’PP'REI\EICE

THE Mark of the Ciown
! L |

Jedi Apprentice

#4



The Mark of the Crown

Jude Watson

lit by DrB 12/04

As soon as Obi-Wan Kenobi and Qui-Gon Jinn stepped off the departure ramp of their transport onto
the planet of Gala, acloud car purred to astop at their feet. The door opened noisalessly. A ramp did
down. A driver dressed in anavy tunic and pants scrambled out, then waited by the open door. Inside,
Obi-Wan glimpsed aluxuriousinterior.

"Queen Veda has sent her persond transport for the Jedi," the driver announced.

"Please thank the Queen for her hospitdity,” Qui-Gon said with asmall bow. "It issuch afine day. We
prefer to walk to the pdace.”

The driver looked startled. "But the Queen instructed me to-"
"Thank you," Qui-Gon said firmly, and walked past the driver.

Obi-Wan followed his Master. He knew that the weather had nothing to do with why Qui-Gon had
decided to walk. A Jedi mission began the moment a Jedi's feet touched the surface of anew planet.
Every sense he or she had wasto be focused on the surroundings. Attunement to sight, smell, sound, and
touch helped to bring the Force to bear. It was said that some Jedi Masters could see al the way to the
end of amission just by taking afew short steps on anew world.

Thirteen-year-old Obi-Wan wasn't aMaster - or even aJedi Knight - yet. As an apprentice, he had a
long journey ahead. But even an apprentice could fed the dark tremors rippling under the calm surface of
Gau, the capitd city ofGala.. Obi-Wan couldn't see to the end of the mission, but he could aready sense



that success would be hard-won, and far from assured.

They exited the spaceport and entered the wide boulevards of the city. Galu was acity built on three
hills. On top of thetalest hill was the gleaming white palace, visble from any point on the city streets.

Gaahad once been a prosperous planet, the jewd of its system. It still had its share of rich citizens, but
the gap between those with wealth and those without was wide. Evenas cloud cars dmost as luxurious as
the Queen's hummed by, beggars groveled for credits and food on the city Streets.

Obi-Wan had been to Galu on hislast mission. He had dready seen the decay behind the once-grand
buildings. The stone was chipped and wesathered, and had not been restored. Graceful lindemor trees
had once bloomed along the wide boulevards, but now they stood abandoned, dead, and twisted, rising
up from the ground like clawing fingers.

"The Queen has made theright decision,” Qui-Gon remarked. "Elections should stabilize the planet. It is
time for democracy to cometo Gala"

"Past time, it seemsto me," Obi-Wan agreed. "Why do you think Queen V eda made the decision
now?'

"There was great danger of acivil war here," Qui-Gon said. "The Talah dynasty hasruled for a
thousand years. They were successful a one time. But power can corrupt. After King Canadied, the
Queen knew that the power of the monarchy was dipping. She gavein to the people€'s wishes and
opened the government to eections.”

"Which iswhy her son, Prince Beju, may be dangerous,” Obi-Wan said. "How do you think the Prince
will react when he seesus?!

Just days ago, the Jedi had thwarted the Prince's scheme to become a hero to the Galacian people.
Prince Bgu had caused a bacta shortage on Gala. Bactawas a substance used to heal wounds and
regenerate damaged flesh. 1ts miraculous properties saved lives. After he'd created the fake shortage, the
Prince had made an agreement with the Syndicat, anillega political group on neighboring Phindar, to
bring some of their bacta home with him. Obi-Wan had foiled the plan by posing asthe Prince and
hel ping Phindar's citizens remove the Syndicat from power.

"I don't think helll greet me with open arms," Obi-Wan continued. "After al, | did kidnap him."

"He has much to lose if he opposes us,” Qui-Gon pointed out. "He might have had help with that bacta
scheme, but I'm fairly certain it wasn't from Queen Veda. If we keep silent about what we know
happened on Phindar, no doubt the Prince will aswell.”

"Good," Obi-Wan said.

"But hewill ill see usasthe enemy,” Qui-Gon added.

Inwardly, Obi-Wan gave asigh. Qui-Gon often told him reassuring news, only to contradict it in the
next sentence. It was hisway of telling Obi-Wan that situations were not fixed, but fluid. "Count on
nothing. Only change," Qui-Gon had told him several times. He was dways right

Suddenly, Obi-Wan fet adisturbance in the Force like adark wave.



"Yes" Qui-Gon murmured.

They stopped for amoment. The street they had turned down was deserted. And then they heard the
sound of shouting. They moved together, without speaking, toward the sound. Neither one reached for
his lightsaber, or even rested a hand on the hilt. But every nerve was poised, on dert.

Suddenly, acrowd surged around a corner, heading for them. They carried laser-pulsating signs that
gpelled out DECA. Obi-Wan relaxed. It was apolitical rally, he redized. Deca Brun was one of the
candidates for Governor of Gala

"Already democracy isworking," he observed. The people cheered as the laser sign flashed gold, then
blue.

Qui-Gon was Hill dert. "Something ese" he murmured. He turned to look back.

From an intersecting narrow street behind them, another crowd suddenly spilled onto the boulevard.
They bore sgnsreading WILA PRAMMI.

"WilaPrammi, thethird candidate,”" Obi-Wan noted. Y oda had briefed the Jedi on the two candidates
opposing Prince Bgju.

The Deca Brun crowd surged forward, and the Prammi supporters ran to meet them. Obi-Wan and
Qui-Gon were caught in the middle. All of asudden, signswere used as clubs, and fists and feet flew as
the two groups attacked each other. Obi-Wan looked at Qui-Gon. Thiswas not atime for lightsabers.
Neither of the two groups had blast weapons. But till, the Jedi were in danger. They wereinthe middle
of abrawling mob.

A burly Galacian man holding alaser sgn suddenly lunged a Obi-Wan, hissign held high. Leading with
hisleft shoulder, Obi-Wan went into aroll. He sorang to hisfeet only meters away as the sign glanced off
someone e se's shoulder.

Two Deca supporters held Qui-Gon'sarms as athird pulled afist back to strike him. Qui-Gon
employed aclassic Jedi escape technique, twisting his body and striking upward with his head. The two
Deca supporters were left with sore arms and ringing ears. They looked around for Qui-Gon, but he was
aready gone, heading for Obi-Wan at the Sdelines.

"We can't do anything here," hetold Obi-Wan. "Let'skeep moving."

They dodged a Wila Prammi supporter as she tripped a Deca supporter, then smashed him on the head.
"The road to democracy can be arough one," Qui-Gon observed asthey hurried past. "But on Gala, it
seems rougher than mogt.”

The Grand Palace of Galarose before them, an impressive, sprawling white building with two tall
towers. Surrounding the windows and inlaid in the tower spireswere sparkling blue azurite crystals and
gemsin mosaic patterns. The roof was gilded. Together the gold roof and glittering mosaics made the
palace shimmer, asif it weren't quiteredl.

The Jedi wereled through vast hallways to the receiving room, where Queen Vedawaited. Shewas
dressed in agown of shimmersilk that appeared to change color when she moved. Different shades of
blue and green were sawn in fluttering panel s that appeared and disappeared as she waked forward to
greet them. Her gold headdress was studded with blue and green crystdls.



Qui-Gon barely made note of her elegant dress. He was shocked to fed her living Force.Or rather to
not fed it. It was so dim. The Queen wasonly in middle age, yet he sensed a serious disturbance, asif
shewere extremdly ill, or dying.

Qui-Gon and Obi-Wan bowed their greeting.

"l welcomethe Jedi to Gala," the Queen said. Her voice still rang with firm authority. Qui-Gon
wondered if she had gathered her strength for the meeting, wanting to appear well. Galacians were
known for their digtinctive pale skin, abluish tone they caled "moonlight.” But the Queen's skin was not
luminous, but an unhealthy-looking color reminiscent of bone.

"We have brought a shipment of bactaasagift,” Qui-Gon told her. "We left it a the spaceport loading
dock."

"It is desperately needed here," the Queen answered. "Thank you. I'll arrange to have it distributed to
the med centers.”

Qui-Gon watched her face carefully. Heread only rdlief and gratitude in her pale blue eyes, the color of
ice shadows. She gave no indication that sheld heard even awhisper about Prince Bgju's plan. Still
puzzled about her hedth, Qui-Gon studied her the way a Jedi studies, without seeming to stare. Hewas
surprised when she boldly captured his gaze, her sharp eyes knowing.

"Yes," shesad softly. "You areright. | andying.”

Qui-Gon felt Obi-Wan's sart of surprise next to him. He knew the boy had not noticed the Queen's
illness. Obi-Wan had excdllent ingtincts, but often he lacked a connection to the living Force.

"My condition amplifies meetings such asthis" Queen Veda continued, waving ajeweed hand. "1 can
bedirect, and | hope you will be the same.”

"We are dwaysdirect,” Qui-Gon answered.
Queen Veda nodded. She lowered hersdlf into agilded chair and gestured for the Jedi to do so aswell.

"l have thought agreat deal about what | wish to leave behind," she began. "Gadaneedsto bea
democracy. The people have asked for it, and | have granted it asmy last act as Queen. That will be my
legacy. Thereisgreat unrest herein the city, and in the countryside. My husband, King Cana, ruled for
thirty years. Hisintentions were good, but corruption invaded our council of ministers and the governors
of the surrounding provinces. A handful of powerful families controlled the high posts. My husband was
not ableto stop it. Now | am afraid of civil war. The only thing that can prevent it will be free eections.
So you seewhy | have asked for Jedi monitoring.”

Qui-Gon nodded. "What do you foresee as problems we might encounter?’ he asked carefully. He
didn't want to bring up Prince Bgu. He wanted the Queen to introduce the topic. That would tell him
where her sympathies resided.

"My son, Bgu," shesaid flatly. "Thelast in line of the great Tallah dynasty - afact he doesnot let you
forget for amoment. All hislife he haswaited to rule Gala. He has not forgiven mefor calling eections.
Hewill be sometroublefor you, I'm afraid. If he winsthe eection, he will retain the monarchy.” She
shrugged. "He has some support. But what he cannot inspire, he will buy or sedl, I'm afraid.”



Qui-Gon nodded, trying not to show his surprise at the mother's harsh words about her son.

"I will not oppose my son,” Queen Veda continued. "It istrue that I've denied him his birthright. | owe
him my loyalty at least. | won't endorse another candidate publicly. But privately, | wish my sontolose. It
isnot only best for Gala. It isbest for Bgu. | wish him to become a private citizen, to berid of al this"
She waved her hand to take in the immense chamber. "I saw what this power did to my husband. It
corrupted him, and he was agood man. | do not want to see my son suffer the same fate. He'sonly
sxteen. Hewill understand in timewhy I've donethis. Heisaso my legacy,” Queen Vedafinished softly.
"I wish to leave behind ason with alifethat isgood.”

"Do you think he has a chance to win?" Qui-Gon asked.

The Queen frowned. "Thereis still acore of roydist supporters. The Prince has been secluded for much
of hislife, sncewefeared for his safety. He was even schooled off-planet. Not much is known about
him, and that can work in hisfavor. He might be able to squesk by. | do hope not.”

Queen Vedasmiled a Qui-Gon. "Y ou are surprised a my honesty. When time runs out, you don't
wadteit by fooling yoursdf."

"What about the other candidates, Deca Brun and Wila Prammi?' Obi-Wan asked. "Istherea
favorite?'

"DecaBrunisfavored,” Queen Vedaanswered. "He's ahero to the Galacian people. He promises them
reform and prosperity. It won't be that easy, but he makesit sound s0.”

"And WilaPrammi?' Qui-Gon prompted.

" She has more experience,” the Queen replied. " She was an underminister here at the palace. Her ideas
are sound and grounded in redlity. Unfortunately, her palace experience hurts her in some quarters, and
her bluntness hurts her in others. She has her faction, but is expected to lose.”

"Were you anticipating violence?" Qui-Gon asked. "We ran into some supporters on the stret.
Tempersarerunning high."

"Y es, there have been clashes," the Queen admitted. "But | believe the people want a peaceful
trangtion. Aslong asthey fed the elections are honest, they won't revolt, | hope.”

Queen Vedasat slently for amoment. Qui-Gon wondered if she was fading. Then he realized that she
was gathering hersdlf to say something. He knew that what she would tell them next was the redl reason
she had summoned them here. He glanced at Obi-Wan to make sure the boy would wait for the Queen
to speak. Obi-Wan nodded.

"Thereisawild card,” the Queen said at last. "Another factor that isimportant for you to understand.
Han."

"Han?' Qui-Gon had not heard this name before.
"Thereisafaction of Gaacians known asthe hill people," Queen Vedaexplained. She smoothed the

tiled mosaic of thetablein front of her and apiece of blue azurite came off in her hand. Sheralled it in her
pam, her ringsflashing in the sunlight that poured through the window behind her. "Elanisther leader.



The hill people are exiles who opposed the monarchy and gathered in the rough mountain terrain outside
the capitd city to live outsde itslaws. They recognize no king or queen. They are rumored to be
ferocious, unfriendly. They never stay in one place for long. They raisetheir own food and have their own
heders. They arerarely seen by outsiders. Y et they are grestly feared and hated. Elan herself isalegend,
amost aghost. | have not managed to find one person who has actudly seen her.”

"Will they votein the dection?' Qui-Gon asked.

Queen Veda shook her head. "No. They have refused. They were courted by both Deca Brun and
Wila Prammi, but Elan refused to meet with them. She will not recognize the new governor, just as she
never recognized King Canaormysdf "

"If thisistrue, why do you call Elan afactor in the eection?' Qui-Gon asked.

"Ah," the Queen said. "Thelast piece dipsinto place." She did the piece of azurite back in the mosaic
design. "Now the picture is complete.”

Obi-Wan shot Qui-Gon an impatient look. Queen Veda stared down at the mosaic, lost in thought. She
had gone back to the past, Qui-Gon redlized.

L ong moments passed before sheraised her head again. "'l admire your patience, Qui-Gon Jnn," she
sad quietly. "l wish | had that gift."

"Itisnot agift, but alesson to be rdearned daily,” Qui-Gon responded with asmile.

She amiled back a him, nodding dightly. "Y es, | am learning that. Which brings me to my story. When
my hushand, King Cana, was young, hefell in love. Our marriage had been arranged, you see. | livedin
another city. We had never met. King Cana broke his vow to me and secretly married another woman.
Shewas one of the hill people. Naturaly, the Council of Ministers was outraged. They had already
arranged our marriage. And the fact that King Canahad married a hill person was unacceptable. The
Minigters influence was great. They forced him to relinquish the woman. When hetold hiswifethat he
had decided to obey them, she left the city and returned to her people. He did not know it, but she was
with child.”

The Queen smoothed the mosaic with ahand that shook dightly. "King Canalater discovered this. Still
he did not search for her. | knew nothing of thisat thetime. | arrived for my wedding and was married. If
there was a shadow on my husband's heart, | never understood why it was there. Unitil the last year of his
life Hetold methe story. It was his greatest regret, he said. He had never recovered from the loss of his
truelove, or his cowardicein not seeking out hischild.”

"He may have acted wrongly,” Qui-Gon said. "It isgood that he recognized that before his own end.
But | must ask you: What isits relevance to today, Queen Veda?' He asked the question, aready
knowing the answer.

"Elanishisdaughter,” Queen Vedaanswered quietly. "The past livesin the present aways."

"And why have you told usthis?' Qui-Gon asked.

"Because now |, too, am dying," the Queen answered. "Elanismy last secret. | want to do justice

before | die, justice to Elan. She should know her birthright. Sheisthe true heir to the throne, not Bu.
She must have the Mark of the Crown on her," the Queen finished softly. Her gaze became unfocused



again, asthough she were back in the past.
"The Mark of the Crown?" Qui-Gon prompted.

"The mark of succession," Queen Vedaexplained. "It'snot an actual mark on the body. Only the
Coundcil of Minigters can identify it."

"Prince Bgu doesn't have it?' Qui-Gon asked.

"If what my husband said istrue, he will not," the Queen replied. "It isnot in the Council's best interests
to test him. Asyou may imagine, most are not happy about the elections. Whoever becomes governor
will have the right to open the Council to eectionsaswell.”

Qui-Gon nodded. The Council would naturaly back Bgu in order to retaintheir own power. "What
would you like usto do?' he asked.

"I cannot contact Elan,” the Queen said. " Obvioudy, she wouldn't meet with me. But if you could send a
message to her and request amesting .. .mog do not refuse a Jedi request, you must admit. The hill
people often jam communication to the outside. | could send someone with your message. Travel inthe
hill country is difficult and dangerous." The Queen looked down &t her clasped hands. "And theré's
something ese | haven't told you. The Council didn't want you to come. | had to negotiate with them.
Under the terms of our agreement, you are forbidden to leave the city of Galu ."

"That makes things more complicated,” Qui-Gon observed neutrally.
"Yes, but not impossible," Queen Vedasaid eagerly. "Perhaps you can -"

Suddenly, the ornate metal door to the chamber was thrown open with such force that it hit the wall
with aloud clang. Prince Bgu strode in, with atal, bald manin asilver robe at hisside.

The Prince pointed afinger at Obi-Wan and Qui-Gon.

"Youmust leave Galaat once!" he cried.

The Queen roseto her feet. "Bgu, explain yoursdlf,” she ordered, her voice shimmering with anger.

Bgu dowly circled around the Jedi, his gaze contemptuous. He was a solidly built young man the same
gpproximate height and weight as Obi-Wan, but with shoulder-length hair that was so paeit was amost
white. His eyes were the same ice-blue as his mother's.

In his short encounter with the Prince, Obi-Wan had been granted afull picture of the boy's arrogance.
He kept his own gaze steady but neutrad. Qui-Gon was right. They should not antagonize the Prince any
further.

"They cdl themsalves Jedi, but they are nothing but troublemakers,”" Prince Bgu spat out. "Have you
heard about their doings on Phindar? They meddled and sowed discord. Asaresult, there was a great
battle. Many were killed. Do you want that to happen on Gala, Mother?"

"They broke the back of acrime organization that had taken over the planet,” Queen Vedareplied
camly. "The Phindians are free. And they aso brought us bactato help with our own shortage.”



The Prince flushed. " Some gift," he said contemptuoudy. "It was | who went to Phindar to negotiate the
release of the bacta. Thanksto the Jedi, the bacta was off-loaded from my ship by the Phindian rebels!
No doubt the Jedi ordered them to do so. And now they bring my bactahere asagift? Itisajoke!”

Ohi-Wan dtiffened. Why didn't Qui-Gon speak? The Prince was giving his own version of what
happened on Phindar. It wasfilled with lies. Prince Bgju knew that the Jedi had no proof that the Prince
meant harm to Gala. Obi-Wan took note of his cleverness. But why wouldn't Qui-Gon speak the truth to
Queen Veda?

Thefrall, bald man by Bgu's sde turned to the Jedi. " Do you have anything to say to this?'

"ThisisLonnag Giba," Queen Vedasaid, turning to the Jedi. "He isthe Head of the Council of
Minigters, and gracioudy agreed to your vist."

"That was before | heard Prince Bgu's charges,” Gibasaid sternly. "'l ask you again, Jedi. What do you
haveto ssy?'

"We differ with the Prince about what happened on Phindar," Qui-Gon replied. His voice betrayed no
irritation or anger at the Prince's charges. "But it would be pointlessto argue. We wereinvited here. Why
should we defend ourselves? If you wish usto leave your world, we shall.”

"No!" Queen Vedaexclamed.

"Yes, Mother," Prince Bgu said, flicking his cape behind him as he turned to face her. "L et them go.
They are nothing but meddlers masguerading as guardians, weaklings masquerading as Knights."

Queen Vedasighed. "Enough, Bgu," shesaid. "Y ou have made your point. But Qui-Gon Jnnisright.
The Jedi wereinvited here as guardians of the peace. We want the eections to go smoothly, don't we?"

"We don't want them at dl,” the Prince replied sullenly. "1 am the true king of Gala. Father meant it to be
s0, and well you know it. If | ruled Gaa, | would send these troublemakers on the firgt transport back to
their so-holyTemple ."

"Yetl anruler now," the Queen said softly. "And | say they shdl stay."
"Of course," the Prince said bitterly. "Y ou deny me the crown. Why not deny me everything else?*

"Perhaps there is acompromise we can reach,” Gibabroke in smoothly. "The Jedi will remain on Gala
But they cannot |eave the palace unescorted. We should send someone with them. Someone who knows
thecity wel." Heturned to the Jedi. "It isfor your protection aswell. The city isadangerous placeright
now. Thereismuch unrest. Y ou'll need aguide.”

Giba spoke diplomatically, but Obi-Wan didn't believe aword. The old man knew that Jedi didn't need
help to defendthemselves . It wasjust away to get them to accept a spy who would report on their
movements. Obi-Wan waited for Qui-Gon's protest. But again, the Jedi Knight said nothing. How could
he agree to such humiliating terms?

Queen Veda's gaze rested on her son for amoment. She looked tired - very tired. "Asyou wish, Bgu,"
shesaid softly. "It istrue. | cannot deny you everything." She wrapped her hand around a glowing rod
that hung on thewadl|. It changed color to a soft blue. " Jono Dunn will escort the Jedi.”



A moment later, the metal door opened. A boy about Obi-Wan's age stood at attention, dressed in a
navy tunic and pants.

"Jono Dunn, come forward," the Queen said. "These are the Jedi sent to Galato oversee eections.
Qui-Gon Jnn and Obi-Wan Kenobi. Y ou will be their escort during their stay.”

"They are not alowed to leave the pal ace without you,” Prince Bgju said quickly.

"Isthis acceptable, Qui-Gon?' Queen Veda asked. Her eyes pleaded with him to agree.

Qui-Gon nodded. "We thank you for the assistance, Queen Veda," he said quietly.

Obi-Wan couldn't believe it. Not only was Qui-Gon accepting a guard, he was thanking the Queen!

Qui-Gon's sharp blue gaze moved to Giba. "And thank you, Giba. I'm sure our guard will protect uson
the dangerous streets of Galu.”

Qui-Gon put a hand on Jono Dunn's shoulder and positioned the boy between himsdlf and Obi-Wan.
Large and powerful, Qui-Gon towered over the dight boy. Although he was the same age, Obi-Wan's
sze and strength dwarfed the boy's aswell. Qui-Gon had effortlesdy made the point that Gibas offer
was hollow. Jono was no protection for the Jedi. He was only apawn in the game.

The Queen'slipsquirked in asmile. Gibas narrow face flushed red with anger. He pressed histhin lips
together. "Enjoy your stay," he said through clenched teeth.

"I'm sure we shdl," Qui-Gon responded.

Qui-Gon bowed and | eft the chamber. Obi-Wan followed only a second later. When he reached the
hall, Qui-Gon was dready gone.

Legacy.

Theword struck a chord in Qui-Gon. He needed time to consider why it had lodged so deep within
him. He took the exterior stairway to the gardens below. Obi-Wan would no doubt make hisway to
their quarters.

Treeswere burgting with fruit, or were in blossom within the palace walls. Qui-Gon recognized afew -
muja and tango. Masses of white, red, purple, and yellow marked the flower gardens beyond. The
palace was famous for its extensve gardens. Qui-Gon knew that every plant, tree, and flower native to
Gaawas represented here. He strolled in the orchards. The mujatrees werein blossom, and every
sudden breeze sent ashower of pink petals drifting to the grass below.

The Queen had spoken of her legacy. Dying, she considered what she wished to leave behind. Her first
thought was for her son. She even felt abond with a stepchild she had never known. The Gaacianswere
apeople of strong family bonds. Jobs and land were often passed down from parent to child. Marriages
were carefully chosen to strengthen the family.

Qui-Gon had given up family and children for the life of a Jedi. He had chosen fredly. No Jedi was
bound to the life. He could choose to leave it at any time. Y et he knew he would not.



Qui-Gon leaned down to pick up petals from the grass. He let them drift through hisfingers, to be
carried by thewind. Thiswould be hislife, he thought. He would wander the galaxy. Hewould risk his
life on behdf of strangers. What would he leave behind?

Qui-Gon'swandering took him to the kitchen gardens. Signs of planting surrounded him - shovelsand
rakes, careful rows of tiny seedlingstaking root in the dirt. He looked down at the ground, amost
surprised to see his own foot prints there. Wind and rain would soon wash them away.

Elan had chosen to live gpart from society. She followed a set of lawsthat belonged to no government,
no world, only her fellow travelers. She was like him, he redlized. He had never met her, but he knew
her.

"Qui-Gon?'
Heturned at the sound of Obi-Wan's voice. The boy looked hesitant, afraid to disturb him.
"Y ou disappeared,” Obi-Wan said. "I didn't know whereto look."

Qui-Gon could not share his thoughts. Obi-Wanwas young, just starting out on hisjourney asaJedi. He
would not understand thoughts of legacies, of what he would leave behind. Not yet.

"Why did you agree to our not leaving the pal ace without an escort?' The question seemed torn from
Obi-Wan'slips. Obvioudy, the boy thought Qui-Gon should have resisted Gibas suggestion.

"It is better for now that they think they can control us," Qui-Gon answered.

"Do you think the Queen istdling the truth?' Obi-Wan asked. "Does she redlly not want her sontowin
the election? And what does she want with Elan?’

"It could be as she says," Qui-Gon said dowly. "Or it could be that she wants usto lure Elan back here
inorder to kill her. Any Council member who was aive when the King was young knows that Bgju is not
thetrue heir. | would guessthat Giba knows, for example. That iswhy heisafraid of us. Thereisaways
the danger that the secret will be exposed. Of coursg, if the Queen islying about her intentions, she could
be in league with Giba and their disagreement was staged for our benefit. If they can get rid of Elan,
Queen Vedacould cdl off the eections and appoint Bgu King." Qui-Gon paused. "Or she could be lying
about Elan for some other purpose we haven't discovered.”

"Well, what do you believe?" Obi-Wan asked, trying to keep the confusion and impatience out of his
voice.

"| think there are more secrets here," Qui-Gon answered thoughtfully. "Yet | think we should proceed
asthough the Queen istdling thetruth. | am going to the hill country to find Elan.”

"But our mission isto oversee the dection!” Obi-Wan protested. ™Y ou can't do that from the hill
country."

One corner of Qui-Gon's mouth shifted in ahaf smile. ™Y ou are sometimes a bit too fond of therules,
Obi-Wan. Things change. A mission isnot clear-cut. Sometimes the direct road is not the one to take."

"But the safety of Galaisin our hands,” Obi-Wan argued. "We were sent to be guardians of peace, not



to go chasing long-lost daughters.”
"Y ou may disagree with me, Obi-Wan," Qui-Gon said mildly. "That isyour right. But | will go."”

"We're not dlowed to leave the city, or even the paace without an escort,” Obi-Wan reminded him.
"Y ou werethe oneto agreeto it! Gibaand Prince Bgu will be furious. Can't we alow the Queen's
messenger to contact Elan?’

"Elan will not listen to amessage,” Qui-Gon replied. "She will have to be persuaded. She will haveto
seethetruth in my eyes, or shewill not come."

"Youtak asif you know her!" Obi-Wan exclaimed.
"l do," Qui-Gon said quietly.

Hewalked closer to Obi-Wan and rested his hand gently on his shoulder for amoment. "Don't worry,
Padawan. Y ou can handle the mission here until | return. Be dert for paaceintrigue.” Qui-Gon's keen
gaze swept the palace. "Trust no one here. Thereisadisturbance in the Force. | don't know where
exadtly it lies”

Obi-Wan looked at him, frustrated. "But what will | tell them when they ask where you are?’

Instead of answering, Qui-Gon strode through the half-planted gardens back to the trees. Ashe
walked, he reached up and swiped a piece of ripe fruit from a branch overhead. Without turning, he
tossed it over his shoulder. He didn't have to turn. He knew his Padawan would catch it.

"Itsample” he cdled behind him. "Tdl them I'm il here”

"Respect isthe cornerstone of the Master-Padawan bond," Obi-Wan said through his teeth. His voice
bounced off the wals of hisroom, sounding hollow to hisears. Still, he needed the reminder. Every day,
aonein the palace, he questioned Qui-Gon's decision.

The morning sun burnished the wood of the vast bed he dept in. A tapestry hung on the opposite wall,
findy worked with metallic threads of gold, slver, and green. Woven blanketsin rich, jewd-like colors
kept out the night chill. It was the finest room held ever dept in. But staying in the paace for the past two
dayswas no trest.

Qui-Gon had given him an impossible task. Each morning before dawn, Obi-Wan ran through the
connecting door to Qui-Gon's quarters and disarranged the blankets on Qui-Gon's bed. He lay on his
pillow to leave an indentation. Each morning Jono Dunn knocked on the door, bringing teaand fruit.
Obi-Wan had told Jono that Qui-Gon meditated in the gardens early. He would wait for Jono to leave,
then drink Qui-Gon'steaand eat hisfruit aswell as hisown. That part was not hard. Obi-Wanwas

dwayshungry.

Asfor Prince Bgu and Giba, Obi-Wan had to constantly invent excuses for Qui-Gon's absence. The
Jedi was resting, or meditating, or touring the gardens. He would be along any minute, if they'd careto
wait... they never did. He would take his evening med in hisroom. He had dready retired for the night....

Perhaps they were suspicious. Obi-Wan couldn't tell. He had afedling they were relieved that Qui-Gon



wasn't more involved in the eections. Obi-Wan told Jono that Qui-Gon left much of the monitoring to
him.

A soft knock came at Obi-Wan's door. A moment later, Jono opened it.

"| left atray for Qui-Gon, as usual,” Jono said. He placed Obi-Wan'stray on the small table by the
window. Usudly, he bowed and left quickly, but today, he lingered.

"l did not see him in the gardens,” he said. "It'smy job to pick the flowers for the Queenmorning and
night. Yet | never seethe Jedi."

Obi-Wan reached for a piece of blumfruit.

"The gardens are so large. He most likely avoided you. He doesn't like to be interrupted during his
morning meditation.”

Jono stood quietly. He was a handsome boy, with golden hair and the glowing skin of the Galacians.
Although he had accompanied Obi-Wan on severd tripsto inspect polling placesin Gau, he had not
talked much.

"Youthink | amaspy," he burst out suddenly. ™Y ou think | am working for the Prince.”
"Well, aren't you?' Obi-Wan asked camly.

"l do not report to the Prince," Jono said scornfully. "I serve the Queen. The Dunns have served the
ruler of Galasincethe Tdlah dynasty began.”

"So you come from aline of royd servants?' Obi-Wan asked curioudy. He pushed the plate of food
toward Jono.

Jono ignored it. Heraised his chin proudly. "The Dunns are great |landowners far from Galu. | was
chosen at the age of fiveto cometo the paace. It was agreat honor. All children in the Dunn family line
are watched from an early age. Only the smartest and quickest are chosen.”

Obi-Wan held out a piece of fruit toward Jono. "I, too, was chosen at an early age," hetold the boy. "I
left my family and went to theJediTemple . It was agreat honor. But | missed my family very much, even
though | couldn't redly remember them."

Jono reached out a tentative hand and took the fruit from Obi-Wan. "The beginning was the hardest,”
he said, popping it into his mouth.

"TheJediTempleis calm and beautiful. It ismy home, and yet it isnot ahome, like everyone e se has."

"That'sjust theway | fed!" Jono agreed, sitting on the edge of the bed next to Obi-Wan. "The palace
wastoo grand at first. And | missed the smédll of the sea. But now | fed a home. | know my duty, and |
am proud to do it. Thereis honor in serving my Queen.” He met Obi-Wan's gaze steedlily. "But | do not

.

At that moment, Obi-Wan and Jono became friends. Jono continued to accompany him on hiswalks
through Galu, but instead of slently staying a short pace behind him, Jono waked beside Obi-Wan,
sharing stories of the city and of Deca Brun, his hero.



"The Queenisright to cdl for eections” Jono told him. "Deca Brun will help Gaatoriseagan. Heis
for al the people, not just rich people.”

Jono never asked again about Qui-Gon. Obi-Wan knew Jono suspected that Qui-Gon had |eft the
palace. He appreciated his guide's silence. He did not haveto lie to Jono any longer. Hisfriend asked no
questions.

Jono often spoke of hisfamily. Even though herarely saw them, his connection to them was strong.
Obi-Wan cameto envy Jono's degp commitment. He had left behind a concept of family when he took
up hisdegtiny asaJedi. His alegiance was to the Jedi Code. Was this choice the right one? Suddenly the
Jedi Code seemed so much more abstract than the ties of blood.

Heritage.Legacies. He wished he could speak of what he was feding to Qui-Gon. But his Master
wouldn't understand. He was deeply committed to the Jedi Code. He did not look back and wonder
what he was missng.

And besides, he had abandoned Obi-Wan in order to chase aghost.

Eveningswerelong in Gaa. The sun setearly, and the three moons rose dowly in the navy sky.
Obi-Wan liked to walk in the orchard at that hour, when the pale gleam of moonlight turned the fruit on
the treesto silver. One evening he was surprised to find Queen Veda sitting on the grass, her back
againg the thick, multi-stemmed trunk of amujatree. She wasn't wearing her headdress, and her pale
gold hair spilled down to her waist. She looked like ayoung girl until Obi-Wan drew closer and saw the
wadting of illnesson her face,

"Sit down, young Obi-Wan," she said, gesturing next to her. "I, too, like the orchard at thistime.”

Obi-Wan sat next to her, cross-legged and erect in Jedi fashion. He had not seen the Queen since hed
arrived. She looked shockingly worse.

"I likethe sméll of the grass," Queen Veda murmured, running her handsthrough it. "Before | wassick,
| used toliketo look at it from my window. | looked at everything from awindow. Now | find | must
touch it and smell it and be part of it." She placed abit of grassin Obi-Wan's palm and closed hisfingers
over it. "Hold on to life, Obi-Wan. That ismy only piece of adviceto you."

Obi-Wan saw the marks of tears on the Queen's face. He wished Qui-Gon were here. His Magter's
calm compassion soothed even the most fevered hearts. What would Qui-Gon say? He would start with
something neutra, but sympathetic. He would let the Queen speak, knowing she needed awilling space
to talk.

"Y ou are not feding better,” he said carefully.

"No, | am feding worse," Queen Veda said, resting her head against the trunk. "The painisvery bad at
night. | can't deep. By the middle of the day | fed somewhat better, but at night it beginsagain. That's
why | come out here, before the pain gets bad. | want to remember days| felt well. Daysin the
country..." The Queen sighed.

"In the country?' Obi-Wan prompted.



"The Tdlahs have a country estate west of here," Queen Vedasad. "Just after | had fdlenill | went
there to recuperate. Maybe it wasthe fresh air. Or maybe," she said ruefully, "it was being able to rest.
No Council of Ministers calling me to meetings. No servants to buzz around me. Just the caretaker and
mysdf. But then it seemed the government could not run without me, so they came to me. Within days, |
felt worse than ever. That wasthe worst thing,” she said sadly."To fed that | was getting better, and then

torelgpse.”

"But why don't you return?' Obi-Wan asked.

"The éections consumed my timeat first,” the Queen said. "Now | am too wesk to travel. So my
doctorstell me. And they are the best in Galu. Every day has been the same for me. Hopethat | am
recovering. Then despair. Now hopeisgone. I'm just waiting."

Obi-Wan looked at her. The moons had risen higher, painting her pale face with asilvery cast. He saw
again that she had once been beauttiful.

"Don't look so sad," shetold him. "I've accepted it at last. Now, will you help merise? It'stime for my
tea”

Obi-Wan rose and held out his hand. Her grip was weak. He placed another hand under her elbow and
helped her stand.

"Good night, Queen Veda," he told her as she moved off, her gown awhisper in the grass. "I'm sorry,”
he added softly, knowing she would not hear.

The Queen'swords had moved him. Whether she was lying about wanting Elan to have her birthright,
he didn't know. But he knew the Queen had spoken honestly about her illness and her fears. He could
only imagine how terrible it must beto fed asthough you are dowly losing your grip on life. To suffer, to
fed better, and then to have that hope of life snatched away every evening asthe moonsrose....

Every evening. Obi-Wan sat up straighten The Force was telling him to focus. Wasn't there an odd
rhythm to the Queen'sillness? And hadn't she said she had felt better at her country estate?

Unitil the Council membersarrived ...

The thought made Obi-Wan dizzy.

Was the Queen being poisoned?

Obi-Wan didn't hesitate. If his suspicions were true, there was no time to lose. Quickly, heroseto his
feet and hurried through the gardens. He spied an old man dressed in the silver robes of a council
member gtrolling through the trees, placing an occasiona hand on the silver bark for support. Hismilky
blue eyes were turned upward toward the moon. Obi-Wan doubled back before he was seen. He did
not want to attract any attention. He sped noiselessly through the palace hallways to the Queen's
chambers. He knocked softly on the door.

"It's Obi-Wan," he caled.

Jono opened the door. "The Queen istaking her nightly refreshment,” he said.



"Who bringsit?" Obi-Wan asked. When Jono looked puzzled, he added quickly, "1 was wondering if |
could get some teaand something to est at night.”

"Thekitchen servants bring it up,” Jono answered. "I'll ask them to include you.” He grinned. "I'll make
sure you get the cook's best sweets."

"May | see the Queen?' Obi-Wan asked. "l just need aword or two."

Jono nodded and withdrew to an inner chamber. After amoment, the door opened, and he beckoned
Obi-Wan in. The Queen was reclining on adeegp-couch, atray with ateacup and aplate of fruit and
swests next to her on asmall table. A small bouquet of flowers sood next to it.

"] wanted to make sure you were dl right,” Obi-Wan said, coming closer. "Y ou seemed tired in the
orchard.”

"How kind of you." The Queen gave him asad smile. "I'm abit moretired than usua, I'm afraid. But
don't worry about me, Obi-Wan Kenohi. Y ou have more important mattersto attend to.”

"| think not," he said gently. "Y our well-being is very important to me, Queen Veda." He reached down
and fdlt the teacup. There was only asmall amount left. Y our teais cold. Can | fetch you another?

The Queen's eyesfluttered closed. "I've had enough,” she said weskly. "Y ou can tell Jono to take it
avay."

"Y ou rest now," Obi-Wan said gently. He picked up the tray and moved to the doorway. When he
dipped through, the outer chamber was empty. Good. He did not want to involve Jono in his plans.

Quickly, he carried the tray to hisroom. There, he poured the teainto an empty via from his emergency
medpac. He placed the vid and the rest of the sweetsin adrawstring bag and dipped them into a pocket
of histunic. Then he brought the tray back down to the kitchens.

Tomorrow, he would haveto find a substance andyzer. And he would have to do it without involving
Jono.

"I'm worried about my Queen," Jono told Obi-Wan the next day as they waked down the streets of
Gau. "l watch her grow weaker by the day. Thereis nothing the doctors can do. Nothing | can do.”

"You are closeto her," Obi-Wan observed. He had seen the affectionate way the Queen spoke to
Jono. He certainly got more warmth from the Queen than Obi-Wan did from Qui-Gon. But then, Jono
had served her now for eight years.

Jono bit hislip. He nodded. "It is so hard. Prince Beju doesn't come to see her. HE'sangry at her. And
he saysit upsets him to see her look soill. He needs to focus on the el ection. How can a son be so crudl?
Hethinksonly of hisown fedingd”

They stopped outside a polling area that had been set up in acommunity hall. Obi-Wan had toured
many of the polling areasin Galu. He spoke to those who would direct the votersto the private datapad
terminasto cast their votes. He tested the datapads for accuracy. But he felt asthough hisvisitswere
useless. He was not an expert on voting processes. On hisfirst outing, he had contacted Qui-Gon by



comlink to tell him how usdless he felt. Qui-Gon had no sympethy.

"Y our presenceisenough,” he said shortly. "Just let them see that the processis being monitored from
an outsde source. That will give the peopletrust in the system.”

Ohbi-Wan turned to Jono. "Jono, would you mind waiting outsde? | think it would be better. After dll,
people know you're a palace worker. | haveto look neutral or they won't trust the voting.”

"That'strue," Jono said hesitantly. "But | am supposed to stay at your side...." Hisvoicetrailed off, but
he smiled. "Of course you're right, Obi-Wan. | wouldn't want to jeopardize the eections. I'll wait over
thereintheplaza.”

Obi-Wan thanked him and walked into the community center. He felt guilty deceiving Jono thisway.
But he couldn't involve hisfriend in histask. If the Queen was being poisoned, no one at the palace could
find out that he knew. He had to trap the poisoner. If he needed Jono's help later, he would ask for it.
First, he would need to consult Qui-Gon.

Obi-Wan headed through the community center and out aside door. He quickly walked down an dley
into aside street. Then he doubled back in the opposite direction. On the way to the center, Obi-Wan
had kept his eye out for info-data booths. They were dotted around Galu, and citizens used them to look
up information on services availablein the capital. There was one only afew blocks from the center.

The bright green light on top of the info-data booth glowed, telling him the booth was free. Quickly,
Obi-Wan entered. He typed "substance analyzer" into the datapad. Within seconds, the screen flashed
with several names. Obi-Wan accessed a city map, which pinpointed where each analyzer was located.
One name, Mali Errat, had alab close to Obi-Wan's location. He touched the screen, and aluminous
green path showed him the route.

Obi-Wan hurried through the crowded streets. Jono would soon start to wonder why he was taking so
long. The boy knew the streets of Galu well, and might search for him.

There was no answer to hisknock at the address, and no sign outside. Obi-Wan pushed open the door
cautioudy and foundhimsdf in atiny, cluttered room. One long durasted table ran acrossthe middle of it,
touching thewalls at both ends. The table was covered with equipment: tubes, vids, datapads, circuits,
measuring devices, holofiles. Metal storage boxes crowded the floor, some stacked precarioudy, almost
as high asthe celling. Durasheets covered with data unfurled across the floor. Wasthis alab, or a storage
areafor alunatic?

"Hello?" Obi-Wan asked.

"Who'sthat?' A head popped up from behind a stack of storage boxes. It was a Galacian elder. Wisps
of platinum hair covered hisbad head, and his pae green eyes squinted at Obi-Wan. "What isit? Come
on, then," he said impatiently, snapping hisfingers. "State your business.”

Obi-Wan walked closer and peered around the boxes. The man was sitting on the floor. Data printouts
were littered around him and coiled in hislap. "I'm looking for Mdi Errat-"

"Speak up, boy, don't whisper!"

"Madli Errat," Obi-Wan repeated, louder thistime.



"Don't shout! I'mMdli . Y ou look surprised to find mein my own lab, boy. Well, what do you want?'
"l have something | need andyzed-" Obi-Wan Started.

Madli interrupted him again." Another surprise. Y ou'rein a substance analysis lab. Therefore | would
assume you have something to be analyzed. Obvioudy, | am brighter than | [ook.” The old man chortled.

Obi-Wan looked at the cluttered lab, therolls of data printout that coiled on the floor like snakes.
"Maybe you're too busy-"

"Way too busy, it'strue,"Mali snapped. "So don't waste my time. Show me your item.”

Hedidn't redly have a choice. There was no timeto find amore conventiona scientist. Or amore polite
one. Obi-Wan withdrew the pouch from histunic. He handed it to Mdlt.

Mali took out the vid of teaand the little round sweet cakes. "Y ou want me to analyze your lunch?’
Obi-Wan held out hishand. "I can go elsewhere.”

"Touchy young man,"Mai muttered. "When do you need results?>’

"Right now," Obi-Wan said.

"It will cost you,"Madi warned.

"I have credits" Obi-Wan said, showing him.

Madli took severd credits from hishand. "That will do.Now." He stood. He was a small man, but il
agile, Obi-Wan noted asMdli leaped over astorage box and pulled a stool up to the durasted table.

Whistling through histeeth,Mdli first took some crumbs from the cakes and inserted them into ascan
orid.

"Cake,” he pronounced after amoment, reading the data. " Sweetener,muja, med,coagulate ..."
"Nothing dse?' Obi-Wan asked.

Madli licked the residue off hisfingers. "It'sdelicious." He popped the rest into his mouth.
Obi-Wan sghed. "Try theliquid.”

Mali poured adrop from the vid into a scan grid. Seconds later, the grid flashed a graph with numbers
and symbols.

"Ah,"Mdi murmured, straightening."Fascinating.”
"What isit?' Obi-Wan asked, leaning forward.
"Teg"Mdi sad.

"And?' Obi-Wan prompted.



"Water"Mali answered.

"And?' Obi-Wan asked.

Mai squinted at him. ™Y oung impatient man, you must tell mewhat | am looking for. There are herbdl
compounds here, some acids, sometannins . But nothing | can tell isout of the ordinary. Unlessyou tell
me what out of the ordinary event you are suspecting.”

"Poison,” Obi-Wan said reluctantly. .

"Wdll, thereyou are! Always better to say what you want at the outset. Otherwise, we waste time. No
poison in the cake. A good thing, eh? | ateit!" Humming,Madi stared at the graph again. He pressed afew
keys on the analyzer. Another graph appeared, then a stream of numbers and symbals.

"Wel?' Obi-Wan asked.

"Interesting,"Madli sad. "Thereis one substance that's not identifiable.”

"Isthat unusual?* Obi-Wan asked.

He shrugged. "Y es, but not too. It'sjust amatter of searching other data fields for chemical compounds
with the same structure. But that takestime.”

"l don't havetime," Obi-Wan said grimly.

Mali looked at thevid. Helet out awhistle through histeeth. "Ah. | see your point. | fill have to search,
impatient young man. But for another credit, | will search fast."

Obi-Wan handed him the credit. He started for the door, then turned. "Can't you tel meif it could be
poison?' he asked."Just your educated guess.”

"It'spossible"Mali admitted. "I cantell you this, young man. Whatever it is, it doesn't belongin tea.”
Before finding Jono, Obi-Wan found a secluded back aley to use his comlink to contact Qui-Gon. He
didn't want to risk using the comlink in public. And he felt safer contacting Qui-Gon outside of the palace

walls. Hewaited for long minutes. But Qui-Gon did not respond. He was out of reach.

Obi-Wanwas on hisown.

He trudged back to the community center. Jono was sitting on top of thewall that circled the plaza. His
eyeswere closed, hisfacetilted to catch the warming rays of the sun. The sun shinesfor such ashort time
during the Galacian day that Gal acians take any opportunity to sunbathe.

"Sorry to take so long," Obi-Wan told Jono. "There were afew problems.Nothing mgor.”

Jono jumped down from his perch. "I knew you would return. It'sdl right. | am used to waiting. | have
waited for afriend for along time, Obi-Wan."



The Queen had not exaggerated the difficult journey to find the hill people. At firdt, the roads had been
clearly marked. Qui-Gon had found aride in a peeder to the outskirts of the city. A kind farmer had
taken him far on aturbo cart, ayoung teenager on his speeder bike. But as the roads grew worse and the
landscape more desolate, there were no more rides to be had.

The hillsrose before him on the third day. They were rugged and steep, climbing through dense forests.
Occasionally he would cometo aclearing and be met with the eerie sight of agroup of large sanding
stones. The harsh beauty of the land grew as he traveled higher. The short days ended in sunsets that
turned the sky to blazing colors. Then the three moons rose, casting asilvery glow over the pate rocks
and twisted trees.

His comlink no longer worked. Qui-Gon hoped that Obi-Wan would not get into trouble back at the
palace. He was anxious to find Elan, anxiousto get back to Galu. He reached the summit of thefirst
range of hills. Snow dotted the peaks. The only way through was a series of narrow passes. Qui-Gon felt
exposed and vulnerable as he hiked through the narrow gorge. As he traveled, the sky darkened. The
temperature dropped, and he unpacked histherma cape from his survival pack. He could smell snow in
theair. A sorm was heading thisway. He would have to find shelter soon.

Perhapsit was because his eyes were constantly moving, searching for shelter. Perhapsit was because
the eerie silence pressed on him, the dark sky like alowering curtain. Because Qui-Gon might not have
caught the flicker of movement to hisleft if every sense hadn't been on dert. It could have been no more
than a shadow flickering on arock, or the stir of aleaf. But the movement had caught his eye and
prepared him just afew quick seconds before the attack came.

The bandits zoomed down on landspeeders with mounted ion cannons on front and rear. Qui-Gon
tossed his surviva pack on the ground. He activated his lightsaber just in time to meet the first speeder.
He dodged at the last possible second, sending the speeder careening into atree. He was already turning
to hisleft to dash at the driver of the second speeder. His blow connected, and the speeder lurched to
theleft, the driver hanging on asit barely missed the canyon wall. Herighted it at the last second and
zoomed back up to come around from the right.

Qui-Gon dovefor cover. He could use the fact that he was in such anarrow space. They would haveto
come at him one at atime. While the speeders maneuvered to come at him again, he found a boulder
closeto agrouping of massive standing stones. The canyon wasto his back, the stonesto hisleft. The
bandits could only approach from the right.

There were ten speeders... no, twelve - two more buzzed down from the sky. One came a him, ion
cannons blasting. Chips of stoneflew at him as he ducked and rolled, and stood again as the speeder
zoomed past him. Qui-Gon used the momentum of hisroll to dash at the driver from behind. Hefdll off
the speeder, which zoomed out of control and crashed. The driver lay on the ground, unableto rise.

The second speeder was down, and the next one wasright on its hedls, cannonsfiring. Thisdriver was
more skilled than the others. He zigzagged from side to side, the cannon fire missing Qui-Gon by
centimeters as he took cover from standing stone to standing stone. He reached out for the Force. He
needed it. Hefdt it pulse around him, grow stronger. Hedrew it in.

He moved quickly, surprising the driver. Heflattened himsdf on the ground as the driver overshot him,
cannons shooting at the canyon wall now. He counted off seconds as the driver made a sharp turn to
come back at him again. Qui-Gon left the cover of the stones and stood, lightsaber held high. Thistime,
he aimed at the speeder's control pand. He struck ahard blow that hefelt dl the way up to his shoulder.
The pain shot up hisarm. The blow had cost him, but it disabled the speeder. The engine began to



smoke, and the speeder tilted wildly. It hit the speeder bearing down on Qui-Gon. They both crashed to
the canyon floor.

Then Qui-Gon saw the speeder off to hisleft. The driver was either reckless or skilled - it remained to
be seen. He was coming fast, Sraight at the standing stones. The gap between them was smal, barely
enough for aspeeder to fit through. They were spaced at irregular intervals, making it dmost impossible
to navigate between them.

Almost is the key word , Qui-Gon redlized toolate.

The daring driver made ahard | &ft, turning the speeder sideways. It zoomed through the small opening.
He reversed, hovered in midair,then made a sharp turn to the right. He zoomed through the next opening,
bardly clearing it. Now he had a split second to make a clear shot at Qui-Gon.

The Force helped Qui-Gon move, sending him leaping up on top of the boulder he had first used for
cover. Another speeder was aready bearing down on him. The driver was surprised by the sudden
move, and made a hard turn to avoid Qui-Gon, even as his cannon boomed. At the same time, the driver
midway through the standing stonesfired his cannons. The two blasts collided in midair, sending an
explosive charge that ricocheted off the boulder. The impact turned the boulder into abomb, shattering it
into large pieces of shrapnd that seemed to fly at Qui-Gon in dow motion.

Qui-Gon was hit in the chest. Badly. Theimpact knocked him backward, hislightsaber leaving hisgrip
and flying meters away from him. Helay on his back, stunned. He could hear the engines of the speeders
roaring as the two vehicles maneuvered to take their next shot. Hismind whirled from hisfall. He groped
for hislightsaber. He knew one thing: He was caught between the two blasting cannons, out in the open.
He called on the Force and summoned his lightsaber to his hand.

The higher whine of anew engine cameto hisears. As hislightsaber flew to his grip, Qui-Gon saw
another vehicle zoom into the tight spaces among the standing stones. He recognized it as aswvoop, a
speeder bike with a powerful engine. The controls were located on the handlebars and on the saddle.
Only the most daring riders could master such avehicle. Just adight touch could send it careening out of
control.

He'd thought the first bandit was daring. The swoop driver bordered on reckless. But Qui-Gon read
confidence and control in the way the vehicle moved, so fast it was dmost ablur, banking right and | eft,
hovering in midair and then reversing, zooming high and low to maneuver undernesth the larger speeder.

Qui-Gon pushed himsdlf to hisfeet. The pain hit him, red and searing, and he redized held been hit by a
chunk of boulder in the leg aswell. He called on the Force to help his body to respond, hismind to clear.
The speeder was bearing down on him again. He leaped to avoid cannon fire and somersaulted over the
low-flying speeder, striking down as he did so at the control pand. He heard the engine sputter and die,
and the speeder crashed.

Qui-Gon hit the ground and dodged blaster fire from a pilot hurrying to help his comradein the standing
stones. But this driver was not so adept. He attempted to turn into the small gap and missed, hitting the
stone and sending his craft wobbling as he struggled to right it.

Qui-Gon got agood look at the driver of the swoop. He wore ablack cloth headdress that wrapped
around hisface. Only hiseyeswere visible. His gloved hands gripped the handlebars of the swoop as he
expertly twisted and turned through the stones, running the speeder down relentlesdy. Y et Qui-Gon
could tell that the swoop driver was careful to alow the speeder enough maneuverability so that it



wouldn't crash amid the stones.

Qui-Gon wondered what would happen to him once the swoop driver took care of the bandit on the
speeder. The driver was surely a bandit, too. Qui-Gon would probably have his hands full again.

The remaining speeders hovered, reluctant to help their comrade in the maze of standing stones,
digtracted from Qui-Gon for the moment. Qui-Gon stood, his lightsaber activated and at hisside. Hewas

ready.

At last the speeder made it through the standing stones, the swoop now so close that it was dmost
touching the speeder'stailpipe. Suddenly, the swoop turned and flanked the speeder, driving it toward
Qui-Gon. Qui-Gon was surprised by the maneuver but not unprepared. He legped aside asion cannons
began to fire. He could fed that hisleg wound made him clumsy. He sumbled dightly,then twisted to

keep the speeder in view.

Thedriver of the swoop kept one hand on the controls and picked up abowcaster with the other.
Effortlesdy keeping the swoop on track flanking the speeder, he aimed and shot at the driver. The laser
hit the driver in the wrist. Qui-Gon saw his mouth open in ahowl that turned into asnarl.

The digtraction was dl he needed. Qui-Gon summoned the Force. He needed one last burst. The Force
propeled him in aflying legp to the top of one of the standing stones. He ddlivered a stunning blow to the
surprised speeder driver as he zoomed past. The speeder crashed into the canyon floor.

Qui-Gon legped down from the exposed position. He heard the high whine of other swoops. He looked
up and saw them like black insects againgt the gray sky, heading straight for him. There were at least
twenty, and more were heading down the pass from the opposite direction. He would not be able to fight
S0 many. Qui-Gon watched as the speeder bandits took off. Some of the swoops gave chase. Had he
landed in the middle of abandit war?

The lead siwoop flew toward him. Its repul sorlift engines kept it airborne afew inches off the ground as
the driver legped off, his bow-caster pointed straight at Qui-Gon. There was no use fighting. Qui-Gon
deactivated hislightsaber and waited.

"Who areyou?' The voice was gruff. Qui-Gon was surprised a how young the bandit sounded.

"Qui-Gon Jinn. | am a Jedi Knight sent to contact someone.”

The bowcaster was now pointed at his heart."Who?" the bandit demanded.

Qui-Gon decided that it would do no harm to let the bandits know his mission. Perhaps they could be
bargained with. "The leader of the hill people,” he said."Han."

Sowly, the bandit unraveled the black headdress. A shower of silvery hair spilled over dender
shoulders. A young woman stood before him. Her eyes were dark, the color of an evening sky, unusua
for aGaacian. Her impatient gaze flicked over him, taking in everything about him and making it clear she
was not impressed a bit.

"Well, at least you did something right,”" she said. Y ou've found me."

Elan tossed the headdress and bowcaster into the side compartment of her swoop. She dusted off her
hands on her trousers. "The standing stones are sacred to the hill people,” shetold Qui-Gon. "Y ou almost



destroyed them.”
"l did not meanto."
"Y ou chosethefield of battle," Elan said crisply.
"I needed cover," Qui-Gon said.

Snowflakes began to twinkle down from the sky. Elan cocked an eyebrow at him. "Ever hear of
boulders?Trees?'

Qui-Gon resi gted the temptation to argue. She was ddliberately putting him on the defensive. Do you
know the attackers?' he asked instead.

She shrugged."Bandits from the city outskirts. They make raids up here occasiondly. There are dways
rumorsin Galu that the hill people hoard gold. The greedy foolsthink it'strue. | wish they'd leave us
aone. We don't bother them." She gazed at him stonily. "Who sent you to find me, and why?*

"Queen Veda sent me," Qui-Gon said.

She waved adismissive hand. "Then go back to Galu. | don't recognize her authority.”

"Don't you want to know what she wants?"

Elan crossed to the swoop and swung aleg over the saddle. " Something about the election, I'm sure.
It's no concern of mine." She pointed back the way Qui-Gon had come. "The way back isthat way.
Don't gay inthehills. You'l besorry if you do."

Hedidn't know if she was threatening him, or warning him against other bandit attacks. Another swoop
flew toward them and stopped, hovering inthe air. A tall young man with bluish skin gave Qui-Gon a
quick glance,then turned to Elan. "Bad storm coming."

"l know, Dana," Elan said, casting aworried eye at the sky. "When they comein, they comein hard.”

Asif toillugtrate her words, the snowfall suddenly began. The flakeswerelike hard crystals, peppering
Qui-Gon's exposed skin. He leaned over to retrieve the surviva pack held dropped when the fight
began. The pain cut him to the quick, and helet out an involuntary hiss.

"He'swounded," Danasaid.

Elan frowned, annoyed. "I can't send you back, | suppose.Wounded, with this storm. Y ou'd never
aurvive. And night fals quickly in the mountains.”

Qui-Gon waited. Hiswounds hurt him. But they would heal. Now it appeared that he was lucky to have
them. Elan’s conscience wouldn't alow her to send him on aone.

"Onenight," shewarned him. "That'sal. Now climb up behind me. And don't fal off. | don't want to
haveto rescue you again.”



The hill people weren't overly friendly, but they were kind. Their encampment was made up of white
domes of various sizes congtructed out of aflexible materid that was bolted to struts. Insgde hissmall
dome, Qui-Gon found every comfort and convenience - thick carpets andquilts aglowing hester, asmall
kitchen and bath, even a datapad for his personal use.

Danatold him that a healer would come to dress his wounds. Qui-Gon did the best he could himsdlf,
but he could not reach the gash held received on his back when hefell. He dipped out of histunic and
waited for the heder to arrive. Even though the ssorm howled outside, the dome felt solid and warm.

There was aknock on the dome door, and he called out for the person to enter. Elan ducked through
the doorway, carrying asmall bag. She shut it quickly behind her to keep out the wind and snow. "Good,
you'reready," shesaid.

"Y ou'rethe healer?' Qui-Gon asked, surprised.

She nodded as she set out vials of ointment and rolls of bandages. When she looked at him, her blunt
gaze was chdlenging. " Surprised? I'm not the hedling type, isthat it?

"No, that's not it," Qui-Gon answered. "1 have just never known a healer who could pilot aswoop like
thet."

A reluctant grin tugged at her mouth. "All right, let's see what we have here.” She inspected hiswounds
and dabbed more ointment on one, then dressed it. "Y ou did agood job."

"Jedi aretrained as heders, too," Qui-Gon said. "I can't reach the one on my back."
"Turn around.”

Qui-Gon fdt the coolness as she dabbed salve on hiswound. The salve soothed the burning. "Thank
you for such comfortable quarters” he said.

"We do not live like barbarians, no matter what the city peoplethink,” Elan answered. She unrolled a
bandage.

"I didn't think you did," Qui-Gon said. "And it has been my experience on many worlds that ignorance
breedsfear. The fearful make up stories about what they fear.”

"Yes" Elan said coally. "The city people areignorant and fearful. | agree. So why would | want to live
among them?'

Qui-Gon tried to curb his exasperation. Talking with Elan waslike trying to catch adrifting snowflake.
Whatever he said, she found away to make his meaning disappear.

"So that iswhy you won't participate in the dections?' Qui-Gon asked. " The support of the hill people
could make adifference to theright candidate.”

"And who isthe right candidate?' Elan asked. She still worked on the bandage on his back, so he
couldn't see her face. He could only fed her cool, expert fingers and occasionaly the brush of her hair
againg his skin. "DecaBrun, who shouts dogans andmurmurs promises? Wila Prammi, who has been a
daveto theroya system and now talks of democracy?That young fool, Prince Bgu? No thank you, Jedi.
| don't trust the elections, | don't trust the Queen, and | don't trust the candidates. | am happy wherel



am." She patted the bandage in place,then rose. "I'm finished."
Qui-Gon turned to face her. "Thank you. Y ou fed no loydty to Gala?'

She replaced the vids and bandagesin her bag with quick motions. "1 fed loyaty to my own people. |
can trust them.”

"What about your world?' Qui-Gon asked, easing back into histunic. "Galais about to undergo a grest
change.A good change. Shouldn't the hill people be part of it?"

Elan picked up her bag. She turned to him impatiently. "Isthat why the Queen sent you?To ask for my
support for her son?"

"No," Qui-Gon said quietly. He watched her face carefully. "She sent meto tell you that Prince Bguiis
not King Candstrue heir.”

"And why should shetell methis?' Elan demanded. "And why should | care?’

"Because you are the heir,” Qui-Gon said. "Y ou are King Canas daughter.”

Elan blinked. He saw the shock on her face, and saw how she was trying to control it.

"What lies are these?' she asked, taking a step backward. "Why did you come here?"

"Liesor truth, perhaps only you can discover,” Qui-Gon said. "1 only say what has been told to me, and
what I've cometo believe. Queen Vedarecently discovered that King Cana had a child before he

married her. That child isyou. The Queen says she wants you to know your birthright.”

"Thisisatrick," Elan said flatly. "A trick to lure me back to the city. She wantsto imprison me, scatter
the hill people-"

"No," Qui-Gon interrupted firmly. "1 believe she only wantsyou to know. That isall.”
Elan whirled around, her pale slver hair flying. She staked toward the door. "1 won't listen to this."

"What about your parents?' Qui-Gon asked, raising hisvoice to be heard above the howling wind.
"Y our mother?"

Elan turned to face him again. "It isnone of your business, Jedi. But I'll tell you so that you will not try to
confuse mewith liesagain. My mother lived in the hillsal her life. She never went to Galu. My father was
agreat heder, renowned by dl the hill people. You arewrong.”

"l am sure that those who raised you are worthy people,” Qui-Gon said. "ButCana's blood may bein
you, Elan.”

She stared a himicily. "Perhaps you actualy beieve the Queen'slies. But Qui-Gon, | tell you that there
isaplan behind her words. It isup to you to find it out.”

"Sheisdying," Qui-Gon said quietly. "Sheisthinking of her legecy. It isagift shegivesto you.”

"l don't believeit, and | don't want it," Elan answered firmly. "Thisismy legacy." She gestured to takein



the dome and dl that was outsideit. "These are my people. We are dl outcasts. Y ou've seen how Galais
ruled by powerful families. The hill people began ahundred years ago when those who were different -
whose eyes were too dark, whose skin was too dark, who had no family - took refuge here. We made
our own society, and freedom is our first rule. My parents gave methis heritage. | am proud of it. | don't
want any crown."

"Y ou make alarge decison in avery short time," Qui-Gon observed.

Her dark eyes studied him. "And what isthisto you, Qui-Gon Jnn?" she asked softly. "Y ou have come
along way, dmost lost your life, just to tel methis. ButGdais not your world. Its people are not your
people. | havetiesto something. Do you? Why should | listen to talk of legacies from someone who has
noties?'

Qui-Gon fel slent. Elan wastrying to wound him. Some of what she said merely echoedhisown
thoughts.

"My comlink was not working earlier,” Qui-Gon sad. “Isthere any way | can contact my apprenticein
Gau?'

"Wejam communicationsin the hillsfor our protection,” Elan answered. "But we will et you contact him
as soon as the storm lessens. Speak to Dana.”

She opened the door. The fiercewind blew back her hair and clothes and sent an icy draft toward
Qui-Gon. Elan didn't flinch.

"Tdl your gpprentice that when the weether clears, you will be on your way," she added. Then she
ducked out into the storm.

The door banged shut behind her. He had come along way for nothing. His mission had failed.

Obi-Wan's comlink was activated when he woke the next day. Qui-Gon had contacted him at last.
Afraidto useit in hisroom - hewas still wary of surveillance - hetook it to acorner of the gardensthat
was planted with wild tropical species. Under cover of the thick leaves of overhanging trees, he opened
the communication line.

"Hello, Obi-Wan." Qui-Gon's voice sounded strained.

Obi-Wan sensed something..."Y ou're wounded, Master," he said in concern.

"I'm hedling now. | ran into some bandits," Qui-Gon explained. "But | found the hill people aswell.”

"And Elan?'

"l found her," Qui-Gon said. "My masked rescuer turned out to be the one | sought. But | haven't had
much success. She thinks the Queen islying to further some plan of her own."”

"That could betrue," Obi-Wan said.

"And you?' Qui-Gon asked. "Have you discovered anything?"



"I think the Queen isbeing poisoned,” Obi-Wan said. Hurriedly, he explained his suspicions and hisvisit
to the substance analysis|ab.

Qui-Gon'sface grew grave. "Thisisvery bad news," he said.
"Who could it be?' Obi-Wan asked.

"Askyoursdf who would benefit from her death,” Qui-Gon said. "If she dies, the dections could be
suspended by her successor."

"Bgul" Obi-Wan cried. "But would he poison his own mother?

"Hemight," Qui-Gon said." Though | don't think so. | think under hisanger thereis genuine affection.”

"I'm not so sure," Obi-Wan muttered. He didn't have avery good opinion of the Prince.

"Or it could be someone who wants the royd line to continue," Qui-Gon continued. "Like Giba. Or it
could be someone whose motive isn't obvious. Y ou must be careful, Padawan. Y ou must have proof.
Maybe when the substance analyzer gives you the poisonous agent, you will be able to figure out the
culprit. Didn't you say that Jono brought the nightly tea?'

"It can't be him," Obi-Wan said. "He only picksit up in the kitchensand ddliversit."

"Y ou sound very sure of your new friend,” Qui-Gon replied neutraly. "But sometimesthe obviousisthe
answer."

"l am sure of him," Obi-Wan said. Annoyance rosein him at Qui-Gon's suggestion. His Master had
chosen to leave Obi-Wan in charge at the palace. Why couldn't Qui-Gon trust hisjudgment?

"In the meantime, you must warn the Queen,” Qui-Gon said. "l see no other way. She must only take
food from those she trusts. Better yet, she should prepareit hersalf.”

"Areyou coming back soon?' Obi-Wan hoped the answer would be yes.
"In afew days. My wounds might prevent mefrom traveling.”
"But you said you were healing!" Obi-Wan protested.

"But they don't know that. Elan won't take well to hearing that her hedling arts are dow. Sheis proud of
her ills"

"Elanisaheder?' Obi-Wan asked. A thought struck him. "But that means she could know about such
things as poisons.”

Qui-Gon'stoneturned stern. "That is quite ajump in logic, Padawan. Are you saying Elan could have
something to do with the Queen'sillness? She never comesto Galu.”

"But we don't know that," Obi-Wan argued. "Y ou said she was in disguise when you met her. What if
she had knowledge of her position as heir?'Y ou asked me who would benefit from the Queen's death.
Isn't Elan that person?'



"Shedidn't know shewasthe her,” Qui-Gon said shortly.

"Or 50 she pretended,” Obi-Wan said stubbornly. If Qui-Gon could accuse Jono, why couldn't the web
of suspicion extend to Elan aswdll?

"Concentrate on the palace," Qui-Gon said. Obi-Wan heard disgpprova in hisvoice. "l will handle
Han."

The communication faded. Obi-Wan dipped the comlink back in his pocket, disgppointed in their
exchange. Sometimesit felt as though he and Qui-Gon would never achieve the mind communion that is
the mark of theideal Master-Apprentice relaionship.

Obvioudy, Qui-Gon had not been able to convince Elan that she was the heir to the crown. Why was
he wasting histime with the hill people?

Obi-Wan followed the path back to the kitchen gardens. As he rounded a corner, he dmost ran into
Jono.

"Obi-Wan! Thereyou are," Jono said. "l left atray for you. Fresh junaberries for you this morning.
Very swest."

Obi-Wan nodded and headed back toward the palace. Jono had been so close. Had he heard
Obi-Wan's communication? Was Jono aspy for Gibaand Beju after al?

Obi-Wan guessed that the Queen was being poisoned with her night tray, but he couldn't be absolutely
sure. He had no way of knowing how long the poisonous agent took to act. He couldn't take any
chances with the Queen'slife.

He hurried to the Queen's chambers. The Queen sat in the outer chamber in her morning robe. Dark
circleswere under her eyes, and her long hair fell lankly down her back. The table was set for her
breskfast - teg, fruit, and aprotein cake. She wasjugt lifting the teato her lips with ashakinghand ...

"No!" Obi-Wan cried. He sprang forward and knocked the cup away. It fell and smashed on the stone
floor.

The Queen dowly turned to stare at it. "That was part of my betrothd gift," she said.
"| think you're being poisoned, Queen Veda," Obi-Wan blurted.
The Queen seemed to move her head with difficulty. Shefixed her eyeson him. "What did you say?'

"l don't know who it is," Obi-Wan said desperately. "1 have no proof - not yet. But if it istrue, you must
not drink or eat anything that is prepared for you.”

"Thisisimpossible," the Queen whispered.

"Impossibleitis" Prince Bgu announced, striding in. Gibafollowed on the Prince's hedls. "The Jedi is
lying!"

"Why would helie, my son?" Queen Veda asked weakly.



"To discredit the palace," Prince Bgju answered. "Or for some other reason we have yet to discover. |
do not trust ether of them, Mother!"

"And whereisthe other?' Giba demanded silkily. "Time and time again | have asked to see him, only to
hear that heisresting, or walking abouit. | do not believeit! This Jedi liesaready, | think. So why should
he not lie about this?"

"Y ou both are ready to accuse me. Strange that you do not give athought to whether what | say is
true," Obi-Wan pointed out. "Even if thereisachancethat it'strue, | would think you would be
concerned. Look at the Queen. She grows weaker every day."

The Prince turned to his mother. His angry look faltered for amoment, and he took a half step toward
her. Then he collected himsealf and turned to Obi-Wan. "My mother'sillnessis not your concern. And
spreading lies about it doesn't help her. 1t only upsets her! Perhaps Qui-Gon Jnnismixed up inthis
poisoning you speak of. Gibaisright. It is strange that we haven't seen him. He agreed to our rules, and
then broke his promise. He is cgpable of anything!"

"Qui-Gon has gone to the mountainsto try to convince Elan to bring the hill peopleto vote," Obi-Wan
sad. It wasahdf truth, but at least it gave an explanation for his disappearance. He could not reved the
Queen's secret.

"What aridiculous story!" Prince Bgju scoffed. "Why would the hill people make a difference? Why
should we care what they think? Obvioudy, you arelying again.”

The Queen pushed hersdf to her feet. The act seemed to cause her greeat effort. "Heisnot lying, Bgu,"
shesad. "l know it. | asked Qui-Gon to contact Elan.For me.”

"Butwhy?' Prince Bgu asked, wheeling around to face his mother.

"Because sheisyour hdf sster,” Queen Vedareplied seadily. "It istime you knew. Y our father had an
early marriage, and achild. He divorced hiswife and abandoned the child. The decision haunted him-"

"l don't believeit!" Prince Bgu shook his head. "Now you are lying. Father would not act so
dishonorably. Family isthe cornerstone of life on Gala How often he said that. He would not disgrace
the Talah name by marrying ahill person. And he would not abandon his child! Y ou know thigl"

"l am sorry to tel you this, Bgu," Queen Vedasaid gently. "It istrue. He regretted it. He wanted to
makeit right."

"Y ou defile Father's memory,” Prince Bgju whispered in horror. "Will you go to any length to shame
me?'

The Queen turned to Giba. "Tell him," she begged. "Y ou were there. Y ou know it istrue.”
Giba shook his head. "I'm sorry, Queen. | will do anything for Y our Highness. Except liefor you."
The Queen staggered backward. Obi-Wan moved forward to support her.

"Now | seeit dl," Prince Bgu raged. "Y ou are in league with the Jedi. Y ou have conspired against me.
Y ou will do whatever it takesto make sure | do not gain the crown.”



"No, Bgu, my son," Queen Vedasaid weakly. "No-"

"l am cdling the guards,” Prince Bgu said firmly. He moved toward the tubes mounted in thewall.
Obi-Wanwas il holding on to the Queen'sarm. He could fed her shaking. She was closeto collapse.
Y et with a sudden burst of strength, she pulled away from Obi-Wan. She had time to give him alook that

told him to run. Then she staggered forward and collgpsed against her son.

Prince Bglu was thrown off balance. He held on to his mother so that she wouldn't fal. Gibatook a step
forward to help him.

Obi-Wan quickly ran out the door.

Obi-Wan fled. He burst through the door to the gardens and saw the flick of asilver robe asthe elder
council member with the milky blue eyes moved off into the trees. Obi-Wan turned in the opposite
direction and snaked through the orchard. He had to |leave the palace grounds, and he could not leave by
the main gate. He was sure now that Gibawas behind the Queen's poisoning. The only question wasif
Prince Bgu knew about it. The Prince had seemed genuinely stricken by his mother's condition.

He heard running footsteps behind him. Obi-Wan quickened his pace. He was aimost to the high stone
wall that surrounded the palace grounds.

"Obi-Wan! Wait, friend!"
It was Jono. Obi-Wan hesitated. Could he trust him? He wanted to trust him. Heliked him.

But had it just been a coincidence that Giba and Begju had burst into the room while he was taking to
the Queen? Had Jono followed him there from the gardens, then run to fetch them? Qui-Gon'swarning

lay heavy on hisheart.

"Pleasel" Jono called. In another moment, he would round the turn of the path. What if he was bringing
the guards? Obi-Wan till had timeto run.

| knew you would return.... | have waited for a friend for a long time, Obi-Wan.

He remembered the look in Jono's eyesthat day, wistful and sincere. Jono had trusted him. Obi-Wan
had to return the favor. Obi-Wan stopped short.

Jono burgt into sight, hisblond hair flying. He dmost dammed into Obi-Wan, but instead tripped and
went flying.

"Ow!" he cried, rubbing hisknee. He pushed his hair out of hiseyesand grinned. "That will teach meto
try to catch a Jedi.”

Ohbi-Wan helped him to hisfeet. "Y ou can run fast."

"That's why you need me," Jono said. "Y ou must let me help you. | was coming to attend the Queen. |
heard what happened. Do you really think the Queen is being poisoned?" he ended on awhisper.

"Yes, | do," Obi-Wan said.



"Bgju has cdlled the guards. It's not safe here, Obi-Wan. They're already searching for you."
"l wasjugt about to leave,” Obi-Wan told him.

"But wherewill you go?" Jono asked, frowning.

"I'll hidein the city," Obi-Wan said. "I'll wait for Qui-Gon to return.”

"They will catch you," Jono said. "There are spies everywhere. | must go with you. And | know where
we should go."

"Where?' Obi-Wan asked.

"To DecaBrun,” Jono said firmly. "Hewill hep us."

Deca Brun's headquarters were in acrowded, bustling area of Galu, in the middle of shopsand tall
resdentia towers. Red banners proclaiming his name flapped from amost every window. Large posters
of aamiling Decawere plastered on walls. Written on the bottom in Deca's bold handwriting was. | AM
YOU! WE ARE ONE!

"It was Decawho showed usthat we are all Galacians," Jono told Obi-Wan as they approached the
building. "Before, family lineage was the most important tie on Gaa. The great familiesof Gala- the
Tdlahs, the Gibas, the Prammis, and others - received the favors of the court. It was Decawho said that
we owed loyalty to each other, to dl Gaacians." The boy's face shone with pride. "He made meredize
that there was aworld outside the palace.” Jono pushed open the door. The office wasfilled with
campaign workers. Some tapped ondatapads, others huddied in groups, talking earnestly.

Onetdll, bony Gaacian caught sight of Jono. He grinned and waved him over."Jono! Cometo
volunteer, have you?"

Jono headed for the man. "Sila, thisis my friend Obi-Wan. We need to see Deca at once.”

Silagmiled. "So dowe al, Jono," he said. "He's hard to track down. He's everywhere. Making
Speeches, meeting new supporters...”

"But thisisimportant,” Jono ingsted.

Slassmilefaded. "I can seethat,” he said. "He could bein his private quarters.” He hesitated. "Come
withme" hesad.

Obi-Wan nodded at Jono to go ahead. He took a seat against awall. Suddenly a young woman stuck
her head in the front door. "Rally onThrush Street ," she called. "Aren't you al coming?We need help.”

The Brun workers sprang to their feet, grabbing banners and laser signs. "Hold down thefort,” one of
them yelled a Obi-Wan. He nodded.

In seconds, the room had cleared out. Someone had |eft a holofile open on the desk near him.
Obi-Wan leaned over it.



A familiar name caught hiseye. OFFWORLD.

A chill ran though Obi-Wan. He and Qui-Gon had tangled with Offworld recently. The corporation was
aruthless organization that endaved beingsfor their vast mining operations. They plundered planets,
depleted their natural resources, and then moved on. And Offworld was headed by Qui-Gon's enemy,
his former apprentice, Xanatos.

Obi-Wan touched the scrolling device. Asfar as he could make out, Offworld had donated alarge sum
to Deca Brun's campaign. The money had been funneled through severa names of other Galacian
companies.

Obi-Wan closed the file and scrolled through the remaining filetitles, but there was no other mention of
Offworld. Then he saw afile marked GALACIAN MINING CORP. He accessed it. It was adetailed
plan for opening up half of tiny Galato mining operations. Thiswould include theGaacianSea, the largest
source of fresh water for the planet - and the home of the few remaining sea people.

Obi-Wan quickly read through the plans, which included importing workers from other worlds, building
spaceports for the huge transports that were part of Offworld operations, and "recruiting” native
Gdaciansfor thework.

The company was afront for Offworld.

Deca Brun must have agreed to the plansin exchange for financia support, Obi-Wan realized. Deca
claimed histreasury was based on smal donations from the average Galacian. It was proof of hiswide
support. But instead, most of his campaign had been funded by Offworld.

Obi-Wan quickly shut down the holofile. He turned and hurried through the door where Jono had
disappeared. He had to find the boy, get out of there, and warn Qui-Gon...

Instead, he ran into four blasters pointed at his chest. Four guards stood in the hallway. Behind them
was another door. Obi-Wan heard the lock click behind him on the door he'd just run through.

"Give me your weapons, spy," one of them said.

"I'm not aspy-" Obi-Wan began. Blaster fire suddenly erupted. Obi-Wan heard it whistle by hisear
and thud into the wall behind him. Bits of stone flew out. One cut his cheek.

"Give me your weapons, spy,” the guard repeated.

Another guard came forward. He took Obi-Wan's lightsaber and comlink.

"Do you know," the guard said conversationdly, "how much food it takes to feed Decas organization?"
Surprised by the question, Obi-Wan shook his head.

"Let me show you," the guard invited. He pushed Obi-Wan forward roughly with his blasters.

They took him to avast kitchen area. Then they opened athick durasted door and shoved himinside. It

was afood storage area. Boxeslined row after row of shelves, and meat hung from hooks on afar wall.
It was cold. Obi-Wan landed on the floor of the huge freezer. He heard the thick door shut, and the bolt



shot home.

As soon as Qui-Gon woke, he knew the storm was over. The wind had died, and an eerie stilinesslay
over the camp. When he cracked open the door of the dome, he saw awhite blanket of snow, and a
clear blue sky. Elan would want him to leave today. Qui-Gon gathered histhings, trying to gather his
thoughts as well. Was there another argument he had yet to try? He refused to give up. He sensed that
Elan's participation in the e ection process was crucid for its success.

He ate asmall breskfast and walked through the snow to Elan's dome. The hill people were dready
gtirring. Children were playing in the snow. A man gathered late season berries from abush. Danawaved
a him from across the clearing, where he was carrying wood for an elder.

Qui-Gon knocked on the door of Elan's dome, and she called out an invitation to enter. She was mixing
salves and potions at awork tablein front of asmall, cheerful fire. Qui-Gon remembered Obi-Wan's
suspicions. He had discounted them immediately. Had he been wrong to do so? Y et something in Elan
fet pureto him, felt real. He could not imagine her capable of condemning someone to adow death by
poisoning. Qui-Gon pulled up achair next to her.

"Don't get too comfortable,” shesaid. "Y ou'releaving thismorning.”

"The snow seems deep,” Qui-Gon observed.

"Well give you aswoop,” she said. She began to rub herbsinto apaste.

"My wounds till trouble me," Qui-Gon said.

"I'm making you some medicine," she answered, unperturbed.” Almost as good as bacta” She looked at
him &t last with afaint smile. "Do you think | will change my mind, Qui-Gon?If so, you don't know me.”

"Ah," hesaid. "But | fed that | do."

The rumble of thunder suddenly rolled through the till air. The dome rattled with the power of it.
"Another storm,” Qui-Gon said.

Shegrinned. "Y oull makeit."

The thunder rumbled again. Qui-Gon sat up straighter. When helooked at Elan, he saw that her smile
had faded.

"That isnot thunder,” Elan said.
"Tanks," Qui-Gon replied.

When they ran from the dome, Dana was racing for them. "We're under attack,” he said breathlesdly.
"It'stheroyd guard! | saw theinsgnia”

The rumble of tanks made the ground shake. Qui-Gon saw them gpproaching acrossawide plain. The
tanks were hampered by the degp snow, but they would make it. The hill people didn't have much time.



"Weve got to divert them from the camp,” Elan cried.

A shadow fell over the snow. Qui-Gon looked up. A massive roya guard transport ship banked over
the camp. It landed in a snow-covered meadow near the moving tanks. Ramps did down around the
trangport. More tanks rolled down.

"Proton tanks," Qui-Gon said. "Thetroops are insde. They won't risk exposureif they don't haveto.”

"The camp will beleveled,” Danasaid.

Elan bit her lip, thinking. "The wind came from the northeast during the storm, right, Dana?"

"Yes, but..."

"Get everyone to the swoops,” Elan ordered crisply. "Have Nuni take al the children and eldersto the
safe shelter. And send Vivato gather my medicines. We... we could need them later. Quickly!™

Dananodded and ran off. Elan turned to Qui-Gon. He admired her coolnessin the face of such odds.
"And you, Qui-Gon," shesaid. "I will need every swoop for battle. | can't |oan you one now. But you
can escape down the back of the mountain that way.” She pointed to anarrow trail that snaked past the

domes.
"I'll take that swoop you promised me," Qui-Gon answered.

"But | can't-"

He activated hislightsaber and held the glowing green light front of her. "I will not leave your people
unprotected,” he said.

The hill people were ready to go - everyone over the age of ten and under the age of eighty sat astride
swoops, Qui-Gon guessed.

Elan swung aleg over her swoop. Qui-Gon did the same.

"Here'sthe plan," shetold the others. "First, we buzz the tanks. Make them angry. Keep out of cannon
range. Remember the zoomball game?’

Everyone nodded. She grinned at them, meeting as many eyes as she could. "Make the tanksthe
godposts. Fly asthough you're up againgt the best zoombdl playersin the galaxy. We're going to try to
drive them away from the camp. Then when they're good and mad, we'll head toM oonstruckPass.

"Moongtruck Pass?' Dana asked. "But-"

Elan grinned.”Exactly.”

Qui-Gon didn't have time to ask what they meant. Elan gunned her engines and took off. Within
seconds shewas just adot in the distance. The othersfollowed.

Qui-Gon had driven speeders of various kinds and al sorts of flying vehicles. Thiswas hisfirst



experience on aswoop. The engine controls, aswell as the steering, were on the handlebars. He gunned
the engine as Elan had, picked up speed, then corrected hisdirection dightly by turning theright
handlebar. Immediately, the swoop flipped and headed for atree.

"Lean away from the turn!" someone ydled to hisleft, and Qui-Gon leaned, holding on for dear life.
Once hefelt the swoop was under control again, he tried a more cautious correction. Thistime hewas
ableto stay with the others, or at least kegp them in sight.

Soon, Qui-Gon had afed for the machine. It was more responsive than he was used to, but it was
agile. Before coming in range of theion cannons, he practiced diving and soaring and sharp turns, hanging
in midair and then turning. Then he picked up speed to join the others, who were amost in range of the
tanks.

Elan turned as he rode up next to her. "About time," she said. Her grin was friendly, asthough they
were out for apleasureride. "Think you can handle that maching?'

"I'll do my best,” Qui-Gon answered, just as cannon fire ripped into atreeto his|eft.

"You'll need to," Elan answered. She turned her handlebars sharply to the right, avoiding another blast
from the cannon.

The swoops spread out in formation, dived, and zoomed upward again. They charged forward to the
tanks, then retreated. Soon, Qui-Gon caught the rhythm. He understood why Elan had likened it to a
game. The tanks were clumsy compared to the smdl, agile swoops. They were ableto fly up high, then
zoom downward into the mouths of the cannons, then turn away before the roya guard had a chanceto
fire

Elan and Danaled one tank on achase, losing it in some undergrowth. Qui-Gon heard atremendous
crash, and acheer went up among the hill people. Thetank had falen nose-first into aravine.

"Moonstruck Passl" Elan caled. She reversed her engines, hovering in midair as another cannon blast
missed her by ahair. Then she zoomed down, heading down the mountain but constantly zigzagging from
right to left, up and down. Qui-Gon followed the dizzying trail.

The tanks found it hard to keep up. Qui-Gon imagined that they had thought the battle would be smple.
They would train their massive guns on the camp, destroy it,then capture the survivors. They did not
expect the hill people to lead them on achase down amountain. If they were smart, they wouldn't follow.
But theroyd forceswererusty. They hadn't fought atactical battlein generations. Most of their job had
been putting down minor insurrectionsin the cities. They were long on strength and short on tactics.

But Qui-Gon knew better than to underestimate those tanks. Once they caught Elan and the hill people,
their firepower would eventua ly win the day. How could bowcasters and afew blasters - and one
lightsaber - hold out against such wesgponry?

Qui-Gon stayed at the rear of the swoops, trying to draw ion cannon fire from the speeding tanks. He
had no ideawhere he was heading. The mountains on either side began to closein. He began to worry.
Soon, the siwoops would be unable to maneuver fredly, and that wastheir only tactica advantage.

Sunlight hit the snow aheed, blinding him. Suddenly, the swoopsin front of him dowed down. Qui-Gon
quickly scaled back, drifting uncomfortably closeto thetank at hisrear. The Force surged around him,
warning him, and he swung to hisleft. Cannon fire missed him by inches. He felt the hot bregth of it sear



his back.

Qui-Gon zoomed forward to catch up to the other swoops. The sun was so bright on the snow that he
could hardly see. He used the Force to guide him. He redlized that the trail he was following narrowed
even further, the canyon ahead curved back in on itsalf from above, forming akind of bowl. They would
surely be trapped there, he thought. Had Elan lost her way? Or did she have aplan in mind? He just
wished he knew what it was.

He caught up to the other swoops,who were now hovering high above the passinto the canyon.
Qui-Gon joined them. When the tanks arrived, the swoops would be cut to pieces.

Jedi are ready to meet death at any moment. But did Elan haveto inviteit?

The tanks roared ahead, picking up speed astheroya guard realized they were about to trap the hill
people. lon cannons boomed now, morein triumph than according to plan. The tanksrolled into the
canyon. Thefirst maneuvered to fire on the hovering svoops...

And it suddenly sank into an enormous drift. Snow and ice caved in over the top. The second tank
crashed through a skin of ice and was swallowed up. It wastoo late for the othersto retreat. One by
one, they crashed through the top of theice-crusted snow and were swallowed up aswell. In just
moments, the tanks had completely disappeared.

Elan zoomed up next to Qui-Gon. The cold wind had turned her cheeks pink. Her navy eyes sparkled.
"1 don't think you'll be needing that lightsaber, Jedi," she said.

Elan had known that with a northeast wind, the canyon would acquire drifts hundreds of meters deep.
The lack of morning sunlight would cause iceto form acrust on the top. She had gambled that the tanks
would roll in, anxiousto capture the hill people.

Her gamble had paid off. The hill people had won the battle without one casudty. They could have lft
theroya guard buried divein the snow. Qui-Gon could not have prevented it. He could not have dug the
tanks out himself. But to his surprise, Elan organized arescue operation. Using snow-borersthat hovered
only inches above the surface, the hill people dug tunnelsinto the snow, deep below to the tank
entrances. They led the surprised and grateful battle soldiersto the surface, where they were flown back
to the camp on swoops.

They were housed in the largest dome and brought blankets. Guards were posted at the dome door,
but none of the soldiers wanted to escape. They were grateful for the warm shelter. Bandages and
ointments were given to those who needed them. The crash into the snow had bruised afew. One soldier
had sprained hiswrist. The tank that had did over into the ravine produced one woman warrior with a
bruised temple. That was the extent of theinjuries.

Qui-Gon tried to raise Obi-Wan on the com-link. He needed to find out what was going on at the
paace. Who had ordered the attack? Prince Bgu? Qui-Gon knew one thing: Desperation had fueled the
attack. That meant the Situation could be volatile back at the capital.

Obi-Wan didn't answer. Qui-Gon pushed hisworry away for the moment. He headed to Elan's dome.

"Now | have aproblem,” Elan grumbled when Qui-Gon entered. She was busy tending to an elder who
had been grazed by abranch as he flew on his swoop. "What am | going to do with al of them?1 can't



st them loose in the mountains. Maybe you could lead them back.”

She dabbed ointment on the elder's forehead, then gently bandaged it. ™Y ou should have gone with the
rest of the elders, Domi," she scolded.

"1'm too young to be an elder,” Domi said.

Elan sighed as she rinsed her hands. "Now we have to feed them dl. We're going to be out of supplies
inaweek."

Still grumbling, Elan headed off. Domi grinned at Qui-Gon.

" She's got a soft heart, our Elan,” Domi said.

"And atough bite," Qui-Gon said.

Domi laughed. "True." He touched his bandage gingerly. " She has hedling hands, like her father.”
"Y ou knew her father?" Qui-Gon asked curioudly.

"Rowi's memory is il cherished by our people,” Domi answered. "He knew every herb in the
mountains. He passed on his potionsto Elan. And her mother Temawas known for her spirit. Shewas
one of the few to leave us. She was restless, wanted to see the world outside. But she returned. Hill
people dwaysreturn.” Domi did off the stoal.

"Where did Temago?' Qui-Gon asked.

"To Gau, wherethey dl go,” Domi answered. "And they al return. Temawas an artisan, and she heard
the palace needed workers. She wanted to see life outside the hills. She never spoke of what she found
there. | never had an inclination to go, mysdlf. I would missthe mountains.”

Smiling, Domi headed out. Qui-Gon frowned. So Elan had lied to him. Her mother had traveled to
Galu, after all. And she had worked at the palace. Elan must be afraid, he redlized. He had shattered her
world, her belief in where she came from. She might push hiswords away. But she would not be able to
forget them.

Elan had been to the kitchen dome, but had aready |eft when he arrived. Food preparation was under
control. Qui-Gon headed to the dome where the prisoners were kept, hoping to find her there. He
nodded at the posted guard and went in. The soldiers had gathered in small groups, talking quietly. Elan
wasn't present. Qui-Gon saw an officer gitting aone by the heating unit. Histunic was stained, and his
hand was bandaged. He stared dully at the glowing bars of the heeting unit.

Qui-Gon sat next to him. "Areyou dl right?" he asked quietly. "Do you need amedic?’

"He said they were barbarians," the officer said numbly. "He said they killed for sport and would attack
the city next. Instead, they rescued us from suffocation and starvation. He said they must be annihilated to
save Gdu. He said they had no mercy. Instead, they gave us blankets."

"Who said this?* Qui-Gon asked. "Prince Bgu?'

"Take ordersfrom that pup?' The officer shook his head. "It is Gibawho gives usthe orders. And he



deceived us."

Qui-Gon had to talk to Obi-Wan. Giba had to be stopped. If he waswilling to destroy the hill peopleto
kill Elan, he was no doubt engineering some sort of takeover of the government. Once again, Obi-Wan
did not answer hiscal. Now Qui-Gon was truly worried. Something was wrong. His Padawan knew the
importance of keegping in touch.

Suddenly, Qui-Gon felt adisturbance in the Force, aripple of distress. It could only be from Obi-Wan.
He must return to Galu immediately.

He searched for Elan, findly locating her as she was leaving the children's dome. He quickly told her
that Giba had been behind the attack.

"What isit to me?' she asked, avoiding his gaze.

"This attack was planned in order to destroy you," Qui-Gon said. "If he had to destroy your people, he
would do it. Doesn't that tell you how desperate heis? Y ou will not be safe until Galaelectsagovernor.
And that governor will no doubt be under his control, so you will not be safe even then. Gibawill go to

any lengthsto get what he wants. We think heis poisoning Queen Veda"

Elan paed. Qui-Gon'sbelief in her surged again. She looked shaken. "I told you, the Queen is nothing
tome" she murmured.

"1 know you lied about your mother,” Qui-Gon said quietly. " She worked at the palace. Can't you admit
the possibility that the Queen istelling the truth? | fear sheisbeing punished because she shared that truth
with me, and with you."

Elan turned her face away. She stared at the trees.

"Gdawill fal without you,” he said. "I must return. Come with me. Take astand.”

Elan's eyeswere stormy as she turned back to face him. "I will not be aprincess,” she warned.

"Nor should you be," Qui-Gon replied. "Elan is enough.”

He couldn't fedl hisfeet. Obi-Wan dipped off his boots and rubbed them to restore circulation. He had
been locked insde the freezer for hours now. He had kept walking continuoudy in order to keep warm.
He had called on the Force and visudized it as heat aswell aslight.

He dipped his boots back on. He reached into the inner pocket of histunic for the river ssone Qui-Gon
had given him on histhirteenth birthday, when he had officidly become his Padawan. The sonefelt warm
and he rubbed it between hispams.

He knew he was growing exhausted. He could not keep walking forever. He closed hiseyes, sending a
Force-amplified message to Qui-Gon. | am in trouble, Master. Come back.

What was Deca Brun planning? Did he redlize that he wasin league with a corrupt corporation that
would plunder his planet? Did he know how evil Xanatostruly was?



Obi-Wan's biggest worry was that Deca would contact Xanatos and tell him he had a Jedi locked in his
freezer. Once Xanatos heard Obi-Wan's name, he would know that Qui-Gon was near. And once
Xanatos knew that, he would try to trap Qui-Gon. He had sworn to destroy him.

Obi-Wan had to escape. He had to warn Qui-Gon that X anatos was involved. He heard faint noises
outside the freezer door. Perhaps someone was coming to release him! Obi-Wan sprang to hisfeet. He
pressed his ear againgt the door, ignoring its coldness.

The voices cameto him dimly. He used the Force to help him screen out the other noises: the constant
hum of the freezer, his own breathing. He focused on what was happening outsde.

"| don't care," someone said.A boy'svoice. "I've got my job, too. I've got aturbo cart full of meat here
to deliver. It'saready paid for. There will be no mealsfor aweek if | don't get it in that freezer. Y ou can
answer to Deca Brun. | won't."

"No onegoesin or out," the guard answered gruffly.

Obi-Wan focused the Force like alaser. Then again, we al need to est.

"Then again, we all need to edt,” the guard said. "Don't move, there! I'll pushitinside.”

Obi-Wan heard the lock fall away. He stepped away from the door. It opened, and a cart began to roll
toward him, completely filling the doorway. Obi-Wan sprang forward. He pushed againgt the cart with all
his strength, again using the Force to help him. The heavy cart shot back, straight into the guard.

The ddivery boy gavethe cart an extrashove asit flew by. It dammed againgt thewadl, pinning the
guard. Helet out acry of anger and pushed againgt the heavy cart. It didn't move.

The delivery boy took off hislong-billed cap. It was Jono.
"Nothing like teeamwork," he told Obi-Wan, grinning.
"Thanksfor the rescue,”" Obi-Wan said gratefully.

They ran down the hall and burst into a deserted office. The faint stresks of arising sun filtered through
the window. Obi-Wan hesitated.

"My lightsaber,” hesaid. "And my comlink -"
"We can't search now," Jono interrupted. "They'll al be here soon.” He tugged at Obi-Wan's elbow.
"Prince Bgu hasjailed the Queen. She'srefused al food. I'm worried, Obi-Wan. | think she'sdying.

Comeon!"

An early-morning hush lay over the city. The gray light wastinged with pink. Galacians were beginning
to tir. Cafes were beginning to open along the main boulevard asthey hurried by.

"I spoke to the other Council members,” Jono told Obi-Wan. "It was arisk | had to take. They want
you to meet with them to discuss what to do about Giba. They've formed an dliance against him.
Imprisoning the Queen was amistake. Giba and Prince Bgu have gonetoo far.”

"First | have to see someone," Obi-Wan told Jono.



Jono shot him an incredulous look. "But there's no time to lose. Today is election day, Obi-Wan!"

"Thisisimportant, Jono," Obi-Wan said firmly. "1 have to stop at the substanceandyzer's . If he's
identified the agent, well have proof that the Queen isbeing poisoned. We need that proof.”

Jono shook his head. "We can't, Obi-Wan. The Council Ministers are waiting. | promised to bring you
thereimmediatdy.”

"If we know whét is poisoning the Queen, there might be an antidote," Obi-Wan argued.
Jono bit hislip. "But-"

"It'sthisway," Obi-Wan said, pointing down a side street. He turned the corner, knowing Jono would
follow.

It was only afew quick minutesto Mali Errat'slab. It was shuttered and dark, but Obi-Wan pounded
on the door.Mali stuck his head out of awindow on the second story. Hisfringe of white hair made a
wispy halo around his head.

"Whoisit?" heroared. "Who comes so early in themorning! "

"ItsmeMadli !" Obi-Wan caled. He stepped out into the street so that the technician could get agood
look at him.

"Impatient young man! Where have you been?'Mdli cried, pounding excitedly on the windowsll. "1 have
your results. I'll be right down." Seconds |later, the door opened.Mdi stood in the doorway in his unisuit.
A datasheet fluttered in hishand. "I am ageniud™ he proclaimed.

"What did you find?" Obi-Wan demanded.

"| searched every record of chemica agentsin the gdaxy,"Madi said. "Every engineered compound,
every secret poison, every chemicd... and do you know why | could not find your agent?”

Obi-Wan shook his head impatiently.

"Because it wasanaturd agent!" Mali roared.

"What asurprise! Who uses them anymore? No one! It isdimilatis. An herb! It growsin the seaplains
of Gaa. A pinch or two isharmless. But the local people know that if it'sdried, and used in certain
concentrations, it mimicsthe effect of awasting illness. Ultimately fatd, of course.”

"If it grows on the seaplains of Gala, it's probably in the paace gardens,” Obi-Wan sad, thinking.

"Come on, Obi-Wan, let'sgo," Jono urged. "We haveto tell the Council.”

"Is there an antidote?' Obi-Wan asked.

Mali hed up avid. "l have made one up. It will cost you-"

Obi-Wan stuffed dl his creditsin the elder's hands. He grabbed the vial. Urging Jono to hurry, he raced



toward the palace.
Jono led Obi-Wan to apart of the palace held never visited, high in the tower overlooking the gardens.
"l need to get to the Queen," Obi-Wan said impatiently.

"They told me | should bring you here," Jono said nervoudy. " The guards are on the lookout for you.
Y ou'd never makeit. They will bring you to the Queen.”

Obi-Wan moved to the small window. He looked down at the leafy top of agreat lindemor tree. Below
it spread the orderly rows of the kitchen gardens.

"Do you know the gardenerswell, Jono?' he asked. "Are there any among them who would plot against
the Queen?’

"] don't know," Jono said.

"They would have to know agreat amount about herbs," Obi-Wan said thoughtfully."Or what about
that council member with the blue-white eyes? He'sdwaysin the gardens.”

"Viso isthe Queen's staunchest supporter,” Jono said.

"A council member would have access to the Queen's chambers,” Obi-Wan said thoughtfully. "But lill,
it would be strange if he brought food." Accesswas the key, he knew. The poison would haveto be
brought to the Queen by someone above suspicion. . ..

The thought shot through him like alaser. The green below him became ablur to hiseyes.Jono. His
friend was the only one who had access to the gardens and to the Queen. Qui-Gon had been right.
Sometimes the obvious was the answer.

Jono had said he missed the sea. The poison had come from the sea plains. He had the daily duty of
picking flowers for the Queen's bouquet. Easy to pick a bit of dimilatis, too. And Jono wasthe oneto
deliver the Queen's nightly tea, as Qui-Gon had pointed out.

Obi-Wan turned. Jono backed up a step.

"What isit, Obi-Wan?' he asked. A look of concern was on hisface, but Obi-Wan sensed his
NerVousness.

"It was you, wasnt it, Jono," Obi-Wan said gently. "Y ou poisoned the Queen.”

" Poison the Queen? | could not do such athing!" Jono cried. ™Y ou know it could have been anybody!"

"But it wasn't,” Obi-Wan said. "It wasyou."

Qui-Gon had often told Obi-Wan that he was often not in touch with the living Force. But now
Obi-Wan could read hisfriend's guilt as clearly as a sensor. He saw desperation and fear in Jono's eyes.

And something else: anger. He said nothing, just kept his eyes on Jono.

Sowly, the mask of innocence dropped from Jono's face. " And why shouldn't it be me?' Jono asked
softly. "Thanksto you Jedi, | was dmost exiled from the paace!”



"But to kill the Queen ..." Obi-Wan started dowly.

"Don't you understand, Obi-Wan?' Jono cried. "Thisisdl | have! The Dunns have been part of the
royd family for generations. It iswhat | wastrained for, bred for. The honor of my family dependson
me." Jono threw out his hands pleadingly.

"The Queen depends on you," Obi-Wan countered. "Y our job isto protect her!™

Suddenly, Jono's face flushed with anger. " She would have turned me out into the streets,” he said.
"Once DecaBrunisdected, hewill hire his people as servants. And where will | go? What will | do?
Should | haveto becomelike everyone se? Yes, | anaservant. But | livein apaace!™ Heflung the last
word out proudly.

"Jono," Obi-Wan said sadly. | trusted you."

The anger left Jono'sface. "Then you made amistake,”" he said softly. "Y ou are my friend. | like you,
Obi-Wan. But | guess| likeliving in apalace more.”

Obi-Wan turned at the sound of footsteps. Giba was coming. He would certainly be imprisoned or
killed.

"I'm sorry, Obi-Wan," Jono said."Truly."

"Save your sorrow,” Obi-Wan said, striding to the window. He legped up onto the ledge and judged
the distance to the ground. It wastoo far to fall. But the Force would guide him. "'l don't need it," he said.
Then, helegped into midair.

The dazzling green of the lindemor leaves rushed up at him. Obi-Wan gathered the Force from theliving
things around him, centered it ingdehimsdf . He flew across the distance and grabbed at alindemor
branch as hefell. Hisfingers closed around it, and he swung forward, using the momentum to grab at the
next branch down. Then to the next, and the next, until it was an easy legp to the ground. He didn't bother
looking up. Gibawas most likely aready summoning the roya guards. He had to make it to the Council
Chamber without being seen.

Obi-Wan dipped inside the kitchen door. He ran past the startled cooks, burst into the pantries, raced
past the dining areas and found the hallway leading to the wing where the Council Minigtry officeswere
located. The halls were deserted. Obi-Wan raced down the stone corridor, wishing he had his
light-saber. He heard the sound of approaching footsteps moving a double time. He ducked into the first
room he saw. He closed the door behind him and pressed himself againgt it. The footsteps hurried past.
Helet out a breath. Safe. For the moment.

He wasin some sort of roya reception room. An ornate, gilded bench stood on a platform at one end.
Rows of chairsfaced it. Glittering tapestries were hung on the walls. Antique wegpons were displayed
behind the bench.

There was another door at the far end of the room. Obi-Wan headed for it. He turned the handle and
began to cautioudy pull it open. Even ashe did so, he fdt it push from the other side. It flew open with
the combined effort, and Prince Bgju tumbled into the room. He found his footing immediately and turned
with flashing eyesto Obi-Wan.



"Hiding like acoward, are you? It's no use. The guards are everywhere. They can be herein an instant.”
Prince Bgju strolled toward the series of tubes that called guards and servants. He reached toward the
red tube.

"You talk of cowards," Obi-Wan said coolly, hiding the desperation he felt. If Prince Bgu touched that
tube, he waslost. And so was the Queen. "And yet you summon the guards.”

Prince Bgu hesitated. "Are you calling me acoward, Jedi?'

Obi-Wan shrugged. "I am only drawing a conclusion. Since I've arrived here, you've spoken of measa
coward. But there has dways been a guard within your cal. What do words mean when they are
contradicted by actions?| have faced you done, but you only face me with others who will do your
fighting for you. Aml the coward?'

Prince Bgju flushed an angry red. His hand dropped. He strode to the case displaying antique weapons.
Helifted the top and drew one out.

"Do you know what thisis, Obi-Wan Kenobi?' he asked, flourishingit.

"Itisasword," Obi-Wan answered. He had never used the weapon, but he had seen drawings of it at
the Temple. It waslike alightsaber, only made of metal.

Prince Beju held the sword up,then dashed downward at atapestry. Therich fabric was rent in two.

"We keep the edges honed,” he said. "1 studied sword fighting as part of my roya training. My father
indgted." Hefeinted a blow at Obi-Wan, who did not move.

"Do you think you could manage one?' Bgu asked. "Or does a Jedi only fight with his own wegpon?
That way he aways hasthe advantage." His teeth gleamed as he smiled tauntingly at Obi-Wan.

"Why don't we find out?" Obi-Wan asked, keeping histone neutral. He had to keep his mind focused
on the battle ahead. He could not |et the Prince's jibes get under his skin.

Beu took another sword from the case and tossed it at Obi-Wan. Before hisfingers had closed around
the hilt Bgju sprang forward with a downward blow. Obi-Wan had time to twist away, but not before the
sharp blade dashed histunic. Hefdt blood run down hisarm.

"Had enough?’ Bgu asked mockingly.

In answer, Obi-Wan lunged forward. The clang of metal rang through the air as Bgu parried hisblow.
Bgju pushed back against him. Obi-Wanwas surprised at how strong the boy was. Hewasin much
better shape than Obi-Wan would have guessed.

Bgju pressed forward, dashing at Obi-Wan, who parried each blow. Hislightsaber training helped, but
he was not used to the shock that traveled up his arm each time their swords tangled. The sword was
heavier than alightsaber, and histiming and footwork were off because of it. Bgu pressed his advantage,
driving forward, his sword glinting asit dashed through the air. For the firgt time, Obi-Wan had his
doubts that he could defeat the Prince at his own game.

Doubt in battle, there cannot be. Always, intimesof trouble, Y odasteachingsrosein hismind.
Belief, there must be.Bdlief, in the Force. Reach for it, you will.



Y es, he had an advantage that Bglu did not. Obi-Wan reached out to the Force. He felt it build within
him. Doubt left him. Bdlief rushed in. He would win because he had to win. The sword suddenly felt
familiar in his hand. Its weight was reassuring, not strange. He leaped up on the roya bench and
swooped down on Beu, the siword held high, then low, stabbing, jabbing, surprisng the Prince with his
moves. Bgu staggered back, his sword held defensively, trying to stave off the fury of Obi-Wan's attack.

Obi-Wan's mind was clear. It was not clouded with hate or bitterness. He needed to stop Begju. He
struck again, trying to loosen Beju's grip on his sword.

But the Princeralied. Anger drove him, and anger backed by skill can be apowerful dly. Bgu
launched an offensive at Obi-Wan. He struck again and again as Obi-Wan repelled the attacks, feding
the power of Bgu's blows move up hisarm. His shoulder began to ache.

Swet rolled down Obi-Wan's face. Bgju logt his footing and staggered. They had been fighting for
some time now. Prince Bgu's face was red with exertion. Obi-Wan could fedl his opponent's exhaustion.
He hoped it would cause Bgju to make amistake.

He launched himsdlf at Bgu again. Obi-Wan drove him toward the corner. Now Beju was &t bay,
unable to evade him. With a downward blow, Obi-Wan didodged the sword from Bgu's grasp. The
Prince dived for it, his hands closing around the hilt as Obi-Wan leaped over achair to prevent him.

A voice behind them cracked the silence. "Enough!”

A hooded figure moved within their vison. He wore the silver robes of a Council Minigter. Obi-Wan
recognized the elder whom held seen mysterioudy gppear and disappear in the gardens. "Y ou will lose,
my Prince. Anyone can seethat.”

"I will not lose!" the Prince howled, just as Obi-Wan's foot came down on hiswrist, preventing him
from grasping hissword. "Besides, Viso," the Prince snarled, " howcan you tdl if | will lose?Y ou're blind!

Y ou can't even see your own hand before you.”

Ohbi-Wan studied the elder more closely. Heredized for the first time that his milky blue eyeswere
sightless. With a swift movement, Obi-Wan reached down and snatched Prince Bgju's sword from the
floor.

"l saw you werelosing sometimeago,” Viso said quietly. "This battleis not the point. Y ou have denied
the truth for too long. When aman doesthis, heloses."

"Stop talking in riddles, old man," Prince Bgu said, rolling over and rising shakily to hisfeet. Y our
stories have dways bored me."

"Queen Veda has notlied to you, my Prince," Viso replied, serenein the face of Bgu'srudeness. "But
your father did. Giba did. The men you worshipped lied to you. The mother who bore you did not.”

"Get out!" the Prince screamed. "1 will have the guardsthrow you injail for your liesl”

"Then you will haveto provethat | lie. Don't you want to see my proof first? Are you brave enough to
faceit?' Viso asked in the same calm tone.

Obi-Wan looked at Bgju. He saw that the Prince could not back down. Viso had maneuvered himinto



acorner as surely as Obi-Wan had in battle.

"Fine, old man," the Prince sneered. " Show me what you cal proof. And then | will have the greet
satisfaction of throwing you in the tower jail.”

Viso bowed. He gestured for them to follow him. He led them out of the chamber, through another
grand meseting room. He led them into asmall antechamber beyond.

The room was completely empty. Thewalls and floor were of pale blue stone. On thefloor an intricate
design of interlocking squares had been traced in silver imbedded in the stone.

"Stand in the small square in the center, please, Prince Bgu,” Viso said.

Prince Bgju looked suddenly nervous. " The square within the square,” he said. "My father spoke of this.
He never explained it. He said ... he said when | was strong enough to face what it meant, | would be

reedy."
"And are you strong enough?' Viso asked.

Prince Bglu positioned himself in the center square. As soon as hisfeet hit the square, the walls began to
glow. Obi-Wan watched in amazement as dender beams of golden light suddenly washed over Prince
Bguinaflurry of shifting patterns. He could not identify where they came from. They seemed to arise
fromtheair.

Then Obi-Wan noted that although the glittering beams cast shadows on the floor and walls, there was
no shadow or mark on Bgju.

"You see" Viso said quietly. "Thereisno Mark of the Crown on you, my Prince. That isfor another.
Y ou are not the harr.”

The Prince stepped off the square. The beams of light disappeared immediately.
Obi-Wan expected the Prince to bluster, to say it meant nothing. He expected himto rail a Viso, call
the elder afool or aliar. But the Prince did none of those things. He dowly sank to hisknees. His head

dropped into his hands. Obi-Wan saw his shoulders shake.

Viso drifted closer to stand at Obi-Wan's shoulder. "Everything he knew has been taken from him," he
murmured quietly. "Y ou must help him, Obi-Wan."

Then Viso glided out, leaving Obi-Wan aone with the wesping Prince.

Help Prince Bgu? Obi-Wan didn't even like him. Just moments ago, Bgu would have cheerfully
stabbed him through the heart. But Viso wasright. Bgju had lost everything he knew, everyone he
worshipped. His father was his hero. Giba had replaced him. He had nothing to believe in anymore.

Obi-Wan crouched a short distance away from Begju. "Y our father acted honorably at the end of hislife,
Prince Bgu," he said quietly. "He reveded his deception. Y our mother forgave him because he regretted
what he had done. Sometimesregret isal we can give to those we wound.”

Belu wrapped hisarms around his knees. He kept his head down.



"My Jedi training tells me that to absorb ablow isto begin to recover fromit,” Obi-Wan continued
softly. "Now you must decide what is best for you to do. Do you want to rule Gala as Prince?’

He didn't expect the Prince to answer. But Beju raised his head. He fixed his reddened eyeson
Obi-Wan. Thetrace of tearswas till on hisface.

"I don't know what | want anymore," he whispered. "I don't know anything."

"You are dill Prince," Obi-Wan pointed out. "Elan does not want to rule. Until the elections, you arethe
Queen'srightful heir. So you have an opportunity. Y ou can act like a Prince - you can rescue your
mother and imprison Giba. If you are voted down by the people, you can leave agovernment that is till
functioning and strong.”

"Gibatold me that the people would vote for mein theend,” Prince Bgu said numbly. "Hetold me that
there was great affection for me. But when | walked through the city | saw the truth in my people's eyes
and | could not faceit. What can | do now? Today is election day."

"Y ou can stop him," Obi-Wan said firmly. "He only wantsto retain his power. HEll do it any way he
can. If the people hear that the dections are not free, civil war could result. Y ou must ensure that the
eectionsgoon.”

Prince Beju frowned. "Gibaistoo smart to depend on me."
"What do you mean?' Obi-Wan asked.
He shrugged. "He would have a backup plan. Perhaps he has already ensured another way towin..."

Ohbi-Wan felt discouraged. Things at the palace kept doubling back on themsdlves. There wasintrigue
piled on intrigue. He wished Qui-Gon were here.

Just then, they heard the sound of shouting in the streets outside the palace. Obi-Wan sprang up and
headed for the Council Chamber. Bju followed on hishedls. They hurried to the window. Hundreds -
maybe thousands - of people were heading down the hill into Galu. Some of them were on swoops. They
herded a battalion of the roya guard, who marched between them. At the head of the group rode a
woman, her silver hair streaming behind her. Next to her rode Qui-Gon. Gaacians were spilling out into
the street to seethe sight.

"Whatever plan Giba has, it'sover," Obi-Wan told Beju. "The hill people are coming to vote."

Qui-Gon found Obi-Wan waiting for him at the palace gates. His heart lifted at the sght of his
Padawan.

"| tried to reach you on the comlink," he told him.

"I was unavoidably detained in afreezer," Obi-Wan said with agrin. "'l see you convinced Elan to come
dterdl."”

Qui-Gon nodded. "When the royal guard attacked, she knew she was needed here. Whereis Giba?"

Obi-Wan led Qui-Gon back into the palace. "Prince Bgu hasissued an arrest order. He can't avoid the
guardsfor long."



"Prince Bgu?' Qui-Gon asked, puzzled. He hadn't expected Bgu to go againgt hisally.

"He redlized that Gibawasn't to be trusted,” Obi-Wan said. He frowned. "I just hopeit isn't too late for
the Queen. | sent amedic with the antidote, but she's very weak."

"Y ou've been busy, Padawan," Qui-Gon told him, giving him anod of approval. He had wondered
about Obi-Wan's ability to handle things at the palace. When he hadn't been able to contact him, hed
been worried that held | eft his young Padawan with a situation beyond his abilities. Obvioudy, Obi-Wan
had met difficulties and obstacles, and had surpassed them.

"Y ou were right about Jono," Obi-Wan said.

Qui-Gon put ahand on his shoulder. "I'm sorry to hear it."

They entered the Queen's reception area. Prince Bgu stood waiting. "'Is Elan with you?' he asked
Qui-Gon.

Qui-Gon shook his head. " She has gone to see WilaPrammi. | can arrange ameeting for you, if you
wigh."

The Prince frowned. "I do not know yet," he said hesitantly. "First, | must set thingsright here. Gibais
being arrested as we speak.”

"l think not!" Gibasaid, striding into the room. He waved a durasheet containing hisarrest order. "This
issigned by Prince Bgu. Itisinvalid. Y ou do not rule Gaa, Prince." Giba gave them achilling smile.
"And you never will. When the Queen dies, another will take her place. Not you."

"I'm not dead yet." The Queen stood in the doorway. She had to brace hersdf against the frame, but
she stayed erect, her chin high. "Guards!" she called in aweak voiceto the two guards flanking her.
"Arres him."

From benesath hisrobes, Giba drew forth Obi-Wan's lightsaber. Qui-Gon started in surprise, but in less
than amoment he activated hisown.

"I do not think it wiseto fight a Jedi with that wegpon,” he said pleasantly to Giba.
"l do not carefor your opinion,” Gibasaid, lunging toward him.

Qui-Gon's lightsaber was ablur of green as he expertly dodged Giba's clumsy blow, turned, and struck
downward on Gibaswrist with a backward mation. The minister was disarmed and down before anyone
could take a breath. Qui-Gon handed Obi-Wan's lightsaber back to him. The guards moved forward to
arest Giba

"Wait," Giba said desperately. "Y ou do not have to recognize the Queen's order. For years, you have
come to mefor orders. Obvioudy, the roya houseisout of control. Did you not see what has happened?
Elan has arrived with an army! Civil war isa hand. Thereis only one hope. We must throw our support
to DecaBrun. It istoo late for dectionsnow. If you let me go, | will bring him here.”



"And why would Deca Brun listen to you, Giba?' Prince Bgu asked.

"Because | am awise and trusted Council Minister, dedicated to my beloved Gala," Giba snapped.
"Where did you get that lightsaber, Giba?' Obi-Wan asked.

"I found it in the paace, of course," Gibareplied. "Y ou were fleeing from the guards and dropped it."

"l don't think so," Obi-Wan said. "A Jedi doesn't leave alightsaber behind. It was taken from me by
DecaBrun's men."

"1 wouldn't know about that!" Giba snarled. "And | do not know what you are accusing me of "

"| am accusing you of being in league with Deca Brun,”" Obi-Wan answered, histone firm. Qui-Gon
looked at him, surprised.Was Obi-Wan bluffing, or did he have proof?

No one had noticed Jono dip into theroom. "It istrue,” he spoke up quietly. "Gibawas afraid that the
Prince would lose the eection. He went to Deca Brun with aded. He would find him money and support
from sources outsde of Gala”

"Offworld," Obi-Wan said. "'l saw the recordsin Decas campaign office.”
Qui-Gon turned to Obi-Wan, surprised again. "Y ou have been busy," he murmured.

"In exchange, Decawould find a place for Gibain his new government,” Jono finished. "Gibawould not
take the chance that he would lose his power."

"Arrest him," the Queen repeated faintly.
The guards dipped e ectro-cuffs on Gibaswrists, and he was led away.
"It'sover," the Queen sad.

Bgu crossed to her. He did an arm around her shoulders, supporting her. "Except for the voting,” he
said. "L et the people decide.”

WilaPrammi was voted Governor of Gaa by an overwheming margin. Prince Bgju dropped out of the
race and threw his support to her. He got out the word about Deca Brun, reveding his aliance with Giba
and Offworld. After talking with Wila, Elan supported her aswell, bringing her the votes of al the hill

people.

The celebration that greeted Wila's eection spilled out into the streets. City people and hill people
joined in cheers and song. Though Galahad been in danger of revolt, they had achieved a peaceful
trangtion of power.

There was nothing |eft for the Jedi to accomplish on Gala. Qui-Gon was aso concerned about the news
that Xanatos had been involved in doings on the planet. Hisformer gpprentice must know by now that
Obi-Wan and Qui-Gon were the Jedi who had been sent as guardians of the peace. His old enemy could
come in search of him. Qui-Gon could not endanger the peace on Gaa. It was better to disappear into



the gdaxy.

Qui-Gon went to the Queen's chambersfor hislast audience. He found the Queen standing at the
window looking out over Galu. She wore adark blue robe of shimmersilk. Shewore no jewds, and her
long hair was braided smply. The Sgns of illness till dimmed her beauty, but Qui-Gon saw new signs of
health in the dight color of her cheeks and the clearness of her eyes.

"I have been granted something unique, Qui-Gon, and something | did not expect,” shesaid. "l will be
diveto see my legacy play out. Bgu will find abetter life" She gave arueful smile. "He doesnt redizeit
quite yet, but | have no doubt of it. Galawill be free and at peace.”

"l spoketo Elan," Qui-Gon said. "Sheisreturning to the mountains, but she's forged abond with Wila. |
don't think shelll isolate hersdf so completely again.”

"I, too, spoketo Elan," the Queen said. " She's aremarkable young woman. She hasn't agreed to take
the name Tdlah, but she's consdering it. Sheld add it to her parents name, of course. Stubborn to the
lest."

"And Jono?" Qui-Gon asked. " Obi-Wanis concerned about him."

"Even though Jono betrayed him," the Queen said. "It isgood for dl of usto forgive. Jono will be
punished - or at least the boy will seeit as punishment. Heisbeing sent back to hisfamily and will learn
farming. Hell belike everyone ese now.”

"And perhaps he will learn something about the uses of freedom,” Qui-Gon observed.

"l hope s0," the Queen agreed quietly. "I hopewe dl do." She studied Qui-Gon for amoment. "Things
have ended well. Y ou've accomplished your mission. Y et you seem sad.”

"l do fed sadness," Qui-Gon admitted. "I've tried to understand why. Sometimes our own hearts can be
suchamydery.”

The Queen nodded. "Just ask Bgju," she said. "My sonisjust beginning to understand himself.”

"l have been thinking of what | will leave behind when | die," Qui-Gon said. "I travel from world to
world. My connection to each is so flegting. What ismy legacy?

The Queen smiled. She extended her armsto take in the city of Galu below them. Outside, Qui-Gon
saw people heading to work, gathering in the squares, talking on street corners. It was a peaceful, busy
scene.

"This" shesad gently.

She said nothing more. But Qui-Gon understood every nuance of her meaning. For thefirst time since
he'd landed on Gala, resolution beat again insgde him, steady and strong. Asa Jedi, heleft behind justice
and honor. It didn't matter if hisfootsteps would disappear, or if yearsfrom now no one on Gala
remembered that two Jedi had helped to ensure a peaceful transition for their planet. They would
remember peace, and that was enough.



And he had Obi-Wan. With every mission, he was more convinced that his Padawan would become
extraordinary, even among the Jedi. What he taught would live on. That waslegacy enough.

And certainly, there were till more legaciesto be found.

Qui-Gon had been with the Queen for some time now. Obi-Wan sat in the Council Chamber with Elan
and Bgju. The two did not speak to each other. Viso had asked both of them to meet himinthe
chamber. Obi-Wan wondered what the Council member was planning.

Viso entered the room. He threw back his hood and looked at them with his milky blue eyes, eyesthat
couldn't see but still knew where to look.

"Thank you for coming,”" hetold them. "I want to show you something.Y ou too, Obi-Wan."

They followed him into the blue-walled antechamber. Viso directed Elan to stand in the middle of the
middle square. As soon as her feet hit the mark, the power source in the walls began to glow. Beams of
light shot out. Elan'sSilver hair picked up the lights, making asilver-blue halo around her intent face. The

golden beams suddenly surrounded her, whirling faster and faster. Then they diffracted into an explosion
of dancing light.

Elan appeared to glow. And then, Obi-Wan saw it. The outline of acrown fell on her heart.

"You see, Elan Tdlah?' Viso asked. "Y ou are Princess Elan.”

Elan looked down at the shadow on her chest. She touched it, then held out a hand and observed the
golden light dancing on her skin. Then she stepped off the square. The beams retracted. Thewalls dulled.
The room became an empty room again.

"Thelast princess," Elan said.

Viso turned to Bgju. "May | escort you back to your chamber, my Prince?"

Bgu swallowed. He shook hishead. "My nameisBgu," he said.

Elan smiled as she held out ahand. "Come, brother. Let uswalk together."

Obi-Wan watched as Elan and Beju left the chamber together, followed by Viso. Elan and Bgu had
both changed their whole notions of what was eft to them by their parents. They had both forged anew
path, taking up alegacy based on their characters, not their positions.

That, Obi-Wan decided, was the true mark of greatness.

He, too, was on a path he had not foreseen. The Jedi Code was as much apart of him as Talah
heritage was to Elan and Bgu. Histieswere no lessimportant. He had found something unexpected on
thismission, Obi-Wan redlized. He had arenewed sense of purpose.

When he turned, he found Qui-Gon standing in the doorway, waiting. He wished he could tell Qui-Gon

about his renewed commitment, about the questions he had struggled with while Qui-Gon was away,
questions about hislegacy and what that meant.



But his Master seemed so stern. Obi-Wan knew that Qui-Gon was aready anxiousto depart. Their
next mission awaited them. Qui-Gon would tell Obi-Wan that he needed to focus on that. Ahead lay new
guestions, new struggles.

Always more questions than answers, there are, Y oda had said.

Qui-Gon interrupted Obi-Wan's thoughts. "It istime to go," he said. Obi-Wan nodded. "I am ready."



