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Chapter 1

The blade of the lightsaber hissed through the air. Obi-Wan Kenobi could not seeits red gleam through
the blindfold pressing on his eyes. He used the Force to know precisely when to duck.

The searing hegt of his opponentslightsaber blade dashed overhead, nearly burning him. Theair smelled
likelightening.

Good! Y oda called from the sddines of the room. Let go. Let your fedings guide you.

The words of encouragement spurred Obi-Wan on. Because hewastall and strong for a
twelve-year-old, many assumed that hed have the advantage in battle.

But strength and size counted for nothing where agility and speed were needed. Nor did they have any
effect on the Force that he had not yet mastered.

Obi-Wan listened intently for the sound of hisfoes lightsaber, for his breathing, for the scrape of ashoe
againg the floor. Such sounds echoed loudly in the small, high-ceilinged chamber.

A random jumble of blocks on the floor added another e ement to the exercise. He had to use the Force
the sense those, too. With such uneven ground, it was easy to lose hisfooting.

Behind Obi-Wan, Y odawarned, Keep your guard up.

Ohbi-Wan obediently raised hiswesgpon and rolled to hisright as his opponents blade dammed down into
the floor beside him. He took asmall leap back, clearing apile of blocks. Obi-Wan heard the sing of the
lightsaber as hisfoe attempted a hasty strike motivated by irritation and fatigue. Good.

Sest trickled underneath the blindfold, making his eyes sting. Obi-Wan blocked it out, dong with his
please at his opponents clumsiness. He could imagine himsalf afull Jedi Knight, battling aspace pirate. . .
aTogorian with fangs aslong as Obi-Wansfingers. In hismind, Obi-Wan saw the armored cresture
glare a him through eyesthat were mere green dits. Its claws could easily shred a human.

The vison energized him, helped him et go of hisfears. In seconds, his every muscle was tunesto the
Force. It moved through him, giving him the agility and speed that he needed.

Obi-Wan swung his blade up to block the next blow. The attackers lightsaber hummed and whirled
down. Obi-Wan leaped high, somersaulting over his attackers head, and thrust hislightsaber down where
the Togorians heart would be.

Aargh! the other student howled in surprised rage as Obi-Wans hot blade struck his neck. If Obi-Wan
had been using a Jedi Knights lightsaber, it would have been akilling blow. But apprenticesin the Jedi
Temple used training sabers set to low power. The touch of the blade only gave a searing kiss, one that
the healers might need to tend.

That was alucky blow! the wounded apprentice shouted.



Until that moment, Obi-Wan had not known who he was fighting. Hed been led into the room
blindfolded. Now he recognized the voice Bruck Chun. Like Obi-Wan, Bruck was one of the oldest
apprenticesin the Jedi Temple. Like Obi-Wan, Bruck hoped to be a Jedi Knight.

Bruck, Y odacalled camly. Leave your blindfold on. A Jedi needs not his eyesto see.

But Obi-Wan heard the boys blindfold dap to the ground. Brucks voice was choked with fury. Y ou
clumsy oaf!

Camyoursdlf, you will! Y odawarned Bruck in asharp tone he rarely used.

Every student at the Temple has his or her weaknesses. Obi-Wan knew his own too well. Everyday, he
had to struggle to control hisanger and hisfear. The Temple was atest of character as much as Kill.

Bruck struggled with his own smmering anger that could quickly igniteinto hot rage. He usudly kept it
well under control, so that only other initiates glimpsed it.

Bruck aso held grudges. A year ago, Obi-Wan had stumbled in a Temple corridor, tripping Bruck, who
had falen. It had been an accident, caused by legs and feet that were growing too fast on both boys, but
Bruck felt sure that Obi-Wan had done it on purpose. Brucks dignity was very important to him. The
laughter of the other students had goaded him. Hed called Obi-Wan an oaf then - Oafy-Wan.

The name had stuck.

Theworst thing wasthat it was true. Often, Obi-Wan felt that his body was growing too fast. He couldnt
seem to catch up with hislong legs and large feet. A Jedi should fed comfortablein hisbody, but
Obi-Wan felt awkward. Only when the Force was moving through him did he fed graceful or sure.

Come on, Oafy, Bruck taunted. Seeif you can hit me again! One last time, before they throw you out of
the Templel

Bruck, enough! Yodasaid. Learnto lose aswell aswin, aJedi must. Go to your room, you will.

Obi-Wan tried not to fedl the sing of Brucks words. In four weeks hed turn thirteen and would have to
leave the Temple. Taunt' like Bruck' were becoming more and more frequent as his birthday drew
nearer. If he did not become a Padawan within the next four weeks, hed be too old. Hed been listening
for rumorsintently, and had found that no Jedi was scheduled to comein search of a Padawan beforeit
wastoo late. He was afraid that hed never become a Jedi Knight. That fear angered him. Enough for him
to make afoolish boast.

Y ou dont have to send him away, Master Y oda, he said. Im not afraid to fight him without his blindfold.
Color blazed in Brucks cheeks, and hisice-blue eyes narrowed. Y odamerely nodded, taking in
Obi-Wanswords. The truth was that Obi-Wan was just as exhausted as Bruck. He hoped that Y oda
would send both of them to their roomsinstead of dlowing them to fight again.

After along moment, however, Yodasaid, All right. Continue. Much to learn, you have. Usethe
blindfolds, you must.

Obi-Wan bowed to Y oda, accepting the order. He knew that Y odawas fully aware of hisfatigue.



Although he wished that the Master would grant him reprieve, he accepted the wisdom of al of Y odas
decisons. Great and small.

Obi-Wan tightened his blindfold. He pushed away hisfatigue, willed his musclesto obey. Hetried to
forget that he wasfighting Bruck, or that his chance to become a Jedi Knight was dmost past. He
concentrated instead on the image of the image of the Togorian pirate, its orange-striped fur covered by
black armor.

Obi-Wan could sense the Force flowing around him, within him. He could fed theliving Forcein Bruck,
the dark ripples caused by Brucks anger. Hisimpulse was to match that anger with hisown. He had to
ressit.

Obi-Wan assumed a defensive stance as Bruck lunged. He let the Force guide him asit had done earlier.
He blocked the next blow easily. Then he jumped high to avoid another blow and landed behind apillar.
Lightsabers smashed together, sputtered and burned, then whisked apart. The air felt thicker, clogged
with the energy of the battle.

For long minutes, the two students fought asif in agraceful dance. Obi-Wan legped away from every
attack and blocked every jarring blow. He did not try to hit Bruck.

Let him seethat Im not clumsy, Obi-Wan thought bitterly. Let him seethat Im not stupid. Let him seeit
over and over again.

Swest began to drench Obi-Wans clothes. His muscles burned. He could hardly bresthe fast enough to
get the air needed. But aslong as he did not attack in anger, the Force remained strong with him. He
tried no to think about the fight. He lost himsdlf in the dance, and soon hefelt so weary, he did not think
adl.

Bruck fought dower and dower. Soon, Obi-Wan did not even need to leap away from Brucks weary
attacks. He merely blocked them, until finally Bruck gave up.

Good, Obi-Wan, Y odacalled. Learning you are.

Obi-Wan switched off hislightsaber and hung it on his belt. He used the blindfold to wipe the sweet from
hisface. Next to him, Bruck was doubled over, panting. He did not look at Obi-Wan.

You see, Yodasaid. To defeat an enemy, you do not have to kill. Defeet the rage that burnsin him, and
heisyour enemy no longer. Rage thetrue enemy is.

Obi-Wan understood what Y oda meant. But Brucks glazed glare told Obi-Wan that he had not defeated
his opponents anger. Nor had he won the boys respect.

The two boysturned to Y odaand bowed solemnly. A vision of hisfriend Bant rose in Obi-Wans head.
One of the best things about beating Bruck would be telling her about it.

Enough for one day, Y oda said. Tomorrow, a Jedi Knight comesto the Temple seeking a Padawan.
Ready for him you must be,

Obi-Wan tried to hide his surprise. Usudly when a Knight came to the Temple in search of a Padawan,
rumors besat the arrival by days. That way, isastudent wanted to earn the honor of becoming the Knights
Padawan, he or she could prepare mentally and physicaly.



Who? Obi-Wan asked, heart racing. Whos coming?
Seen him before, you have, Y oda said. Master Qui-Gon Jinn.

Obi-Wans hopes rose. Qui-Gon Jinn was apowerful Knight, one of the best. He had been to the
Temple beforeto look at apprentices. Each time, hed left without taking a new Padawan.

Obi-Wan had heard rumors that Qui-Gon had lost hislast apprentice in atremendous battle, and had
vowed never to take another. He came to the Temple very year only because the Council of Masters
asked him to. He would spend afew hours watching the pupils, studying them asif looking for something
no one el se could see. Then he would leave, empty-handed, to fight the darkness done.

Obi-Wan fdt his hopes dim. Qui-Gon gad rejected so many students. What made him think that he
would be able to please him?

He wont want me, Obi-Wan said in defeat. Hes seen me fight before, and he did not chose methen. No
onewill.

Y oda squinted up a Obi-Wan with wise eyes. Hummmph! Alwaysin motion the futureis. One cannot
be sure, but | have sensed . . . akinder destiny for you.

Something in Y odas tone made Obi-Wan wonder. Will he choose me? he asked.

On Qui-Gon that depends - and you, Y oda said. Come back tomorrow and fight for him with the Force
asyour dly. Perhaps accept you hewill. Y oda put acomforting hand on hisarm. either way, it matters
not. Leave the Temple soon you shdl. But tell you | must, to lose such an apt pupil, | am sorry.

Startled and pleased, Obi-Wan looked at Y oda. The Masters eyes glowed as he blinked at Obi-Wan. A
compliment from Y odawas as rare as an expression of regret. That was what made his opinion so highly
prized. At that moment, Obi-Wan fdt that even if he didnt become aKnight, he had earned Y odas
respect. That was agrest gift.

Y oda turned and walked from the training room, the echo of his smal feet thumping on thefloor. He
rounded the doorway into the hall and was gone. The lights powered down automaticaly and the room
grew dusky with shadows.

Behind Obi-Wan, Bruck began to laugh. Dont get your hopes up, Oafy. Y odaisjust trying to make you
fed better. The Masters wont be able to push you on anyone. There are plenty of better candidates than
youl.

Obi-Wan dtiffened in anger. He felt tempted to point out that Bruck was not one of those better
candidates. Instead, he headed for the doorway.

He had taken a single step when something hard hit him in the back of his head. The sound of the blow
against Obi-Wans skull echoed through the room. Bruck had thrown atraining probe.

As Obi-Wan spun to face Bruck, the bow powered up hislightsaber. Itsred light cut through the gloom.

Obi-Wan looked at the empty corridor. Y odawas gone. No one would seeif he gave Bruck the beating
he deserved. Bruck was often crue, but usually not so brazen. He was ddliberately provoking Obi-Wan,



trying to get himto loose histemper.
But why?? Obi-Wan wondered.

Of course! You knew all dong that Qui-Gon Jnn was coming to search for a Padawan, didnt you,
Obi-Wan said dowly, asthe suspicions hardened into certainty. Since Obi-Wan was the ol dest
apprentice in the Temple, the Jedi Masters would encourage Qui-Gon to take him - the lost cause. Bruck
would not want that to happen.

Bruck laughed. | made sure you didnt find out. If 1d had my way, you wouldnt have found out until hed
|eft.

Bruck hoped to become Qui-Gons Padawan! And the only way to do it was to make sure that Obi-Wan
failed. Hed tried to keep him from preparing, and now he wastrying to make him mad. Obi-Wans anger,

hisimpatience, had been his downfal often enough in the past Bruck hoped to fill his mind with rage and
despair so that he would not be open to the Force.

Obi-Wan had been raised in the Jedi Temple since he was a baby. He hadnt seen much of greed or
hatred or true evil. The Masters shielded the children from such things, the keep them from turning to the
dark side of the Force.

Y et now Obi-Wan saw into the heart of ruthlessness. Bruck was plotting to stedl his dreams.

He could not let him know how important Qui-Gons visit wasto him. He could not let Bruck know how
hed caused the fear to risein him, fear that he would never be a Padawan.

Obi-Wan smiled. Bruck, three months from now, when you turn thirteen, | hope youll make agresat
farmer. It wasthe single worst insult that he could muster, to suggest that Brucks mastery of the Force
was 0 smdl that he would befit only for the Agriculturd Corps.

Bruck legped toward him with asnarl, hislightsaber held high. Obi-Wan spun to meet him with acry on
hislips. Flashing blades clashed in aburst of light and buzzing sound as the boys met in the rooms center.

Weary asthey were, the boysfought until they could hardly move. By the time they crept from the
training room, both boys were badly burned and bruised.

Neither had won, and both had lost.

As Obi-Wan headed to his chamber, Bruck took alift to the upper rooms of the Temple, where the

hed ers practiced their arts. He limped into the medics chambers, pretending to be more hurt than he was.
His clothes were dashed and singed from the practice sabers, and blood ran from his nose.

When the medic saw him, their first question was, What happened?

Bruck gasped, Obi-Wan Kenobi . . . and then pretended to faint.

One of the hedlerslooked at him, then said brusquely to adroid, Go notify the Masters.

Chapter 2



Obi-Wan Kenobi was bandaging his burnsin his room when he got the bad news. He wastrying to
imagine ways to impress Qui-Gon in the morning. He consdered waysto improve hisfighting skills-
anything he might say or do to convince the Knight that he was worthy to become a Jedis Padawan
Learner. But then Docent Vant brought a data pad and showed him his orders.

Suddenly al his plans and dreams were shattered.

Herenow, it isnt that horrible. Docent Vant said. She was atall blue-skinned woman with an elegant
headtail that twitched nervoudy.

Obi-Wan stared at the ordersin shock. The data pad told him that he would ship out of the Templein
the morning. He needed to pack his bags.

He wasto report to the world of Bandomeer -- some planet hed never even heard of , out on the
Gdactic Rim. There hewould join the Agricultura Corps.

But | dont understand, he said numbly. | till have four weeks until my birthday.

| know, Docent Vant said. But your ship, the Monument, |leaves tomorrow, with athousand miners
aboard. It cant wait just because you have a birthday.

In shock, Obi-Wan looked around at hisroom. Overhead, three model Verpine fighters droned near the
ceiling. Hed made them himself. Repulsorlift fidds held them doft, and their running lights flashed purple
and green as they hummed about. Miniature insectoid pilots swiveled their heads, asif to look around.
Books and charts were piled on his study table. Hislightsaber hung inits usual place onthewall. He
couldnt imagine leaving here. It was hishome. But hewould leaveit dl gladly for the hard life of an
apprentice. Not afarmer!

Hewould never be aKnight now. Bruck had been right, Obi-Wan thought bitterly. Y oda had been trying
to make him fedl better.

The shock and despair made him fed sick Heraised his gaze to Docent Vant. | could still be a Jedi
Knight.

Docent Vant touched Obi-Wans hand tenderly. She smiled, reveding pointed teeth. She shook her head.
Not every oneis meant to be awarrior. The Republic needs headlers and farmers, too. With your Force
kills, you will be ableto treat Sck crops. Y our talent will help feed whole worlds.

But - Obi-Wan wanted to say that he felt cheated. He deserved four more weeks. Itsajob for rgjects,
initiates too weak to be knights. Besides, tomorrow Qui-Gon Jinn will be looking for a Padawan. Master
Yodasadthat | should fight for him.

Docent Vant shook her head. That was before the Masters heard of the beating you gave initiate Bruck.
Did you redly think the hedlers would not tell what you had done?"

In dawning horror, Obi-Wan realized what had happened. Bruck had set the trap, and he had walked
graight into it. He wanted to protest, to say that he was innocent. It had been afair fight. And healers?
Surely Bruck had not needed hedlers - except to back up whatever story he had told.

Thisisnot thefirst time you have let your anger get the best of you, Docent Vant said. But |et us hopeit
isthelast. She nodded briskly. Now, try not to ook so sad. Y ou will need to pack your bags and say



good-byeto your friendstonight. The galaxy isabig place. They will want to see you before you go.

Sheléft, closing the door softly behind her. Obi-Wan was | eft aone with only the sound of the mode
fighter flying overheed.

There was nothing €l se to do but pack his bags. Obi-Wan felt to devastated and ashamed to say
good-bye. Not to Garen Muln or Reeft, or even to hisbest friend, Bant. They would fed angry and hurt
if heleft quietly, but he couldnt face them. His friends would want to know where he was going. Once he
had told them that he had been ordered to report to the Agricultural Corps, word would get around. He
could imagine how some of the others would laugh, There was nothing he could say or do to clear his
name.

Because the truth wasthat if Bruck had set the trap, he had walked into it willingly. Blindly and without
though, perhaps. But it was hisown will that led him there. What kind of Jedi would he makeif he could
fdl for thetricks of abully like Bruck?

Obi-Wan threw himself back on his degp-couch. He had let Master Y oda down. He had thrown away
hisone last chance by letting anger cloud hismind. Now hisworst fear had cometrue. After dl hisyears
of training, he was not good enough to be a Jedi Knight.

Y oda had alwaystold him that anger and fear drove him too hard, that if he didnt learn to control them,
they would lead him down a path he didnt want to follow. Befriend them, you should, Y oda had advised.
Look them in the eye without blinking. Use faults asteachers, you should. Then, rule you, they will not.
Rulethem, you shdl.

Y odas wisdom was engraved on his heart. How could he havefailed to follow it?

Outside his door, he heard the rest of the initiates prepare for deep. Goodnights were exchanged,
shouted from chamber to chamber. Findly, the lights powered down, and the halls were Silent.

Obi-Wan felt surrounded by the peaceful energy of the deeping students. It did not sooth hisraging
heart. Hisfellow initiates could rest. They did not have thoughts that tormented them. Obi-Wan tossed
and turned, unable to stop imagining the sight of Brucks triumphant face when he learned of Obi-Wans
fae.

There was a soft knock at his door. Hesitantly, Obi-Wan rose and opened it. Bant stood, not saying a
word, just looking a him. The young Cdam arian girl wore agreen robe that set off her sdmon colored
skin. Her clothes smelled moist and sdlty, for shed just come from her room, which was aways kept as
seamy astheair off awarm sea. She was smal for her ten years of age, and she watched him steadily
with her huge silver eyes.

Shetook in hisbruises and burns, dl with an expresson that said, Y ouve been fighting again. Then she
looked past him, to his bags packed on the floor.

Y ou werent going to say goodbye? she asked, blinking back huge tears. Y ou were just going to leave?

Ive been assigned to the Agricultural Corps, he said, hoping shed understand hoe humiliating it wasfor
him. | wanted to say good-bye, but . . .

She shook her head. | heard you were going to a planet called Bandomeer.



So everyone knew aready. Obi-Wan nodded dully just as Bant lurched forward to give him aclumsy
hug.

Y es, thatswhere Im going, he said. He hugged her. So, my fateis decided, heredized in despair. | will
be afarmer. Because thisfirst good-bye would be followed by others. He couldnt avoid them.

Bant frowned and stepped back. It will be dangerous. Did they tell you it would be dangerous?
Obi-Wan shook his head. Itsjust the Agricultural Corps. How dangerous could it get?
We are not to know, Bant said.

We areto do, Obi-Wan added softly. It was a phrase they had heard many times from the Magters,
when they were asked to do tasks that they could not understand the significance of.

Missyou, | will, Bant said, echoing Y odas strange way of talking. She blinked back tears.

So sorry, | am, Obi-Wan answered. Hetried to smile, but could not. In answer, Bant hugged him again
swiftly, then hurried away to hide her tears.

Chapter 3

With the help of Jedi hedling techniques and the Temples marvel ous ointments, Obi-Wan Kenobis burns
and bruises were hedled by morning. But the pain in his heart had not eased. He dept briefly, then rose
well before dawn.

He said good-bye to Garen Muln and Resft, two boys from different sides of the galaxy who had
become inseparable in their yearsin the Jedi Temple.

All through morning medl, Reeft, a Dressdlian with an abnormally wrinkled face, kept saying to everyone
at thetable, | dont mean to be sound greedy, but may | have your meat? or | dont mean to sound
greedy, but . . . ashelooked pointedly at some puff cake or drink. Though Obi-Wan had not had dinner
the night before, he shared everything. Bant kindly handed over half her puff cake. With hisleathery gray
skin and all those wrinkles, the Dressdlian could look awfully sad if he did not get everything he wanted
to edt.

It wont be so bad, Garen Muln told Obi-Wan. At least youre going on an adventure. Garen Muln had
aways been restless. Y oda had often given him extra stillness exercises.

And youll be around food, Reeft added hopefully.

Who knows where each of uswill end up? Bant added. The missonsto come will be different for each
of us.

And unexpected, Garen Muln agreed. Thatswhat Y oda says. Not everyone is meant to be an
apprentice.

Obi-Wan nodded. It was good that he had given Reeft most of hisfood. He couldnt est. He knew his
friends were trying to make him fed better. But they till had plenty of chancesto become Jedi. That
highest honor was what they dl wanted, al they worked for. No matter what they said, they dl knew his
lost chance was crushing disgppointment.



Around him, Obi-Wan heard the swirl of conversations at the other tables. Students looked over at him,
then looked away. Most gazes were compass onate, and some tried to cheer him. But he sensed that the
overwhelming feding in the room was that everyone was glad that what had happened to Obi-Wan had
not happened to them.

At Bruckstable, the voices were loud and reached their ears. Always knew he wouldnt make it, Brucks
friend Aalto said loudly. Obi-Wans ears burned as he heard Brucks high snicker. He turned, and Bruck
gared a him, daring him to pick another fight.

Dont mind him, Bant said. Hesafoal.

Obi-Wan turned away and finished hismedl, just as ahuge black Barabel fruit plopped on the table near
his tray. Juice from the fruit splattered on Bant and Garen Muln. Obi-Wan glared over at Bruck, who
had come halfway across the room to throw it.

Plant it, Oafy, Bruck said. | hear theyll grow just about anywhere.
Obi-Wan started to rise from his chair, but Bant put ahand over hisand held him down, trying to cam
him.

Obi-Wan smiled at Bruck, keeping himself in control. He want to anger me, Obi-Wan knew. He hopes
to anger me. How often in the past have others played me like this, making me lose the chance to
become a Padawan?

Obi-Wan hdd hisanger, and merdly amiled a Bruck. Y et awhite-hot fury was building insde him.
Just then, Reeft muttered, | dont mean to sound greedy, but are you going to eat that Barabel fruit?

Obi-Wan nearly burst out laughing. Thank you, Bruck, he said, scraping the fruit off the table and placing
itinacup. The people of Bandomeer will be honored when | share with them your gift - the gift from one
farmer to another.

In the upper room of the Jedi Temple, Master Y oda argued with the senior members of the Jedi Council.
They were meditating in a huge greenhouse, the Room of a Thousand Fountains, where fountains and
waterfals streamed through an emerald forest

Outside, the surface of Coruscant was hidden by black storm clouds.

Obi-Wan Kenobi must be alowed to fight before Qui-Gon Jinn thisday, Master Yoda said, just asa
bolt of lightning snarled through the clouds below. | have foreseenit.

What? Senior Council Mace Windu asked. He was a strong, dark-skinned man with ashaved head. He
studied Y odawith eyesthat could pierce like blaster bolts. What would be the point? Obi-Wan has
proven once again that he cannot control hisanger or hisimpatience. And Qui-Gon Jinn is not ready for
another impatient Padawan.

Agreed, Yoda said. Neither Obi-Wan nor Qui-Gon ready are. But the Force may yet bring Master and
student together.



Mace Windu asked, And what of last night, the beating Obi-Wan gave to Bruck?

Y odawaved his hand and, as he did so, areferee droid appeared from behind the bushes.

Advanced Jedi Training Droid 6, last night the fight you saw, Y oda prompted.

Obi-Wans heat was beating at sixty-eight beats per minute, the droid reported. His torso was faced
northeast a twenty-seven degrees, with hisright hand extended down, clutching histraining saber. His
body temperature was -

Mace Windu sighed. If alowed to continue, the training droid would take an hour just to describe how
Obi-Wan crossed the room.

Just tell uswho provoked the fight, Mace Windu said. Who said what, and then what happened?

Thetraining droid AJTD6 gave an indignant buzz a being curtailed. But after aglower from Mace
Windu, it began the story of how Bruck had provoked Obi-Wan into the fight.

At the conclusion, Mace Windu sighed. So we have one deceitful boy, and one foolish one, he said. He
looked at Master Y oda. What do you suggest?

Y oda blinked. Give both achanceto fail again, we should, he said.
Chapter 4

Brucks red lightsaber cracked and hissed as Obi-Wan desperately tried to parry with his own. For the
fourth timein lessthan aday the two boyswerelocked in combat, grunting and struggling.

Obi-Wans muscles ached. Sweet drenched histhick tunic. Brucks toughness surprised him. The boy was
fighting desperately, asthough hislife depended on it. Obi-Wan redlized that Bruck was just as afraif of
not being chosen as a Jedi apprentice ashe was.

But Obi-Wan would match Brucks toughness with his own, and then push even harder. Thiswas hisone
last chance.

Brucks blade hummed as it angled toward Obi-Wansthroat. A touch there would signa akilling blow,
and Obi-Wan would lose the bout.

A cry rose up from the crowd seated in the shadows surrounding the battle arena. Masters and students
had gathered to watch the fight. Obi-Wan could not see them - he could only hear their shouts of
encouragement. Overhead, AJTD” whisked around, monitoring the match as areferee.

Foal. Bruck growled softly enough so that others could hear him above the cheering. Y ou should never
have agreed to fight me. Y ou cant win.

Brucks shocking white hair wastied in aponytail, and sweat stood out in droplets on his brow. Hewore
heavily padded black body armor. The odor of burned flesh and singed hair hung heavily inthe air. Both
warriors had managed to hit one another, but the touches so far had not been firm strikes.

Around the arena, many of the younger initiates cheered, caling out encouragement to Bruck or
Obi-Wan. All of them had heard of the fight last night. Obi-Wan heard Bant shout Courage, Obi-Wan!



Y oure doing well! Garen Muln whistled through histeeth.

Y ou mean that you cant win! Obi-Wan told Bruck scornfully, astheir training lightsabers tangled and
szzled. Y our falure today will sgna to everyonethat you are not just aloser, but aliar.

The Masters had decided the fight would be without blindfolds. Brucks face was close, and his eyes
glared a Obi-Wan with hate. The moment stretched, extended. In Brucks eyes Obi-Wan saw afuture
mapped out for him, afuturein which anger ruled him and he began to hate al who opposed him.

Obi-Wan reached out for the Force. Hefdt it flow around him, but he could not fully grasp it. Herewas
the boy who stood between him and his dream, who mocked him, who tricked him. He pushed against
Bruck and saw the surprisein the boys eyes as he fell backward.

Obi-Wan took advantage of Brucks uncertainty to aim asizzling attack at Brucks face. Bruck duc ked
and dashed a Obi-Wansfeet. Obi-Wan legped high in the air.

Asachild, Obi-Wan had learned by fighting older students to avoid flashy attacks that wasted energy.
Instead, hed been trained to fight defensively, to block blowswith smal movements, or to avoid them.

As Obi-Wan parried Brucks moves, hefet Qui-Gon Jinns eyes on him. The Jedi wasarebd and a
loner, and Obi-Wan wanted to be seen as arebel, too.

Instead of waiting to gauge Brucks attack strategy, Obi-Wan attacked suddenly and furioudly. Bruck
tried to block the attacks, but Obi-Wans lightsaber met Brucks with stinging power. Bruck nearly

dropped his weapon.

Obi-Wan brandished hislightsaber in both hands, swinging brutally. Bruck tried to block asecond time,
and fdll back, sprawling . Hislightsaber switched off and went skittering over the uneven floor.

Obi-Wan dammed down, adecisive blow that should have won the bout, but Bruck managed to roll
aside and grab hislightsaber. He barely had time to switch it on before Obi-Wans lightsaber battered
down again.

Thistime, there was no blocking the blow. Brucks lightsaber knocked back into him. Obi-Wan caught
Bruck cleanly between the eyes, burning hishair and scorching his skin.

Bruck cried out in pain as both lightsabers burned him, and Y oda announced, Enough!

All around the arena, the initiates shouted and cheered. Bants eyes were shining, and Reefts wrinkled
face had more creases due to hiswide smile.

Obi-Wan backed away, panting. Swesat ran down his arms and face; his muscles ached from exertion.
His head swam with dizziness.

Y et he had never tasted such swest triumph. He glanced into the shadows around the arena, and saw
Qui-Gon Jinn watching him. The Jedi Magter gave him the briefest nod, the began speaking to Y oda.

Ive won, Obi-Wan redlized, athrill rising within him. | beat Bruck soundly. Qui-Gon isimpressed.

Hetried to keep hisrising exhilaration in check. He bowed to Y odaand to the rest of the Masters. Then
he couldnt resist raising hid lightsaber in the air to the cheers of hisfriends. Obi-Wan grinned and shook



the lightsaber at a proud Bant, Reeft, and Garen Muln. Perhaps hed won more than an important fight.
Perhaps hes won the right to become a Padawan.

The cheers il rang in his ears as he went to the dressing chamber. He showered and changed into a
fresh tunic. He was tossing his stained tunic into the laundry container when Qui-Gon Jnn entered the
room. Hewas abig, powerful man, but his footsteps were soundless.

Who taught you to fight like that? Qui-Gon asked. The Jedi had rough fegtures, but hiswas a sensitive,
thoughtful face.

What do you mean?

Studentsin the Templerarely attack so vicioudy. They learn to defend, to wear one another down. They
conservether strength. Yet you fought . . . like avery dangerous man. Y ou left yoursalf open to attack
time and time again, and relied on the other boy to take the defensive stance.

| wanted to end it quickly, Obi-Wan said. The Force allowed it.

Qui-Gon studied Obi-Wan for along moment. | am not so sure. Y ou cannot always rely upon your
enemy to take the defensive stance. Y our fighting style istoo dangerous, too risky.

Y ou cold teach me better, Obi-Wan said evenly. The words invited the Jedi to ask Obi-Wan to be his
Padawan.

But Qui-Gon merely bowed his head. Perhaps| could, he said dowly. Theword caused hopeto ridein
Obi-Wan. But only a heartbest later, it was dashed.

Or perhaps no one could, Qui-Gon continued. Y ou were angry with the other boy. | sensed anger in
both of you.

Thats not why | wanted to win. Obi-Wan held Qui-Gons gaze steadily, letting him know that he had
fought to impress him, to show him how well he could serve him.

Qui-Gon watched Obi-Wan intently for along moment, ill staring at him . . . through him. Hoperosein
Obi-Wan again. Hell ask me now, Obi-Wan thought. Hell ask me to be his Padawan.

But Qui-Gon merdly said, Infuture fight, rein in your anger. A Jedi Knight never exhaust himsdf when
battling a stronger foe. And never expect your enemy to miss an opportunity to do you harm.

Qui-Gon turned and headed for the door.

Obi-Wan stood till, confused. Qui-Gon was not taking him as his gpprentice. He was merely giving out
advice, the way the Masters aways did.

Obi-Wan couldnt let his dream walk away. He couldnt see hisdream die.

Wait! Obi-Wan called out. If | waswrong, it only means | need the best teacher. Will you take me with
you?

Qui-Gon turned dowly, and eyed the boy. He frowned, deep in thought. At last he murmured, No.



Qui-Gon Jinn, | will be thirteen in four weeks, Obi-Wan said. The truth was a desperate gamble, but he
had to say it. You are my last chance to be a Jedi Knight.

Qui-Gon shook his head sadly. It is better not to train aboy to become Knight if he has so much anger.
Thereistherisk hewill turnto thedark side.

With that, the huge Jedi wheeled and strode for the door, his cape streaming.
Obi-Wan sprang to hisfeet. | wont turn, he said with certainty.

But Qui-Gon neither dowed his stride nor turned back. In amoment he was gone, as quickly and silently
as he had appeared.

For along minute, Obi-Wan could only stare at the empty air in shock. At first, he couldnt quite take it
in. It was over. Hislast chance had played out. There was nothing left for him.

His bags were packed, sitting on abench. He had only to pick them up and take them to the transport
that would carry him to the planet Bandomeser.

Helifted his chin. Though he would never become aKnight, he would at least leave the Temple like one.
Hewould not plead. He picked up his bags and headed down the long halway that led from the battle
arenato thelanding platform.

He passed the meditation grotto, the meal room, the classrooms. Places where he had learned, struggled,
and triumphed.

It was al hometo him. Now he must leave and head for afuture he hadnt asked for and did not want.

Obi-Wan walked out the door of the Temple for the last time. He tried to push away his deep sorrow
and look to the future as hed been taught.

But he could not.
Chapter 5

Qui-Gon Jinn could not get the sight of Obi-Wans despairing face out of hismind. The boy had struggled
not the show it, but it was written on his every feature.

Qui-Gon sat quietly in the star map room. Among dl the rooms at the Temple, thiswas hisfavorite. The
velvety blue cealling curved above himin adome. The only light came from the stars and planets that
surrounded him, pinpricks againgt the bluein al the glowing colors of the spectrum. He had only to reach
out a hand and touch a planet for ahologram to appear, detailing its physicd properties, its surrounding
satellites, and itsform of government.

Knowledge was so0 easily obtained here. But when it came to the heart, so much wasamystery.

Qui-Gon told himsdlf that he had made the correct decison. The only decision. The boy fought well, but
to fiercely. There was danger there.

The boy isnot my responsbility, Qui-Gon said aoud.



Certain are you?Y odaasked from behind him.
Qui-Gon turned startled. | didnt hear you, he said politely.

Y odawalked farther into the star map room. dozen boys fought for you. If you do not choose a
Padawan today, the dreams of at |east one of those boyswill die.

Sighing, Qui-Gon studied abright red star. There will be more boys next year. Perhapsthen | will choose
aPadawan. In hisvigtsto the Temple, Qui-Gon aways valued histime spent with Yoda. Now he
wished the Master would go away. He did not want to discussthis. But he knew Y odawould not go
away until he had made his point.

Perhaps, Y oda agreed. Or perhaps still reluctant, will you be. What of young Obi-Wan? Well he fought.
Hefought . . . ferocioudy, Qui-Gon agreed.

Yes, Yodasad. Likeaboy | knew long ago -

Dont, Qui-Gon interrupted. Xanatosis gone. | dont want to be reminded.

Not speaking of that one, Y oda said. Of you | spoke.

Qui-Gon didnt answer. Y oda knew him too well. He could not argue.

Strong in the Force heis, Y oda remarked.

And angry and reckless, Qui-Gon said, atrace of irritation beginning to edge histone. And likely to turn.

Not al angry young men to the dark sdeturn, Yodasaid camly. Not if aproper teacher they have.

| will not take him, Master Y oda, Qui-Gon said evenly. He knew Y odawould hear the strong will in his
words.

Very wel, Yodasaid. But by chance alonewe do not live our lives. If take an gpprentice you will not,
then, intime, perhgpsfate will choose.

Perhaps, Qui-Gon agreed. He hesitated. What will happen to the boy?

For the Agricultural Corps hewill work.

Qui-Gon grunted. farmer? Such awaste of potentid. Tell him.. . . that | wish him luck.
Too late, Yodasaid. On hisway to Bandomeer heis.

Bandomeer? Qui-Gon asked in surprise.

Know the place you do?

Know it? The Senate has asked meto go there. Y ou knew this, didnt you? Qui-Gon eyed the smdll
Master suspicioudy.



Hmmm. .. Yodasad. | knew it not. But more than coincidence thisis. Strange are the ways of the
Force.

But why send the boy to Bandomeer? Qui-Gon asked. Itsabrutal world. If the weather doesnt kill him,
the predatorswill. Hell need dl of hisskillsjust to stay aive - never mind the Agri-Corps!

Y es, so the Council thought, Y oda said. Good to grow crops Bandomeer may not be. But good place
for ayoung Jedi thegrow itis.

If he doesnt get himsdlf killed, Qui-Gon growled. Y ou must have morefaith in himthan | do.
Yesmy point that is, Master Y odasaid, chuckling. Listen harder you must.
With an exasperated sigh, Qui-Gon returned his attention to the stars.

Study the stars you may, Qui-Gon, Y oda said as he left. They have much to teach you. But will it be
what you need to learn?

Chapter 6

The Monument was an old Corellian barge, pocked and scarred from meteor hits. It was shaped like a
crate, and attached to the front of it were adozen cargo boxes push to Bandomeer. It wasthe ugliest,
dirtiest ship that Obi-Wan could have imagined.

If the exterior was ugly, the interior wasfoul. Its battered corridors smelled of miners dust and the sweety
bodies of many species. Repair ports were left open, so that wires and pressure hoses - the ships guts -
spilled out asif from an open wound.

Everywhere on the Monument enormous Hutts dithered about like giant dugs. Whiphids stalked the
corridorswith their moldy fur and tusks. Tal Arconanswith triangular heads and glittering eyesmoved in
smadl groups.

Obi-Wan wandered in adaze, hisbagsin hand. No one had been at the entry port guide him. No one
even seemed to notice him. He redlized gloomily that he had |eft behind the data pad Docent Vant had
given him. On it was hisroom number.

He looked for a crew member, but he could only find miners being transported to Bandomeer. Obi-Wan
trudged on with gathering despair. The ship was strange and frightening. It was so different from the
hushed, gleaming halways of the Temple, where he could hear the sound of the fountains wherever he
walked. He knew every corner of the Temple, knew the fastest route to get from the arena, where they
practiced tumbling and balance, to the pool, where he would dive from the highest temple. . .

Obi-Wans steps dower and dower. What was Bant doing now? Was shein class, or aprivate tutorial ?
Was she swimming in the pool with Reeft and Garen Muln? If hisfriendswerethinking if him, they would
never imagine what a horrible place he had landed in.

Suddenly, a huge Hutt blocked his path. Before Obi-Wan could say aword, the Hutt grabbed him by the
throat and threw him against awall.

What do you think youre doing, dug?



Uh, what? Obi-Wan asked in surprise. What had he done wrong? He was just trudging down the hall.
With asense of unease, he noticed that two particularly evil-looking Whiphids stood behind the Huitt.
B-Bandomeer, he ssammered.

The Hutt studied Obi-Wan asif here were amorsel of food. The creatures huge tongue rolled from its
mouth and did over itsgrey lips, leaving atrail of dime.

Thats not a ships uniform youre wearing, and youre not Offworld.

Obi-Wan looked down at his clothes. He wore aloose gray tunic. He suddenly redlized that the Hutt in
front of him wore ablack triangular patch that showed abright red planet, like an eye. A silver spaceship
circling the planet became theiris of the eye. Beneath the logo were the words Offworld Mining. The
Whiphids wore the same symbol.

He must be from that other outfit, a Whiphid said.

Maybe hes a spy, the second Whiphid growled. Whats he got in those bags, you think? Bombs?

The Hutt pushed his huge grotesgue face close to Obi-Wans. Any miner who doesnt work for Offworld
isthe enemy, he roared, shaking Obi-Wan roughly. Y ou, dug, are an enemy. And we dont alow the
enemy on Offworld turf.

The Hutts fingers were like dabs of meat. They tightened around Obi-Wans neck, strangling him.
Choking, Obi-Wan dropped his bags and grasped the Hutts fingers. Hislungs burned and the room

soun.

Using dl his strength, Obi-wan managed to pry the Hutts fingers from histhroat long enough to gasp a
breath. He stared into the crud, blank eyes of the Huitt, trying to summon his Force powers.

Leave me aone, Obi-Wan gasped, struggling to breathe. He let the Force carry the command to the
Huitt, to batter hiswill, change hismind. Thiswas not like fighting another sudent. He sensed a cruelty
without conscience. There were no ruleshere, no Y odato cal off thefight.

Leave you done? Why? the Hutt roared with cruel amusement.

Im getting off to agood start, Obi-Wan thought despairingly.

Thelast thing he remembered was the Hutts fist coming straight at him.

Chapter 7

Obi-wan woke on acot in awarm, wdl-lit room. Hisvison was blurry, and his head swam. A medica
droid leaned over him, gpplying flesh glueto his cuts, checking for broken bones.

A young Human woman with reddish-brown hair and green eyes stood across the room, watching him.
Didnt anyone ever tell you not to tangle with a Hutt? she asked.

Obi-Wan tried to shake his head, but even atiny movement rocked him with pain. Hetook along
breath. He called on his Jedi training to accept the pain asasigna his body was sending. He had to
accept the pain, respect it, not fight it. Then hed have to ask hisbody to begin to hedl.



Once hed centered his mind, the pain seemed to ease. He turned to the woman. | didnt seem to have a
choice.

| know what you mean. The woman flashed him a brief grin. Well, you survived. Thats something. She
waked closer to hisbedside. Y ourelucky | found you when | did. Y oure not one of ours.

Ours? Obi-Wan asked. He squinted at her. She wore an orange worksuit with agreen triangle onit.

Werethe ArconaMineral Harvest Corporation, the woman responded. If you dont work for us, why did
the Offworlders beat you?

Obi-Wan tried to shrug, but pain shot through his shoulder. Sometimes it was hard to respect his bodys
sggnd. Youtel me. | was only looking for my cabin.

Y oure athough one, the woman said cheerfully. Not everybody could withstand a pounding by aHuitt.
Did you come on board looking for ajob? We could use you a Arcona Harvest. Im ClatHa, chief
operations manager. She looked young to be running amining operation - perhaps twenty-five.

Have ajob, Obi-Wan said, trying to fed his mouth with histongue. He wasrdlieved that dl histeeth
were il in. Im Obi-Wan Kenobi. Im with the Agricultural Corps.

ClatHas mouth fell open. Y oure the young Jedi? The ships crew has been looking everywhere for you.
Hetried to sit up, but ClatHa briskly pushed him back. Stay down. Y oure not ready to get up yet.
Helaid back and ClatHawithdrew. Good luck to you, Obi-Wan Kenobi, she said. Watch yoursdlf.

Y ouve stepped into the middle of awar. Y oure lucky to be dive. Y ou may not be so lucky next time.
She turned to leave, but Obi-Wan touched her hand.

Wait, he said. | dont understand. What war? Whos fighting?

Offworldswar, ClatHa answered. Y ou must have heard of them.

Obi-Wan shook hishead. How could he explain that hed lived hiswhole lifein the Jedi Temple? He
knew more about the ways of the Force than the ways of the universe.

Offworld isone of the oldest and richest mining companiesin the galaxy, ClatHatold him. And they didnt
get that way by letting others compete with them. Minerswho get in their way tend to die.

Whos their leader? Obi-Wan asked.

No one knows who owns Offworld, ClatHa said. Someone who has been around for centuries,
probably. And Im not even sure that we could prove he or sheisresponsible for the murders. But the
leader on this ship going to Bandomeer isa particularly ruthless Hutt by the name of Jemba.

Obi-Wan repested the namein hismind. Jemba. It might have been Jembawho had beaten him.
Ruthless? In what way?

ClatHa glanced over he shoulder, worried that someone would hear her. Offworld used the cheapest
labor possible. Out on the Rimworld, in placeslike Bandomeer, half of Jembas workerswill be Whiphid
daves. But thats not theworst, ClatHa said. She hesitated.



Whats the worst? Obi-\Wan asked.

ClatHas dark eyes flashed. About five years ago, Jembawas Offworlds chieftain on the plant Varristad,
where another startup mining firm was aso working. Varristad isasmall planet, without any air, so the
workersal lived in ahuge underground dome. Someone or something pooped ahole in that dome,
ingtantly destroying the artificia atmosphere. A quarter of amillion people werekilled. No one was ever
ableto prove that Jemba did it, but when the other company went bankrupt, he bought the minera rights
for practicaly nothing. He made a huge profit for Offworld. Now well have to dedl with him on
Bandomeer.

Obi-Wan said, Areyou certain it was intentiona ? Maybe it was an accident.

ClatHalooked unconvinced. Maybe, she said. But accidents follow Jembathe way stink follows
Whiphids - accidents like the one that happened to you. So take care.

There was something she hadnt told him. Obi-Wan could senseit - old pain and fear, the desirefor
revenge. Who did you know on Varristad? he asked.

ClatHa opened her mouth in surprise. Stubbornly, she shook her head. No one, shelied.

He locked eyeswith her. ClatHa, we cant et this continue. The Monument isnt Offworlds ship! They
cant just go around besating people up.

ClatHasighed. Maybe it isnt their ship, but Offworlds miners outnumber the crew thirty to one. The
captain wont be able to do much to protect you. Soif | wereyou, Id stay off their turf. Y oure welcome
on our Sde of the ship any time She headed for the door, then turned and flashed a grin that made her
serious face suddenly look young and mischievous. If you can find it.

Obi-Wan grinned back. But he still struggled against ClatHa acceptance of theinjustice. He didnt
understand it. He had grown up in aworld where disputes were mediated and resolved. No obvious
injustice was allowed to stand.

ClatHa, thisisnt right, he said gravely. Why should we have to stay off their sde of the ship? Why should
you accept that?

ClatHas face flushed. Because | dont want them on my side of the ship! Obi-Wan, listen to me, she said
urgently. Accidents happen around Jemba. Drilling rigs blow and tunnels collapse and people die. | dont
want his corporate spies and saboteurs on my side of the Monument, any more than he would want mine
on his. So just accept things the way they are. Its better for everyone.

She left the room, the door swinging shut behind her. The edges of the door seemed to vibrate strangely.
Obi-Wan realized that the heat he felt wasnt just because he was angry at injustice. His body was on fire.
Hetried to accept the fire and the pain, but dizziness overcame him. Hefell back on his cot, head redling,
while the room spun.

Chapter 8
Obi-Wan dreamed that he wasin the Jedi Temple, walking among the star maps. He reached out and

touched the star closest to Bandomeer, one of apair of giant red lights. A hologram appeared, and a
Master long dead announced, Bandomeer the place where you will dieif youre not careful.



Hewoke in sckbay, with tubesin hisarms and an oxygen mask over his nose and mouth. For amoment
he thought he was still dreaming - Qui-Gon Jinn was standing over him. Then the Jedislarge, cool hand
rested on Obi-Wans forehead, and Obi-Wan realized he was awake.

H-how? Obi-Wan whispered.

Qui-Gons hand dropped, and he took a step back. Dont try to speak, he said gently. Y ouve had a bad
fever, but Ivetaken care of it. Y our wounds turned out to be worse than what the medics could handle.

Isit redly you? Obi-Wan asked, struggling to clear his clouded brain.

Qui-Gon amiled. It was thefirgt time Obi-Wan had seen him smile, and he redlized that Qui-Gon was not
al coolness and judgement. Yes, itsredly me, he said.

Did you cometo look for me? Obi-Wan asked hopefully. He would not have asked such ablunt
guestion, but he was too wesk to puzzle out why the Jedi was here.

Qui-Gon shook his head. Im on my way to Bandomeer aswell. Im on amission for the Galactic Senate.
Our missions have nothing to do with each other.

Still, were together, Obi-Wan said. Y ou could show me -

But Qui-Gon shook his head once again. No, Obi-Wan, thats not why Im here. Our destinieslie aong
different paths. Now isthetimefor you to get to know the people that you will serve. Y ou must forget
about me. Y ou must serve the Jedi in ways other than as aKnight. Thereis honor in that, too.

Hedid not say it crudly. But Qui-Gonswords struck Obi-Wan like ablow. It seemed that every time his
hopes were raised, they were dashed again.

It was clear to Obi-Wan that even though chance had placed them on the same ship, Qui-Gon wanted
nothing to do with him. If the rumors were true, then Obi-Wan, or any initiate Obi-Wans age, would only
be apainful reminder of the Padawan that Qui-Gon had lost. Obi-Wan could not fight Qui-Gons past.

He hid his disappointment and tried to look strong, despite his physical weakness. | see, Obi-Wan said.

The door to the sickbay opened acrack. A triangular head appeared in the crack, and glowing green
eyes peered a Obi-Wan. As soon asthe intruder saw that Obi-Wan noticed him, the door swished shut.

Obi-Wan turned back to Qui-Gon. Y oure right. My mission should be my first concern. 11l - He stopped
when the door opened a crack again. Obi-Wan struggled to raise himsdlf on hiselbows. Well, comein!
he cdled to theintruder.

An Arconan edged into the room. He was dightly shorter than most, with skin that was more green than
grey. Wedid not mean to disturb -

Itsdl right, Obi-Wan said kindly.
-but we were told to meet ClatHa here. She has a Situation she needs to discuss. We heard that ayoung

boy faced aHutt in agresat battle, and survived, the Arconan said softly. We wanted to see the great
hero. We are sorry to disturb. We will wait outsde. He began to retrest.



Obi-Wan looked over the Arconans shoulder before he remembered that Arconans dways referred to
themsdves aswe. They did not have asense of anindividud self and lived dl their livesin colonies.

| think Id better set you straight, Obi-Wan said. Firgt of dl, it wasnt agreat battle. The Hutt just picked
me up and strangled me until | passed out. Im no hero.

That you survived a al isacredit, Qui-Gon observed.

Exactly. The Arconan took severd stepsforward. The Huttsinspire greet terror in us. Y ou showed
strength and courage. We admire that. Y ou are a hero.

Obi-Wan looked at Qui-Gon helplesdy. He redlized that he couldnt talk the Arconan out of his
overblown opinion. Qui-Gon turned away to hideasmile.

Well, st down and introduce yoursdlf, Obi-Wan said. In thisplace, | need dl thefriend | can get.

Our nameis S Treemba, the Arconan said, perching on achair. We know yoursis Obi-Wan Kenobi.
We would be honored to be your friend.

The door to sickbay did open. ClatHa strode in with an impatient expression.

Good, youre here, shesaid to S Treemba.

S Treemba scrambled to hisfeet. We - he began, but ClatHa cut him off by turning to Qui-Gon.

We have a problem, she said crisply. Someone has been tampering with our equipment. Young S
Treemba here discovered it on aroutine ingpection. We have three Arconan tunneling machinesin stock,
and al three have been sabotaged.

How s0? Qui-Gon asked.

S Treemba stepped forward. The thermocoms that monitor the tunnelers hull temperature have been
removed, Sr. And the coring couplers have been rigged so that they will not disengage.

What does that mean? Obi-Wan asked.

Qui-Gon thought for aminute. The Arconan tunnelers are vehiclesthat drill through rock and soil. As
they do, the friction of the hull moving past dl that one makes the vehicle very hot. Without the
thermocoms, the cooling system would not work. And with the coring computers sabotaged, the driver
of the tunneler would not be ableto shut if off. The machine would smply keep digging until it melted
from the heet. Everyoneinit would die.

Exactly, ClatHasaid grimly. | think that we know who isresponsible.

A booming voice from the doorway, speaking in Huttese. Sie batha ne beechee ta Jemba? Are you
talking about me, the Great Jemba?

The Hutt outside the door was much larger than the one that had beaten Obi-Wan. Hutts can live for
hundreds of years and they never redly stop growing - either in Sze or cunning. Thisone, Jemba, had a
mouth so vast that he could have swallowed three men whole. Jembas huge face and eyesfilled the



doorway.
Y es, Qui-Gon said evenly, we were talking about you, O Great Jemba. Comein - if you can.

Jemba hunkered down | has been many years since | could squeeze through such asmal whole, Jedi,
Jemba boomed. Why dont you come out here? He licked hislips.

Qui-Gon walked to the doorway and faced the Huit. Y ou have been accused of sabotaging the
Arconanstunnelers,

Aaaagh! Jemba said, drawing back a pace. He placed ahand over his uppermost heart, a Huttese
gesture meant to indicate hisinnocence. Never! | swear, Jedi, | did not do it. Do | look like the kind of
creature who would sneak around, sabotaging other peoples equipment?

Obi-Wan did not believe the Hutt for amoment, but he dmost had the laugh at the ideaithat the
enormous Hutt could snesk anywhere.

Of course | dont believe that you did it, personally, Great One, Qui-Gon said. But one of your crew
could have, under your direction.

Aaaagh! Aaaagh! Jemba squirmed backward like a giant worm and pounded his hand on his uppermost
heart again. | am hurt by such accusations! | know nothing of this matter. Look into my hearts, Jedi, and
you will seethat | do not liel Why does everyonethink that | am evil, just because | am aHutt? Jemba
demanded. | am an honest businessman.

Enough of this, ClatHa said in disgust. She strode forward to face Jemba, her hands on her hips, just
above the blaster strapped to her left leg. Of course it was one of your crew!

| swear, | know nothing of this matter! Jemba roared.

ClatHareached for her blaster.

Qui-Gon raised ahand, warning her back.

Perhaps, Jemba said, his eyes narrowing craftily, your people did it to hurt me. Y our unreasonable hatred
for meiswell-known. Y ou have dready asked the mining guild to have Offworld banned from
Bandomeer. Now, by casting suspicion on me and my crew, you hope to have me lawfully removed.

| dont care whether you are removed lawfully or not, ClatHa said furioudly. | just want you gone!

Exactly! Jembaroared. The huge Hutt looked imploringly at Qui-Gon. Y ou seewhat | am faced with?
How can aHutt fight such unreasonable hatred?

Excuse me, Jemba, ClatHa said in amock politeness. But its not unreasonable to hate alying, scheming,
cowardly murderer.

The Hutts enormous body suddenly puffed in indignation. We have not even reached Bandomeer, Jemba
sad, and thiswoman tries to discredit me before the mining guild. Now shetriesto frameme! Listento
how shetalksto me. Thereis no respect in her voice!

| may not respect you, Jemba, ClatHa spat back, But | certainly didnt frameyou. Your liesare as



pathetic asyour denids.

Jemba gave aroar of anger and launched himsdlf at ClatHa. He hit the door frame, which began to crack
and splinter under the pressure. Si Treemba, terrified, hissed and pressed himself againgt the wall.
Obi-Wan watched in fascination. The Hutt could bring down the entire sickbay!

ClatHadrew her blaster, but Qui-Gon stepped in front of her and raised his hand. He locked eyeswith
the Hutt. Obi-Wan felt the power of the Forcefill the room.

Enough, Qui-Gon said qui etly.

Jemba stopped pushing to get ingde the room. The Hutt knew he could not get to ClatHa. Qui-Gon
glanced at ClatHa. Sowly, shelowered the blaster and returned it to the holding device on her leg.
Obi-Wan had to admire Qui-Gons skill. Hefelt a pang of regret. There was so much he wished he could
learn from the Jedi.

Now, Qui-Gon said in areasonable tone, let us review the situation. The machines were sabotaged. Y et
both of you ingst you did not do it. There is nowhere to take this except open warfare. Qui-Gon looked
at each of theminturn. And that is something that neither of you wish for, Im sure.

Jedi, Jemba said, you think yoursdf to be afair man. But when Hutts and Humans argue, even the fairest
of men join sides against my kind. The Huitts voice boomed in atone of pure venom. If it iswar that she
wants, then war will come. And if you take her side, | swear, | will squash you like aptafruit! Y our Jedi
status does not protect youl!

Menace hung thick intheair. It was clear that the Hutt meant everything he said. Hewas willing to kill
anyone who stood against him. Obi-Wan had never encountered a creature of such malice.

It would be s0 easy to solve the situation, Obi-Wan thought. The Hutt was vulnerable, trapped in the
small halway outside the sickbay. Qui-Gon could draw his lightsaber, lunge forward, and dicethe Hutt in
half.

But Qui-Gon merely nodded his head gracioudy. Thank you for thewarning, he said smply.

Of course, Obi-Wan redlized. Thewarning isagift.

Jemba nodded asiif satisfied, then dithered down the hall. ClatHa let out along bregth.

Wéll, that went well, she muttered. She hurried to the door. | have to warn my people. If thisisnt war, its
something closeto it. ClatHaraced out.

Qui-Gon shook his head sadly. Thereisastrong hatred between those two. Neither of them will listen.

| dont understand, Obi-Wan said. Why did you let the Hutt go? He may be innocent of the crime of
which he has been accused. But Im sure hes guilty of others.

Y es, hes guilty, Qui-Gon agreed. But ClatHa can defend hersdf. As Jedi, we are bound only to defend
those who have no other means of defense.

Stll, one of Jembas crew has to have sabotaged those tunnelers. Why doesnt hetry to find out who did
it? Obi-Wan asked.



Qui-Gon answered, Because if one of Jembas men did do it, it will make him look bad before the miners
guild. He might be ordered off Bandomeer permanently. He knowsthat, so he wont point any fingers a
hisown.

Ah, S Treembasaid. And ClatHamust fed the same. If anyone learned that one of her workerstried to
frame Jemba, the miners guild would be furious.

But it shouldnt be to hard to find out who redlly sabotaged the tunnelers, Obi-Wan pointed out excitedly.
Qui-Gon cocked an eyebrow. Thisisnot your affair, he warned. If you went looking for those
thermocoms, al you would find istrouble. Y ou must stay out of it. And stay away from the Offworld side
of the ship. Y oure not fully recovered yet, Obi-Wan.

With that, Qui-Gon turned and strode from the room. Obi-Wan waited for afew seconds. Then he
carefully got up from bed.

But the Jedi said youre not recovered! Si Treemba cried in concern.

S Treemba, Obi-Wan said dowly, how big are those thermocoms?

Not big. S Treemba held his hands up eight centimeters gpart. Not hard to concedl.
If we find those thermocoms, then well know who did it, Obi-Wan asseted.

Thatstrue Obi-Wan, S Treemba agreed. Then he stopped and made the same odd hissing sound again.
We are sorry. But when you say we -

| mean you and me, Obi-Wan said.

Ah, S Treembasaid. His greenish skin seemed to pale. We would have to go to the Offworld side of the
ship.

| know, Obi-Wan said quietly. He knew the risk. And qui-Gon had ordered him not to. But he was not
Qui-Gons apprentice. He was not honor-bound to obey him.

No doubt Qui-Gon thought him unworthy of the task ahead. But Qui-Gons hesitation paled next to the
Jedi principles. Justice must be sought out.

S Treemba, ClatHa has great courage, Obi-Wan explained. But Jemba has power on hisside. Heis
ruthless aswell as cunning, and he will stop at nothing. Therefore, he has to be stopped. Itsassmple -
and asdifficult - asthat. | understand if you dont wish to help. Truly. We will till be friends.

S Treemba swalowed. We will follow you, Obi-Wan, he said.

Chapter 9

Obi-Wans sense of purpose made him fed strong again. Heand S Treemba decided search the
Arconan haf of the Monument. It made sense to diminate the easiest task fird.

Obi-Wan and S Treembawere able to search the kitchens, storage rooms, exercise rooms, and lounges



without looking suspicious. Obi-Wan even had S Treembalower him down the garbage chutes. They
found no dign of the missing thermocoms.

We haveto search the cabins, S Treemba, Obi-Wan said, picking astray piece of garbage from hishair.
He sghed. Over four hundred Arconan minerswere in those cabins. He couldnt imagine that they would
let him just search their rooms.

That will be no problem, Obi-Wan, S Treembareplied.

Obi-Wan had forgotten how Arconansthink. They had no word for me or mine. So S Treemba
wandered from cabin to cabin, searching each bunk and storage compartment. A dozen times, Arconans
asked, What are we doing?

Eachtime, S Treemba answered, We arelooking for something that was lost.
To which the Arconan would ask, May we hdp find it?

And S Treembawould merely answer, We need no assistance. The S Treemba and Obi-Wan would
search theroom and leave.

But not all the workersfor ArconaMinera Harvest were Arconan. Some were short, Slver-haired
Meerians returning to Bandomeer, some Human. Obi-Wan had to treat these carefully. More than once
he found himsdlf using the Force to convince some burly miner to let him search.

It was exhausting work for someone who was still recovering, but Obi-Wan ignored his own pain and
weariness. A Jedi did not give into such fedings.

After along day, Obi-Wan and S Treemba went to the kitchens for alate meal. Obi-Wan ate afull
dinner of roast gorak bird cooked in mal petalsfrom Alderaan. S ate Arconan fungi covered with
dactyl, atype of yellow ammoniacrysta. The Arconansfood smelled . . . well, the fungus wasnt bad, but
the dactyl smelled like poison.

Obi-Wan wrinkled his nose. How could anyone eat that stuff?

Si Treemba smiled. Hisfaceted eyes glittered. Some creatures wonder how Humans can drink water, yet
you take delight in it. Dactyl is as necessary to us as water isto you. Having said that, he took a couple
of crunchy yellow stones and popped them into his mouth like candy.

When Obi-Wan reached for sdt, S Treemba pulled his plate away in fear.

St increases our need for dactyl a hundredfold, S Treembaexplained. It isavery dangerous substance
to Arconans.

Obi-Wan sprinkled the sdt on hisgorak bird. We dl have our own poisons, | guess, he said cheerfully,
taking abite.

S Treembagrinned a him and crunched on hisdactyl. It was amost like being back at the Temple eating
with Bant or Reeft, Obi-Wan thought. He missed hisfriends, but heliked S Treemba more and more as
he spent time with him. The Arconan had courage and determination that impressed him. And Obi-Wan
was aware that it took nerve for an Arconan to break off from the group and help astranger.



Y ou know, Obi-Wan remarked, theres one think | dont understand. Jemba puts on agood show. Bt |
sense hes afraid of ClatHa and the Arconans.

S Treembaswallowed amouthful of dactyl and fungi. Wethink youre right, Obi-Wan. Hefears us. Even
though it isnot or intent, he knowswewill destroy him.

How isthat? Obi-Wan asked.

In Offworld mining, the chiefs and overseers make fortunes, while the common workers make nothing.
Many of them are daves. But at ArconaMineral Harvest, we have no chieftains, no overseers. Each
worker sharesin the profits. Thisdid not bother Offworld until ClatHa began to expand our operations.
So she contacts the better workers at Offworld. If they are daves, she offersto buy them and set them
freeif they will work for us. If they have sgned work contracts, she offersto buy the contracts.

That soundsfair, Obi-Wan said.

Itisfar, S Treembaagreed. That isexactly why Jembafears us. Many good workerswish to join us,
only the bad will stay at Offworld.

| see, Obi-Wan said. Soin afew years, Jembawill have only chiefs with no one to boss around. Hed
hate that.

S Treemba grinned, then turned serious. But Jemba has stalled us. He has rai sed the price on labor
contracts and daves. We can no longer afford to hire Offworld workers.

Obi-Wan was beginning to see that the gadlaxy was afar more complicated place than hed redized. The
Temple had prepared him for so many things. But they had not prepared him for this. He had known that
most worldsin the galaxy had outlawed davery, and he had assumed that it was rare. But here were
hundreds of workerslocked inanillegd practice.

Obi-Wan was horrified at theidea of davery. Since Offworld had paid good money to buy and train
daves, the company wasnt likely to sell them cheap - or to et them go without afight. ClatHa had been
right when she told Obi-Wan he had stepped into awar. This battle would probably wage through mining
camps on hundreds of worlds.

He wanted to race to the other side of the ship, lightsaber in hand, and right every wrong. But that wasnt
theway, he knew. He had to find those thermocoms. Exposure was the only way to fight Jemba.

He pushed his plate away. Weve sear ched everywhere on this side of the ship, S hesaid. The
thermocoms must be in Offworld territory.

The Arconan boy took a deep breeth, then released it dowly. Good. We are pleased.

Pleased? Obi-Wan asked. But now we have to invade Offworld territory. | thought you were terrified of
Hutts.

That we are, S Treemba agreed. But ill, we are pleased because if the thermocoms are not here, it
meansthat we are innocent. Someone a Offworld Mining isredly trying to kill us.

Yes, | can see how that would be comforting, Obi-Wan teased, though he did understand. The Arconans
were hatched from eggs and raised in huge nest - with hundreds of brothers and sisters growing together



at the sametime. From their youth, they were trained to think of themselves as a group. The thought that
any Arconan - any of Sisbrothers or ssters-would do something that might hurt or shame the groups
must havefilled the young Arconan with dread.

So are you ready to search in Hutt territory? Obi-Wan asked. Well haveto find away to sneak over.
S Treemba pushed away his plate of fungi and dactyl. as we said before, Obi-Wan, we will follow you.
Obi-Wan grinned. Y ou might be sorry you said that.

Chapter 10

Obi-Wan and S Treemba crawled forward through the airshaft and gazed through agrate down into a

dark cabin. A huge Whiphid waslying asleep on abunk, aball of sour-smelling fur. The odor of cheap
Dressdlian beer filled the room.

The cabin looked like amonument to filth, just like al the others Obi-Wan had seen today. The Whiphid
wore dirty, haf-cured hides from hishomeworld of Toola. Pilesof painted animal skullswere stacked in
every corner, looking like hunting trophies. Worse that that, Obi-Wan could see that Hutts had been
bunking in the same room The floor was littered with the furry parts of haf-easten smdl animals.

Ohbi-Wan studied the shadowy scene below for along minute. The Whiphid was probably drunk.
Otherwise he would have been out playing sabacc or some other card game with hisfriends.

But something felt wrong. Maybe the Whiphid was only faking deep. It could be atrap.

Obi-Wan tried to peer farther into the room. It looked empty but for the lone Whiphid. He couldnt see
the corners of the room, however.

His unease deepened. He could fed dark ripplesin theforce, but what did it mean? Evil streamed
through this side of the ship like poisonous air. Hed searched several rooms aready. Hed found illega
wesgpons - riot guns and biotic grenades. Hed found asmall casket filled with credit chipsthat might have
been stolen loot. But he hadnt found any thermocoms.

He studied the Whiphid again. He was lying on his cot. Benegath his head Obi-Wan could see abarely
conceal ed weapon. Among such creatures, deeping with a blaster was the norm.

Obi-Wan watched the Whiphid bresthe. He took shallow bresths, abit too unevenly for Obi-Wan to be
comfortable. If hewasadeep at dl, hewas deeping lightly.

Too often in the past, Obi-Wans impatience had gotten him into trouble. Thistime he decoded to trust his
indincts.

Carefully, quietly, Obi-Wan scooted past this room. He glanced behind him in the cramped duct. S
Treembawas a hishedls. The poor Arconan could hardly move his huge triangular head through the
ghait.

Then S Treemba banged his head on the metal duct. It made asmall thump. Obi-Wan cringed.

Because S Treembas people had evolved in the tunnels of Arcona, his marvel ous faceted eyes gave off a
faint bioluminescent light. Obvioudy, Arconanswere not anima hunters. Obi-Wan only hoped that as



they passed the cabin bel ow, the Whiphid would not glance and see the Arconan.
Obi-Wan held his bresth and moved forward, inching aong toward the air vent for the next cabin.

The odor coming from the room ahead was horrible - amixture of sour fat and greasy hair. Obi-Wan
could hear voices, the booming laughter of Hutts, the anima growls of Whiphids.

He brushed aside some dust and peered through the next vent. The cabin was full of Hutts and Whiphids,
al crouched around the floor, playing dice.

S Treembawould never be able to sneak past them. Theyd have to back up, asthey had done so many
times today. Obi-Wan feared they were completely lost.

Glancing back down the air shaft, Obi-wan could see S Treemba cautioudy inching toward the previous

air shaft. Obi-Wan waved ahand, trying to get the Arconans attention, when suddenly ablinding flash of
light erupted through the shaft, and a deafening boom roared.

Someone had shot a blaster through the vent!
Smoke began tofill the air. They were trapped!

Frantically, Obi-Wan sgnded at S Treembato hurry toward him. But even ashe did, ahuge furry paw
pushed through the metal grate and grabbed Si Treemba by the throat.

S Treembas glittering eyes widened in terror. He let out a choked sound that might have been acdl for
help. The he was yanked through the grate. Obi-Wan heard the thump of his body hitting the ground.

Through the vent behind him, Obi-Wan heard aHuit laugh cruelly. And you said there were womp ratsin
theair shaft! | told you I smelled an Arconan!

Obi-Wans heart pounded. In seconds he knew that someone would stick his head up through the grill,
blagter in hand, looking for more like S Treemba.

Moving quickly as he dared, he scooted silently toward a corner twenty meters ahead. He pulled himsalf
around it, sweat streaming down hisface. Behind him, he heard the faint sound of S Treemba screaming.
A Whiphid roared in anger. Obi-Wan bit hislip. He wanted to block out the sounds of Si Treembas
screams, but he deserved to hear them. He had gotten the Arconan into this mess.

Through the air shaft, he heard someone growl, | dont see anyone else up here.

Hedidnt dare return for Si Treemba. Instead, Obi-Wan crawled forward blindly, turning several corners
and moving quickly through the ducts. He had to get help!

At last he stopped, panting. There was no help on this side of the ship.

Qui-Gon had warned him to stay out of Offworld territory. Now Obi-Wan realized he had to go back.
The Hutts and Whiphidswould think S Treembawas a spy. They might try to torture a confesson from
him. They might even kill him. And they wouldnt wait long.

He had been so foolish! He should have redlized how difficult it would be to penetrate this sde of the
ship. Hehad led S Treemba straight into danger. He had taken advantage of Si Treembas loyalty to him.



Maybe Qui-Gons hesitation about him had been right dl along. Maybe he didnt deserve to be a Jedi.

Obi-Wan wiped the swesat from his eyes with the hem of histunic. He made sure hislightsaber was
holstered securely.

Then he turned back to help hisfriend.
Chapter 11

Qui-Gon swung hislegs over his degp-couch. He fdt his heart pound in his chest, every muscle on dert.
But why?

He had been resting when he sensed it. It felt asthough danger was near, but Qui-Gon was not in danger

Suddenly, he recognized the feding. He had experienced it before. Jedi sometimes sense when another
Jedi, closeto them, isin trouble. At times, they can even see avague picture of what that trouble might
be. Qui-Gon searched hismind, but did not see anything clear. Only haze.

Obi-Wan, he murmured. It had to be the boy. Qui-Gon fought against the fegling. It wasridiculous,
absurd. The boy was not his Padawan. Why would there be such a strong connection between them?

Y et there it was. Y odawould be pleased.
Qui-Gon groaned. He was not.

Wherever he turned, the boy appeared. He was happy to treat Obi-Wansinjuries, but he refused to be
responsible for hiswelfare. If the boy had gotten himsdlf into some sort of mess, hewould just haveto
find hisown way out of it.

Qui-Gon stretched out on the deep-couch again. But thistime, dthough he could quiet his body, he could
not quiet hismind.

Time seemed to crawl as Obi-Wan desperately searched for S Treemba. He had to drag himsdlf through
the air shaft, sneaking past miner cabins and peering through grates, holding his breath. Grime covered his
hands and grit flew into his eyes as he stirred up years of dust.

At last hefound S Treemba, four floors down near the belly of the ship. A small cabin had been made
into amake shift prison cell. Apparently, the Monument had need of atemporary jail during itstransport
runs. Considering the crowd on this one, Obi-Wan wasnt surprised.

Obi-Wan peered down through the vent. St Treembawas chained to thewall by one ankle. He lay
sprawled on thefloor, his arms outstretched. Just out of hisreach lay someyellow crystas of dactyl.
Only ahaf-dozen paces away aHutt and two Whiphid guards played cards at a massive carved meta
table.

The Arconan boy looked beaten and bruised, but more seemed to be wrong with him than amere
beeting. His color had gone from a hedlthy gray-green to muddy tan. Obi-Wan could seethat the life
forcein the Arconan was week, and fading. But why? Si Treemba had ingested his dactyl supply before



theyd begun the search. Why had he weakened so fast?

The Huit dithered over to S Treembaand grinned as he stared down at the captive. Obi-Wan
recognized him. It was the Hutt who had beaten him up the day before.

Ready to talk yet? the Hutt asked. Dont you want that dactyl? | could push afew crystals over.

S Treembagtared at him silently. Even from above, Obi-Wan could see that hisfriends contempt for the
Huitt could not mask hisfear.

The Hutt leaned closer, his huge head bobbing in front of S Treemba. What were you doing in our
vents? Who sent you to spy on us?

Weakly S Treemba shook his head.

Y ou dont look so good, the Hutt sneered. we gave you enough sdt in the salineinjection to deplete al of
the dactyl in your body. He leaned back again and chortled. So why dont you tell uswhat we want to
know? It beats dying. Someone was with you. Who was it? Arconans never travel aone.

S Treemba shook hishead again. His head lolled back, and his cheek hit thefloor.

Frugtration filled Obi-Wan. He had to do something. He grasped the vent and pulled it out. He shoved
himsdlf into the opening, then somersaulted to the floor. In a heartbeat, his lightsaber wasin his hand.

Do you only pick on the weak and unarmed, Hutt? he asked.
For amoment, the Hutt was so astonished that he could only blink at Obi-Wan. The he began to laugh.
Blast him, he said offhandedly to the Whiphid guards.

Obi-Wan had counted on the dow reaction time of the Whiphids. They stared at him, their mouths open
underneath their tusks.

Obi-Wan sprang forward, dashing at the heavy table. The lightsaber cut through the thick legs easily.
With a crash, the table thudded down on the Whiphids. The flimsy stools they had been Sitting on
collgpsed under the weight, pinning them to the floor. They howled in surprise and pain.

Sorry to bresk up your game, Obi-Wan said. Keeping his eye on the surprised Hutt, he reached over to
the table and grabbed the key to S Treembas leg cuff. The shackle was an ancient thing of metd, witha
smple lock. Obi-Wan tossed the key to S Treemba.

The Huitt dithered toward him. So, young Jedi, you have not yet learned your lesson? How dare you defy
me, the mighty Grelb!

Oh, but | did learn something, Obi-Wan said. He held the lightsaber in readiness. Y ou prey on the wesk.
Now | am prepared to fight you, coward.

Grelb eyed the lightsaber with contempt. With that?

Obi-Wan glanced behind the Hutt at S Treemba. The Arconan had managed to free himsdlf. He was
quickly egting up al the dactyl on thefloor. Already, his color was starting to brighten.



Asthe Hutt moved toward Obi-Wan, his enormous fist raised, Obi-Wan ducked and rolled inaclassc
Jedi defense maneuver. As he passed, he delivered alightsaber blow to the Hutts flank. He heard the
fleshdzze

Grelb roared in fury as he staggered back. His enormous bulk made him clumsy, and he fell onto the
table, crushing the Whiphidslegs even more. They howled in pain and beat againg him with their fids.

Hurry, Si, Obi-Wan urged. Keeping himself between Grelb and S Treemba, he waited until the Arconan
had reached the door. The he hurried after him as Grelb tried to struggle to rise. Hutts were powerful, but
they were not exactly light on their fest.

Y ou wont get away with this, Jedi! Grelb bellowed. The Arconanisaspy! Thisiswar!

Obi-Wan ignored him. He half dragged S Treemba down the hallway. Lucky for them, the lower level
wasnt well-trafficked. They were able to reach the Arconan boundary without any more encounters.

Asthey crossed onto the Arconan side of the ship, Obi-Wan saw two Arconan border guards hurry
away. He knew they were going to alert ClatHathat the two had returned - and had come from
Offworld territory.

That meant, of course, that Qui-Gon would discover that Obi-Wan has disobeyed his order.

S Treemba stopped. He turned to Obi-Wan, hisluminous eyes glittering once again with the samewarm
light. We thank you, Obi-Wan. We owe our livesto you.

Y ou owe your capture to me, too, Obi-Wan answered ruefully. Im sorry S Treemba
But once again your courage saved us, S Treemba said, grasping his shoulder.

What about your courage? Obi-Wan countered. Think about it S Treemba. Y ou were dying, and you
gtill would not betray me. Y ou just faced down a Hutt!

A dow smile spread over S Treembas face. So we did, he said, pleased So we did.
Dont get too cocky, Obi-Wan said with asigh. We ill have to face ClatHa and Qui-Gon. They arent
going to be happy about this.

As soon as Obi-Wan Kenobi and S Treemba were gone, Grelb dithered to Jembaand told him
everything.

The giant grey Hutt loomed over Grelb, gasping in rage. Jemba was hundreds of years older than Grelb,
and dso much larger. SO, Jemba growled looking around his stateroom in arage. | knew it. The Jedi
Knight and his young pupil have joined with the Arconans against me!

It wasinevitable, O Great One, Grelb said. They do not like our kind.

Itsyour fault! Jembasaid. | should chop off your tail for thisand haveit for dinner.

Grelbs hearts began racing in fear, and heimmediately coiled histail up near hisbody.



Jemba continued, If you were going to sabotage the tunnelers, you should have waited until we got to
Bandomesr.

Grelb tried to look hurt by the accusation, but Jembadid not fall for it. The huge dapped Grelbsface
hard enough so that Grelb fdt asif hisbrains had turned to jdly.

After picking himsdlf up off the floor, Grelb said, Y ouve never complained about my methods before!
Theft, sabotage, and murder were Grelbs methods, but he made sure that Offworld Mining dways
profited by them.

But thistime there are Jedi around! Jemba roared.

| did not know that the boy was a Jedi when | gave him hisfirst besting, Grelb apologized. If | had, hed
be dead by now. | promise, next time -

Jemba pointed ahuge finger a Grelb. The boy is onto our schemes. There wont be anext time. Let me
handlethid

Asyou please, Grelb said. He turned away and dithered from the room. Asthe door hissed closed
behind him, Grelb clenched hisfigts, imagining that he was squeezing the throat of Obi-Wan Kenaobi.

Of course there will be anext time, Grelb promised himself.
Chapter 12

Obi-Wan considered retiring to his cabin, but he knew he would rather face Qui-Gon sooner than later.
He suggested that S| Treemba get some rest, but the Arconan refused.

Wewill face them together, S Treembasaid. drawing himsalf up to hisfull height.

They found the Jedi and ClatHain the Arconans lounge, were the lights were dways turned low to
smulated night and the music doids softly played Arconan flutes. Few Arconans werein the lounge so
late. The few that we had their eyes closed, and stood as still as statues - the Arconan equivaent of

deep.

Qui-Gon stood at the bar, drinking some bluish juice. ClatHa stood near him, an untouched glass of juice
sat infront of her on the bar. Onelook at them and Obi-Wan knew they both were aware of what had
happened on the Offworld side of the ship.

At least youre till in one piece thistime, Qui-Gon said, eyeing him coldly. Well, did you discover
anything?

No, Obi-Wan admitted. Si Treembawas captured before we could find the thermocoms.

Obi-Wan rescued us, S Treemba praised. we were shackled to the floor, and he stood up to Grelb the
Hutt himsdlf-

A man who puts himsdlf in the path of danger deservesto face it done, Qui-Gon said sternly.

Obvioudy, Obi-Wans bravery did not impresshim. S Treemba quieted, shooting alook at Obi-Wan



that said wetried.
Y ou ddliberately disobeyed my order, Qui-Gon said evenly.

With respect, | am not under your charge, Qui-Gon Jinn, Obi-Wan said quietly. Asyou keep reminding
me

Qui-Gon turned to him and stared for amoment. Obi-Wan couldnt read what was behind that keen blue
gaze. At last, he spoke. Y our meddling has only made things worse.

| made matters worse? Obi-Wan asked. What do you mean?

Y es, you have. Qui-Gon said. His face remained impassive, histone neutral. But now Obi-wan could
sense his deep irritation. He had hoped to win the Jedis respect. Instead, he was looked at as a pest, not
even worth of great anger. Y ou sneaked into Offworld territory, invaded their privacy, got caught, and
hed to fight your way out again. They will surdy retdiate.

But it was worth the risk, Obi-Wan tried. If we had found the thermocoms -

ClatHa interrupted him. The thermocoms were found on hour ago, hidden in abarrel of lubricant.
Whoever dropped them in there didnt expect them to be found.

Obi-Wans mouth snapped shut. Qui-Gon wasright. He had risked the fragile peace on the ship for
nothing.

Cant you see that thisisnt about thermocoms? Qui-Gon said, trying to keep hisvoice even. A Jedi must
look at the larger picture. The reason for my order was because | wanted tensionsto coal. | wanted to
engender trust. How can the Offworlderstrust the Jedi, if they find you sneaking around their territory?
How can -

The room suddenly shook, and there was a rumbling boom. Qui-Gons drink went diding from the bar,
and the cup crashed to the floor. S Treemba pitched onto his belly. Warning Sirens began to wail.

What hit us? ClatHa shouted.

But Obi-Wan knew that if theyd collided with another ship, or an asteroids, in hyperspace, it would have
torn the ship gpart. Digtantly, Obi-Wan heard the whunk whunk whunk of the ships gunsfiring.

Qui-Gon strode to the window. His hand rested on hislightsaber. Pirates, he announced.

Chapter 13

Qui-Gon raced for the bridge, down the main corridors. Obi-Wan, S Treemba, and ClatHa followed at
adead run. All around the ship, Arconans were whining in terror - making the strange hissing sound of

their kind. They backed into their rooms and locked their doors.

Through the grates under the floor Qui-Gon could hear the grind of the generators charging the ships
shields. Meanwhile, the steady whunk whunk sound continued as blastersfired.

He thought he knew what had happened. Pirates sometimes mined the shipping lanes. When the ship hit a
mine, the hyperdrive blew, and the ship would drop back out of hyperspace.



Asit did, the pirates would open fire, destroying the ships weapons and engines so swiftly that unwary
travelers seldom had time to react.

Then the pirates would send boarding parties out to strip anything they could from their victims.

A miner trangport like the Monument didnt have much worth stedling, but the pirates wouldnt know thét -
not until theyd blown it to pieces and searched through the rubble.

Thefloor shuddered under the impact of another explosion. Asthe ship twisted to its Sde, Qui-Gon
rounded a corner. Ahead was atransparisted! view port. Through it, he could see five Togorian warships,
all shaped like red birds of prey. Two screamed past his port. Green bolts of blaster fire erupted from the
warships, damming into the Monument. Metal shrieked in protest. The corridorsfilled with greasy

smoke.

The Monuments guns had gone silent. Now, Qui-Gon could see why - the gun turrets had been blown
away. Buts of burning dag lit up like glowing stars where the turrets had once stood.

The Monument floated dead in space. Though fire aarms sounded, no one on the bridge was shouting
orders. Now a Togorian cruiser raced toward the ship.

Qui-Gon stood, weatching helplesdy asthe cruiser gpproached. There were times when he wished that he
was not aone, times when he wished he had not lost his last Padawan, Xanatos.

Obi-Wan, Qui-Gon called. Even though he did not fully trust the boy, he didnt see any other choice.
They need some kind of plan, and they all had to work together if they hoped to survive. The piratesare
getting ready to board, he said crisply. Il try to stop them. Go to the bridge and seeif the crew isdive. If
they are not, | want you to pilot this ship out of here.

Qui-Gon stared hard at the boy. He was asking alot, he knew. He knew that as a Jedi student,
Obi-Wan had flown afew shipsin smulation, and most likely piloted some cloud cars around Coruscant.
But hes never piloted aship likethis, and hed never been in battle.

| can fight dongside you, Obi-Wan protested.

Qui-Gon turned and grasped the boy by both elbows. Listen to me. Y ou must obey thistime. Trust my
judgement. | can hold back the pirates, but well dl dieif the ship remains dead in space. Dont worry
about whereto go. Just fly anywhere. Once the pirates start boarding, their friends wont be ableto fire
on usfor fear of killing their leaders. Go now. Fly.

Obi-Wan nodded. Qui-Gon could see the uncertainty in the boys eyes. Qui-Gon wasnt sure if they boy
would be ableto pilot the ship, ether.

But then again, he wasnt sure he himsdlf could hold off the pirates.
Obi-Wan nodded. | wont let you down.

Qui-Gon watched as Obi-Wan sprinted toward the bridge with St Treemba behind him. Suddenly, the
boy looked so young. . . .

For haf amoment, Qui-Gon was tempted to follow him and |eave the pirates to the Whiphids and



Arconans. But the miners wouldnt be amatch for the Togorians. He would have to trust Obi-Wan.

Qui-Gon heard the distant roar of small blasters. That could mean only one thing the pirates had aready
boarded. Though the Arconans were choosing to hide from the battle, the Offworld miners were putting
up afight.

Of course, the pirates would send more than one boarding party. Qui-Gon decided to let the
Offworlders protect themsalves. He dashed down aside corridor, toward the docking bay. ClatHaran
behind him.

Herounded acorner. A huge Togorian pirate stood directly in his path, his eyesflashing like green
embersin the dark fur of hisface. The Togorian reached out with his enormous claws to rake Qui-Gon.

But Qui-Gon was a Jedi Master. The Force had aready warned him. He twisted under the pirates arms,
anticipating the move, and grasped the lightsaber attached to his belt. The blade came up cleanly, dicing
the Togorian &t the knees. The Togorian roared in pain.

Behind the fallen pirate, more Togorians rounded a corner and ran toward them. ClatHa, in ablind panic,
pulled her own blaster and opened fire. One Togorian screamed in pain, its huge fangs gaping and
showing blood.

All of the Togorians returned fire with their own blasters. Qui-Gon dodged two bolts, then used his
lightsaber to deflect three more.

ClatHa dropped low, screaming in rage. She was an able warrior, but they were outnumbered twenty to
one. Qui-Gon vowed to do his best to keep her dive.

The door to the bridge was sedled shut, and burning hot. Obi-Wan could fed hesat radiating fromit ashe
tried to openit. A fireraged on the other side. Ignoring the pain, he tried to wedge hisfingersin the crack
and pull it open.

Itsno use, S Treembatold him. Thatsafire door. It locksif the bridgeis burning.

Obi-Wan backed from the door. The bridge must have taken adirect hit from one of the Togorian ships.
But a hit from a heavy blaster or a proton torpedo would have done more than just Sart afire. Most
likdy it had punched aholein the hull.

It would be dangerousto try to open the door. There might only be afire, but it could be worse. All the
air could have escaped from the room.

He remembered the look on Qui-Gons face asthe Jedi Master asked for hishelp. He couldnt let him
downthistime.

Carefully, Obi-Wan struggled to calm himsdlf, to use the Force. He could sense the latching mechaniam,
and it would take only alittle effort to moveit.

But then what? If he opened it, he could get pulled into space. Or toxic smoke could roil into the corridor
and suffocate him, or the fire might spread into the halls.

He didnt have achoice. He focused his attention and the door dlid open.



Immediatdly, a stiff wind knocked him on the back. The breath left Obi-Wanslungs, and the Sipsair
whisked pat him, sucked into the vacuum of space. Obi-Wan grabbed the door frame to keep from
getting sucked out. It was al he could do to hold on. Behind him, Si Treemba got a handhold on the edge
of acontrol box.

The bridge had indeed been hit. Air screamed out through asmall round hole up above the view port.

| haveto plug that hole! Obi-Wan shouted to Si Treemba.

But before Obi-Wan could move, S Treemba dropped to the floor. He crawled across the bridge,
reaching for handhold after handhold. Obi-Wan could only hang on to the door frame and watch. He
couldnt stop S Treemba and he couldnt help him.

S Treembareached for a spherica compass - the round metal object that served as a backup in case the
main nav computer was hit or disabled. Fighting the screaming wind, S Treemba stumbled to the hull and
released the compass near the hole. The vacuum sucked it in, and immediately the rushing air quieted.
Good Work! Obi-Wan called as he ran to the pilot console. The captain and his copilot were il
strapped into their seats, drowsy from loss of air. In another minute, theyd have suffocated. Asit was,
both men were unconscious. The room felt hot. Blagter fire had ripped through the navigation terminal,
and meta dag pooled everywhere. But with so little air in the room, the fire had gone out.

Obi-Wan unbuckled the captain and moved him onto the floor. Then he looked at the control panel.
There were so many lights and buttons. For amoment he was stunned, unsure what to do.

Helooked up at the view port.

Togorian warships surrounded the Monument. A heavy cruiser that had been refitted as a gun ship edged
nearer. Its shields had to be down for it to be so close.

A red light blinked insstently on Obi-Wans console. In adaze herealized that the forward proton
torpedo tubes were loaded and armed. They were standard defensive gear for transportstraveling in
such aregion. Histargeting computer was down, but he aimed for the bridge of the gun ship without it.
His heart pounded. He was afraid of what he had to do. He hoped qui-Gon wastight, the pirates
wouldnt darefire back with their own men aboard. Because if they did fire, theyd hit with everything they
hed.

What are you going to do, Obi-Wan?? S Treembaasked, holding on to the bridge console.

Send amessage to the Togorians, Obi-Wan answered grimly. Were not dead yet!

Reaching across the console, he launched the proton torpedoes.

* * %

Blaster firelit the smoky corridors of the Monument, blinding him. Qui-Gon deflected and dodged the
bolts.

Dead Togorianswere strewn in the hall behind. Live Togorians choked the hal ahead. Their roaring



resounded from thewalls.

For amoment, he was pinned behind the dead. He wished that he had some backup. But the
Offworlders were fighting on another front.

Where are your Arconans? he shouted to ClatHa. We could use some help.

Arconans dont fight! ClatHa shouted back as she snapped a shot at a Togorian. They probably locked
themsdlvesin their roomd

What about Jembas men? Qui-Gon asked. Maybe you should contact them for help!

They wouldnt come, ClatHa said grimly. Im afraid its you and me, Qui-Gon..

A Togorian pirate captain lunged down the corridor, bursting through the screen of smoke. He was huge,
nearly twice astal asaman. His black body armor was scarred and pitted from athousand fights. A
Human skull dangled from a chain around his neck. Hisfur was dark as night, and his green eyes gleamed

wickedly.

He carried a huge vibro-ax in one hand, an energy shield in the other. The pirates pointed ears were
drawn back flat againgt his skull. He stepped forward to mest it.

Meet your death, Jedi! the Togorian pirate roared. | have hunted your kind before, and | will gnaw your
bonestonight!

Suddenly, Qui-Gon redlized that the pirates behind their dark captain were retreating, back toward the
hold. There was nowhere to go back there, except another access tunnel. The pirates were probably
trying to cirde behind him.

ClatHarushed forward and fired her blaster. The Togorian raised his shield againgt it, deflecting it easly.
Then he raised his deadly vibro-ax. With only the dightest touch, the weapon could sever amans head.
Qui-Gon moved forward in one flowing movement, his lightsaber held high.

No doubt you have killed before, Qui-Gon said softly. But you shall not be gnawing any bonestonight.

He leaped at the Togorian pirate. The pirate roared and swung his ax.

A blinding flash as bright as asolar flare lit Space as the proton torpedoes struck the Togorian gun ship.
Obi-Wan shielded his eyes from the intenselight. S Treemba cried out.

Half of the gun ship disintegrated, hurtling debrisinto space. A second blast followed thefirst, asthe gun
shipsarsena exploded.

Bits of metd riddled the Monument. A huge section of the blown gun ship hurtled into a second Togorian
warship.

Obi-Wan didnt plan to wait and see id the pirates would shoot him down. While they recovered, he hit a
button, loading more torpedoesinto hislaunch tube.



With the navigation console out, the only way to fly the ship was manudly. Obi-Wan grabbed the
control,, pulled back hard, and hit the thrusters. He heard the harsh sound of meta rending. Had he just
ruined the engines?

Quickly, he consulted the display terminas. He saw the source of the sound. Two Togorian cruisers were

latched to his docking bays. By blasting off, Obi-Was was ripping away from the ships - tearing apart
sealsto the doors.

All theair by the docking bayswould rush into space.
Qui-Gon had gone to stop the pirates boarding party.

Obi-Wan gritted histeeth and fervently hoped that only pirates would be swept out into space with the
wreckage.

Ahead of him, aTogorian warship opened fire.

* % %

The floor lurched under Qui-Gonsfeet as he met the pirate captain. The huge Togorian weighed four
times as much asaman.

Even under normal circumstances, it would have been al the Qui-Gon could do to fend off the pirate. He
tried to catch hisfooting as he blocked the monsters blow.

The pirate dmost fell, but recovered in timeto raise the vibro-ax. The blade bit degp into Qui-Gons right
shoulder, driving him to the floor.

Qui-Gon gasped from the searing pain. His shoulder burned asif it were onfire. Hetried to lift hisarm,
but it was usdless.

Behind the pirate, Qui-Gon heard the sound of peding meta. The sealsto hold had ripped apart. Wind
howled down the hall as the shipsair screamed away. Qui-Gon saw droplets of his own blood stripped
away likeraninasorm.

Debris came hurtling down the hal - blasters and helmets of dead Togorians. They battered the huge
Togorian pirate, and he raised his shidd, fighting forward, pressing the attack.

Qui-Gon let thewind pull him, so that he did adong the floor toward the vacuum of space, closer to the
pirate captain.

If he died, he would take the monster with him.

* % %

Heavy blaster fire ripped through the hull of the Monument. To Togorian warship had taken am at the
bridge, but with the sudden thrust of the huge ship, the blaster bolts had struck the ship behind their mark.

Obi-Wan pushed away the thought of who might have died in the attack. He reversed thrusters.

Thewarships next salvo fell short, blasting harmlesdy into space. Obi-Wan took haf amoment to am his



proton torpedoes, the launched them down the warships gullet.

As he was sucked toward the space vacuum, Qui-Gon called his lightsaber to hisleft hand. Heaimed a
blow at the pirate captains feet. The Togorian grabbed a handhold and leaped high, evading the cut, then
landed directly on Qui-Gonsleft arm with his booted feet.

Fighting the pain, Qui-Gon tried to bring up hislightsaber, but the huge Togorian had him pinned.
Qui-Gon twisted desperatdly, but he couldnt get away. With hisleft arm pinned and hisright arm badly
wounded Qui-Gon could do little to fight the monster.

The pirate captain roared madly in triumph, and the wind seemed to roar with him. It tore down the
corridorslike atornado. Qui-Gon could hardly breathe.

Suddenly the pirates head disappeared. The huge Togorian hurtled backward, grabbed by the fury of the
wind.

Qui-Gon looked up the hall. ClatHa crouched on the floor, desperately clinging to the handle of alocker
door with one hand, her heavy blaster in the other.

In the heat of battle, the Togorian had forgotten al about the woman.

Down the hal was abulkhead door that should have closed automatically when the air pressure
dropped. But with all the damage to the ship, it was no surprise that it hadnt worked.

Qui-Gon was bleeding badly, and could hardly breathe. Weakly, with the last of hiswill, he reached out
with the Force and moved a bit of debris, touching the controls to the door and diding it closed. Asthe
wind stopped screaming through the ship, everything became deathly silent.

All that Qui-Gon could hear was his own heart besting, and ClatHa gasping for air.

The Togorian warship exploded in aburst of light.

S Treembaworked at the communications console, launching distress beacons. It might take daysfor a
Republic ship to respond, or one could arrive in amatter of seconds. It wasimpossible to know who
would be traveling the space lanes.

Suddenly the Togorian warships peded away from the Monument. Their gun ship and warship were
destroyed. Their captains cruiser and second boarding vessel had ripped away from the Monuments hull,
and dead pirates could be seen littering space.

Thelast of the pirates blasted off into hyperspace, never guessing that theyd been bested by a
twelve-year-old boy.

Ohbi-Wan piloted the Monument among the glimmering stars. Warning claxons were ringing everywhere,
Monitors showed air leaks from adozen holes.

It lookslike the shi isfaling gpart, Obi-Wan said to S Treemba.

Si Treembanodded histriangular head worriedly. We have to land now, Obi-Wan.



Land where? Obi-Wan asked, looking ahead at nothing but empty space.
S Treemba bent over the nav computer. Its not working, he said.

| know, Obi-Wan replied. Thatswhy Im flying manudly. Where are the crew? Why isnt anyone coming
to help us?

Theyre probably dedling with the wounded or maybe they are wounded themselves. S Treemba peered
ahead through the view screen. Wait! Therel

Obi-Wan could just glimpse the planet ahead, a blue marble the color of water, shot through with white
clouds.

How do we know we can breathe the air? Obi-Wan asked. The atmosphere might be poison, the planet
might be hogtile,

It had got to be better than breathing in avacuum, S Treemba suggested.

The Arconans faceted eyes met Obi-Wans. The great ship shuddered, and another warning monitor went
off, agnding that the air pressure was dropping.

We dont think we have achoice, S Treemba said softly.

Grelb and his men hurried down the hallways through the Arconan side of the ship. Jembathe Hutts
miners had fought well against the pirates on their side, but dozens of stout Hutts and Whiphids had died.

There was a good chance that the Arconans would be dead, too. Grelb was hoping to steal some loot
from the bodies.

But when he reached the doorsto the Arconan hold, he found that the Arconans hadnt fought at all.
Instead, theyd let their pet Jedi protect them.

Grelb glanced around a corner and saw the hated ClatHa helping Qui-Gon off thefloor. The Jedi had a
deep wound in hisright shoulder, and hisleft arm was sore and swollen.

The Hutt smiled, and jerked his head back from the corridor before anyone looked hisway.

He whispered to the Whiphids at his back, Go and tell Jemba the Arconans are all cowards who dared
not come out of their roomsto fight. And their precious Jedi looks asif hesbarely dive. Now isagood
timeto strike!

Obi-Wan flew over awatery world from daylight into darkness, to anight lit by five glowing moons that
hung in the sky like multicolored stones. Beneath him, enormous creatures flew in greet flocks. They were
slvery in the moonlight, with long bullet-shaped bodies and powerful wings. They looked like some
strange species of flying fish whose wings had evolved to aremarkable size. They stretched their wings
wide, haf-adegp asthey rode the wind. Some of them looked up at his ship curioudy.

Clinging to the manua contrals, with the ship buckling and rattling, Obi-Wan could see only oceanin



every direction. Then, at last, on the horizon ahead he glimpsed one small rocky idand, waves breaking
agang itsshore.

He aimed the ship at the rock, held tight to the controls, and groaned with effort as he tried to dow the
shipsfal.

Chapter 14

Dozens of miners had been killed or injured in the attack, so the sickbay wasfull. Y et few of those
injured were Arconans. As ClatHa had predicted, dl the Arconans but S Treemba had locked
themsalvesin their roomsat thefirst sign of danger. Most of the injuriesfell to the ships crew and to some
of Jembas miners.

Qui-Gonsinjurieswould have been severe to acommon man, but the Jedi waited until otherswere
attended to before requesting the medic droid to bandage him in his room. ClatHarefused to leave his
Sde, no matter how he urged her to rest.

Not until I know youre okay, shetold him steadily.

Obi-Wan landed the ship only afew meters from the rocky beach. Night hung like amist over theidand.
After determining that the atmosphere was stable, a dozen of the ships crew had gone outside to begin
repairing the damageto the hull, and others were checking the surroundings. The slvery draigonswere
everywhere, riding the night sky, apparently adeep on the wing. Many of them aso perched on theidand
cliffs. It wasnt safe to stay outside, and the captain said that no one would be alowed to work in the
daylig ht, once the beasts awoke. The ships engineer reported that it might take two nightsto get the ship
running.

Obi-Wan reached Qui-Gons cabin just as the medic doid finished spraying a disinfectant bandage over
Qui-Gons ghastly wound. Then he began to glue the wound closed. The pirate chieftains vibro-ax had
dashed Qui-Gon across the back of his shoulders, down to the ribs. Obi-Wan fdlt dizzy just looking at
the wound, but Qui-Gon sat quietly, letting the droid do hiswork.

Y oure lucky to be dive, the medic droid told qui-Gon. But your wounds should hedl intime. Areyou
sure you dont want something to ease the pain?

No, Il be fine, Qui-Gon answered, his voice steady. He turned his gaze to ClatHa. Now will you get
somerest?

She nodded wearily. Ill check back onyou later. ClatHa left with the medic droid. The door hissed
closed behind them.

Qui-Gon eased himsdlf into achair. Obi-Wan waited for him the speak or acknowledge his presence.

Qui-Gons blue gaze studied Obi-Wan keenly for amoment. Obi-Wan, when you accel erated the ship,
what thoughts did you have?

Thoughts? Obi-Wan asked doubtfully. | wasnt thinking about much of anything. | was afraid of the
pirates, and | just knew | had to get away fast. He was too exhausted to care too much about giving the
wrong answer. Better just to speak the blunt truth. Qui-Gon would approve of hisactions or not. He was
tired of trying to please him.



So you didnt think about the fact that you would tear the ships from the docking bays and kill hundreds
of piratesin the process? Qui-Gon asked in aneutra tone.

| didnt think about what | was doing, Obi-Wan replied. The Force led me.
Wereyou frightened? Angry?

Both, Obi-Wan admitted. | . . . fired on the pirates. | killed, but | didnt doitinanger. | did it to save
lives

Qui-Gon nodded, just the smallest of movements. | see. It was the answer Qui-Gon had been looking
for. It demonstrated that Obi-Wan was growing stronger in the ways of the Force.

Y et Qui-Gon fdt strangdly dissatisfied. He tested his heart. Had he actually wanted the boy to fail his
test? That would be agrave flaw for a Jedi.

But he couldnt help himsdlf. True, Obi-Wan had not let him down. He had bravely accepted the task of
piloting the ship. Hundreds of lives had been in his hands, and he had not hesitated. He had done honor
to histraining.

Why wasit so hard for Qui-Gon to trust him till?

Because | trusted another. | trusted Xanatos completely, and disaster was the result.

The sense of losswas so great that even now Qui-Gon felt it like aliving wound. Hed rather have taken a
dozen blows from the pirate chieftains vibro-ax than to ever fed such lossand pain again.

Obi-Wan stood before Qui-Gon, confused. He wastired he was almost weaving on hisfeet. Had he
answered badly ot well? He didnt know. All he could sense was a struggle in Qui-Gon that he didnt
understand. They had worked together to save the ship. A bond should have formed between them. But
Obi-Wan felt they were farther apart than ever.

Should he speak? Perhapsiif he asked Qui-Gon what he was thinking, the Jedi would tell him.

But before Obi-Wan could raise his nerve, avicious pounding sounded at the door. Obi-Wan hurried to
openit.

S Treembarushed in. The Arconan was out of bresth, panting.

Whats wrong? Qui-Gon asked. He stood and tenderly stretched his shoulder, to see how well the glue
had <.

Please come quickly, Si Treemba panted. Jembathe Hutt has stolen our dacty!!

Chapter 15

Y ou wont get away with this, Qui-Gon warned Jembathe Hutt. He spoke camly. Behind Qui-Gon,
dozens of Arconans stood silent. Obi-Wan stood among them, watching the Jedis back Qui-Gon was

sorely wounded, and seemed on the verge of collapse.

Jemba shook in amusement like agiant grey worm. What can you do, puny Jedi? he boomed glesfully.



No one can stop the great Jembal Y ou Arconans were too frightened to face the pirates. They hid, while
my men fought and died. Soon these cowards will be my daved

Jemba and his men had taken over the Arconanslounge. A wall of Offworld miners- Hutts, Whiphids,
Humans, and droids - backed Jemba. The Offworlders stood ready for battle. Qui-Gon, Obi-Wan, and
Arconans stared down the barrels of at least thirty blasters. Some of the Offworld thugs also held shields
and wore armor. Jembas men obvioudy held more than just the Arconans dactyl. They held most of the

ships weapons.

Obi-wan felt outraged. Beside him, ClatHawas livid. She held her hands down loosely, ready to draw
her weapon. But she and the Arconans were greatly outgunned.

It isnot justice you seek, Jemba, Qui-Gon tried to reason. Y ou hope only to satisfy your greed. Nothing
will be solved thisway. Put down your weapons.

Qui-Gon called on the Force, trying to coax the Huitt to stop this madness. But for hours now hed been
focusing on hiswound, trying to speed its hedling, ignoring his own pain. He was too wesk to persuade
the Hutt.

Jembawaved ahand, asif testing the air. Ooh, isthat your powerful Force | fee? Hal he spat. Y our Jedi
tricks are so puny, they make me laugh. They cannot work on the great Jemba. And look at you, Jedi.

Y oud dont have the sense to stay out of the way of avibro-ax. Anyone can see you aretoo frail to fight.
Thereis nothing you can do to stop me.

Fury filled Obi-Wan at the Hutts taunting. He legped past Qui-Gon, directly in front of Jemba.
| can stop you! he shouted. He brought up his lightsaber.

Jembas huge eyes narrowed in anger. The thugs who surrounded him stood their ground. They werent
afraid of amere boy.

What, Jedi? Jemba said contemptuoudy to Qui-Gon. Y ou send achild to fight me? Isthis some insult?

Jembalooked to hisright and Ieft, and raised ahugefig. If helet it fal, Obi-Wan knew that it would be
the sgna foe his men to open fire. Obi-Wan would not be able to deflect more than afew blaster bolts.

Qui-Gon reached out and touched Obi-Wans elbow. Put your lightsaber away, he said camly. Y ou cant
win likethis. If he opensfire, peoplewill die needlesdy. A Jedi must know histrue enemies.

Obi-Wan was shaking. He suddenly felt confused.

What do you mean? he asked. Swesat streamed down hisface. Which one of them is our enemy?
Anger isour enemy, Qui-Gon said reasonably. He shot a glare across the room to Jemba. Greed and
fear are ds0 our enemies. The Arconans can live without dactyl for awhile. Y ou do not need to fight

now. Haste is another enemy.

Obi-Wan saw the wisdom in Qui-Gons words. He powered down his lightsaber, bowed to Jemba as if
to aworthy opponent, and stepped back.

A wise move, little one, Jemba said. Then the Hutt broke into a deep laugh. He shouted across the room
to the Arconans, | want workers. And | am willing to pay well.



The Hutts voice created a small echo. Behind Qui-Gon, Arconans began to mutter restlesdy, dmost a
humming sound.

ClatHa shouted, Offworld doesnt pay its workers well!

Jemba pounded his chest. | will pay in food and dactyl! he said. For aday of labor, | will give my
workersaday of life!

Y ou offer to pay these people with dactyl that you stole from them? Obi-Wan asked. He could not
believe what he heard. It was dl he could do to restrain from launching himself across the room to hack
Jembato pieces.

Jemba smiled hugdly. Indeed. Those who work for me will live. Those who do not will die. What better
pay could | give?

The Arconans had been talking softly. To Obi-Wans further amazement, some of them immediately
began to stride across the room toward Jemba. More followed. S Treemba hesitated, then joined them.

Wait! ClatHa commanded the Arconans. What re you doing?

The Arconans stopped and |ooked back. We are miners, S Treemba said. Whether we live under
Jemba, or under another, it matters not.

But, S Treemba, what of your freedom? Obi-Wan asked. Y ou cant just giveit up!

Si Treembalooked at him sadly. Y ou are our friend, Obi-Wan. But you do not understand. Humans may
vaue freedom as much aslife. But we do not. Asagroup, the Arconans turned and headed toward
Jemba.

Obi-Wan struggled to understand his friends words. Arconans were hatched in nests where they shared
everything. On Arcona, they dug in the soil for deep roots that held water and food. They relied upon
one another wholly. Once on Bandomeer, they would mine for Jemba. Aslong astheir community
survived, aslong as we remained, freedom did not matter.

If you go with him, ClatHawarned, he will take dl that he can from you, and give nothing in return except
what isaready yours by right. Jembawill grow huge, while the Arconans grow wesk. Isthat what you
want?

No, S Treembaadmitted. But we do not wish to die.

Then you musgt fight him, ClatHa urged. When you are faced with danger, you build walls and hide behind
them. That isthe Arconan way. But when a daggerlip tears down your wals, you fight. Jembaisno

better than adaggerlip. He intends to destroy us. We can defeat him.

ClatHadrew her blaster, and the Offworld minersraised their weapons and shields, prepared to fight.
Obi-Wan studied the fiery woman. Her fiercenessfilled the room. All it need was a park to ignite.

It was a battle they were bound to lose. Qui-Gon wastight. Thiswas not the time or placeto fight.
Jemba had to be stopped. They could not stop him here.



S Treemba, Obi-Wan cdled. Friend. | ask this one thing of you. Wait.

Qui-Gon shot him alook of respect. Obi-Wan did not have time to be pleased by it. He focused al his
attention on S Treemba. Sometimes, the force of friends hip could work where the Force could not.

S Treembafaced him, torn. It would take an act of great courage for him to divide himsalf from his
fellow Arconans, Obi-Wan knew. He waited, knowing that to speak again would beto insult S
Treemba

Sowly, S Treemba nodded. Then he moved to the other side of the room to stand with Obi-Wan and
ClaHa

A low, anxious hissing filled the room. One by one, the Arconansfollowed S Treemba.
Chapter 16

The meeting ended in stdemate. There was nothing |eft to do but leave. Obi-Wan stayed with Qui-Gon.
Although the Jedi held himsdlf erect during the confrontation, sweeat beaded hisforehead and Obi-Wan
could only imagine the concentration it took for him to stay focused.

[l see you back to your cabin, Obi-Wan told him. He knew Qui-Gon must be fedling weak when the
Jedi didnt try to argue.

By the time Qui-Gon reached the corridor where his cabin was located, hiswalk was uneven and his
vision clouded. He was grateful for Obi-Wans presence at his side. As he rounded the corner, he
staggered. Obi-Wan grabbed his arm and held him upright.

Areyou al right? Obi-Wan asked, his voice thick with concern.
| will be, Qui-Gon said wesakly. | ... justneed...tofocus.

Obi-Wan helped him into his cabin and waited until he was seated. A plan had been growing in hismind
since the confrontation. Thistime, he would not make the mistake of failing to inform Qui-Gon.

Master Jinn, Obi-Wan began. | have anidea. | will go back into the air vents, into Offworld territory. |
know the layout now. | will wait until Jembais aone and ambush him.

Qui-Gon closed hiseyesfor amoment, asif Obi-Wans suggestion had pained him asmuch ashis
wound. No, he said flatly. Y ou will not.

Just moments ago, he had been impressed by Obi-Wans handling of the Arconan situation, and how he
had backed off from Jembawith dignity. Now the boy was making reckless plans again, letting his
eagerness take over hisjudgement.

Of course, Qui-Gon had to admit the plans were no more reckless than some of those that Qui-Gon had
thought up in hisyouth. Still, he felt a disappointment so keen that it surprised him. Were hisfedings
continudly to take him unaware when it came to the boy?

Wearily, Qui-Gon raised himself up in the chair. His shoulder flamed where the pirate had struck him.
Hed been holding that pain at bay, but now it overwhelmed him.



L ook, youre wounded, Obi-Wan said. | know you cant fight now. But | could do it for you! | can hold
back my anger and do what must be done. If Jembawere dead -

Nothing would change, Qui-Gon said wearily. Obi-Wan, cant you see? Killing Jemba s not the answer.
Jembais but one Hutt. There are dwaysmore, just asevil and greedy asheis. If you kill him, it wont
stop his plan from going forward. Another like him, perhaps someone worse, will take his place. What
we must do istry to teach these people that -

But heisevil, isnt he? Obi-Wan asked.

What Jembaistrying to do iswrong, Qui-Gon answered carefully.

Ive never seen anyone who was So evil, Obi-Wan burst out.

A sad smile touched Qui-Gons lips. and have you been so many places, young Obi-Wan?

Obi-Wan fdl slent. He had much to learn. His heart cried out that Jembawas evil, and that evil had
spread to endave innocent victims. If anyone deserved to meet abitter fate, it was the Hutt. But he would
listen to Qui-Gon.

Ive seen far worse, Qui-Gon continued. If you think of killing in anger, you must know such thoughts
come from the dark side.

Then how can we make him give the dactyl back? Obi-Wan asked.

Y ou cant. Y ou cant force people to be just and decent. Such qualities arise from within - they cannot be
forced from without. For now, | choose to wait. Perhaps Jembawill have achange of heart. Or perhaps
some darker fate awaits him. In either case, killing is not the solution.

But . . . youvekilled before, Obi-Wan added hesitantly.

| have, Qui-Gon admitted, when there was no other choice. But when | kill, | only win afight. Itsasmal,
smdll victory. There are greater battlesto be won - battled of the heart. Sometimes, with patience and
reason and by setting agood example, | have won more than afight - | have turned my adversary into a
friend.

Obi-Wan considered this. Despite his pain and weakness, Qui-Gon was taking the time to explain his
thoughts to Obi-Wan. Only yesterday, the Jedi most likely would have issued astern order, then
dismissed him. Something had changed between them.

Y oure testing me, arent you, Obi-Wan guessed. Y ouve changed your mind. Y ou are considering me for
your Padawan. Hetried to keep the eagerness out of hisvoice.

Qui-Gon shook hishead. No, he said firmly. Im not testing you, Obi-Wan. Lifetestsyou! Every day it
brings you new chancesfor triuph or defeat. And if you passthetes, it doesnt make you a Jedi. It makes
you human.

Obi-Wan stepped back, asif Qui-Gon had dapped him. With arush of emotion, he saw into hisown
heart. He had been fooling himself. He had told himself that he had accepted Qui-Gons decision, that dl
he wanted was his respect. But somewhere deep insde, he had hoped that if he acted bravely and well
on thismisson, Qui-Gon would change hismind.



Now he saw thetruth.

Qui-Gon saw the change in Obi-Wans eyes. The boy findly understood that his decison wasfind. He
should have been relieved. The boys anger had left him. But something else was gone aswell. Obi-Wans
hopes for the future had also faded.

Qui-Gon watched as Obi-Wan turned and wiped his face with his deeve. Wasthe boy crying? Had he
hurt him so deeply?

But when Obi-Wan turned back, only swest was gone from his face. Qui-Gon could see no glistening
sign of tears. Instead, he saw the worst kind of defest.

It sung him. After dl hisnobletalk of winning the hearts of enemies, heredlized that he had just crushed
the heart of aboy who only hoped to become hisally.

Chapter 17

Obi-Wan left Qui-Gons cabin in adaze. He needed rest, but he could not seem to light anywhere. He
tried his cabin, then the lounge. At last he wandered the hall aimlesdy. He ended up near the engine
rooms, staring out at the wasteland of the unnamed planet.

Five moons, in shades of red and blue, hung like ripe fruits out over asilent ocean. A flight of draigons

hovered highin the air, adegp on the wing. Theidand shore was nothing more than atreacherous bit of
waver-carved rock. Farther inland, dark volcanic peaks vented steam, and there draigons perched by

the hundreds.

A door hissed open behind him. A moment later, Si Treemba stood by hisside.

We have been searching for you, he said.

| needed to think, Obi-Wan answered. He was glad to see hisfriend. Si Treemba had showed him the
greatest trust in the meeting with Jemba. It had forged their friendship, and they both knew it.

May we ask what you are thinking about? S Treemba asked hesitantly.

| thought that my time in the Temple was hard in many ways, Obi-Wan said. The dayswerefilled with
study and effort. The very best was expected of us. | respected my teachers so much, and | thought |
knew what | needed not only to survive, but to excel. Obi-Wan took a breath. Now | seethat | had no

ideawhat kind of evil the universe could show me. Ive never seen redl greed before, not like the greed of
the pirates or Jemba. It Sckensme.

Asit should, S Treembaagreed. It isahorrible thing.
And | amwondering . . . do | have the seeds of the same greed? Obi-Wan wondered.

S Treembalooked at hisfriend, puzzled. He saw great anguish on Obi-Wans face. Why would you ask
that, Obi-Wan?

Because, dl my life, Ive wanted to be a Jedi. | craved it so much. | waswilling to fight for the honor, and
| became angry when others stood in my way.



A Jedi givesmuch to hisfdlow men, S Treembaanswered thoughtfully. He protects the week, he battles
for the common good. We do not thinit isevil for you to want to do well. No, that is not greed.

Obi-Wan nodded, till looking out at the dark sea. He felt adeep longing to be home, back at the
Temple, where things had clarity and purpose. Here, hefelt lost.

It will belight in afew hours. Y ou have done so much for me dready, S Treemba But will you help me
onelast time?

Of coursewe shal, S Treemba said promptly. But how?

Help me overcome my anger, Obi-Wan said. Hisfingers were curled into fists. He looked down at them
and uncurled them, then gripped the frame of the view screen. | fedl such rage toward Jemba. He wants
to use other people for hisown game, and | want to kill him for that. But | dont liketheway | fed right
now. Qui-Gon wastight. If | tried to stop Jemba, | would be doing so only to satisfy my own rage.

You seem cam, S Treemba observed.

Something has just happened, Obi-wan told him quietly. | just redlized something. Qui-Gon will never
take me as a Padawan. He feels| am unworthy, and perhaps he isright. Maybe | wouldnt be good at it.

And you are not angry? S Treemba asked, surprised.

No, Obi-Wan said. | fed strange, S Treemba. Its asif aburden has been lifted from me. Perhaps|
could be agood farmer. Ant to be good . . . to be agood person is more important than being a Jedi.

But what about Jemba? S Treemba asked.

Y oda once told me that there areftrillions of peoplein the gaaxy, and only afew thousand Jedi Knights.
He said we cannot try to right every wrong. All creatures must learn to stand for what isright, and not
aways rely upon the Jedi. Perhapsthat iswhat the Arconans must do. | dont know about the future. But
today | choose not to f ight.

Obi-Wan turned to S Treemba. | asked you to leave your fellow Arconansto give us achanceto help
you. | havent gone back on that promise. | wont see you sicken again for lack of dactyl. | stand with you,
S Treemba Somehow, wewill find away.

Chapter 18

Qui-Gons Jedi hedling techniques required him to put dl his energy toward knitting historn musclesand
fighting infection. Y et time and again he found his thoughts returning to Obi-Wan, to the ook of defest on
the boys face during their talk.

Why did they boy exert such a persstent tug? He had seen many boys over the years. Time and again he
had gently informed than that they did not haveit in them to become a Jedi Knight. He had done it
compassionately, and saved them from the difficult struggle of finding out to late. Hadnt he?

Resolutely, Qui-Gon settled himself on the degp-couch. Regrets would keep him awake, and he needed
deep.



The ship was eerily quiet. Everyone was exhausted from the battle with the pirates. Qui-Gon heard
nothing but the dap of waves on the shore and the soft rhythmic murmur of some animals skittering under
the ship. He hoped the sound would lull him to deep.

But he dept restlesdy, dueto pain or regret he could not say. Half-awake from atortured dream,
Qui-Gon rose and crossed for atowel to wipe his sweaty forehead. He drank some water, then rested
his hot forehead against the cool transparisted of hissmdl portal. The craggy dliffsin the distance seemed
to shimmer and vibrate. Was hisfever getting worse? An odd, yellow mist blurred hisvision.

He had risen too soon. Qui-Gon felt hisway back to the deep-couch. Thistime, hefell into adeep,
dreamless deep.

When he woke in the early morning, hisright arm was stiff but better. A shipsdroid had mended and
cleaned hisrobes. As he donned them, he realized he was hungry. It was agood sign.

As he headed for the kitchen, he saw that the ship was abuzz. Arconans rushed past him, carrying crates
of their persona belongings.

He asked one what was wrong.

Thetideiscoming in, the Arconan said, and it may swamp the ship. The enginesare al down for repair,
and we wont get them up in time. We have been ordered to evacuate.

Evacuate? Qui-Gon asked in surprise. With the draigons outside, that sounded dangerous. Evacuate to
where?

Into the hills, higher up on theidand. The ships crew found some caves. We must reach them before the
sunisin the sky and the draigons waken. The Arconans rushed away, heavy packs and boxesin tow.

From bad to worse, Qui-Gon realized. Shot down by pirates, wrecked on an dien world with Jemba
holding agun on them al. And now they would have to abandon ship, hide in caveswith limed supplies.
He could fed arisng danger. Perhaps the pirates would come to finish them off, or maybe theyd all
garve, or die fighting one another. Perhaps the tides would rise so high that theyd flood the whole idand.

The Arconans rushing past looked weary and battered. They had not gotten dactyl last night, and would
have none this morning. Qui-Gon wondered how long they could go without it.

He strode to ClatHas cabin and found her hurriedly packing her belongings. Her door was open.

She looked up when he entered the room. Y oud better hurry and pack, she said. Thetideiscomingin
fast and the sun will rise soon. We have to get off the ship. She grinned as she pushed a strand of
red-brown hair out of her eyes. He green eyes gleamed with mischief. Jembaisfurious. Maybe hes afraid
hewont fitin acave.

Why is he so angry? Qui-Gon asked curioudy.

ClatHa shrugged. Because its something out of his contral, | suppose. At first he thought the crew was
lying. But even he had to redlize we could drown if we stayed. It was dmost worth it just to see him back

down.

Qui-Gon frowned. How soon do the Arconans need dacty!?



The amusement in ClatHas eyesingtantly changed to worry. Some of them are dready beginning to fade,
shesaid quietly. If they dont get dactyl by tonight, theyll start to sicken and die.

S0 soon, Qui-Gon murmured. Something nagged a him, an ingtinct telling him he had overlooked
something.

Jembas anger. The soft tread of animals. At solid cliff that moved. A yellow haze. . .

But no animaslived on theidand, only draigons. The crew had investigated for predators shortly after
theyd landed. And the haze hadnt been in front of hiseyes. A cavein the diff itsaf had been glowing with
afant ydlow light.

Redlization sparked within him. Tell the Arconans no to be afraid, hetold ClatHacrisply. | think | know
wherethe dactyl is. Il be back assoon as| can.

[l comewith you, ClatHa offered ingtantly. Or we could round up some help -

Qui-Gon consdered this. No doubt the dactyl would be guarded. But with hungry draigons hunting in the
morning skies, too many people might attract their atention. Not to mention that Jemba would be on the
watch. But one man dressed in dark robes, traveling adone. . .

Im sorry, ClatHa, he said. | know you will hate what Im about to ask you to do.
[l do anything, ClatHa declared fiercely. We haveto find that dacty!!

No, you dont understand, Qui-Gon said. Im asking you to wait.

Grelb the Hutt was good at following orders, especidly when he knew that Jembamight eat histail if he
didnt. He sat on the rock midway up the cliffside, his blagter rifle at the ready. From here he had a good
view of the ship. Jemba had sent him here for two reasons - to protect the miners and the Arconans as
they evacuated the ship, and to make sure that no one climbed to reach the high caves.

Not that Jemba cared about the Arconans. But now they were his property. He was protecting an
investment.

So far, the draigons that hovered up so high in the air and that perched on craggy rocksin the hills had
not spotted the Hutts and Arconans and Whiphids. The early morning mist shrouded them from view.
Y et Grelb kept careful watch, prepared to shoot any draigon that swooped from the sky - or any
Arconan that gave him trouble.

Last night, darkness had provided a cover for the hard climb upward into the cliffs with the dactyl. Jemba
had ordered the Whiphids to do most of the work. Their feet were heavily padded, and would make no
sounds while they loaded the dactyl onto packs and snuck away from the ship. No one had seen them,
Grelb was sure. Therest of the miners on the ship had been busy licking their wounds after the pirate
fight, and the Arconans were to afraid to stick their noses out of their cabins.

It had a setback when the crew had ordered everyone off the ship and into the caves. Even Jemba had
been worried that someone would stumble upon the cache of dactyl. It was lucky that they had forced
the Whiphidsto climb so high.



The mist was starting to bresk up, but gray cloudswereralling in from thewest. Thear smelled of sdt
and digtant lightning. Grelb worried that the lightning would drive more draigons to ground here on the
idand.

Asthe Arconans emptied from the huge dark ship, one man caught Grelbs eye the Jedi Knight, Qui-Gon
Jnn. Hewore acloak and hood, but Grelb instantly recognized him by his size and grace. Qui-Gon
walked swiftly past the Arconans as though anxious to reach the caves. Y et it was not like him to hurry to

sfety.

Grelb fished apair of macrobinoculars from his pocket and trained them on the Jedi. Qui-Gon climbed
the hill quickly, without tiring. But instead of ducking into thefirst cave where the Arconans had dready
gathered, he continued to climb, inching dong anarrow ledge in order to reach the Sde of the mountain
without being see.

Grelb would have gladly dithered after the Jedi and shot him, but he dared not do so without Jembas
permission. He reached down to his comm unit and pushed a button. In seconds Jemba answered.

The Jedi Knight is heading up the mountain, Grelb said.

Whereis he going? Jemba barked. He sounded frightened, and for good reason.

| dont know. But | dont likeit, Grelb answered.

Jemba hesitated only amoment. Take some reinforcements with you, and seeto it that he doesnt return.
S Treembalooked ill. The hedlthy greenish tone of his skin wasfading to grey, and hissmall scaeswere
beginning to flake off. Qui-Gon had been gone for hours now.

When ClatHa had told him that Qui-Gon had gone in search of the dactyl, frustration had filled Obi-Wan.
He accepted that he could not be the Jedis Padawan, but couldnt Qui-Gon ask him for help, just once?

Of course he had not. Of course he had gone done.

In the dark cave, Obi-Wan studied his friend with afrown. The Hutts and Whiphids had taken the only
lightsinto alarger cavern, so that only reflected light had worked itsway in.

The Arconans had settled into the back of the highest cavern - and what strange caverns they were. Each
cave measured four meterswide at its narrowest point, and ten meterstall. Perhaps a dozen passagesled
to the surface. But tunnels opened wide into huge hollows in many places. Claw marks on the floors
showed that an anima had dug them, yet the Arconans found nothing in thelair.

The Offworlders guarded the entrance to make certain no one fled. Stalactites hung overhead like
glittering spears, and there was nothing to it on but broken stones. In the dank shadows, the eyes of the
Arconans glowed faintly.

S Treembawas humming in Arconan. Others nearby did the same. Obi-Wan leaned closer to hisfriend.

What are you humming? he asked softly.



We sing asong of thanksgiving, S Treemba said. He Trandated for Obi-wan.

Thesuninfindly hidden,

and here our world is black.

In this cave we have the stones
And our brothers at our back.

Outside the storms may threaten

But heretheday iscam.

Well cleaveto earth like flesh to bone.
With out brothers we belong.

It seemed a sad song to Obi-Wan. But he was not an Arconan. He was not used to making a cave his
home. Perhapsto S Treemba, the song sounded more joyous.

The Arconans sounded asiif they were resigned to their deaths. He could not understand such
resgnation. The urgeto act, to fight, was becoming stronger by the minute. Obi-Wan struggled against
the feding. Hed he been warned about hisimpatience again and again? Thiswas histest. He must live by
the Jedi Code and wait, even while hisfriend faded. It was the hardest thing hed ever done. But he
trusted Qui-Gon.

Promise me, Obi-Wan said quietly to S Treemba, that you wont let yourself die here.
Wewont let ourselvesdie, S Treemba promised.

Do you mean it?'Y oull hold on until Qui-Gon comes back? Obi-Wan asked urgently.
Wewill try to live, Obi-Wan, S Treemba promised. But the dactyl must come soon.
Chapter 19

Cautioudy, Qui-Gon Jinn inched up aledge that no Humans should have been able to climb. In apouring
rain, he grasped small crevices with hisfingers and toes, barely holding on.

He knew that he had to hurry. He had spent extra time approaching from the side of the mountain,
knowing he would be too east to spot if he climbed directly up. But at last hed cometo a point where he
had to risk exposure. From now on, his path was straight up.

At the moment, he was more concerned about the draigons than the Hutts. The creatures were active
now. Many had landed on crags above, asif to wait out the storm. He remained in the shadows, moving
beneath rocks, afraid he might be spotted. Sometimes, he had to wait painful minutes until some draigon
would turn its scaly slver heed.

Petience, hetold himsalf over and over again. We must have patience. That was the unwritten part of the
Jedi Code. Yet it was hard to be patient when so many lives hung in the balance.

Hisfingerswere chafed and bleeding. Nearby, lightning split the sky and thunder snarled. The sky was
dark and lowering. Wind gusted and whistled among the stones.



Hefdt terribly exposed. Hewas abig man, alarge target for the draigons. A flash of lightning could
expose his pogition - or even knock him to his death.

He stopped for along moment, panting. Rain poured down hisforehead and made his clothesfed heavy.
Hefdt haf-frozen, and still weak from the wounds the pirate had dedlt. He glanced toward the ocean.
Not far off, agleaming draigon dropped like a blaster bolt toward the seg, its wings folded.

It plunged into the pounding surf, then flapped itswings. Asit rose from the white-capped waves, ahuge
glittering fish wriggled inits mouth.

Thankfully, the draigon had not seen him. Or if it had, it did not care for human flesh. Perhgpsthe
draigons had never seen animals on land, and did not think to hunt there.

Qui-Gon did not dare looked down. Up above him afew hundred meters, he could see afaint mist
vented from acrevice blowing wildly in thewind. It would take the sharp eye of someone who knew
what they werelooking for, but the mist was definitdly tinted with yellow.

The dactyl would be there.

Thetravel was hard. Therewere no trails. Not arock on this planet had ever been crushed underfoot. If
he stepped on arock, it waslikdly to twist beneath him. Evenif it didnt turn, they felt sharp and painful
beneath hisfeet. The only plants he found were smdl gray lichensthat crusted over everything. When
they were dry, waking on them was like walking on carpet. But once the morning rains began to fall, the
lichensturned dick.

Though he could fed the Force guiding him to the dactyl, it still seemed an amost impossible task.

Lightning sizzled through the air. Thunder shook the stone beneeth his fingertips. Wind gusted at his back.
Qui-Gon clung to the face of the rock wall. His shoulder throbbed.

Not much farther, hetold himself.
There was aflash just above his head. Splinters of rock stung his cheek.

For haf amoment, he thought that alightning bolt had nearly pierced him. But he redlized that it wastoo
amdl.

A blaster. Someone had shot at him!

Qui-Gon craned his neck, and tried to look down. He spotted them immediately in the rocks below. It
was difficult for aHuitt to hide. It was Grelb, Jembas errand boy. He dithered aong, flanked by severd
Whiphids. They raised heavy blagter rifles and fired again. The Hutt laughed merrily.

Blaster bolts exploded dl around Qui-Gon.

Hislightsaber was usdess. There was nowhere to hide, no way to fight.

Painfully, Qui-Gon struggled upward.

Grelb the Hutt chortled in ddlight. His plan had worked perfectly. He knew Qui-Gon would have to



appear around the side of the mountain and make the last ascent straight up to the dactyl. All he had to
do wasfind aposition, and wait.

At firgt, hed been afraid of the draigons, and hed kept till, hoping to be mistaken for arock. But
gradudly, Grelb had grown comfortable. The draigons were probably fish-eaters, nothing more.

Hedidnt fear their teeth - but the rough stones of thisworld threatened to tear through even Grelbs thick
hide. The Hutt wanted nothing more that to dither carefully back to the ship.

But right now he had ajob to do kill the Jedi.
It was going to be apleasure.

The Jedi was trapped on the cliff face above, squirming up toward the ledge where the dactyl was
hidden. Qui-Gon had no blaster to shoot back with. He was abig target. It looked asif thiswould be an

essy kill.

So Grelb told his cronies, Take your time. Have some fun.

His Whiphidswhimpered in delight. They loved to torment hel pless creatures. They kept up asteady
barrage of fire, purposely missing the Jedi with every shot. They hit just close enough to try to terrify the
Jedi.

Grelb chortled, Look at him squirm, boys! Reminds me of that puffer | ate for dinner last night!

But the truth was, the Jedi did not squirm. He didnt cringe, or try to scramble away. His pace didnt
changeat dl. Slowly, methodically, he climbed the cliff face, even asrock splintered millimetersfrom his
face.

The Whiphids grew angry. Is he blind? one asked in acomplaining tone. Thisisno fun at dl.

Grelb frowned. He did not want the Whiphids to complain. He needed their loyaty. How about a bet?
he suggested. See who can blow off his boot.

Excdllent! thefirst Whiphid cried. Bet you five | can knock off his boot in one shot!

In one shot? his companion hooted. And the bet was on.

To sweeten the dedl, Grelb bet against the Whiphid at two-to-one odds. Eagerly, he watched the Jedi
make his steady progress up the cliff. The two Whiphids who made the bet brought their gunsto rest on
their shoulders. He waited bresthlessy for the first Whiphid to take his shot. Lightning flashed, thunder
roared.

Therewas ablast of wind at Grelbs back.

The Jedi had hisright foot on atiny ledge. He reached out for a handhold above. He was precariously
balanced. One shot in the foot would probably bring him down.

Shoot aready! Grelb shouted.

Behind him, there was a strange noise. Something like an urp.



Grelb turned to look at the Whiphid marksman, and there standing hugely at Grelbs back was adraigon.
It had landed so silently, he had not heard it.

It wasthe first hed seen up close. The draigon had tiny sllver scaesover al of its body, and huge yellow
eyeslikethose on afish. It had no front legs, only asingle huge claw on each wing. And its mouth had the
strangest teeth - like enormous needles that arced down from its gums. The mongter vaguely reminded
him of an Ithorian razor shark.

The huge reptile had haf of the Whiphid marksman in its mouth.
Aaagh! Grelb screamed as he dithered towards the nearest crevice.

The Whiphidsdl turned and began to fire at the draigon.

Qui-Gon pulled himsdlf up the last three meters, then wedged himself into the smdll cave. There, he
paused, panting for along moment, clutching his sore right arm. The acrid scent of sulfur and ammonia
assaulted him. He peered farther insde the cave. The dactyl crystal's had been thrown on the smooth
floor of the cave, and were giving off adull yellowish glow.

Th blaster fire was coming fast as ever. The guns made a steady boom boom boom. But the shots were
no longer directed at him. Instead, the Whiphids had hidden in the rocks, firing at draigons. The blaster
fire attracted them by the score, and draigons roared in the sky, flocking down from the cliffs. Severa of
the huge beasts had collasped around the Whiphids, but others were whedling from the skiesin afeeding

frenzy.

Qui-Gon looked down from the dliff, watching the struggle. He had traveled dl morning without attracting
the attention of adraigon. Now, by shooting their blasters, the stupid Whiphids were drawing themin
droves.

Draigons screamed, agreat shrieking cry, and dove out of the clouds on legthery silver wings. They
soared over the sones and swiveled their heads. Teeth gleamed under the strobe of lightning flashes.

The Whiphids scattered and tried to hide benegth huge dabs of stone. One Whiphid roared in terror asa
draigon dropped from the sky and plucked it from its hiding place.

Qui-Gon used the diversion to load the dactyl into the cloth sack he had brought. For severa moments
the Whiphids fought and screamed and died as dozens and dozens of the huge draigons plummeted
toward them.

Suddenly, agreat shadow blocked the light to the cave. A draigon shrieked, a cry so piercing tht the
rock around qui-Gon trembled. He pressed himself against the side of the cave.

Outside the mouth of th e fissure, the draigon clutched the rock with itswing talons. It let out the piercing
cry again, and Qui-Gon knew it was no use.

He had been seen.

Asdraigon hurtled from the skies, Grelb dithered quietly away.



The huge hairy Whiphids danced among the rocks, shooting their blasters and bellowing war cries. They
made quite adiverson.

Fortunately for Grelb, young Hutts - like certain kinds of worms and dugs - are adept at squeezing
through tight holes and wedging themsel ves between rocks.

Thus Grelb moved quickly away from the huge Whiphids, and |et them battle the draigons done.

He was hdf-way down the mountain when hefindly dared to stick his head up enough to gaze off
toward the vast ocean. Even then, he held his heavy blagter rifle close to his chest. The tide had indeed
risen and now lapped againgt the hull of the Monument. Buit it looked asif Jemba had fled the ship in
van. It would not be swamped today. Grelb felt relieved to know that he might still make it off thisrock
dive

Behind him, on the mountain, the Whiphids wereissuing fewer war cries, and had quit firing their blasters.
Grelb should have shivered in terror to think what had happened to them.

The draigons shriek had aerted others from the flock. They vied for position asthefirst draigon wedged
itslong slver head into the cave opening. Lightning stresked through the sky behind it. Teeth longer than
knives flashed near Qui-Gonsface, and he could smell the scent of dead fish on the draigons bresth.

Suddenly, in the middle of his desperation, Qui-Gon felt something odd - afaint ripple in the Force. As
he concentrated, it grew stronger. Someone was calling him, a Jedi.

Obi-Wan needs mel Heredized.

Astonished, he pressed himsdlf farther back in the cave. He needed to be cam, to think. The boy
shouldnt have been able to call him. Obi-Wan was not his Padawan. They were not connected.

But he had no time to wonder about the calls meaning. It was urgent and must be obeyed. Hearing
movement, Qui-Gon quickly glanced toward the cave opening. For amoment the draigon besat itswings
againgt the stones, blocking Qui-Gons escape. Then suddenly it dropped from its clumsy perch.

Long had Qui-Gon followed the ways of the Force. Now hefdlt it beckon him. Run, it commanded. Go
to Obi-Wan.

Qui-Gons heart pounded. He ran three steps and legped from the mouth of the cave, knowing that two
hundred meters bel ow, the sharp rocks stuck up like swords. Y et he trusted the Force.

Hedid not fal even adozen meters. Hisleagp carried him straight to adraigon!

He hit the beasts neck with athud. The creature was wet and dimy. Qui-Gon amost dipped off, but
clung to its scaly hide with thetips of hisfingers. The sore musclesin his shoulder throbbed and burned.
He managed to swing hislegs up and over, so that he wasriding squarely on the draigons back.

The creature roared in terror. It had been flying up to eat the Jedi. Now it shook its neck, trying to throw
him off. It shrieked again and again, then whedled in panic and flapped itswings, dropping toward the
sea.



Qui-Gon clutched his precious bag of dactyl in one hand and leaned close to the draigons neck. Using all
og the power that he could muster, he whispered to the draigon.. Friend help me. Take meto the caves.
Hurry!

The draigons that were hunting Whiphids heard the desperate shriek of Qui-Gons mount. They looked
up and saw the man on its back. Now the draigons rose in aflock to give chase.

His mount flapped its wings and sped toward the caves. Qui-Gon wasnt sure he could control the beast
for long, for its smal mind was crud, and it was driven by ravenous hunger.

Grelb had been lamenting the death of his Whiphid henchmen when he glanced back toward the
mountain. Draigons flocks there by the hundreds.

To hisamazement, he saw Qui-Gon Jinn legp from his crevasse onto the back of a hunting draigon. The
Jedi whedled away, down toward the ship.

Grelbsjaw dropped, and he dove for cover beneath arock. There, he sat trembling. The Jedi wasdive
and heading back down the mountain. That meant only onething.

Grelb was done for. Jembawould kill him with one blow as soon as he showed hisface. Or perhaps he
would kill him dowly asalesson.

He had not clawed hisway to a position of power, second only to Jemba, to let a Jedi defeat him. He
had worked so hard! All that killing, al that torture of innocents, al that profit, it could not got to waste.

Hewould kill the Jedi himself, before Qui-Gon reached the caves and Jemba saw him.
Asfast as he could, Grelb dithered among the rocks.
Chapter 20

In the caves the Arconans were fading fast. Their bioluminescent eyes were growing dim, like fading
embersfrom afire.

Nearby, ClatHa and a couple of other Humans hel ped care of the failing Arconans. The usudly fiery
woman looked drained, worn out. There was redlly nothing they could do for the Arconans except make
them comfortable.

S Treemba hadnt stirred in hours. He whispered to Obi-Wan that he was saving his strength. Y et
Obi-Wan guessed his friend was really too weak to move.

Obi-Wan was desperate. He hated sitting by, unable to help, ashisfriend dowly died. A dozentimeshe
had thought of running out to find Qui-Gon. But he resisted the urge. He had to tay by hisfriendsside
and protect him.

Obi-Wan rested hisforehead on hiskneesin despair. He stared at the cave floor. What was the use of
al his Jedi training? He had never felt so helpless. Nothing he had learned, nothing even Y odahad told
him, could have prepared him for this moment. He had come to the end of everything - faith, hope, belief
inhimsdf. He had failed. All hislife, he would remember this, his darkest moment.



Darkest moment . . .

A memory stirred in Obi-Wan. He remembered atwilight conference with Y oda. What ismy limit, and
how will I know when | find it? Obi-Wan had asked. And if | am pushed to the last, where can | turn for
hdp?

That was when Y oda had told him that in moments of extreme danger, when he had done everything he
could, he could use the Force to call another Jedi. Close, you must be, Y oda had said. Connected.

Qui-Gon may not have thought they had a connection. But Obi-Wan had to try.

Inthe dark cave, he reached out for the Force. Hefdt it pulse, and he drew in its energy. He reached out
with his Jedi senses, tried to fed the Jedi Masters presence. But Obi-Wan was a young man, and could
not control the Force as he wanted. So silently, he smply called Qui-Gon! Come back now! The
Arconanswill diewithout the dactyl.

From the mouth of the cavern, there was a great rumbling laugh. Obi-Wan looked up. He had called
Qui-Gon with everything he had, but instead, he had roused Jemba the Hutt. So much for his abilities.

Jemba towered above them, hisimmense bulk filled the mouth of the cavern. How areyou dl feding?
Wéll, | hope, he taunted. Well, in case youre not, | have dactyl for sale! Dactyl for the needy. All it will
costisyour lives! We have some here, and much more hidden elsewhere.

All around the cave, Arconans began to moan. Some of them turned over and began to crawl painfully
toward the Hutt with his offers of dactyl.

Disgust filled Obi-Wan. He legped to hisfeet. Stop thisl he shouted. Before he knew it, his lightsaber
was out. He covered fifty meters of ground, leaping over dozens of poor Arconans, until he stood before
the monstrous Hutt. He flashed the lightsaber overhead in apractice swing. The duglike Hutt could be
seen clearly initslight. A dozen other Hutts and Whiphidsfilled the tunnel behind him, but Jembas bulk
would makeit difficult for them to shoot.

Widll, well, Jembaroared. Im glad to see that you are brave, even when your Master is not at your back!

Leave, Jemba, Obi-Wan managed to say. He was choking on his anger, and because his voice was
changing, it cracked comicaly.

At his back, ClatHa appesared, blaster drawn. Hesright. Y oure not welcome here.

Very well, Jemba boomed. If thats what you want, 11l gladly leave your friendsto die.

Leave them the dactyl! Obi-Wan ordered. He gripped the lightsaber, could fed its heat warming the
heavy handle. The blade thrummed in the air, and his every muscle ached to leap forward and begin
dicing. Swesat poured down Obi-Wansface, and he gritted his teeth.

Isnt thisamusing! Jemba rumbled to his cohorts. Heis not a Force used, this one. Itsin the ships records.
Heis nothing more than afarmer, argect from the Jedi Temple.

Obi-Wan fought back his rage at Jembas taunt. For long seconds he struggled as he sought within him a
place of cam, of peace. Then he remembered Qui-Gons words. Jembawas not the true enemy. Anger
was.



At last he found the cam he needed. He reached out with his senses to touch the Force. Hefdt it now,
around him, in Jemba, in the stones, in the Arconansfading so fast behind him. Hefdt it and gave himsdif
toit.

Qui-Gon! Obi-Wan shouted in surprise.

Hed been so focused on calling to the Jedi Master for help that he felt astonished to suddenly fedl
something e se Qui-Gon was cdling to him for help.

Jemba, get out of my way! Obi-Wan said. Qui-Gon isin danger!

Hah! Hah! the great Hutt roared. He dgpped hissides asif the laughing pained him. Why doesthat not
surprise me? Maybe its because | sent my men to kill him!

But it wasnt just Qui-Gon. Danger was coming to al of them. Qui-Gon wasnt just calling for hishelp. He
was trying to warn Obi-Wan.

| mean it, Jemba, Obi-Wan warned. Weredl in troublel

What would you have of me, little one! Jembaasked. Do you want meto look down a my shoes so that
you can stab m €? Ho, ho, ho! That trick wont work on me. Hutts dont have feet!

He was wasting time. Obi-Wan somersaulted oncein the air, and landed in front of Jemba. Then, using
the momentum of hislanding, he sprang over the Hutts head. Obi-Wan landed on Jembias back, and the
Hutt howled.

Y ou have been warned! Obi-Wan shouted, gripping his lightsaber tightly. Then he raced down Jembas
tail and sprang over the heads of the surprised Whiphid guards.

One Whiphid fired his blaster a Obi-Wans retreating form, but Obi-Wan managed to bring hislightsaber
over hisback and deflect the blow. He raced through the tunnels, past the startled Hutts and Whiphids.
His need to find Qui-Gon was overpowering. He was astonished to fed the Jedi Knightswarning cdll, to
fed thisconnection.

Behind him, afew Whiphids roared war cries, but Jemba shouted above the rest, No! Leave him to me!
Theboy id minel

Chapter 21

There my friend, Qui-Gon said to the draigon. He pointed toward the caves. The dozen passagesto the
cavern were dl set within asingle hill, and from the sky the cave mouths looked like wormholes.

Qui-Gon fought to control the draigons mind, bring it safely to the ground. He was worried. Asfar asthe
eye could see, draigons flocked toward the caves. Their roars were deafening as they called to each
other.

Qui-Gon had seen the giant treesin the Silver Forest of Dreams on the planet Kubindi. Some of their
vast leaves could be twenty meters wide, and when they fdl in the autumn, they floated like giant rafts
through the sky. That iswhat the draigons reminded him of. They dropped through the leaden skies, just
astheleavesfloated from the Kubindi forests.



Y et these creatures were deadly; and like Qui-Gon, they were headed toward the caves.

Qui-Gon cdled with his mind, warning young Obi-Wan Kenobi again of the danger. Then hewaited as
the draigon wafted downward, close to the narrow |ledge outside the caves. Qui-Gon chose his moment,
then sprang off the back of the beast. He landed on the ledge, steadying himsdlf with ahand againgt the
outsde wall of the cave. The draigon flew off with asoft confused cry, hismind released.

Qui-Gon had taken two steps toward the cave when he saw Obi-Wan race from its mouth, lightsaber
held high.

Obi-Wan ran from the cave only to stop short. He stared at the sky in horror.

At firg, hed thought it was just dark clouds. But now he realized that scores of draigons were blocking
the sun. And they were dl winging toward the caves.

Never in hisyoung life had heimagined such terror. His legs went week, and his mind was suddenly
blank. He didnt know what to do.

The he saw Qui-Gon heading toward him. Relief flooded him. The Jedi ooked battered and bloody, and
he was holding one shoulder stiffly. Still, hewasdive.

Did you get the dactyl? Obi-Wan called.
Qui-Gon nodded. The Arconans?
Stll dive, but barely. Go, Qui-Gon. Ill hold the mouth of the cave.

Obi-Wan expected Qui-Gon to argue, to send him back into the cave with the dactyl. The Jedi Knight
merely gazed at him for atenth of asecond. In the masters eyes, Obi-Wan saw respect and acceptance.

I will return, Qui-Gon promised, and rushed into the caves.

In seconds, the draigons were on Obi-Wan. Hislightsaber dashed and burned, sizzled and shrieked.
Draigonsroared in pain and fell before him. He was fighting better and stronger than he ever had, ever
thought he could.

But he knew he could not hold the draigons off for long.

Qui-Gon raced through the caves, past Whiphid and Hutt guards, carrying his bag of dactyl.

Such was the look of purposein his eyesthat no one dared to stop him. Instead, Jembas guards
cowered in fear, until Qui-Gon, hafway through the tunnel, meet Jemba himself.

Halt! the enormous Hultt ordered. Where are you going?

Qui-Gon stared evenly at Jemba. Y ou had better get your guard to the mouths of the caves, Qui-Gon
warned. Werein trouble.



Hah! Jembalaughed. Y our foolish pupil aready tried that trick!

Suddenly adraigon roared near the mouth of the tunnels. The sound was astonishing. The cave trembled.
Bits of dust shook loose from the roof.

It has started, Qui-Gon said evenly.

He shouldered past the enormous Hutt and raced to get the dactyl to the Arconans.

Grelb squeezed between two flat rocks and lay for amoment, his heavy blaster in hand, staring down at
the caves. Hed missed his chance to kill Qui-Gon Jnn. The big Jedi had aready raced into the caves. But
his pupil guarded the moth of the cavern, lightsaber ready.

He wanted the Magter, but the pupil would have to do for now.

Draigons hurtled from the sky by the dozens, converging on the lad. Even Grelb had to admire the young
Jedis ill. Hislightsaber struck again and again, and the boy showed no sign of tiring. It wasamost a
pity to kill him.

Lightning split the ky. Rain pounded the stones over Grelbs head. One good thing about hiding under
theserocks - at least it was dry.

Heraised his blaster rifle and tried to aim at the young Jedi. The boys lightsaber flashed among the
draigons.

All'I need now, Grelb thought, is one brief moment to pull of my shot. Just one. ..

Chapter 22

The battle was like none Obi-Wan had ever imagined. He felt no fear. He had accepted his death. The
odds were just too great against him. Now he only fought to protect the Arconans. He felt no anger. He
did not hate the hungry beasts that dropped endlessly from the blackened skies.

TheForcewashisdly.

He could fed it moving him, moving through him, and through the draigons. He legped and somersaulted.
He spun and dashed through muzzles and claws. The battle became a dance of sheer surviva.

As he danced, Obi-Wan changed. He felt subtle promptings hed never felt before. He saw attacks
before they came. He sensed theflail of atail before it happened. The muscles of the draigons seemed
incredible defined, so that he could read tiny flickers of movements that reved ed which way adraigon
would turn. Dead draigons piled on the ground around him. He gave himsdlf entirely to the dance.

After saveral long minutes, he began backing toward the mouth of the cave. He had anidea. If he could
kill the draigons at the very mouth of the cave, the bodieswould block the entrance. If enough entrances
were blocked, they might have achance.

Hefought hisway back ferocioudy. He had just gained the entrance when he heard afamiliar laugh.

Wl done, little onel Jemba chortled. The enormous Huitt dithered from the shadows farther back in the



cave. He hdd an oversized blagter rifle.

Obi-Wan bardly had time to glance at the Hutt, for three draigons had gathered at the mouth of the cave.
Help me! Obi-Wan caled to Jemba as he fought. It would be easy for the Hutt to shoot the draigons. He
could help with his plan. Obi-Wan knew he wouldnt care to save him, but Jembawould certainly want to
save himsdf.

Of course, Jemba chortled. 11l help you - to death! He raised his blaster rifle and aimed.

Grelb huddled beneath hisrock. Draigonslay at Obi-Wan Kenobis feet. The boy stood with the mouth
of the cave yawning wide behind him.

The Hutt chuckled softly. He saw his chance and squeezed the trigger of his blaster.

The bolt shot out - but the Grelbs surprise, young Obi-Wan must have sensed it coming, for he dodged
to the sde. The bolt barely missed him.

Grelb shouted in rage and prepared to fire again. Thistime, he would not miss. But suddenly, he felt huge
teethripinto histall.

He had been concentrating too hard. He had forgotten to keep alookout. A draigon had found him.
He barely had timeto cry out before the draigon yanked him from under hisrock.

Obi-Wan stood panting. Hed felt the Force, had dodged as the blaster bolt came from nowhere and
Szzled past his head. Perhaps no one felt as surprised as Jemba the Huitt.

The enormous Hultt took the blaster bolt in the chest. For the briefest moment, Jemba stared down at his
wound in disbdlief. Well, hal helaughed in horror.

His surprised eyes stared into Obi-Wans for amoment. Thunder boomed and lightning flashed. Then
Jemba dumped onto the muddy ground and died.

A draigons cry wrenched Obi-Wans attention back to his stuation. He barely had time the thrust his
lightsaber at the huge attacking mouth, then jump back.

That wasalittleto close, 1d say, Qui-Gon remarked from behind him. Hislightsaber powered up and
glowed green. | think you could use some help.

Chapter 23

Together, Obi-Wan Kenobi and Qui-Gon jinn fought side by side. The Forced pulsed between them.
They knew without speaking where the other would move, when the other would strike. When Qui-Gon
moved forward, Obi-Wan sprang back to protect his flank. WWhen Obi-Wan leaped to theright,
Qui-Gon made sure he was covered from the | ft.

ClatHajoined them, ablaster in each hand and a spare strapped to her leg. Qui-Gon and ClatHa had
worked quickly to administer the dactyl to the Arconans, and they had revived enough to stand together



and fight. S Treembaand a group of Arconans handled any draigons who dared breach the opening.

Obi-Wans plan worked. Draigon bodies piled up at the entrance, blocking it. Obi-Wan, Qui-Gon, and
ClatHaleft asmall squad to protect it and raced to the next cave opening. Then the battle began al over

again.

Before his death, Jemba had ordered the Whiphids and Hutts of Offworld Corporation to defend the
cave where they had gathered. He instructed them to fire from the rocks outside the cave. It was a
foolish strategy. Hundreds of miners had been dain. Findly, Obi-Wan and Qui-Gon convinced them to
fight at the cave entrance and use the draigon bodies as shidlds.

T he Offworld miners and the Jedi worked to guard the cave entrances, but draigons dug new entrances
through the rock, so that at times they broke through and came at the miners from above or behind.
Thats where the Arconans camein handy. By evening, it was evident to every Hutt and Whiphid on that
rock that the Arconans were not cowards. They were creatures born to caves and darkness, and when it
cameto timeto fight in their own element, they proved themselves to be ferocious and cunning.

No draigon that tunneled through a caves roof caught an Arconan by surprise. Indeed, the Arconans
were S0 fierce that the Whiphids and Hutts findly retrested and left them to finish the battle.

Near nightfall Obi-Wan and Qui-Gon were still battling at the last entrance to the caves. Smoke rose
from the draigons mouths asthey let out their piercing criesin the dusky air. But the cries had changed
from war criesto signals. Suddenly, what was |eft of the flock roared and legped into the air. The
draigonscircled theidand twice, then flew off in defest.

When aragged cheer went up from the surviving Hutts and Whiphids, Obi-Wan thought that it was
merdly acheer of relief. But when ahuge Whiphid came out of the cave and gave him arough pat on the
back, and when Hutts actualy circled him and began to clap, Obi-Wan realized that these were not
cheersof relief. Their former enemies cheered for the Jedi.

And later, when he and qui-Gon went into Jembas chamber of the cavern and took the rest of the dactyl
back for the Arconans, no onetried to stop them.

Because of Jembas orders, over three hundred Offworld miners werekilled in the battle. Eighty-seven
Arconans had lost their lives. The cavesfilled with the Arconans hum of mourning.

Obi-Wan lingered at the cave, watching hisfriend grieve with hisfelow Arconans. It wastimefor S
Treembato be with his people. Obi-Wan put a hand on his shoulder and pressed gently, then walked

avay.

The minerswork force was nearly cut in haf. While the Arconans grieved, ClatHa made plansfor ther
future. She went to one of Jembas chieftains, a Hutt named Aggaba, and said, Aggaba, | want to hireyou
and your people.

Which ones? Aggaba asked suspicioudly.

All of you, she said. Y oure temporarily the head of these men, until you reach Bandomeer. 11l buy out
your contracts.

And then what? Aggaba asked. He had acunning look in hiseyes, asif he wondered how he might make



aprofit.

[l offer dl of you an invitation to work for our mining company, ClatHa said. We share the profits, so its
astep up for you. Think about it. When we get to Bandomeer, your bosses there will demote you, put
someone elsein over your head. Thisisyour chance to escape from Offworld Mining, get decent jobs
that will pay you better now, and in thelong run.

Aggaballicked hislips and stared around like a cornered Jawa. Out contracts would not be cheap, he
said. | would want, say, two thousand per worker.

Any money | give you, ClatHa countered, would just go back to your corporate headquarters. So how
about | make you a better offer. 11l give you twenty for each worker, and a personal bonus of twenty
thousand just for sgning with me.

Aggabas eyes grew wide with delight. ClatHa hid her own glee. Aggabawould accept the deal out of
greed. But the rest of the workers would have their freedom.

Chapter 24
Qui-Gon knew when to admit he had been wrong. He had underestimated Obi-Wan Kenobi.

The repairswere dmost done. They were scheduled to leave at dawn. Qui-Gon |eft the ship to take a
last look at the great sea. He needed a moment to consider al that has happened.

The surf pounded the rocks around him as he gazed at the planets five multi-colored moons, already
beginning to dim with the rising light. He thought about Y odas words, spoken only three says ago By
chance alonewe do not live our lives. If take an apprentice you will not, then, in time, perhaps fate will
choose.

Qui-Gon il wasnt sureif fate had appointed Obi-Wan as his Padawan, or if it had just thrown them
together for one odd adventure. Hed thought it coincidence that both he and Obi-Wan Kenobi were
going to Bandomeer. After dl, Y oda had sent the boy to Bandomeer, while Qui-Gons orders come from
the Senate - from the Supreme Chancellor himself! There was no way that Y oda and the Supreme
Chancdlor could have plotted this together.

But hereit was.

Both of them were going to Bandomeer, and Qui-Gon had an unessy feding about this assignment.

And there was afurther matter. It was not asmple thing for one Jedi to touch the mind of another. It was
an intimate thing, the kind of thing usualy only done between the closest friends. Or between aKnight
and his Padawan.

For thefirst timein along while, Qui-Gon didnt know what to do.

When the path is unsure, better to wait, it is, Y oda had told him many times. Now hewould use Y odas
advice, even though he suspected Y oda would want him to take the opposite position. He would not ask
Obi-Wan to be his Padawan. He would wait.

And he would watch. They had separate missions on Bandomeer, but he would keep any eyeson
Obi-Wan. One mission was not enough to test the boy. There would be more to come. Only then would



Qui-Gon be ableto tell how true Obi-Wan was to his Jedi purpose. Bandomeer would test him, for
Obi-Wan was unhappy with the mission hed received.

Qui-Gon smiled. He had to admit, the boy was no farmer. He was meant for different things. But whether
his path would intersect with Qui-Gons, he ill didnt know.

Until he did, he would not choose. The boy would have to be strong to dispel the shadow of the one who
had come before. And Xanatos cast along, deep shadow.

Qui-Gon turned away from the rocky shore and headed back to the ship. Y es, he would keep an eyeon
young Obi-Wan.

And besides, he had afedling the fate would give him no other choice.

Qui-Gon walked through the labyrinth of the ships corridors until he reached Obi-Wans cabin. He
knocked on the door.

Comein, Obi-Wan called.

The boy was sitting cross-legged on the bed, staring out at the mountain crags.

[l be glad to leave this place, Obi-Wan said by way of greeting. | saw too much desth here.

You did well, Qui-Gon said. | felt the Force movein you.

Itwas. . . astonishing, Obi-wan said quietly. | thought | understood its power. But | seethat | had only
glimpsed one corner of what it could do. For years, | thought myself worthy of it. But it was not until |
recognized my own unworthiness that the power began to fill me. Obi-Wan turned to Qui-Gon. His eyes
searched hisface. Do you know what | mean?

Qui-Gon smiled. You arelearning. And yes, | know what you mean.

Silence grew between them, but it was a comfortable silence. Always before, Qui-Gon could amost hear
the pleading Obi-Wan was holding back. Now he felt only acceptance of Qui-Gonsfedings, and hisown
fate. Another victory for the boy. He was impressed.

We should reach our destination tomorrow, Qui-Gon remarked. | fear there will be nasty business on
Bandomeer.

Obi-Wan met hisgaze. Thelook in hisdark eyeswas troubled. Y et underneath it, Qui-Gon sensed his
drength.

| know, Obi-Wan sad. | fed it, too.
Afterword

Obi-Wan Kenobi had been raised in the Jedi Temple at Coruscant, aworld teeming with people, a
world whose every piece of land was covered by skyscrapers.

When the Monument dropped through the atmosphere of Bandomeer, he marveled at the junglesand
plains, the broad expanses of empty land and wide sea. Hed never imagined that there could be so much



wilderness on one planet.

The port on Bandomeer was asmdl building, a hanger that could barely hold afreighter the Size of the
Monument. Obi-Wan followed Qui-Gon cautioudy from the ship.

A planetary police officer was waiting. When he saw Qui-Gon, he hurried over. Welcome. My offices
will of course be at you disposd.

Qui-Gon nodded. Can you tell me what thisisdl about? The Supreme Chancellor said that you
requested my help - mine specificdly.

Perhgpsthiswill explain, the officer said.

He handed an envelope to Qui-Gon, who tore it open and pulled out afolded note. As he read,
Qui-Gonsface paled, and his breath caught.

Obi-Wan read over Qui-Gons shoulder. It said only, | have been looking forward to this day.

The note was signed by someone named Xanatos.



