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Al ex Wnger squatted behind a maze of boul ders overl ooking the roadway that |led up to the
m ning center conplex. These jobs didn't make her nervous nornally, but sonething gnawed
at the back of her mind. Sonmething just didn't feel right tonight. The nunber of |nperia
personnel in Ariana had nearly tripled in the last few weeks. And all their energies
seemed to be focused on the nmines of Garos |V. Sonething deep inside her told Al ex that
what ever the Inperials were doing with these ore shipnents was going to have a profound
effect on her life.

"Look, Doro, they're |l oading a second cargo skiff." she said, peering through the
macr obi nocul ars. Last night, they d observed one sled being transported fromthe nines to
the spaceport outside Ariana. Tonight, it |ooked like the Inperials were doubling their

| oad. But these two skiffs would never nake it to the spaceport.

"What in the worlds are they doing with all that ore?" her conpani on wondered. Doro was 28
years old and this was only his second mission in the field. Al ex had been involved with
the underground for two years, but her experiences nmade her feel a |lot ol der than her 18
years.

"I count a dozen scout troopers on speeder bikes," she told Doro. "Plus the two nman crew
on each sled."” Alex pulled her comink off her belt and sent a signal to her conrades who
were waiting in anbush about a kilometer to the north. "C non, let’s nove out," she said.

Suddenly, blaster fire punctuated the stillness of the forest. "What’'s going on," Doro
whi sper ed.

"Team Two, cone in," Alex called into her comink as she headed for the wooded hill side.

"They found us," the voice on the other end of the comink calmy reported over the
static. "AT-STs! And some --"

There was nore blaster fire, then the comink went dead.

“"Cnon, Doro, nove it," Alex yelled to her conpanion as another round of blaster fire rang
out through the woods. They were definitely getting closer

Al ex and Doro turned westward toward the Tahika Ciffs. The terrain here was too rugged
for the AT-STs. Even the Inperial speeder bikes would have a difficult time traversing the
area, especially during the mddle of the night.

Several shots whi pped past Alex’'s head, igniting a nearby tree. Then she noticed she
didn't hear Doro's footsteps behind her. Al ex slowed her pace for a few seconds and | ooked
to see his prone body 10 nmeters back. She coul d hear the speeder bikes noving cl oser

Al ex took a deep breath, turned around, and reached Doro in 10 seconds. He'd been hit in
the shoul der by a blaster and had fallen, cracking his skull on a rock. Alex could find no
pul se. Another shot rang out to Alex's left. She touched Doro’s forehead to wi sh himwell
wher ever death had taken him then headed farther up the hillside.

Al ex coul d hear footsteps comng up behind her and searchlights lit the side of the



mount ai n. She felt confident that she could outwit these scout troopers. She was nuch nore
famliar with the terrain than they.

But at the top of the crest, Alex took a misstep, and tripped over sone fallen branches.
She went careening down the hill. Every rock and every fallen tree branch seened to find a
mark on her body. She cane to a stop, bruised and aching, a bright light shining in her
eyes. She squinted and coul d just make out the uniformof a scout trooper

"Cet up!” he yelled at her. "Slowy, now "

Al ex had no problemfollow ng that order. Ever so slowy she rose, first to her knees, her
hand shi el ding her eyes fromthe bright Iight.

"Over here!" the scout trooper called to his conrade who was hidden fromview by the dense
under brush. His light pointed away from Alex for no nore than a second. That second was
all she needed to grab a fallen linb and send it crashing into the trooper with every bit
of strength that she could nuster. Al ex grabbed the trooper’s blaster as he tunbled to the
ground and she sprinted the three neters to his speeder bike. Another blast shot past

Al ex’ s head and she returned fire as the scout trooper’s conpanion came into view. Two
shots from her blaster and the man had crunpled to the forest floor

Al ex junped on the speeder bike and took off toward the Cliffs. The going was slow, the
dar kness hanpering her vision, but she decided to stick with the speeder bike to put as
much di stance as possi bl e between the pursuing scout troopers and herself. She finally

deserted the bi ke about one kilometer south of the | andspeeder she and Doro had cone in.

It was right where they' d left it, fairly close to the cliffs that overl ooked the npst
gorgeous, yet deadly, view anywhere on the planet. The Tahika Cdiffs -- for over one
hundred kil oneters they stretched the coastline, steep and forbidding. Fromthis point
they dropped vertically alnbst 200 neters. Few had attenpted to clinmb them O those,
fewer than half had survived. Al ex had never attenpted the clinmb, but in her dreans she
saw herself scaling the sides of the diffs. It was a nmpbst unusual dream She was al ways
in the conpany of a man with sandy brown hair and blue eyes. He was there every tinme. He
seened fanmiliar to her, yet she’'d never net anyone like him So she waited for the day he
woul d conme into her life.

It was qui et now except for the call of the crupas that dwelt in the trees. Al ex heard no
speeder bikes, no footsteps on the forest floor. She revved up the | andspeeder and turned
north, headi ng back toward Ari ana.

She avoided the nmain roads and foll owed the paths that hugged the diffs -- no need to
ri sk running into the heightened patrols in the area.

Thought s of Team Two came to her mind -- she wondered if they’'d been killed, or captured.
She wasn’t worried that they' d identify her. No one knew her real name. That’'s how the

underground cells were set up. Mstly nanel ess faces, usually four to six people in each
cell. If one were captured, they d never be able to betray nore than a handful of people.

Normal Iy they worked efficiently. Tonight was the first time in nmonths sonething had gone
wong. Al ex wondered if the Inperials had been tipped off sonehow. O if the increased
activities at the mnes, which meant increased patrols, had just caused their bad |uck
this evening. She'd have to discuss it with her cell |eader in the norning.

For now, she nade her way up to the governor’'s nmansi on and parked the | andspeeder
Fortunately, her stepfather hadn't felt the need to have security guards patrol the
grounds around their honme. So Alex was able to slip in through the back door unnoti ced.
The house was quiet. She tiptoed upstairs past the darkened wi ng where Tork W nger slept.
Saf el y behind the doors of her own room she stared at herself in the mrror, shaking her
head. "What a ness you are, Alex!" she told the reflection. Her face was snmeared with
dirt, her clothes were ripped and filthy fromher tunmble down the nmountain. She'd have to
get rid of themtomorrow. She chuckled to herself, glancing at her chrono. Not tonorrow,
she thought, today, as she cleaned the grime fromher face.

Five mnutes later, Alex fell into her confortable bed, exhausted. Wthin mnutes, she

sl ept but her sleep was restless. A disturbing dreamintruded into her thoughts --
Expl osi ons ripped through a building -- everything was so hazy -- it |ooked like a
barracks. A man | ay wounded in the corridor, stunned by a blast -- a woman bent over him

cradling his head in her arms...



Al ex awoke with a start, as light streaned in through the wi ndow Wo are these people?
Sonet hi ng seemed vaguely fam liar about the man, but she couldn’t really place his face.
And who was that wonan?

She nearly junped out of bed when her servant droid entered the room "Good norning
M stress Al exandra," he chirped cheerily. "Your father would like you to join himfor
breakfast in the solariumin one-half hour."

She groaned as she sat up in bed. "Is it tine to get up al ready?”

"Yes, indeed, Mstress. You don't want to keep the Governor waiting."

Al ex rolled her eyes, and glanced at the chrono. 0700. Time to get up. It was going to be
a busy day.

<IKLK>>>

"Good norning, Father," she greeted Tork Wnger with a kiss on the cheek

"Al exandra, '
| ast ni ght ?"

he said, noticing the dark circles under her eyes. "Didn’'t you get any sleep

Al ex rubbed her eyes, trying to wake up, and took a sip of tea. "Big examtoday, Father.
Chemi stry. | was up until after one studying."

He shook his head. "Six hours’ sleep? That’'s not too bad. But | inagine you dreaned of
formulas all night [ong. That would be enough to keep me froma restful sleep.”

Al ex nodded in agreenent.

They ate breakfast in silence. Typical, Al ex thought, smiling to herself. Her stepfather
al ways wanted to dine with her, but he saved nost of the conversation for the end of the
meal . Wnger reviewed his schedule for the day, and read the norning updates. Al ex could
tell he was disturbed by sonmething -- it had to be a report of the underground’ s
unsuccessful activity. He finally spoke just as Alex took the last bite of her neal.

“"Alexandra, |1'd like you to help ne host dinner this evening."

"Speci al conpany tonight, Father?" she asked. "The Inperial Star Destroyer Judicator is
maki ng orbit this afternoon,” Wnger told her. "You renmenber ny old friend Captain
Brandei, don’t you?"

Alex felt her heart skip several beats. An Inperial Star Destroyer at Garos.

"Yes, of course. He was here about three years ago, wasn’t it right after the Battle of
Endor ?"

W nger grimaced. "Al exandra, please do not bring that subject up tonight." He hadn't said
it to adnoni sh his daughter, but only to remnd her that any nmention of that disaster
shoul d not be discussed in the presence of any Inperial officers.

"Of course not, Father," she said. "Dinner, this evening? Wat tinme?"

"Seven," he said, smiling at her. "Your nother would be so proud of you, Al exandra. You
really shoul d consider a career in the diplomatic corps. You carry yourself so well at
functions like these. And you are such a brilliant young woman!"

"I know, Father! You' ve told ne this a thousand tinmes! But | hate politics!"

W nger chuckl ed, taking one last sip of his tea. "All right, ny dear, | won't try to talk
you into it over breakfast." He got up and turned to | eave the room giving her one | ast
peck on the cheek. "I’'Il see you this evening, Alexandra."

"Yes, sir." He was al nost out the door of the solariumwhen he called back to her. "Oh,
and good luck on that chemstry exam" She smled at him He really had been good to her
all these years. Alexandra did love him but w shed there was some way she coul d convince
himthat the Enpire’s nmethod of controlling the Garosian conflict was not the solution to
the probl em



Tork Wnger didn’t necessarily agree with the Empire’s use of force, but at |least the
random bonbi ngs, assassinations, and outright fighting between towns controlled by the
different factions seenmed to have ended. O course, the popul ace soon found itself with a
conmon eneny -- the Inperials. The nore conservative el enments of both groups united to
formthe underground. This small group of freedomfighters tried to nake |life m serable
for those unfortunate people the Enperor had sent to their world. Little did Tork W nger
know t hat a menber of his own family was a part of that underground organization

Alex tried to stifle a yawm, but this latest lecture at the university on Inperia
mlitary structure had to be the dullest offering of the term Unfortunately, it was
required for all students since the Enpire had established a presence on Garos.

And Al ex, unlike many of her classmates, had the potential, but not the desire, of going
on to the Raithal Acadeny. Being a woman coul d have put a damper on that idea, but

Al exandra W nger was the daughter of an Inperial governor. And she was a brilliant

student. Had the tines been different, she certainly would have been at the Acadeny by now.

But that was the crux of the matter. The Enperor was dead, and the Inperial fleet was in a
state of disorganized confusion. Admirals, governors, and fleet captains all jockeyed for
position trying to bring order out of the chaos. The thing was, there didn't seemto be
much order.

Now t here were even runors that the New Republic was advanci ng deeper and deeper in the
Core Worlds toward Coruscant. Some said that nearly half the galaxy was in their hands.
Garos |V wasn't that far off the beaten track -- a nere four days from Coruscant. Al ex
prayed for he day when the New Republic made its appearance on Garos. It was a day all who
wor ked for the underground | ooked forward to.

The commander’s voice droned steadily on. Alex had to rub her eyes just to stay awake.
Just a few nore mnutes, she thought, glancing at her chrono. Wen she | ooked up, she
caught Lej Carner giving her a sly look. She’d met hima year earlier when his father, a
maj or general in the Inperial army, had been assigned to run the mning center conpl ex.
And she’d had the m sfortune of having himin at |east one class for each of the | ast
three terns.

Agh! She tried to smle. She found Lej disgusting -- one of the nost arrogant nen she had
ever met. But she’d cultivated his friendship to uncover as much as she coul d about the

i ncreased Imperial activities at the mnes. Unfortunately, Lej had little know edge, by
choice as far as Alex could discern, of his father’s comuand.

The buzzer sounded indicating the end of class. Alex stood up, trying to collect her
thi ngs when Trad Mays sl amed into her

"Sorry, Alexandra," he said. "Here, let me help you with those." He bent down to pick up
her data books that had crashed to the floor, and Al ex coul d have sworn he was bl ushi ng.

She smled at him overlooking his clunsiness, and | et himpick up her things as Lej
wal ked up to her.

"Al exandra, there’s a group of us meeting at Chado’'s in a half hour. Can you conme?" he

asked. She feigned disappointment. "Sorry, Lej, |'ve got sone work to do."

"Aw, cone on Al exandra. You know what they say -- all work and no play ..."

"Lej, this is something nmy father asked me to do. | can't put it off," she tried to
expl ai n.

He rolled his eyes. "Ch, yeah, the great governor hinself! You know, Al exandra, you don't
work for him'

Trad handed a stack of books to Al ex and grinned sheepishly at her. "See you tonorrow, " he
called as he left her alone with Lej.

"I"'mjust trying to be helpful, Lej. Since ny nother died |ast year |’ve picked up sone of
her unofficial duties."

"Ch, | see your plan! Trying to get extra points so they' Il have to adnt you to the
Acadeny. Too bad you can’t go this year with ne!"



"Yeah," she hid the relief in her voice, "too bad."
"Well, guess I'lIl see you later."

Al ex hurried fromthe MIInDoc building toward the University Library. She stopped at one
of the central commterm nals to check for nessages, punching in her ID. Wthin seconds,
the nmessage she anti ci pated appeared.

Study group neeting in L-25 at 1015.

She gl anced at her chrono. Five minutes. She signed off the terminal and headed for her
"study group."

They were already waiting for her deep in the bowels of the library, through a maze of
corridors to the secret entrance into an underground systemof tunnels. It was said you
could travel the entire length of Ariana underground, if you knew your way around.

The nen sat at the conference table in the small room Dr. Carl Barzon and Magir Paca were
two | eaders of the resistance nmovenment on Garos |V. These men were part of the handful of
peopl e whom Al ex knew the identities of. Barzon had been Alex’s first contact with the
under ground. And Paca was an old famly friend, at least until his traitorous activities
had been uncovered. "Wat happened?" Paca asked Al ex.

"There were extra guards at the mines. And they must have been set up on the perineter
bef ore we even got there. | never spotted anyone until the shooting began," she told them
"Any word on Team Two?"

"Scat was captured. He is being held in the detention center. And because of the incident
| ast night, the skiffs are under heavy guard at the nining center."

She nodded. "What’'s going on at the nines? Have they discovered something we don’t know
about ?"

"W were hoping you nmight be able to find out nore about that," Dr. Barzon said. "They' ve
confiscated all my research notes. | don't dare add any new data to what they already
have. "

"Your research on the ore?" Al ex asked.

"Yes. W nmade a breakthrough -- isolated the conponent in the ore that creates the natura
cloaking abilities. I"mgetting close to refining a technique which will allow us to
manuf act ure cl oaked weapons at a fraction of the cost it now requires to build cloaking
devices, and with none of the energy requirenments the current devices use. You can imagi ne
the consequences for the galaxy if such know edge fell into the wong hands."

Alex didn't even have to imagine. It was all quite clear that this new technol ogy coul d
put the Enpire back on the of fensive.

"I wonder if your research has anything to do with the Star Destroyer Judicator’s visit to
Garos," Al ex said.

"The Judi cator is here?" Barzon asked.

"Yes. |I'’mhel ping ny father host a dinner tonight for her senior officers. Maybe |I'Il be
able to find out sonething useful."

"1 wouldn’t doubt it," Barzon said. "Just be careful."

"What about Scat ?" Al ex asked. They’d broken ot her people out of detention before, but
there were a lot fewer Inperial stormroopers to deal with during those mi ssions.

"Team Five is going in at 0400."
“"I"d like to help," she offered.
"It's too risky, Alex."

"Risky’s ny mddle name!"



"Wth the increased Inperial activity, | just don't..."

"Paca, | know what |’ m doing,"” she insisted.

"Al'l right. Rendezvous with Team Five at 0300 in tunnel C21," Paca said.
She nodded. "You said the supply skiffs are still at the mine?"

"Yes. Qur contact at the Defense Mnistry said they' re noving out at 1230 today. They are
supposed to arrive at the spaceport at 1300."

"So they are taking the ore off-planet.”

“Yes."

“Wher e?"

"W don’t know yet. Qur contact is working on that. Maybe you'll hear sonething tonight."

"That must be why the Judicator is here,
spaceport ?"

Al ex commented. "So, what tine do we hit the

"We can’t hit themthere, Al exandra."
"Don’t we have anyone who can get to the shuttle that's taking the ore? Sabotage it?"

"Security’'s really tight -- we’ve had a difficult time infiltrating the spaceport. But
we're working on that," Paca said. "For now, we have to hit the convoy on the road, before
it gets to the spaceport.”

“I'n broad daylight?" Barzon asked.
"W have no choice," Paca replied. "Are you in?"
Al ex nodded, a grimdeternination in her face. "Okay. Here's the plan..."

<KLK>>>

Al ex’ s | andspeeder zipped al ong the w ndi ng nmount ai nous road south of the spaceport. She
had such natural instincts for piloting, she could al nost fly blindfol ded.

No signs of increased activity through here, she thought. It surprised her that the
Inperials didn't seemoverly concerned about their ore shipnment, even after that incident
last night. Well, hopefully that will rmake our job a little easier

Al ex turned the | andspeeder off the main road and stopped about a kilonmeter to the west.
There were a series of caves here she’d discovered as a child perfect for hiding

| andspeeders, or any weapons the underground might find useful. She pulled her |andspeeder
into a cave, the running lights illum nating the darkness, and noved about 50 nmeters from
the entrance before stopping.

The cave was deserted; her conrades had taken the stolen Plex mssile launcher fromits

hi di ng pl ace. They woul d be set up about two kiloneters to the southeast lying in wait for
that supply convoy. Alex pulled on sone canoufl age clothing then grabbed her blaster rifle
and nmacrobi nocul ars fromthe hidden conpartnent in the | andspeeder. She took off at a trot
to get in position for the com ng attack

Al ex carefully made her way through the densely wooded terrain, over one rise, down the

ot her side and back up another. She watched her back -- she didn’'t want a repeat of |ast
ni ght -- but she saw no sign of scout troopers in the forest.
From her position at the summt of Hargon’s Hill, Alex had a clear view of a small portion

of the road about 150 neters away. She knew that all around her in the hills 30 nenbers of
the underground lay in waiting, each with a slightly different angle on the road. Each
person was assigned a specific target. They'd be lucky to get off nore than two shots, so
each shot had to count.

Al ex checked the sight on her blaster rifle aimng for a spot on the road where she
expected two scout troopers to appear. She gl anced at her chrono. Wn’t be | ong now, she



t hought .

The forest nuted the sounds of the two advance scouts, but Al ex spotted them as they
followed the winding road toward the spaceport. Right on tine. She took a deep breath,
trying to relax and get into a confortable position. Another tense minute passed. Then
through the gunsight, she watched two, then four nore scout troopers, appear on the road.
The first skiff was behind that group. Suddenly, an expl osion shook the mountainside as
the Plex missile found its first mark. Alex inmediately fired her first round, hitting the
third scout trooper. Another shot and she’ d taken out the one next to himas well. Another
explosion Iit the forest, as the second skiff exploded into flanmes. Al ex peered through
her macros and from her vantage point, she could see four dead scout troopers. A fifth one
seened to be wounded, crawing away fromhis wecked speeder. Parts of the skiff had been
blown for neters in every direction, probably killing a few other troopers.

But for now, Alex’s job was done. She slung the blaster rifle over her shoul der and headed
down the nountai nsi de back toward the nort hwest where her speeder was hi dden. She was

al nost within sight of the caves when soneone stepped out frombehind a tree and tackl ed
her, throwing her to the ground. She tried to pull away fromhim but he was much
stronger, She was flat on her stomach on the ground when he pulled her headgear off and
turned her over.

"Holy enpire!"” he said. It was Lej Carrier. What in the worlds was he doing out here? He
nmust have foll owed ne, probably wondered why | went past the turn for the Governor’s

mansi on. She wondered if he knew about the caves. Al ex, she thought to herself, you' ve got
to be nmore cautious!

"Cet off of nel!" she yelled at him hoping to throw himoff bal ance.

"Al exandra," he said, noving off her, but pulling a blaster fromhis belt, "those are
awful |y strange garnments you' re wearing." He paused, then pointed at her blaster. "N ce
rifle. Standard underground issue?"

Alex sat up glaring at him If only she could remain calmfor a few m nutes, surely sone
of her conrades would show up. She had to stall him She started to get up.

"Watch it," he said. "Move away fromthe rifle. Slowy. Gee, Al exandra, bet you didn't
hear those two explosions, did you?" H's tone was dripping with sarcasm but Alex held his
stare. She noved a step closer to him "Lej, I..."

"Don’t bother, Alexandra. | don't want anything to do with traitors."

Fromthe corner of her eye, Alex spotted a novenent off to her left in the trees. She

| ooked off toward the right, and Lej’s eyes followed hers. Cbviously, this wasn't his line
of work. He' d forgotten she probably had conpani ons. He | ooked around nervously, then
noved cl oser and pushed Al ex toward his | andspeeder

Al ex stunbled to the ground, and heard one shot ring out. She | ooked behind her as Lej
crunpled to the rocky floor, dying instantly fromthe blaster shot.

A man she knew as Chance appeared from behind a tree. "You okay?" he asked her.

She nodded, but felt nore shaken up than she cared to admit. "Thanks," she said, not
wanting to | ook at her classmate’s body, but forcing herself to do it.

Chance pl aced his hand on her shoulder. "It's all right," he told her
Al ex took a deep breath. "Yeah. 1’|l nove the | andspeeder into the cave,"” she told him

“I"lIl get rid of the body," Chance said. He lifted the lifeless formover his shoul ders
and headed toward the diffs.

After Alex noved Lej’s | andspeeder deep into the caves, she changed her clothes, returned
the blaster rifle and macrobi noculars to their hidden compartment, and noved her
| andspeeder out of the cave.

She knew the main road woul d be crawling with Inperial troops soon, but the back road to
the governor’s mansi on was deserted. It was only a kilonmeter to the main drive near the
mansi on. Everything seened perfectly normal as she pulled the | andspeeder under the front
portico of the mansion. She parked, grabbed her books and headed into the house. She



gl anced at her chrono. It was 1310.

<LKLK>>>

The ancient tinepiece in the front hall chinmed mdnight as Alex and Tork Wnger bid good
night to their guests. It had been a fascinating evening. Not surprisingly, the main topic
of conversation had been the attack on the supply convoy.

Al exandra doted on Captain Brandei, hoping to |l earn where the Enpire was shipping the ore.
She was careful not to ask too many questions, but found that everyone el se at the dinner
party asked al nost everything she needed to know. Unfortunately, the captain was
tight-1ipped about the location of the manufacturing facility. But he did explain to a
group of diplomats that the |ate Enperor had seen this vision of Garos’ contribution to
the war effort, and had left specific instructions concerning the ore.

Amazi ng, Al ex thought, the Enmperor had had visions of the future. She’d grown up hearing
stories about the Enperor and his nystical powers -- the powers of the Force. And his
destruction at the hands of the young Jedi nanmed Luke Skywal ker was a story that no one
woul d ever dare to forget. Alex had tried to | earn nore about the Jedi Knights, especially
this power to see the future. Many of her own dreans -- she never really called them
visions -- had come true. But she could never inmagine herself with the other powers
ascribed to those few people known as Jedi. Yet, sonehow, it all seened so famliar to her.

| hope the Jedi cone to Garos. Cone to help ny people, she thought as she mindl essly waved
good night to a group of commanders boarding a | andspeeder back to the spaceport.

Far off in her m nd, she saw another group of people -- They were sayi ng goodbye -- they
were in the landing bay of a starship. And she saw herself there, sitting in the cockpit
of an X-wing starfighter! An X-wing? How in the worlds? Another pilot was standing on the
| adder of her ship. It was the man from her dream-- the man on the diffs! He touched her
hand and she was sure he called her nane...

" Al exandr a?"

The voice seened distant. It took a nmonent for Alex to realize that her stepfather had
taken her hand. She smiled at him

“I think I'll go to bed, Father." She yawned. "lI’'mreally tired."

"I't’s been a | ong day, Al exandra. Thank you for being such a charm ng hostess." He kissed
her on the cheek. "Captain Brandei was extrenely inpressed with you this evening," he said
as they wal ked back into the foyer armin arm "I believe he’'s going to give you a
reconmendati on to the Acadeny."

"Ch, Father, do you really think so?" Just what | always wanted, she thought sarcastically.
“"Yes. |I'Il be sure you get it before the Judicator departs," Wnger added.
"When is that?"

"A day or two. The captain said they' Il try again tomorrow to nove anot her shiprment of ore
to the spaceport.”

"l imagine security will be much tighter. | still can’t believe the underground attacked
that convoy only three kilometers from here!"

"Yes," he said, a touch of concern in his voice. "You know, Al exandra, perhaps you should
nmake arrangenments to stay at the university until this business is concluded. It worries
nme to think of you travelling alone fromthe city. | may even have to think about
requesting guards for the governor’s nansion."

"Ch, Father, please. | hate to think of us living in an armed canp,"” Al ex said, wondering
about the difficulties of sneaking in and out of a nmansion guarded day and ni ght by
st orntroopers.

"These are difficult tines, Alexandra. | don't want you to come to any harm"

"Al'l right, Father. Let’s not discuss this now |I'mway too tired," she said, stifling
anot her yawn. "WII| | see you at breakfast?"



"Yes, of course, ny dear. CGood night, Alexandra."
"Good night, Father."

<LKLK>>>

Three people silently entered the building through a nmai ntenance room deep within |Inperia
Headquarters. The secret entrance had been there |ong before the Inperials’ arrival on
Garos |V, but only a few nenbers of the underground even knew of its existence.

Al ex checked her blaster one last tinme. Set for stun. The two nmen with her checked their
own weapons, standard storntrooper issue blaster rifles which had been confiscated during
an earlier raid. "Ready?"

The one man nodded and was about to tap the panel to open the door when Alex felt a
tingling sensation crawl up her spine.

"Wait..." she whispered to her conpanions. No one dared to breathe. At first they heard
not hi ng. Then the distinctive echo of footsteps sounded through the corridor outside the
door. At the end of the hallway, the footsteps stopped, a door slid open, then closed. The
corridor was quiet.

The freedom fighters nmoved silently through the corridor toward the turbolift. Their

obj ective was the detention block one | evel up, where their conrade Scat was being held
prisoner. Two guards would be on duty at this time of night. They expected to nove in
qui ckly and surprise the Inmperials before they had a chance to call for help. Then they
woul d | ocate Scat and get out of the cell block. The whol e operation shouldn’t take nuch
nore than a m nute.

O course, things didn’t always go as planned --nuted voices fromthat |ast room near the
turbolift caused Alex to pause. She held up her hand, signalling the other two nmen to
stop. She pointed at the door

"How many?" one of her conpani ons nouthed. Al ex held up two, then three fingers, shrugging
her shoul ders. They nodded, noving toward the turbolift, but cautious of this threat at
their backs. Al ex pressed the panel for the turbolift and realized it was already headed
toward this | owest |evel of the headquarters.

"Soneone’ s comi ng," she whi spered.

Pressed agai nst either side of the turbolift doors the three freedomfighters waited. The
door slid open and a young man was shoved into the corridor. Fromthe corner of his eye he
saw the three nasked figures clad in black. Instinctively he fell to the ground.

Across fromthem another door slid open and the |ieutenant who was supposed to be
interrogating a prisoner this evening found hinself facing the menbers of the resistance.
Al ex nmoved out into the open and fired at the storntrooper in the turbolift who had been
guarding Scat. Her friends blasted the |Iieutenant, who never even had tine to reach for
hi s weapon. They rushed into the roomwhere they' d heard voices a few nonments earlier. The
bl aster fire had alerted the other Inperial officers inside. One was caught, his own

bl aster hal f-drawn, and the other had clicked on his conmink to call for help

Wthin seconds it was over, both Inperials stunned by their enem es’ blaster rifles. An
al arm sounded as the four freedom fighters headed down the corridor back toward the

mai nt enance room

By the time security arrived, Al ex and her conpani ons were nowhere to be seen. In the

mai nt enance room Alex felt for the indentation on the back of one section of shelves and
pressed it, revealing the entrance to the secret passage where they' d cone in

Ten seconds | ater the group moved back through the tunnel and to safety.

M ssi on acconpl i shed.
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