anakin shouted. "Hang on!™

The ship dammed into the unforgiving ground. Obi-Wan fdt his body
rise up asthough it weighed nothing. He came down, jarring teeth and
bones. He tasted blood in his mouth. The ship careened down the plateau,
tearing chunks of vegetation and knocking into small boulders. The noise
was tremendous. The ship suddenly seemed afragile thing, shaking so hard

Obi-Wan wondered if it would smply fdl to pieces.

The end of the plateau wasless than fifty metersaway. If the ship
didn't gop moving, they would careen right off it, Sraight into the
canyon bottom hundreds of meters below. Anekin franticdly worked the
controls. Obi-Wan saw the lip of the plateau approach. Slowly, dowly, the
ship beganto dide. A terrible groaning noise, worse than the harsh
grating of the crash, rosein theair around them, battering ther ears
likeaphysica force. The ship suddenly tipped dmost dl the way to one

sde, damming Obi-Wan againgt the console.

Then the ship crashed againgt a boulder and stopped.

Obi-Wan looked around. Thik looked pale. No doubt the bumpy landing

had been hard on hisinjury. Shaini's forehead was bleeding. Olanz and

Rganalooked shaken but dl right.



"We've got to get out of herefast,” Obi-Wan said.

He unbuckled himsdf and Anakin did the same. They helped the others
to quickly extricate themsdalves from their seets. The landing ramp wouldn't
engage, and the door had been mangled from the landing. Obi-Wan and Angkin

st to work with thelr lightsabersto cut a hole through the hull.

Anakin suddenly stopped. He bent over to look through the viewport.
"They must have contacted Vanqor planetary security. Guard ships are

gpproaching,” he said. "They've located us."

"Do you have any smoke grenades and air masks aboard?' Obi-Wan asked

Shdini.

"Il get them,” Rganasaid. She hurried down the aide of the ship,

holding on to seat backsto stay upright.

Obi-Wan spoke even as they continued to ped back the hull with ther
lightsabers. " Our best chanceisto launch down that canyon on cables.
Anakin, you take Shalini and Olanz. I'll take Thik and Rgana. Well use
the smoke grenades for cover. Turn on your tracking device in case we lose

each other."

The hole was big enough now. Obi-Wan tossed out two smoke grenades.

The acrid smoke hillowed out.



Without much wind, the smoke hung in the air, a perfect cover. One by

one, wearing air masks to protect their lungs, they did through the hole.

They were still out of range of the starship's wegpons. They had only

minutes now. They began to run toward the edge of the plateau.

Shaken from the landing, some of the group could not movefast. Thik,
with his bad knee, was especidly dow. Obi-Wan and Anakin helped them
along, but within seconds, Obi-Wan did a quick cdculaion and redized
they couldn't make it. The starships could begin shooting through the smoke
at any moment. The Vangors might not be ableto pinpoint their location,

but they certainly could figure out where they were headed. It wasthe only

avenue of escape.

Obi-Wan felt desperate. The question was, would the shipstry to kill

them or take them prisoner?

They couldn't see the starships, but the first fire tore up the ground
in front of them. They jumped back. The fire was constant, preventing them

from reaching the edge of the plateau.

"Back to the ship!" Obi-Wan cdlled. It would & least offer some

cover.



They ran, the fire behind them now. Shaini tripped, but Anakin picked
her up and dove undernegath the belly of the ship. Thik was till moving too
dowly. He was not keeping up with the others and would be a prime target
when the smoke cleared. Obi-Wan grabbed him. He ran forward to push Thik

into an empty space where crushed metal had created a cubbyhole.

He saw too late that there was only room for one. Obi-Wan pushed Thik
into the space and kept on going. The smoke was starting to clear. Obi-Wan
dived for aboulder and took shelter behind it. He was wedged in between
the boulder and alarger one behind him. There was barely room, but he

doubted he could be seen from above.

The tarshipslanded. The group huddlied under their own ship. Obi-Wan
saw Shaini move toward Anakin. She handed him something and spoke rapidly

inhisear.

The disk. She had handed him the disk.

Obi-Wan redlized that the Vangors had decided on capture. They could

have easly blown up the ship by now if they'd wanted.

Dozens of troops exited their ship. A squad headed for the downed ship

while another pedled off to search the area.

Ohi-Wan searched hishiding place. He redized that if he could

squeeze a bit further behind the boulder, it opened up into a amdl



cavelike opening impossible to see unless you were right on top of it. It

offered a perfect placeto hide.

He could not do them any good by being captured too. It tore at him to

leave his Padawan, but it was hisonly hope.

He squeezed back into the hole, then doubled over to fit himsdf into
the space. From here he could see through acrevice in therock out to the

ship.

Soldiers rounded up the group and herded them onto ther Sarships.
Obi-Wan's heart ached. There was no way he and Anakin aone could fend off

dozens of soldiers and well-armed enemy ships.

The starshipstook off and shot away into the distance. Sowly, Obi-

Wan hauled himsalf up. He panted out his exhaustion and hisfrugtration.

Then he made himsdlf stland and turned his thoughts toward rescue.

CHAPTER SIX

The soldiers had bound their hands behind them and pushed them aboard

the starships. Anakin felt the disk burn againgt his skin. So far he had

not been searched, but he would use the Force to divert attention. Shdini

had entrusted the disk to him, and he wouldn't fail her.



She had spoken rapidly in hisear. "Takethis. It will be safest in
the hands of the Jedi. For the safety of my people, please get it back to

TyphaDor."

"l pledgemy lifeonit,” Anakin had said.

The starships flew over the deep fissures of the Tomo Craters. On the
lip of acrater, asmal compound huddlied. Out of the viewport, Anakin
glimpsad gray buildings, energy fences, security towers, and a sl

landing pad.

"Welcometo paradise,”" one of the soldiers snickered. "The Tomo Camp.”

Dressed in hissurviva suit like the others, with his lightsaboer
safely hidden, Anakin was not identified as a Jedi. Shalini refused to give
her name, aong with the others. The admitting guard didn't seem to care.
They were searched, but Anakin was able to use the Force to confuse his
guard, and his cable launcher, hislightsaber, and the disk were not taken.
They were stripped of their surviva gear and given rough brown tunics to
wear. Then they were herded out into a smdl yard surrounded by energy
fencing. Thewind was cold and tore at their clothes. Around them swirled
other prisonersfrom other worldsin the Uzid system, planets dready

conqguered by Vanqor.

Anakin looked around. Thewalls of the crater were sheer and hundreds



of meterstal. It was clear that the only way into the camp was by air.

How would Obi-Wan rescue him? The ship had been destroyed in the

crash.

The answer was that Obi-Wan most likely would not be able to get to
him. It was |l up to Anakin. Anakin did not mind this knowledge. He didn't

mind depending on hisown kill.

He had atimelimit. Shaini had told them that theinvasion was due
in only three days. He would have to find away to escape soon. The key to
the surviva of the entire planet of Typha-Dor lay hidden in his tunic
pocket. He had managed to concedl the disk from the guards, but he didntt
kid himself that he would be able to evade the heavy security measures by

the Force alone.

He had made the mistake once of thinking he was more powerful than he
was. He would never do it again. He would not make a move uniil he was

aure.

An Uzd prisoner in afaded uniform drifted near them. "What's the

news? Have the Vanqors invaded Typha-Dor?

Shdini'seyesglinted. "No. And if they do, we will drive them back."



The prisoner looked weary. "That'swhat we said on Zilior."

"Have there been any escape attempts here?' Shdini asked.

"One. He'sdead. My adviceis to accept your fate The prisoner

drifted away.

"I mekemy ownfae," Shdini said to her cohorts. She looked at

Anakin. "Do you have any ideas?'

"Not yet," Anakin said eadly, Sitting down on the cold ground.

"What are you doing?' Shdini asked. "Arent you going to do

something?'

"l am," Anakin said. Tuning out the others, he began to watch.

There was only one solution. Anakin had to get to the transport poal.
The question was when. There were four groups of guards on eight-hour
shifts, so that overlap guaranteed that one group was dways rdaively
fresh. In addition, sentry droids constantly buzzed the compound. It wasn't

impossible. But it would take the right timing.

Anakin il had hislightsaber and his cable launcher. He could
launch over the energy fence, but then he would have to crossthirty meters

of open space to get to the transport pool. The transports were heavily



guarded, but not the ones needing repair. If he made it to the repair shed,
he could dip inside. He would just have to hope that he could fix a

transport and take off before his absence was noted.

He couldn't take the others. He would have to escape adone, and hope

to return for them.

There was no sense waiting. He would escape that night.

The gate door did back. An officer entered, surrounded by guards and

droids. He began to walk through the crowd as the prisoners shrank back.

"What's going on?" Shdini whigpered.

"A sweep,” aprisoner muttered next to her. "They come every few weeks

and take severd of us"

"No one ever comes back," someone ese murmured. "They take themto an

unmarked building. There are rumors of medical experiments.”

The officer pointed afinger a one prisoner, then another. The guards

surrounded them and herded them together.

Then the officer whedled about and pointed directly a Anakin. "Him."



"No," Shaini whispered.

Anakin consdered ressting. With aglance at the others the guards
had herded together, he decided he could not. He knew that if a battle

ensued, otherswould die.

And there were reasons to submit. Security could be abit morelax a
the facility where they were taking him. Anakin fell into step behind the

others.

They were led to agray building with no sgn outsde. When they were
ushered indgde, Anakin's nose twitched. It smeled like chemicds. So the

rumors could be true. The prisoners exchanged uneasy glances.

They were prodded dong the halway and pushed into a bare white room.
There aholoscreen took up an entirewall. An image of ahuman mae dressed

in amed coat appeared on the screen. He smiled gently.

"Do not fear. Y ou will not be harmed. On the contrary, you are about

to enjoy the experience for which we have chosen you. Welcometo the Zone

of Sdf-Containment. A doctor will be with you shortly to explain. In the

meantime, rdax."

"Relax," one of the prisoners snorted. "Good advice, med-head.”

The holo image blinked off.



"What did he say?" another one of the imprisoned soldiers asked. "The
Zone of Sdf-Containment? What are they going to do to us?' He pressed his

fingersto hisforehead. "I fed strange.”

Anakin, too, fdt light-headed. He suddenly redized why the

information had been given to them by a holo image instead of ared

person.

"Theroomisfilled with somekind of gas. They've drugged us”" he
sad ashisvison blurred. Hefet hiskneesturn to water. One of the

prisoners sumped to the floor.

Anakin fet himsdf dipping downward. He fought the sensation of the
gas. The others dipped into unconsciousness. He held himsdlf in readiness.

Hetried to move hislegs and found that they were too heavy.

He was the only one conscious when the technicians entered theroom in

masks. He saw, but he could not move afinger. The technicians began to

load the other prisoners onto repul sorlift stiretchers.

"Look at thisone, he's sill awake," one of the technicians said,

drawing closer to Anakin. "Never seen that before.”

"He's not too happy about being here, either,” another said.



One of them leaned closer to Anakin. "Dont fight it, friend. We just
want some cooperation in the beginning. | guarantee you'll like your stay

here"

Using every ounce of hiswill and strength, Anekin grabbed the
technician by the collar and brought hisface even closer. "Dont... bet...

onit."

Thetechnician ydped and struggled to free himsdf. "Help! For

gdaxy'ssake!"

The other two rushed over. Anakin could not fight the three of them.
He was thrown onto the stretcher and strapped down. He dipped in and out of
consciousness as the stretcher was powered down the hall. A door opened.

Thelight hurt hiseyes.

They began to undress him. My lightsaber, Anakin thought. Thedisk. He
had retained his utility belt and concedled the disk insde a hidden dit.
He had concedled hislightsaber by lodging it againgt his body undernesth

the tunic, strapping the belt tight against the hilt.

He could not summon the Force enough to distract the technicians from
finding it. He was hel pless. Only luck could save him from discovery. The
belt was unstrgpped and hit thetiled floor with a soft thud. His tunic

followed. The technician scooped up the bundle and tossed it in a Storage



box with clothes from the other prisoners.

Anakin shut his eyes againgt the harsh light. He fdt himsdf being

lifted and dipped into water. Hetried to fight, afraid he would drown.

"Relax, friend," thetechnician said. "It'sjust abath.”

The water waswarm. He did againgt the side. He was strapped in 0
that his head wouldn't dip benegth the surface. Anakin's mind drifted as

though he were floating off on adeep, dark lake.

He must have dept. When he woke, he was dry and waswearing a fresh
tunic, this one asoft materid, in dark blue. He was lying on adeep
couch. The deep had refreshed him. He fdt rdlaxed and energized. He
sretched, marveling at how fluid his limbs fdt. The pardyzing drug

effects had worn off, but sirangely, had |eft him fedling limber.

He recogni zed the technician who handed him a pillow. "Fed better?

Told you s0. Almost time for the evening medl.”

Anakin shook his head.

"They dl refuse at fird," the med technician said. "Don't worry, the

food isn't drugged. We al eat together, workers and patients.”



Anakin shrugged. Maybe the man was tdling the truth. Maybe not.
Oddly, Anakin didn't care. It was as though cool water had run through his

veins, cadming every impulse, every desire.

Hewalked to the dining hdl. Tableswere set up, and other patients
and med workers were eating. There was along table with plaiters heaped
with fruits and vegetables, pastries and megts. Anakin saw that everyone

ate from the same plates, so he took some food and ateit.

He chewed, wondering what would come next. He supposed something would

happen soon. When it did, he would react.

The need to help Typha-Dor seemed so distant now. Someone ese would
help the planet. There was dways someone else to do something, if you
waited. Hewould just pass the time here and see what the Vangors were up
to. That could be valuable to the Typha-Dor, too. He needn't worry about

theinvasion right now.

He ate and followed some other prisoners out into the courtyard.
Warming lights had been set up, and the air was comfortable. Flowers grew,
and large, leafy trees. Anakin found abench and sat. He felt something he
had not fdt in along, long time, not Snce hewas alittle boy nestled in

his mother's embrace: peace.

I'll fight it soon. When | need to escape, | will. But right now...

right now, would it be so wrong to enjoy it?



CHAPTER SEVEN

Obi-Wan waited until the starships were out of sght. He couldn't risk
along transmission to the Temple. But he would have to risk adistress
cal. The callswould be coded and scrambled, and he would have to hope it

could reach the Temple.

They could lock on his position and send help. It would take dmogt

two daysto arrive, but he had to risk it.

The tracking device tucked in Anakin's tunic beeped a steedy Sgnd.
Obi-Wan trudged back to the ship. He climbed through the hole and went to
therear cargo hold. He had to cut through the crunched door with his
lightsaber. He remembered that they had loaded one swoop aboard. They had
to leave the rest behind because Anakin needed to lighten the ship's load

asmuch aspossible.

The swoop was dented from damming back and forth between the cargo
hold'swalls, but it till worked. Anakin had made sure of that before they
left the outpost. Now he had trangportation. Obi-Wan only hoped that Anakin
was close enough to get to on a swoop. It was amdl, built for short

distances, and it didn't hold much fuel.

He climbed aboard and took off. The tracking deviceled him over the



high plateaus and desert lands surrounding the Tomo Craters. He looked down
as he sped over theterrain, glad he wasn't on foot. The plateaus were high

and steep, and trailsled to dead ends and switchbacks. It would have taken
daysto traverse the distance. Obi-Wan stayed as close to the ground as he
dared, trying to evade scanners and surveillance from above. The tracking

deviceled him on asthe sun did lower in the sky.

Thefue reed EMPTY and the engine began to sputter. By Obi-Wan's
reckoning hewas gtill at least twenty kilometersfrom Anakin. He had no

choice. He had to land.

He pulled the swoop into a cave, entering the coordinates on his
datapad. He might need it later, if he could find some fud. He started to

walk.

It was hard going. Obi-Wan hiked up and down steep dopes of thin rock
shdethat occasonaly broke into dangerous rockdides. At last he stopped

to rest when the source of the tracking device's transmission wasin sght.

Obi-Wan studied the camp through his electrobinoculars. The good news
was that the perimeter security wasn't heavy, most likely because the camp

relied on itsinaccessibility.

He had reached the heart of the Tomo Craters. A careful survey of the
ground made Obi-Wan conclude that camp security was correct not to worry

about escaping prisoners. If Obi-Wan could manage to scramble up and down



cliffsand hike through canyonswithout disturbing anest of gundarks or
getting attacked by various other horrifying crestures, he might makeit to
the outskirts of the camp. Then hewould have to scale a sheer rock wall
two hundred meters high. Hewould be vulnerable with every centimeter he

traveled. It would be better to goin by air.

Of course, he didn't have atransport. That could be a problem.

He sat on ahigh peak, underneath an outcropping of rocks. He watched
the camp operations for the rest of the waning evening. Transportsflew in
and out in aregular pattern, ferrying supplies and possibly carrying
troops back and forth. Obi-Wan guessed that the camp must also be a base of

some sort.

He could wait for afew daysto seeif his message had reached the

Temple. But what if it hadn't?

Rescue was hisfirgt priority. He had to get that disk to Typha-Dor.

Andif Anakin didn't have the disk, what would you do? If Shdini had

givenit to you, would you take it to Typha-Dor and abandon him?

The answer should have been easy. Asa Jedi, his commitment wasto the
gdaxy. He would have had to go to Typha-Dor without Anakin. Would he have

attempted arescue anyway, knowing that Anakin would be waiting for him? He



was glad he didn't have to make that choice.

Theflight pattern of the shipswas dwaysthe same. They dipped low
asthey camein, then landed close to the edge of the plateau, where a

short landing pad was surrounded by energy fencing.

Obi-Wan surveyed the area carefully. He thought back on the beginning
of the mission, when held been brooding about how careful he had become,

how much he now weighed risks and thought things through.

Wi, he had thought things through, and he had decided that this plan
was crazy. He could get pummeled by rocks. He could crash into a crater

hundreds of meters below. He could be spotted and blasted into thin air.

All of these scenarios were likdly. It wasarisky plan. It bordered

on stupid.

Which meant that perhaps he wasn't so careful after all.

CHAPTEREIGHT

Once, Anakin and Obi-Wan had taken afew weeksto travel through the
grasdands of the planet Bdazura, drictly for pleasure. Obi-Wan
considered the planet to be among the most beautiful in the galaxy, and he
wanted to show it to Anakin. Anakin remembered Obi-Wan tdling him thet

eventhelife of the Jedi mugt include time to reflect among beautiful



surroundings. Anakin'sonly indructions during the trip were to enjoy

himsdf. He had.

He had seen fidds of grassesthat ranged from light sunny yellows to
deep greens. He had seen golden fields dotted with deep red flowers. Blue
skies had surrounded them like ahalo of light. He remembered that he was
never hot, and never cold. That the breeze againgt his skin hed fdt as

0ft as his mother's touch.

It had been a peaceful time he had returned to again and againin his

daydreams. And now he was experiencing it once more.

To Anakin's surprise, he underwent no treatments. He was not drugged
again. He was not treated like a prisoner. His room was spare, with just a
deep couch and table, but he had accessto asunny area indgde and the
courtyard outside. Anakin found that he wanted nothing more than to st
there, hisfacetilted to the warming lights, watching the shadow patterns
of the leaves on thewall. He found that it was easy to contemplate the
different greens of the leavesfor hours. Yet it was not the mindlessness
of the meditation he had been taught. He did not leave his body. He did not
leave his cares. He could see them as though they were off at a distance.
They had nothing to do with him. He knew that everything would work out as

it should.

He was not sure how much time had passed. Maybe no morethan aday or



two. Anakin occasiondly thought about escaping. The thought would drift

across hismind like awarm breeze, and then disappesr.

One afternoon two med technicians came into the garden and stood

before him. " Someone would like to see you, Prisoner 42601."

Anakin rose and followed them. He fdt adight curiosity. They walked
on either 9de of him, not touching him or restraining him in any way.

There was no need to.

Anakinwasled into an office. The technicians eft, shutting the door
quietly behind them. Unlike the rest of the complex, which was comfortable
but spare, this officewas full of color and luxury. A thick, patterned
carpet was on the floor and septsilk curtainsin deep blue hung & the
windows. He thought he could smdll a pleasant perfume. He sat down ina

soft chair and leaned back against arose-colored pillow.

A human woman walked into the room. Her blond hair was threaded with
slver and coiled at the nape of her neck. She was older, he sensed, but he
could not tell by her face, which was unlined and smooth. Her eyes were

penetrating but warm.

Instead of sitting behind the desk, she perched on the edge of it.

"Thank you for coming.”

Anakin nodded. He could hear aghost in his head, a murmur of the



person he had been. That person would have said, Did | have a choice? But
now he did not fed like chalenging this person, this woman with the

pretty hair and the warm amile.

"| asked to seeyou,” shesad. "l am the doctor who invented the Zone
of Sdf-Containment. Y ou have seen that we havent lied to you. Your
experienceis about pleasure, not pain. | have atheory thet if you are
surrounded by pleasant things and no worries, your mind will elevate to

that level. Areyou happy here?'

Anakin cons dered the question. Happy? Suddenly hefelt confused. What
did the word mean? Had he ever been happy? He remembered aflash of ayoung
boy, running home through narrow streets. He remembered laughing with his
friend Tru Vel d, afellow Padawan who he had not seenin ayear. He could

locate the memory, but not thefeding.

For some reason, his confusion made her smile. "Wrong question. Let me

rephrase. Are you content?’ That he could answer. "Yes."

"Good. That isour goa. Now. Thereason | asked for you is thet the
technicianstdl methat you were ableto fight the pardyzing agent we
used when you firgt arrived. | should explain that the agent is used only
to dlay any anxiety you might fed. Naturdly as prisoners of war you
would suspect that something terrible might happen to you. The agent was

only used to make the experience more comfortable for you. Y ou needed to be



bathed and dressed, and the paralyzer alowed usto do that without you or

the technicians getting hurt. It was for everyone's benefit, you see.”

That seemed reasonable, but Anakin said nathing. Although he was
perfectly content to talk to this doctor, and was enjoying this wonderful
peace he felt, being here had not completely erased the memory of being a

Jedi. He did not necessarily trust what this doctor had to say.

"Itisimpossibleto resst that paralyzing gas, yet you assaulted a

technician.”

"| grabbed hiscollar,” Anakin corrected pleasantly. "And you spoke to

him."

"1t seemed gppropriate under the circumstances.”

She nodded in appreciation. "1 see that though you are in the zone,

you gtill have your wits about you.”

"l don't like to abandon them completely, no," Anakin offered.

She studied him now. Anakin could fed sunlight touch his face. His

skin warmed, and he wanted to close his eyesto enjoy the sensation, but he

didn't.

"| fed somethinginyou,” shesaid. "Thereisamastery of your body,



of your mind. I've seen it before. Have you ever heard of the Force?"

Anakin did not show by aflick of musde tha the question hed
gartled him. His Jedi training ran deeper than anything e se. He fdt it

dtir, and heleaned into it for support. "No."

She nodded again, dightly. "That may betrue, and it may not. If you
don't know it aready, you might be Force-sensitive. That means you could

have specid abilities.”

Wary now, Anakin shrugged. He didn't want to discuss the Force with

thiswoman. He wanted to go back to the garden. The quickest way to do

this, he knew, was to seem bored by her questions.

"Did you ever see something happen beforeit actudly happened?’ she

asked.

He made himsalf look blank. "l don't think s0."

"Areyour reaction times unusudly fast? Do you have an unusudly

strong focus?'

Hetook along pause that stretched for amoment. She leaned forward

in anticipation.



"Uh, what wasthe question?'

She made an impatient gesture. "Were your reaction times unusudly

fast? Before you came here."

"l was dwaysthefirg to reach the table for amed.”

She leaned back, disappointed. Her eyes went blank. It was as though

now that she was bored with him, he didn't exist.

"Y ou can go back to the garden now."

Anakin stood and |eft the room. He walked back to the courtyard. The
doctor was working for the Vanqors. She wasn't a native Vandor. Vanqors
were humans, but they al dressed in gray tunics and didn't adorn their

clothing. She was an outlander, no question.

There was atime he would have been on fire to discover who she was
and why she was here. But today the sun shone, and it was warm in the

courtyard. And it was amogt time for the midday medl.

CHAPTER NINE

Even with the help of the cable launcher, it took Obi-Wan hours to

scale the peak. The sun was setting as he reached the top and sat down to

rest under arock outcropping that had created asmall cave. He would need



al hisstrength for histask.

Over the wide chasm below, he saw the camp. He was close enough to see
without dectrobinoculars beings moving about. He watched as a ardl
transport came toward him. He knew he could not be seen, so hewas able to
study theflight line of the ship. It buzzed overhead, seeming close enough

to touch, then zoomed down to land at the camp landing platform.

Obi-Wan fingered his cable launcher. If hetimed it exactly right, he
should be able to hook onto the underside of alow-flying transport. They
wouldn't be able to fed the drag for that short a distance. He would let
himself be towed by the transport and then drop to the ground during the

landing. If everything went right.

If something went wrong, held be squashed like abug againgt the sde

of acrater.

Herolled himsdlf up into histherma cape and told himsdlf to go to
deep. Worrying about Anakin would only interfere with the rest he needed.
Y et the sky turned black and many stars had appeared before he fet deep

overtake him.

He sméelled the dawn in his deep before he woke. The freshness of the

ar infiltrated his dreams, and when he opened his eyes he felt hopeful.



He gtretched in the chill, trying to warm his muscles. He munched on a
protein cube as he made his preparations. He tested the cable severd

times. Hislife depended on its strength.

Trust your materids, but test them twice.

Y es, Qui-Gon.

Thefirgt transport came in too high. The second, too fast. Obi-Wan
crouched in the shadow of the rocks. Patience was necessary. He couldn't

make amistake.

The next trangport camein low and kept reducing speed. It was a
midsize cruiser, big enough that it would not feel thejolt of the launcher

or the drag of hisbody - he hoped. He didn't think hed get a better

opportunity.

Asthe shadow of the cruiser touched the peak, Obi-Wan aimed and sent
the cable flying. It latched onto the underbelly of the ship. He was yanked
upward with such force he nearly lost consciousness. He had expected a bad
jolt, but not this bad. With the wind whistling past his ears and his body
whirling and flopping, he tried to get his hands around the cable. He had

to steady himsdlf if thiswas going to work.

His armswere nearly wrenched from their sockets as he held onto the

cable. He tucked his knees up and his chin down. He kept hisfinger on the



cable control. He brought himsdlf up closer to the body of the ship,
knowing he couldn't get too close or he'd be burned by the exhausts as the

ship began to land.

A boulder loomed ahead. He activated the launcher to get closer to the
ship. He zoomed up as the rock approached, passing under m by a few
meters. He activated the launcher to drop him again, out of reach of the
rocket exhaust. He couldn't be this close when the ship began to land or

he'd be burned to acinder.

A large rock formation appeared out of nowhere. Obi-Wan quickly tucked
hislegs up, but the ship bumped on an air current and his shoulder dammed
againg therock. Pain shot through him. He hed on. The ship banked,

nearly damming himinto adiff wal.

Maybe thiswasn't such asmart idea.

The musclesin hisarmsand legs began to shake, and his fingers

clenched in the effort to hold on to the cable.

Obi-Wan cdlled on the Force to help him. He was part of the ship, part

of theair, part of the cable itsalf. He would move when he needed to move,

hewould alow the grace of the ship to pull him to asafelanding....

The pilot of the transport apparently liked to show off. He dipped the



trangport sideways and wagged its wings. Obi-Wan was whipped from sde to

Sde.

Safelanding? I'll belucky if | make it without being squashed.

Thelanding platform was ahead. He would have to drop off quickly,

very closeto the perimeter wall. If not, he could be spotted.

The ship dowed and dipped. Obi-Wan counted out the seconds. At the
last possible moment, he disengaged the cable. Bracing himsdlf, he fell
through the air, landing hard. Hefdt thejolt up to his eyebrows. He

rolled and ducked behind a parked ship.

He caught his breath as the ship he had hitched arideon came to a
stop. Droids began to unload cargo. He saw asmall utility shed nearby and

quickly headed for it.

The shed held tools and equipment. Obi-Wan searched and was glad to
find what he was looking for, abin full of greasy coverdls. He pulled a
pair on. Then he quickly darted out of the shed. His survelllance through
his eectrobinoculars had given him arough outline of the camp. He knew
the prisonersfiled out into the yard at thistime. There was dways some
confusion asthey poured out of the buildings. He couldn't have arrived a

abetter time.

He walked briskly across the landing pad asif he belonged there. Then



he struck out toward the fenced yard. He had tucked a servodriver in his
pocket, and he pretended to be checking the energy fence as he moved down,

searching the crowd for Anakin.

He saw Shdini. She sat, removed from the others, close to the fence.
Her head was bowed and her hands were clasped in front of her. He made his

way down the length of the fence toward her.

Shelifted her head as he came near. At first shedidn't see him. Her
gaze passed over him, just another one of her captors, as she sought the
sky. Then she jerked her gaze back to him. Obi-Wan admired her discipline

She gave no sign that she had recognized him.

Instead she casualy scooted back until she was closer to the fence.

She absently drew in the dirt with afinger, looking casudl.

"Is everyone dl right?' Obi-Wan asked, bending over with the

servodriver.

"Y es. But Anakin has been taken away. No one knowswhy."

"Where?'

"Thereisagray building across the compound. Unmarked. He was taken

there. Listen, they don't know who we are yet. They don't know he'sa Jedi.



Which makes methink."

He was anxious to find Anakin, but Obi-Wan bent closer to hear what

Shdini would say. "If Mezdec had gone straight to Vangor, he would be

there by now. He would have told them we were traveling in Vangor airspace

and they would have figured out who we are. Which tdlls me that Mezdec

didn't goto Vangor."

"Where do you think he went?"

"| think he went to Typha-Dor. He would assume that either we had been

captured or we were gill making our way there.”

"But why would he go to Typha-Dor?"'

"To deliver theinvasion plans. But not therea ones.”

Obi-Wan let out abregth. "Of course. They would accept whatever he

would bring asred."

"Hewill destroy ussingle-handedly,” Shdini said, her voice raw.

"Allislog."

"No," Obi-Wan said. "If we can makeitintime- " "Anskin has the

disk. Youmust get it - "



"Y ou therel" An angry voice cut through Shdini's words. "Attendance

check!"

"Find him and go. Don't worry about us. Save TyphaDor."

Shdini rose and waked off, unwilling to risk exposing Obi-Wan.

Obi-Wan tucked the servodriver in his pocket and went off in search of

the building Shdini had indicated. He knew from experience that wearing

dirty coveralls and affecting a purposeful stride would render him closeto

invisble

He found the building and decided his best course was to walk right

in. Hewas making up his plansnow as he went dong, counting on his

connection to the Force to guide him. He found himsdf in a amdl

vestibule. A security checkpoint was just ingde the plain durasted door.

"Checking on those vavesinthe air handlers,” Obi-Wan said.

The officer looked down &t his datascreen. "l didn't get an dert.”

Obi-Wan shrugged. "I'll come back. They probably won't blow."

The officer nodded, then did a double take. "Hold on. Probably?’



Ohbi-Wan shrugged again.

The officer sghed. "I'm not going to get blamed for this one. Come on
in." He pressed a button, deactivating the security shield. Obi-Wan

grolled in, asthough he had dl the timein the world.

As soon as he was out of sight, he waked rapidly down the corridors,
looking in open doors and observation windows. Many of the rooms were
empty. He rounded a corner and saw apair of double doors. Through awindow

he saw a courtyard dappled with sunlight.

He drew closer to the window. Anakin sat on abench, hishandsin his
lap. He didn't appear to have been abused. He wasn't in pain. Nothing about

him had atered, and yet... he looked different somehow.

Something was wrong. Something was off. And Obi-Wan didn't have time

to andyzeit. He had to get Anakin out of here.

CHAPTER TEN

Anakin was thinking about detachment. It was the god of Jedi
training. It was adiscipline that took yearsto learn. It was not about

controlling emotion, but alowing it to flow through you.

Wi, he certainly felt detached. He knew somehow he had been drugged,

his brain chemigtry dtered, even though he wasn't sure how it had been



done. Was this how it felt, he wondered, to be truly one with the Force? It
was a peaceful placeto be, so unlike the battles he usudly fought in his
mind and heart. Wasit so terrible to reach this place through a smple
procedure, rather than through years of study and trid? He had admired
Obi-Wan's serenity, had envied it. Now he had it. Why did hefed that Obi-

Wan would not valueit?

Theflash of irritation - hefelt at hisMaster was gonein a moment,
amog before he had felt it. Anakin smiled. That was certainly something
he was unable to do on hisown. Bang able to think about his Master

without emotion was an interesting experience.

Sunlight flashed on the double doors. Someone was entering the garden.

At firgt the sun wasin hiseyes. Then he saw that it was his Magter,

dressed in coveralls. No doubt he had come to rescue him. Anakin noted that

he should fedl glad. Y et hedid not. Did he fedl disappointed? He couldn't

locate an actud feding.

"Anakin? Areyou al right?' Obi-Wan's voice was|ow.

"I'mfine" hesad.

"We haveto get out of here. | have away out."

"That's good." 1t was good that Obi-Wan had away out. Angkin stood.



He moved with the same dertness he dways had, but something was

different. It was as though he was watching himsdlf from above,

Y et how good it wasto fall into step beside Obi-Wan. Good because he
felt so peaceful. How pleasant it was to be Obi-Wan's companion and yet not

worry about the emotion connected with that.

Obi-Wan peered into hisface. "What did they do to you?'

Anakin decided at that moment that he must not tell his Master what
had been done to him. There was no reason to. No doubt the effect would
wear off soon, and until then he wanted to spin out the peace hed found

without Obi-Wan judging how hed found it.

"Nothing." Technically, thiswastrue. Hed received no drugsthat he

knew about. "'l suppose they had plansfor us."

Ohbi-Wan gave him aquick look, asthough he didn't beieve him. But

they didn't have time to stop.

Ohbi-Wan led him to autility closet. There, he gave Anakin amedic's

pae blue coat. "Do you ill have the disk?!

The disk. How odd that he hadn't thought of it. But Obi-Wan had, of
course. Was that why his Master had come? For the disk. Not for him. There

had been atime when he would have pondered on this, and the thought would



have given him pain.

Anakin wrenched his mind back to Obi-Wan's question. It seemed to take

more effort than it should to remember what had happened to the disk.

"l know whereit is. It'swith my lightsaber.”

Obi-Wan gave him an odd look. "And whereisthat?' "Where we bathe.

There are sorage bins."

Obi-Wan followed behind Anakin so that it would not seem that they
were together. Anakin led him into the room with the large tubs. It was
empty. Hewalked to the storage bin, which was jumbled with the same tunics

and bdlts.

“In here

With a sound of exasperation, Obi-Wan plunged his handsinto the bin.

He sorted through the tunics and belts. Anakin bent over to help. He found

his belt and removed the disk. Obi-Wan handed Anakin hislight-saber. Then

he took the disk from Anakin and dipped it ingde histunic.

"Once we get out of here, well head straight for the landing pad.,”



Obi-Wan said crisply. "We're going to have to sted atransport. Can you do

thet?'

Why was Obi-Wan talking to hm as though he were a fourth-year

student?"Of course.”

"Follow methen."

Obi-Wan led the way. Asthey approached the security desk, Obi-Wan

began talking loudly.

"If | say that the vave shutoff is broken, then it's broken. There's
no need to talk to my superior.” Obi-Wan rolled his eyes at the security
officer. "Hesgoing to tdll you the same thing | said. | sad, it's
broken, you have to shut down the system. If you want to know about a bacta
bath, go to amedic. If you want to know about vaves, come to me
Understand?’ Obi-Wan kept taking as the security guard released the
security shield. Obi-Wan activated the door and waited for Anakin to wak
through. "He's going to say the samething. You have to shut down the

sysem...."

The door hissed closed behind them. Obi-Wan headed down the path.

Anakin strode next to him. He was content to follow his Master's plan.

No one stopped them as they walked across the compound and moved onto

the landing pad.



"Thislooksfagt." Obi-Wan climbed up onasmall sarship. "We need
something that can get usto TyphaDor." He accessed the cockpit and jumped

in."Let'sgo, Anakin."

Anakin legped up on the sarship and did into the cockpit next to his
Magter. He looked at the controls. "I'm going to have to hot-wire it," he

sad.

"That'stheidea," Obi-Wan answered.

Anakin opened the sensor pandl. Even though he till existed in the
bubble of his cam, he remembered exactly what to do. He switched wires and
juiced theignition. Then he closed the pand and did back into the

pilot's seat. The engine started on thefirst try.
"Great," Obi-Wan said with relief. "Let'sget out of here. Now," he
added urgently, as a security officer began to wave frantically a them. No

doubt he assumed they'd forgotten the departure check proceedings.

Anakin eased the throttle. The graceful ship rose, and he shot away

from the camp.

Obi-Wan let out an audiblesgh. "Things aren't usudly that easy.”



Anakin glanced a the cockpit indicators. "They aren't this time,
either. Apparently by hot-wiring the ship, we skipped an essentid step in

the procedure.”

A red light wasblinking on the console. Obi-Wan leaned forward.

"What's that?'

"We should have entered a code on the ground. It's a system to prevent

escapes, | guess.”

"And whet isit?' Obi-Wan asked impatiently.

"The ship is programmed to self-destruct,” Anakin answered.

CHAPTER ELEVEN

"I'd guess we have about four seconds,” Anakin said as he increased

the ship's speed, heading toward the surface.

"Y ou guess?'

Anakin cut back on the speed, dmost throwing Obi-Wan to the floor. He

leveled out the ship. "Wed better jump.”

Anakin's cam was getting to Obi-Wan. "Excdlent notion." Congdering

that the ship is about to explode.



Anakin raised the cockpit dome. They jumped to the top of their seats.
Obi-Wan knew he had about two seconds to pick aplaceto land. Anekin had
plotted the course well. They weren't over rocks, but a gradud dope.

Stll, landing would betricky.

"Jump!™ Anakin shouted as the siren began to sound.

They jumped. The Force pulsed around them. Obi-Wan looked down at the
hard ground below. It became lessthan solid in hismind, an accumulation
of particlesand pebbles. It would yield to him. Hewould fal as lightly

asaledf.

He landed hard for the second time thet day. Obi-Wan groaned. The
Force waswith him, yes, but the ground was ill hard. He landed more like
atreetrunk than aleaf. Hefdl onto his shoulder. Hefdt histunic rip

and arock scrape his cheek.

Anakin landed more gracefully, seemingly without effort, and went into

aroll to absorb the shock. Above them, the ship exploded.

Now the danger was from the sheets of fdling, flaming metal. Obi-Wan
and Anakin kept rolling down the dope, gaining speed now. Obi-Wan saw a
cluster of boulders ahead and smply rolled right up to it. Anakin did the

same. They huddled in the shelter of the largest boulder, watching the



metd fal to the surface and burn oui.

Obi-Wan leaned againgt the boulder. "That was fun." "Sorry, Magter. |

didn't redize"

"Not your fault. There was no way to know." Obi-Wan sghed. "Without
transgport, we've got aproblem,” he sad. "We're in the midde of a

wildernessinfested with gundarks.”

"Weve got another problem,” Anakin said. He pointed to the sky. A
fleet of STAPsand two security transports with mounted laser cannons were

headed toward them.

"No doubt the salf-destruct sensor sendsasigna back to the camp

that an escapeisin progress,” Anakin said.

"No doubt,” Obi-Wan said dryly. He scanned the area for cover. The
only good cover lay in the deep craters. "Herée's a question. Would you

rather take your chances with afleet of STAPs or anest of gundarks?’

Thefirgt laser cannonfire thundered. Obi-Wan and Anakin exchanged a
glance, then began to run. They would take their chancesin the craters and

hope to avoid the gundarks.

The cannonfire ripped the ground behind them as they ran. The ar

rolled into them with the shock of the blast. It was hard to stay on ther



feet asthey dashed toward the deeper craters.

"Not that one!" Obi-Wan shouted as blaster cannon-fire thundered past

his ears. He recognized the prints of gundarks outside the crater.

Anakin veered. He was running fast, moving and weaving, but Obi-Wan
picked up no communion with him, no Force connection. It was as though he

were running with astranger.

Anakin had lied to him. He knew that. Something had happened to himin
that medical building. Did whatever it was somehow prevent Anakin from
telling Obi-Wan about it? Or wasit Anakin's decison to hide something

fromhim?

| don't know the answer to that. And that means | don't trust him. Not

completely. Not anymore.

One of the security transports dived toward him. Dud laser cannons
blasted. Obi-Wan jumped, but the impact of the explosion against the rocks
threw him further into the ar. The next thing he knew he was fdling,
blasted headlong, deep into the black hole of a crater... and a gundark

nes.

CHAPTER TWELVE



Obi-Wan landed on his sore shoulder insde the wall of the crater and
ricocheted into midair again. He called on the Force to hdp him. He
pictured anest of gun-darks at the end of his fdl. He fdt time dow

down. He was able to pick out a clear landing Site below.

He landed on a smooth stone floor and crashed up againg a boulder,
damming hishead. Relief coursed through him aswell aspain. At least he
had stopped in relative safety. There was no way to judge how hig the
crater was. He was more than a hundred metersinto a pit left by an astroid
thousands of years ago. He couldn't see through the black gloom. He could
amell the gundarks, however, and hear them. They found the craters to be
ideal nesting grounds, safe from other predators, and good bases from which

to launch lethd attacks on their prey.

It was said that the cry of agundark could freeze a being's blood.
Obi-Wan didn't know about that, but the sound of them didn't make him fed

very comfortable.

Gundarks had keen eyesight and good hearing. Their sense of smdll was
excdlent. So far they had not redlized an intruder wasin their nest, but
it was only amatter of time. He would have to use his cable launcher, and
it would be ahuge risk. The launcher would not reach high enough to get
him completely out of danger. The Sdesof the crater were hundreds of
meters high. Climbing out would be along process, and would bring him into

close proximity with the creatures.



Helooked around cautioudly. Through the gray gloom he could see now
that tucked into the sides of the crater were deep caves. That was the

source of the gun-darks noise. They were nesting there.

He peered above. He wondered how Anakin was doing with those security

droids. Had he found shelter?

Theroar of gundarks suddenly echoed in the crater. Obi-Wan began to
quietly move away from the sound. He knew that if he was discovered, he
could not fight the gundarks done, even with his lightsaber and the Force.

There would be too many of them. He would need Anakin.

He couldn't risk aglowrod. He fdt hisway forward cautioudy. If he
could find somefootholdsin the wall, he could climb it. Climbing would be
dower, but it would attract less attention. He would have to risk the

journey.

A roar and the sound of agundark rolling over made him freeze. He
could smell the creature. Surely the creature could smdl him. Obi-Wan
didn't move. Hetried not to sweat. The gundark snorted, then rolled over

again. Obi-Wan redlized it was adeep.

He moved carefully away. The ground was more uneven here. Severa
centimeters of fine dust covered some kind of rock shae. It was dippery

and the rocks shifted under hisweight. When arock dithered and cracked,



he held his bregth.

Nothing. The gundarksroared again, but their roars had covered up the

sound of his movement. And the onein the cave to his left was dill

deeping.

Obi-Wan fdt the Sde of the crater at last. Heran hishand along it.
It was pockmarked with holes. Good. He should be ableto climb it without

the launcher.

He put one foot in acavity and tested it. Then he cautioudy lifted

himself up. So far, so good. He climbed up afew more meters.

He was balanced to take his next step when he fdt a soft breath
tickle hisear. Now he knew what it meant to have his blood freeze, He felt

asthough hisveinswere clogged withice,

A baby gundark had snuggled into a deep cavity in the wdl. It was

deeping only centimeters from him. Jud... dont... wake... it up...

He could not have been faced with aworse prospect. It was disaster to

fal into anest of treacherous beasts. It was a catastrophe to blunder

into one of their young.

Holding his breath, Obi-Wan began to ease hisway past.



RRRRAAAAWWWWKKK!

Theroar lit the ar. The crater shook with the impact of a

gundark's running footsteps. The young gun-dark awoke. Rrrrasaaawwww/!

Obi-Wan dropped the distance he'd traveled back to the floor. He ran.
The gundark let out a scream and leaped up, heading straight to its young

to ensure it was safe. Then it leaped down to deal with Obi-Wan.

The creature wasn't tall, but the strength of its four ams was
immense. A common tactic wasto grab prey by the claws of the massive ams
that rose from the gundark's shoulders. Then the creature crushed the
captured prey to death with the two dender arms that rose out of the
muscled chest. The long, sharp claws could dso rip abeing to shreds. Of
course, agundark was aso capable of smply tearing off the head of its
prey with the large teeth that jutted out of its lower jaw. Once its
bloodlust had been awakened, rare was the gundark that did not achieve its

objective of rendering itsvictim into pieces of flesh and bone.

Obi-Wan was completely exposed, and he knew that caveswere al around

him. He couldn't hide. He drew hislightsaber even as he backed up but held

it by hissde, trying to show the creature he did not mean it harm.

But gundarks were not known to be reasonable.



The attack was ferocious. The gundark made for him, dl four ams
reaching, trying to claw him. Huge teeth sngpped and sdiva poured out.
Obi-Wan smelled heat and anger. He was forced to dash at the gundark asiit

cameat him rdentlesdy, itshowl filling the cavity of the crater.

He heard the thump of footsteps. More gundarks were gpproaching. Obi-
Wan fumbled for his cable launcher. Hed havetorisk it. He sent it flying
above. It hit something. He tested the line. He activated the launch, but
the gundark grabbed him with one claw and threw him back down on the floor.
Hefdt thejolt in every bone. Herolled away asthe creature svung down

to finish him off. The gundark missed, scoring the rock with deep grooves.

Four more gundarks thundered into the space, snarling, ready for the
kill. Obi-Wan fdt hisback hit thewal of the crater. Desperately, he
looked above. He reached out to the Force even as he sent up a shout he

knew had little chance of being heard.

"Anakin! Anakin, | need you!"

CHAPTER THIRTEEN

If Anakin hed fdt thet there was a val between hm and his
surroundings before, he was now beginning to fed breaks in thet vall.
There were moments of clarity, brief flashes, in which he knew he was
seaing redlity. During those moments he felt something deep within him,

like ahook lodged in hisheart, and hewas glad to dip behind the vell



agan.

It was odd that he was able to achieve battle-mind, but he had. The
movementswere so ingrained in him that he legped and twisted and ran
without feding the effort, much as he did when the Force was with him. He
had taken down at least five security droids on STAPs, and maneuvered o
that another two fired a each other. He still had three more STAPs to
contend with, aswell as the VVanqor guards on swoops. He was fighting as

wdl asheever had.

When Obi-Wan had been blasted into the crater, Anakin hadn't had more
than a second to react. He assumed that his Master could handle whatever

was down there. Obi-Wan could get out by himsdif.

Somewhereinsde, Anakin knew thiswas acurious decison for hm to
make, one that he wouldn't have made normally. But it seemed logicd, too.

Obi-Wan was a Jedi, used to getting out of tight spots.

Besides, Obi-Wan had awaystold him not to jump into things, to take
histime. So why shouldn't he? Hisfirst priority wasto take care of the

droids and get the disk to Typha-Dor.

Anakin felt the veil dip again. It was happening more frequently now.
He missed his cam. He wanted to be back in the garden. He didn't want to

fed fear, or gpprehension, or pain. He wanted to fed serene, as though



nothing could touch him. Hewanted it so badly.

Gundarksin the crater suddenly roared. Anakin fended off blaster
rifle fire and drew closer to the crater. He thought he heard Obi-Wan
cdling him. The cal came from within him, asthough he heard it in his

heart.

Something tugged at him. The hook that was buried so deep thet he

could barely fed it. He did not want to reach for it. He wanted it to lay

buried.

Ohi-Wan needed him.

But | needed him. And when he came, he asked for the disk. He did not

comefor me.

The pain this thought caused him to grab the remains of the vell. He

wanted to wrap himsdlf into its brand of unconsciousness.

| don't want to fed anymore!

Anakin leaped up and severed adroid in two that had the misfortune to

pilot his STAP too close to the ground. Hunks of smoking metal clattered to

the rocks below.

He redlized what was wrong, what the essentid conflict within him



was. To beaJedi wasto follow hisfedings. But if hisfedings tortured

him, what was he to do with them?

Grid.

Guilt.

Resentment.

Shame.

Hehad felt dl of these things Because of leaving his mother,

because of Y addle, because of Obi-Wan. | don't want to fedl!

He struck out savagely at a STAP that had comein low, itslone droid

pilot firing dua blaster rifles. He cut the droid's head off.

"Anakin!" He could hear Obi-Wan clearly now, his voice srained and

desperate.

| don't want to fed!

The hook in his heart seared him, and he knew its name. It was love.

Thelove hefdt for his Master was lodged firmly within him. It wasa



connection that had grown from the first moment Obi-Wan had told him that

hewould take him and train him.

He had learned one thing about love: It was besides the point. It

didn't make anything smoother, or better. Most of the time, it just

complicated things.

Why would he want to fed again, when feding hurt so much?

Why would he want to remember Shmi with guilt aswell as pleasure?

Why would he want to revisit historment over the death of Y addle?

Why would he want to take up the burden of caring what Obi-Wan thought

or fdt about him?

Becauseit'sright.

Anakin groaned doud. The thing he couldn't get away from, the
certainty within him, the essentid truth he had learned through dl his
training a the Temple, that was what he could see now. He knew what was

right.

He ripped the veil and fdt the Forceflood in with dl its power. He
realized that the Zone of Salf-Containment had not dlowed him to access

the Force except at the most basic level, and he hadn't even known it. Now



hefdt it grow.

Along with the Force hefelt hisemotionsagain. They camea himina
rush, asif they'd been held back and now were free to overflow. They
bombarded him as cruelly asthe laser cannons shooting above. He wanted to
snk to hisknees from the tide washing over him, al the emotion he had

suppressed and hoped never to fed again.

"Anakin!"

HisMager'scry filled him.

He stood, drawing the fire of the droids and guards. He began to run.

Explosives shattered the rocks behind him. Two droids on STAPs dived,

shooting both blaster riflesa him, trying to catch him between them.

Accessing the Force, he tumbled through the gap between them, dlowing

the power of the blast to catapult him in the direction of his Master's

voice, sraight into the dark pit of the gundark nest.

CHAPTER FOURTEEN

One gundark had raked Obi-Wan's back with its claws. Another hed

thrown him againgt thewall. His|eft leg was going numb. He had killed one

gundark, mortally wounded another... but would more come? He was weakening.



Hewaslosing. He was trapped in the dark with the roaring, ravenous
beasts, and he had no doubt he would be torn limb from limb. They knew they

had wounded him, and they werecircling in for thekill.

If this was where he would become one with the Force, so beit. Yet he
would fight to hislast breath to prevent it. He would prefer aless

gruesome end than this.

Obi-Wan thrust hislightsaber into agundark’s vulnerable neck. The
blow made the gundark scream in agony and retreat. Obi-Wan whirled and
retrested in turn as another bounded forward, its red eyes blazing with the

scent of thekill.

Suddenly hefdt the Forcefill the cavernous space. A flash of light
appeared overhead, and Obi-Wan heard a whisling noise. It was Angkin,

legping straight into the circle of gundarks, hislightsaber held in attack

position.

When Obi-Wan had wondered if Anakin had abandoned him, he hadn't
blamed him. He knew their mission demanded that Anakin get to Typha-Dor.

But it had hurt him to think his Padawan could leave him.

How could he have hdd such a thought? Anakin would never have

abandoned him. Anakin would never betray him.

Anakin landed on agundark's back. He plunged hislightsaber into the



soft tissue at its neck. Asthe gun-dark thrashed, Anakin legped down and,
twisting to avoid a descending claw, dashed at the next gundark, cutting

off two of itsarms.

Anakin had given Obi-Wan time to take a breath. He was hampered by his
leg and shoulder, but he was able to join Anakin, forcing the gundarks back
toward the deep cave that had formed under the curve of the crater wal.
Anakin took the leed, fighting brilliantly, his lightsaber moving to
deflect aswell as attack, hisfootwork always pressing the gundarks back

while protecting Obi-Wan from another assault.

From another cave, three gundarkstried to outflank the Jedi. Angkin
sensed them moments before Obi-Wan. The Padawan somersaulted into them,
taking them off guard. While Obi-Wan dodged to draw the atention of the
first group, he watched Anakin spring up amid the second group. One gundark
lost aleg, another itssight. A third recoiled as Anakin dashed & its

chest.

The gundarks piled back into the cave, howling and screaming from

their wounds.

"Thanksfor coming!" Obi-Wan shouted over the noise.

"Anyti[TE."



Therewas aflash to Anakin's gaze that he knew well. His eyes were

bright.

Something has changed, Obi-Wan thought. Anakin is back.

"They haven't given up,” Obi-Wan said. "They'rewaiting." He indicated

hisleg. "l can't climb very well."

Anakin activated his cable launcher. "Then let's go the easy way."

"There are gundarks nesting in the cave wals."

"l saw them on my way down.” Anakin wasn' troubled by the knowledge,

that was clear. He grabbed Obi-Wan asif he weighed nothing and activated

the cable.

They landed on aledge that was free of anest. Anakin activated the

cableagain.

"Y ou planned the journey back as you came down," Obi-Wan said.

They landed again, and Anakin activated the other cableline. "Yes"

Obi-Wan marveled at that. It waswhat made Anakin a great Jedi. His

battle mind wastota and went everywhere. He saw every possihility,

planned every move, and had even planned his escape.



They reached the surface and climbed over the lip of the crater. Obi-

Wan took a deep bregth, relieved to have left the horrifying nest.

He prepared to take cover when they emerged, but the sky was empty. He

could see twisted metal and decimated droids scattered about.

"Did you get them dl?'

"No, there were three STAPsl€ft, plustwo guards on swoops,” Anakin
said, tucking his cable launcher back into hisbelt. I thought it wastime
to get you. | madeit look asthough ablast sent me into the crater. |
imagine that when they saw mefal into the gundark nest, they thought |

was donefor."

"Most likely. No one survives agundark nest." Obi-Wan looked around.
"Now what? The only place to steal atransport isthe camp. And | don't
think breaking inwill be as easy the next time." He looked over at the
scattered remains of the exploded STAPs. "Can you make something out of

those thet will fly?"

Anakin surveyed the scraps of metal on the ground. " Are you serious? |

couldn't even make ahdmet out of it."

"How about fud?'



"Possibly, but as you know, STAPsdon't carry much.”

"| left the sivoop about twenty-five kilometers from here. We could

refud it

"Wewon't get far," Anakin said. "'l say we head back to the camp.

Maybe | can figure out the departure code so we don't get blown up. How did

you get into the camp, anyway?"

"Y ou don't want to know." Obi-Wan groaned. He certainly wasn't eager

to hook himself onto aflying transport again.

Obi-Wan's comlink signaled and, surprised, he answered it.

A familiar voicerang dryly in hisear. "Well, I'm here to rescue your

sorry salf once again. Honestly, | don't know what you'd do without me."

Obi-Wan grinned. "I think we found aride," hetold Anakin.

CHAPTER FIFTEEN

They had only minutesto wait until two red-and white Jedi cruisers

landed afew meters away. Siri wasthe first to appear, striding down the

landing ramp, her short blond hair glinting in the sun. "Need alift?’



"If youingg," Obi-Wan responded.

Ohbi-Wan and Siri had won their friendship through trids. They had
always bantered and bickered. A deep respect lay undernegth thar light

words, but it had taken sometime for Anakin to seeit.

Anakin was glad to see Siri, but seeing her meant he would haveto see
her Padawan, Ferus Olin. He wished that someone else - anyone d<e - had
turned up to rescue them. The two of them had never gotten dong, and
things were worse between them since their misson on Andara, when Ferus
had been abducted and Anakin had withheld the knowledge from Obi-Wan.
Anakin felt hed had good reasons, but neither Obi-Wan or Ferus hed

understood them.

Ferus emerged from the starship. Tall and erect, he greeted Obi-Wan

and Anakin with a proper nod. "Master Kenobi. Anakin."

"WEe're on another mission to the Xanlanner system,” Siri said. "We got

your distresssignal. A couple of old friendsof yours are ferrying me,

Ferus, Ry-Gaul, and Tru Veld."

Anakin brightened. "Truishere?" Tru Veld was hisbest friend. Thet

would lighten the burden of seeing Ferus again.

Hewondered if hewould have felt this much pleasureif he had 4ill



beeninthe Zone of Sdf-Containment. He redized that the zone dso
blocked out feglings of intense happiness aswell. He had paid aprice for

his serenity.

Obi-Wan suddenly moved toward the starship that Siri had emerged from.

"l should have known!" he caled. "That was such awobbly landing!™

Anakin smiled. Thelanding had been perfect. But Obi-Wan was dlowed
to tease hisoldest friend, Garen Muln. They had gone through Temple

training together, just as Anakin and Tru had.

"You're oneto talk about wobbling," Garen said, nating Obi-Wan's
dight limp. There was concern underneath hiswords. "You look like you

could useamedic.”

"Maybe atouch of bacta," Obi-Wan admitted. "I tangled with a gundark

or two."

"Ouch," Garen said. Helaid ahand on Ohi-Wan's shoulder. "Let's find

the medpac.”

Tru Ved bounded down the ramp of the other star-ship. His Master, Ry-
Gaul, followed more dowly, hiskeen gray eyes surveying the landscape. Tru
hurried up to Anakin, hisslver eyes glinting. Hewasa Teevan, and had
long, many-jointed arms and legs that caused him to walk like araling

wave of water.



"QOur paths cross, and it makes me glad,”" he said to Anakin.

"We're certainly glad to seeyou,” Anakin said. "We have to get to

TyphaDor immediately.”

Tru nodded. "That'swhy we're here.”

"Who isthat?" Anakin asked. He indicated a Jedi, a human woman with
bright orange hair. She was compact and fit, and stood talking to Obi-Wan,

Ry-Gaul, and Siri as Garen administered bacta to Obi-Wan's wound.

"That's Clee Rhara. Sheé's an amazing pilot. She - " "Once ran the

pilot program for Jedi students,” Anakin said. "Shel'salegend.”

Clee Rharawaked over. "Anakin Skywaker. We meet a lagt.” Her
shrewd eyes studied him. "1 was a good friend of Qui-Gon's. We were

studentstogether.”

"I'm honored to meet you, Master Rhara," Anakin said.

"No timefor pleasantries. Better get aboard. | hear we haveto get to

Typha-Dor." Clee Rharagrinned. "It's going to take some fancy flying. The

Vanqor ships are everywhere. Something must be up.”



"Something isdefinitdy up,” Anakinsad. "Aninvason.”

"Then theres no time to waste, isthere?'

Clee Rharaturned and strode back to her cruiser. The other Jedi dso
hurried on board. Obi-Wan beckoned to Anakin to board with im on Garen
Muln's ship. Anakin was disappointed to have to say good-byeto Tru. Not to

mention ride with Ferusingtead.

Garen settled into the pilot seet. With aglance a Obi-Wan, hetilted
his head toward Anakin, and Obi-Wan nodded. Pleased, Anakin took his place
in the copilot's seat. He felt honored. Garen was possibly the best Jedi

pilot in the Order, as good as Clee Rhara.

Garen flipped on the comm unit to speak to Clee. "So, do we have a

srategy? Those Vangors aren't too keen on ships violating their airspace.”

"Sure" Clee Rharaanswered. "Go redlly, redly fast."

The two cruisers rose and streaked into the upper atmosphere a top

speed.

"Set coursefor Typha-Dor," Garen said.

Siri sat at the nav console. She entered the destination coordinates.

Anakin kept his eye on the radar.



"Ships approaching,” he said, giving the coordinates. "They look like

petrals.”

Four fast starfighters streaked across the sky. "Piece of quinberry

cake," Garen said.

Garen's hands were light on the controls. He dimbed abruptly, the

ship's nose straight up. Clee Rharafollowed.

Garen headed straight for the two smdl red moons orbiting Vanqor.
They orbited in tandem, and he dove for the space between them. He and Clee
Rhara played hide-and-seek with the starfighters, who were unableto get a

fix onther pogtion.

"They're going to call for backup,” Clee Rharasaid. "l say it's time

to outrun them."

"I'm right behind you. Let'sgo.”

Thetwo Jedi cruisers suddenly zoomed out from the protection of the
moons orbits. They streaked into the upper atmosphere. The Vangor
garfighters gave chase. Cannonfire boomed behind them, but they were able
to outrun it. Garen and Clee Rharamaintained a zigzagging course, avoiding

the occasional proton torpedo.



"Weve got some kind of military ship ahead,” Siri called. "Ten escort

dafighters”

"Just apiece of jujacake," Garen said.

"Three minutes until we can make the jump to hyperspace,” Siri said.

Ahead of them, Clee Rhara dived as the enemy ship's huge wegpons began

to pound. Garen peedled off to the left. For the next three minutes, Anakin

watched in awe as Garen did the cruiser through, in, and around cannonfire

without disturbing the gleaming red paint of hisship or even firing his

own weapons.

Garen noted Anakin's interest. "I dways prefer evason to

confrontation,” he said with agrin.

The ship shot into hyperspace in ashower of stars. Everyone settled

back.

"Typha-Dor intwo hours,” Siri said.

"Piece of sweet cake," Garen said, satisfied.

They came out of hyperspace beyond Typha-Dor's atmosphere. Angkin

immediately checked the radar. "No pursuit ships.”



"l don't think Vangor would risk violating Typha-Dor airspace," Obi-

Wan said. "Not until theinvasion, anyway.”

"Well belanding in afew minutes" Garen said. Garen guided the ship

to agraceful dotinalargelanding pad thet lay at the space center

midway between the two capital cities, Sarus-Dor and I1th-Dor. The Jedi were

greeted by a security officer.

"May | ask your business- "

"We need to seetherulers of Typha-Dor immediady,” Obi-Wan sad.

"We havevitd information."

"Therulersof Typha-Dor are not easily seen - "

"We are Jedi envoys on adiplomatic misson from the Galactic Senate.

We have information about an invasion,” Obi-Wan rapped out impatiently.

"But... theinvasion has dready begun,” the security officer said.

At firgt the officer refused to yield, but the combined insistence of

eight Jedi was too much for him and his staff. The Jedi were ushered into

the strategic planning meeting of the High Council a the space center.



The generds and the two rulers of Typha-Dor and ther aides stood
around acircular holomap. Blinking colored lights showed possible ship
movements and attack points. Obi-Wan knew the two rulers as Taus, a young
man, and Binalu, an older woman who had ruled Typha-Dor for many years.

They had cdled for the Jedi originaly and nodded politely at them.

"Sorry you were delayed,” Bindu said gracioudy. Binalu had stepped
aside. Now Obi-Wan could see Mezdec in the middle of the group. When he saw

Obi-Wan and Anakin, he paled.

"Thisisahigh-security meeting,” he said. "'Y ou have no clearance.”

"Mezdec, these are Jedi," Binalu said. "We asked the Senate for help.”

Obi-Wan gave Mezdec a cool glance, then ignored him. He glanced at the
strategy map. He saw that the Typha-Dor had massed al their wegponry and

their fleet to the south.

He and Anakin had sudied the invason plans during the flight.
Shdini had been right. Mezdec had given the generds fase plans. They
were massing troops and shipsto meet an invasion that would not arrive.
Meanwhile, the Vangors would take over the capital cities in one thrug,

unopposed.

"I have met Mezdec before. We were the team that was sent to rescue

the crew at the outpost,” Obi-Wan said. "Have you moved your ships to



attack?' he asked the generdls.

"We are moving them now," one of the generdls said grudgingly, as
though she saw no reason to tdll the Jedi. "The Vanqors will attack our

factoriesin the south.”

"Isit too late to recdl them?'

"Why should we?' the genera answered. "With dl due respect to the
Jedi, we did ask for your help, and we are grateful for your response. But

we can handle this. We are going to surprise the Vangors when they invade

our airspace.”

"Y ou, generds, will be the ones who will be surprised,” Obi-Wan said.

"That isnot thetrueinvason plan,” Anakin said. He set Shdini's
holofile spinning. It unfolded in pulses of light, showing detall after
detail of the Vangor invasion. "Thisisthered invasion plan. If you mass

your forcesthere, the Vanqorswill amply sail in and take over without a

fight"

"But the Vanqors have dready sent their ships” Bindu said,

indicating the map.

"| see evidence of only two destroyersin the south,” Obi-Wan said.



"Mezdec explained that more are coming. The crew intercepted the
Vangor invasion plans," agenerd said. Shewas tdl and imposing, with
multicolored medals on her shoulders. "He cameto me persondly. | am the

high generd of Typha-Dor, Genera Bycha."

"That'sright,” Mezdec said. "We have the plans. | wasthe only oneto

makeit out dive."

"On the contrary,” Obi-Wan said. "The others made it out, too. Youll

be sorry to hear that, Mezdec."

"Mezdec isaspy, Genera Bycha," Anakin said. "l suggest you give an

order for hisimmediate arrest.”

The generds exchanged glances. Talus and Bindu looked at the Jedi.

"Thisisagravecharge,” Taussad.

"They arelying!" Mezdec cried.

"You mugt trust us," Obi-Wan said. "Thefate of your world liesin

your hands. The Vanqgors are not going to attack your factories. They are

moving to attack the twin capita cities. Can you move thefleet to these

positions?’ Hetook alaser pointer from agenera and indicated the map.

"Look. The Vanqors areinvading through this corridor. I've studied the



dar charts. Y our moonswill align to give them cover, but it will dso
create awindow for you to attack. Y ou can trap the mgjority of the flest
between the two moons. Even with asmaller force, you could defest them.

They will be vulnerableright here”

The generas looked at the map. They looked at each other.

"Dont ligento them!" Mezdec cried again. "They arelying!”

Sowly, Generd Bychaturned to him. " And what reason would the Jedi

havefor lying?' She hdld Mezdec'sgaze. "I hereby issue an order for

Mezdec'simmediate arrest.”

Then Genera Bychaturned back to the Jedi. "We don't have much time,”

shesad.

CHAPTER SIXTEEN

Mezdec was taken away. The room exploded into activity. Obi-Wan was
impressed with how quickly the generds grasped the Stuation and
formulated aresponse. The fleet sped to the other side of Typha-Dor and
lurked behind the string of moons, effectively conceding themselves and

ready to attack.

Generd Bycha spoke to the Jedi. "We were unprepared for war. Our



planet has no planetary defensve shidd, and only one planetary

turbolaser. It'sal up to our flegt.”

"Y ou have the Strategic advantage,” Siri said.

"Which meansthere is another option,” Obi-Wan pointed out. "Within
seconds of the Vanqorsinvading your airspace, you will be ableto surprise
and surround them. They know their entire fleet can easily be destroyed. It

isaperfect opportunity for you to force asurrender without losing lives.

Genera Bychalooked interested. "Most generals are primed to fight. |
will do so if necessary. But on Typha-Dor we dways seek to avoid conflict

if wecan."

"A truce would make sense for Vandgor aswell as Typha-Dor," Obi-Wan
pointed out. "Typha-Dor has vag resources. Vangor has factories and
technical innovations. The other planetsin your system each have something
unique to contribute. If there was astrong alliance between your planets,
you would al be interdependent. Y ou would learn and profit from one

another."

"Y ou could become one of the strongest systemsin the gdaxy and a

boon to the Republic,” Siri said.

Binalu shook her head. "But we don't trust the Vangors. How could we,



after what they have done?

"Alliancesarerardly built ontrug," Clee Rhara said. "They are

built on mutua advantage.”

"One of your conditionswould have to be complete disarmament,” Garen

sad. "Vangor might choose that rather than complete annihilation.”

"It dl depends on you," Obi-Wan said. "You have the advantage of
aurprise. When you don't fire on the Vanqors, they might hesitate to fire
on you. You'l need to speak to the ruler of Vangor and explain thet you
have hisfleet surrounded. The Vanqor fleet captainswill confirm. Y ou have

achanceto win awar without a battle."

Binalu and Taus gazed a the blinking lights on the holomap, each
representing aship with hundreds of lives aboard. They had awordless

communication with each other, then nodded.

"Tell thefleet to get into position but not to fire a shot unless

ordered," Talussaid.

"Wewill tak to Van-Ith, the ruler of Vangor,” Binalu said.

It was atense timein the operations room. The generds, the Jedi,

and the rulers watched the blinking lights on the map. They saw the Vangor



fleet approach. At the last possible moment, General Bychagave the order
for the Typha-Dor codlition forces to surround the Vanqor fleet. The

movement was executed perfectly.

"Arrange for acomm transmission to the head of the flegt,” Generd

Bycha ordered.

While Generd Bycha spoke to the Vanqor captains, Bindu and Tdus
spoke to the Vanqor leader. The Jedi watched and waited. After along

negotiation, the VVangors agreed to surrender and enter peace talks.

The Vangor fleet dowly followed the Typha-Dor escorts to the surface

of Typha-Dor, where they would remain for the duration of the talks.

"Thiswill take sometimeto accomplish,” Taus sad to the Jedi.

"Thank you for your help. We arein your debt."

"Shalini and her crew were responsible for obtaining the invason

plans," Obi-Wan told them. "They risked their lives They entrusted the

disk to uswhile they wereinterred in a prisoner-of-war camp.”

"Arethey in danger?' Genera Bychaasked.

"Anakin was dso aprisoner,” Obi-Wan said. "There's acamp in the

Tomo Crater region on Vanqgor."



Generd Bychafocused her intense gaze on Anakin. "Weve heard of this
camp. Rumors have reached us of medicd experiments being performed on
prisoners. Thisisagaing Republic law. If we knew this for certain, it
would help usin negotiations with the VVangors. Did you see anything like

thet?"

Obi-Wan saw Anakin hesitate. Why? What had happened to him? Why hadn't

he told Obi-Wan? He'd had plenty of opportunity aboard Garen's ship.

"1 underwent the procedure,” Anakin said. "It iscalled the Zone of

Sdf-Containment.”

He saw the Jedi turn and look at him. Ferus's gaze was sharp. He had

seen that Obi-Wan hadn't known this.

"What happensto you?' Genera Bychaasked. "Y ou become... content,”
Anakin said. "Y ou have complete mobility and your thought processes are
sharp. It doesn't fed as though you're drugged. But the things that

normally torment you don't bother you at al.”

"Crowd control,” Generd Bycha sad. "lt'sa way to subdue

populations. | can't believe we must form a partnership with those who

would do this"

"The partnership will ensure that they won't,” Clee Rharasaid.



"How was the substance administered?' Obi-\Wan asked.

"l don't know," Angkin said. "That wasthe Srange thing. We weren't
injected. And we ate with the med care workers and personnel, fed from a

communal pot. Our water source was the same astheirs, too."

"It ispossblethey weredl drugged,” Generd Bychasaid.

"l don't think s0," Anakin said. "1 felt that they were... envious of

the prisoners.”

"When did you first fed the effects?" Obi-Wan asked.

Anakin thought back. "They gave usapardyzing drug, but that didn't

make a difference to my mind. It was after abath.”

"It was transmitted through water,” Obi-Wan sad. "That isa very
difficult way to transmit adrug,” Generd Bychasaid. "Water transmisson
hasn't been perfected.” He frowned. "These are dark days. There are too

many scientistswith no scruples, willing to poison bodies and minds.”

Obi-Wan suddenly leaned forward toward Anakin. "Did you ever see the

doctor in charge?'

"Yes" Anakin said. "'l was brought to her becausein the beginning |



was ableto resst the paralyzing drug somewhat, with the hdp of the

Force."

"Do you know her name?'

Anakin thought back. "She never told me." Odd. He hadn't noticed thet

a thetime.

"Do you remember what she looked like?'

"A womean in late micHife" Anekin said. "Light-colored hair.

Didtinctive green eyes. She had a strong face" He thought back. "The

strange thing was that she guessed that | was Force-sendtive. She seemed

to know agresat ded about the Force.”

Obi-Wan closed hiseyes. "Jenny Zan Arbor," he said.

Clee Rhara, Ry-Gaul, and Garen looked at him in surprise.

"Sheison aprison planet,” Clee Rharasaid. "So we thought," Obi-Wan

sad.

"Who isshe, Master?' Anakin asked.

"Someone who has hurt the Jedi and the Republic in the past,” Obi-Wan



said. "She kept Qui-Gon prisoner in order to study the Force. She was a
brilliant scientist who began her career after she found cures to severd
plagues and saved whole planets. But then she grew corrupt. She began to
introduce plagues or viruses so that she would be hired to cure the
populations. She was adept at using water systems or air systems. She made
agregt fortune. But the Jedi caught her in the end.” Obi-Wan turned to

Generd Bycha. "May | use your database?"

Generd Bycha showed him to the console. Obi-Wan did aquick check of

the prison world he knew Zan Arbor had been exiled to.

Hewhirled around in his chair. "Escaped. She is now a wanted

crimina.” He stood. "We must get to the Tomo Crater Camp right away."

"Y ou will meet resstance,” Generd Bychawarned him. "The surrender

isnot complete.”

Obi-Wan looked at Clee Rhara, Garen, Siri, and Ry-Gaul, aquestion in

hiseyes.

Ry-Gaul nodded. "We are at your service, Obi-Wan."

CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

After receiving clearance from the Senate for their operation, they

flew to Vanqor. They met no resistance from the Vangor ships. The Jedi



cruiser flew over the rugged landscape of the Tomo Craters, and then the
camp appeared ahead. Then resistance exploded in the form of laser-
cannonfire. Apparently General Bycha had not underestimated the resistance

they would meet on the ground.

Garen dived and twisted, piloting the ship expertly through the fire,

never wavering from his destination.

They landed amid heavy fire and charged out, lightsabers at the readly.
The security droids were taken care of with quick thrusts and backhanded
swipes. The Vangor guards were armed with blaster rifles wrist rockets,
and stun batons. The Jedi advanced as a solid flank thet broke and re-
formed asthey legped and twisted, using their lightsabers and occasiondly
Force-pushing aVVangor guard who decided today was his day to seek glory.

Instead he ended up with athrobbing skull as he was thrown against awall.

It was at times such asthese that Anakin felt something close to what
hed fet in the Zone of Sdlf-Containment. It was nat that he enjoyed
battle. Battle was a necessity to an end. It was that battle filled his
mind in away that other things could not. Focus was absolute. He fdt in
the midst of the Force. With the other Jedi around him, the Force was

especidly powerful. It made every decision easy, every movefluid.

He even felt akinship with Ferus. He did not want to be Feruss

friend, but he was glad to have him at his Sde during a battle. Ferus was



known for his strength and agility. His moves were flawless. Y et he did not
fight only for himsdif, but cast hisbaitle mind like a net, ready to

respond to the othersif they needed him. When four sentry droids bore down
on Anakin, it was Ferus who legped, smashing two of them to the ground with

one stroke.

Soon the droids had been reduced to scrap and the Vangor guards
decided that facing asquad of Jedi had not been in their job descriptions.

They threw down their wegpons and surrendered.

"Zan Arbor," Obi-Wan said to Anakin.

"WEell freethe prisoners” Siri said. ™Y ou might meet more resstance

there. Ferus, go with them.”

Thethree Jedi raced to the medical building where Anakin had been
held. No ships had taken off since they arrived. No doubt Zan Arbor had
heard the battle. She could be hiding. Or she could decide to make a last

stand. Anakin was prepared for anything.

The hallswere empty. Doors were flung open, and there were Sgns of
disarray in thetrailing linens on the deep couches and the discarded food
on trays. Thewarming lightsin the courtyard had been turned off, and the
leaves looked shrunken and yellowed. It appeared that the entire operation

had been hastily abandoned.



Anakin led the way to Zan Arbor's office. They did not need to break
in. The door was wide open. Drawers hung open, empty. Her desk had been

cleared. Even her septsilk curtains had been taken down.

Anakin fdt rdief move through him. But why? He wasn't sure. He only
knew that he did not want to face Zan Arbor again. Especialy not in front
of hisMaster. It was as though she held a secret to apart of him he did

not want to share.

When he turned, he saw that Ferus had seen hisrelief. Anakin hid his
exasperation. No matter where he turned, Ferus was there, eager to see what
Anakin wanted to conced. Feruss ability to tunein to his fdlow Jedi
might have been hel pful in battle, but Anakin found it degply annoying at

other times.

"Too late," Anakin said to Obi-Wan. "She must have heard about the

thwarted invason.”

"She couldn't have hidden dl the evidence" Obi-Wan said. "Well need

to back up what happened here. It will add to her crimes.”

Ohbi-Wan surveyed the hastily departed office. "I know one thing,
Padawan. We have just discovered our next mission. We have to find Jenna

Zan Arbor."



CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

The Jedi stood on the landing platform in the capita city of Sarus-
Dor. The Typha-Dors had loaned a gleaming Gen-6 starship to Obi-Wan and
Anakin, who were heading out on thetrail of Zan Arbor. Garen and Clee

Rhara had readied their transports to resume their interrupted mission.

Anakin leaned againg the wall with Tru. He felt wearinessdeep in his
bones, but he was anxious to get moving, eager to leave this misson behind

asamemory.

If only he weren't heading to find Jenna Zan Arbor. Anakin wasnt
afraid of the scientist, but he wasn't eager to tangle again with someone

who could put him in the Zone of Sdf-Containment.

"It's got to be draining, no matter what the medic said,” Tru said.

"That's probably why."

Anakin smiled faintly. "Why what?' Tru had a habit of spesking his

thoughts out loud, usudly right in the middle of them.

"Why you look tired. The medic said he found no Sde effects, 0 |

wouldn't worry about that." Tru peered a him sympatheticaly.

"I'm not worried,” Anakin said. He paused. "Do you ever wonder about

detachment, Tru?"



One of the reasons Tru was hisfriend was that he didn't have to
explainthingsto him. "Of course. It is the hardest Jedi lesson,” Tru
sad. "l wonder about it dl thetime. How can we follow our fedings and
yet be detached? Master Ry-Gaul saysthat feding deeply is necessary for
al living beings. It ishow we usethosefedingsthat iscrucid. If we

let them determine our actions, we can go astray.”

"l guess| 4ill don't know how to free mysdlf," Anakin said.

"Me neither. | guessthat's why we're Padawans, and they're Masters,”
Trusad. "Thethingisnot toworry." "Yes" Anakin sad. "That's the
thing." He noticed Feruslooking over at them. Ferus quickly looked away.
"What's the matter with Ferus?' Anakin asked. Tru looked uncomfortable.

“Nothing."

"Tell me. Hesbardy said aword to me. Not that | mind."

Tru shifted hisweight. "He said... well. He wondered why you didn't

tell your Master that you'd undergone that treatment. It was clear that you

hadn't. We dl wondered. After dll, it isstrange.”

Anakin looked over at Ferus, who had joined Siri, who was saying good-

bye to Obi-Wan. "He dways getsin my business.”



"He only said out loud what we dl thought,” Tru said with his usud

honesty. "I bet Obi-Wan isthinkingit, too."

“I'm not surewhy | didn't tell him," Anakinsaid. "I was going to

tell him. Did something ever happen to you that you wanted to think about

firgt, before you told anyone?'

"No," Trusaid. "l guess| liketo talk."

Anakin laughed. Tru was dways truthful. Anakin could see through hm

like water. That was how clear hewas. And the only thing he saw was

goodness.

Ferus came up. "It'stimeto board,” hetold Tru.

"l hear you're wondering why | didn't tell Obi-Wan about what happened

at the prison camp,” Anakin said in achalenging tone.

Ferusgazed at him. "Yes, | did wonder," he said. "But then | figured

itout."

"Oh, redly? Why don't you enlighten us?" Anakin suggested.

"Y ou were afraid to tell Obi-Wan because you enjoyed it," he said.

"Y ou enjoyed feding nothing. It even overcame your loydty."



"Nothing overcomes Anakin'sloyaty to hisMaster, Ferus,” Tru sad
sharply. "And it isnone of your business, anyway. Y ou weren't there. You

don't know what happened. Y ou have no right to judge.”

Ferus seemed to struggle againgt Tru'swordsfor a moment. Then he

inclined hishead. "Y ou'reright, Tru, asaways. | apologize, Anakin. |

shouldn't have sad it.”

That'sright, Ferus. Y ou stepped over the line. But maybe Anakin owed

him one, after their mission on Andara.

"All right,” Anakin said. He noted that Ferus hadn't said he was

wrong. Just that he shouldn't have said it.

"Good-bye," Ferus said. "May the Force bewith you."

Anakin merely nodded a cool farewell.

"Ferusisthe perfect Padawan, remember?' Tru said as Ferus boarded

the ship, trying to make Anakin fed better. "He feds like he has to

correct al of us."

"Thank you for defending me" Anakin said. "1 will missyou, friend."

"Takecare, Anakin," Tru said. "Take care."



Truwaked away. Anakin felt atiny sting at Tru's words. He hadn't

meant them as an affectionate farewell. Hed meant them asawarning.

Obi-Wan waited as Garen and Siri walked up the ramp. It did shuit.
Obi-Wan backed up afew stepsto watch the two ships take off. Then he
waked dowly to Anakin's sde. They watched until the two shipswere just
red diversin the sky, bitsof light. Then they shot to maximum speed and

disappeared.

"Y ou said torment," Obi-Wan remarked, still looking at the sky.

"Excuse me?' Anakin pretended confusion, but he knew exactly what Obi-

Wan was referring to.

"Y ou said, Thethingsthat normaly torment you don't bother you at

al." Not the thingsthat trouble you, but torment you." Obi-Wan turned to

face him. "It was a strong word. What torments you, Anakin?"

Helooked at the ground. "Perhaps | spoke more strongly than | meant

to!

"That isnot an answer."

"Sometimes | don't want to be the Chosen Ong," Anakin said. The words

broke free. They fdt like stonesin hismouth.



"That's not surprising,” Obi-Wan said. "Many gifts can be burdens.”

"The Forceisso strong. | can fed it so much. | fed so much. |
don't want to fed so much!" Anakin hardly recognized his voice, choked and
aching. Obi-Wan looked gtartled at his vehemence. "Why am | chosen? Why is
it me? Can't | refuseit? Can't you let merefuseit? Can't you take it

away?'

"Anekin-"

"Takeit from me. Please, Magter." Anakin wanted to fall to hisknees.
A deep tide of feding, of dread, had risen up within him and choked him.
Hefélt tearsin the back of histhroat. Even hisfriend Tru was afraid for
him. Just as Feruswas. Just as his own Master was, the person who knew him

the best.

What do they seethat | cannot?

The sudden panic shocked him. 1t had sprung up so abruptly. He hadn't
meant to say what he had said. He hadn't even known he had been fedling it.
Now it fdt like the truest thing he had ever said. The dread was dways

there. Helived with it, but he didn't understand it. He just wanted it to

go away.



The depth of Obi-Wan's shock and compassion showed in hiseyes, inthe
way he gently placed his hands on Anakin's shoulders. "My Padawan. | would
do anything for you. | would bear your burdensfor you if | could. But |

cannot.”

Anakin bowed his head. The panic and fear whirled insde him, and he

was ashamed.

Obi-Wan bent closer to speak softly. He did not release his grip on
Anakin's shoulders. "But | will help you. | will dwayshelp you. | will

not leave you."

The words reverberated like abell. Obi-Wan's touch brought Anakin

back to himsdf. Heraised his head.

"Things between us have not run smoothly latdy,” Obi-Wan said. "But

you must never doubt my commitment to you."

"And mineto you," Anakin sad.

The breeze rose and stirred their robes. It smelled fresh and clean.

It was morning, and they had things to accomplish, ajourney to make.

They turned, and together, they walked to the ship. Anakin looked
ahead to the next mission, and the fear returned. Obi-Wan was bringing hm

straight to the creator of the process that had caused him so much doulbt



and panic. His fear suddenly freshened and sharpened. Now it was a
certainty that this next mission would bring him too closeto atruth he

didn't want to face.



