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The scene had becone all too famliar in the city of Ariana. Six storntroopers energed
fromthe transport. They noved efficiently up the old stone steps to the house. Bl aster
rifles were ready for any sign of trouble. TK-121 glanced at his conrades and nodded his
head. He bl asted the door and four of the troopers burst into the house.

Its occupants had been asleep, but were jolted awake by the sound of the door being
destroyed. Carl Barzon appeared at his bedroom door

"What is the nmeaning of this?" he demanded as TK-718 pushed past himinto the bedroom

"Let me go!" his son demanded, fighting against two troopers who dragged hi mfrom anot her
room

"No one el se here, sir," TK-718 reported.
"All right. Put himon the transport,"” TK-121 ordered.
"Where are you taking ny son?" Dr. Barzon asked. "He has done nothing wong!"

The stormroopers ignored Barzon's pleas as Cord Barzon was roughly escorted fromthe
house. The younger man saw the pain in his father’s eyes.

"Father, don’t worry. It will be all right," he called back to him Barzon watched in
horror as they took his only famly away. He'd never felt so hel pl ess. Leani ng agai nst the
door frame, he watched the transport pull away and realized howironic it was that the

I mperials had arrested his son. Cord, a student at the university where Barzon taught and
conduct ed research, had never been involved in underground resistance activities here on
Garos. And he didn't even suspect his father’'s role with that group. Dr. Barzon al ways
anticipated storntroopers woul d show up at his door one day - - but to arrest him not his
son.

Now, they'd just forced Cord to go. And there was nothing Carl Barzon could do about it.

* x %

Two wild boetays howl ed in the distance. A flock of crupas flew overhead, silhouetted
agai nst one of Garos’ nmoons. The creatures of the night were headed east toward the valley
as the winds turned cold in the nmountains surrounding the mning center.

Chance watched t he crupas di sappear above the tree canopy, then turned his attention back
to the Inperial mning conplex. It was the first time he’d been this close in a while -

i ncreased Inperial patrols and sensors south of Ariana had prevented the underground from
direct observation for the | ast several nonths.

"Well, LG " he said, using a nicknane that stood for little girl, sonething he'd called
his conrade since their first recon m ssion alnost four years earlier, "I heard that you
were the one who found us this hole in the sensor net."

"Wth the right equi pment on an airspeeder, you can do all kinds of neat tricks,"



20-year-old Alex Wnger replied. Not to nmention that Air Defense wasn’t as likely to shoot
down her father’s airspeeder

They’'d grown used to Alex's crazy stunts, politely remi nding her to |l eave the restricted
flight zone. Being the daughter of Garos’' Inperial governor did have its benefits.

"Yeah," he said with a big grin, "the right equi prent and the right pilot!"

Al ex trained her macrobi noculars on the mne entrance. "Looks like it’s shift change
time," she said. Fifty mners, all dressed in the sane gray junpsuits, energed fromthe
mnes with a stormrooper escort. Lights around the conplex illuminated tired expressions
on the nmners’ dirt-snmeared faces. They trudged across the conmpound toward prison barracks.

"They’ve got it down to a routine now " Chance’'s smile turned to a scowm as he pulled his
hood tighter around his head to ward off the cold. "Wat do you think," he asked as he
scanned the rest of the conmplex, "ten or twelve hours "til they finish that shuttle

pl at f or nP"

Al ex studied the structure rising on the southwestern side of the conplex. "No |onger than
that," she agreed.

Chance couldn't take his eyes off that |anding platformas he wei ghed possible options.
"You know, LG we could hit it with the Plex. Range is about 200 neters from here. Two or
three shots ought to do sone nmjor danage," he told her

"And bring down half the Inperial forces of Garos on us!" she rem nded him "Qur escape
options are pretty poor on this side of the conplex, Chance. The only way out is to the
east. And they'd close that gap so fast - "

"So, you don’t think it’'s worth the risk?"

Al ex shook her head. "That stockpiled ore doesn’'t seemto be going anywhere. There hasn’t
been a Star Destroyer here for a pickup in nonths. Wsh we heard nore news about what’s
goi ng on out there," she said, cocking her head toward the stars. "It’'s been so quiet."

"Yeah." He took a drink fromhis thernmgjug, |eaned back against a snall boul der, and
stared into the star-filled sky.

Al ex noticed the I ook in Chance’s eyes. He really didn't bel ong here. Like her, he had the
stars in his blood. "I've always felt that ny destiny is sonewhere up there," she told
him "You re not from Garos either, are you, Chance?"

He turned, recognizing a variety of enmotions in her voice, and wonderi ng how she knew.
He’ d never told anyone about his past.

"Right," he said.

Al ex sighed. "I was brought here when | was six. My family was killed during an Inperia
raid," she said quietly as distant screans pierced her nind. She could barely renmenber the
grandparents who were raising her then. She’d been left in their care by a father she
renenbered even | ess, a father who probably didn't realize she was still alive. But
nmenories of the raid were vivid after all these years.

"I - - " Chance paused, deciding against telling her what he knew about her past, or his
own. He reached over and touched her hand gently. "I'’msorry, " he finally said. He'd been
there when they found the unconscious six-year-old buried in the rubble. He’'d seen
firsthand the destruction caused by the Enpire he once served. It had changed her life - -
and it had changed his.

She shook off her sad thoughts. "Do you believe in fate, Chance?"

"You mean, that because of what happened to your famly, you ended up on Garos working for
the underground? Well, yeah," he nodded his head, "I’'d call that fate, LG"

She smled at him "So, when do | hear your story, ny friend?"

"Someday, " he replied. "Mybe."

* ok 0k



Dimlighting gave the inpression of eternal night in the underground resistance’s
operations center. But buried deep beneath Inperial Headquarters, the place was crewed
around the clock by ops huddl ed over conmmunicati ons equi pment and conputers that lit their
faces with a soft bluish glow The passage of tinme was evident only by a chrono whi ch hung
above the door.

VWen Al ex entered the roomat 0800, she nodded to ops at the conmintercept stations and
waved to another friend naking notations on the master display across the room Then she
noti ced M ka Kaebra urgently pointing her in the direction of Magir Paca' s office.

She gl anced toward the transparent wall that separated Paca’'s sparsely furnished office
fromthe main operations room A feeling of dread swept over her. For a brief noment, a
vi sion of a snowy nountainside, a vision she’d had many tines, filled her senses.

Carl Barzon sat with his head buried in his hands. Magir Paca, one of the | eaders of the
resi stance, was bent over him his hand offering a conforting touch on the doctor’s
shoul der.

"What’' s wrong?" Al ex asked as she entered the room

Barzon | ooked up at Alex, his eyes filled with grief. She’'d never seen himlike this.
"They took my son, Al ex! They took Cord!" he exclai ned.

"Who?" she asked, though she already knew the answer.
"I nperial stormroopers! They came to the house during the night and took himaway!"

Al ex | ooked at Paca. "lIs he being held at Headquarters?" she asked him hoping they night
be able to free Cord before he was taken to the mines.

"He’ s gone, Alex," Barzon answered.
" Gone?"

"They’' ve already noved himto the mning center," Paca told her. "He wasn't brought to
| mperial Headquarters for interrogation |ike the others."

Did that nmean the Inperials knew Cord Barzon was not a nenber of the underground? What
were they up to? An alarmwent off in Alex’s nmind. The Enpire had been extrenely
interested in Doctor Barzon's research on the ore fromthe Garosian nines and its possible
use in cloaking technology. They'd tried nunerous tines to persuade himto work harder
Since bribery hadn’t seemed to work, would they use his son as a pawn?

Al ex sat down across from Barzon and took his hands into hers. "W’'|| find out what’'s
goi ng on, Doctor."

He nodded hi s head, wondering what good that know edge woul d do them They couldn't go
after Cord. The mining center was too well defended. And Carl Barzon knew it better than
anyone.

"WIl you be okay?" she asked him

"I have no choice, Alex." He took a deep breath and stood up to |eave. "I nust go to the
University now. | have a class to teach." As they watched himdepart, a chill craw ed up
Alex’s spine - - that snowy nountainside flickered in her mnd again. Why? she wondered.

"He'Il be all right," Paca said, though the tone of his voice indicated he wasn't wholly
convi nced.

"Do you think this was a random pi ckup, Paca?" Al ex asked.

Paca rubbed a hand over weary eyes. "No. It’s got to be a setup,” he said, echoing her

thoughts. "1'Il talk to Carl again | ater and see how he feels about disappearing for a
while."
"You' Il never convince himto go into hiding, Paca," Alex told him "He knows what the

Empire will do to Cord."



Paca knew too. "Damm," he said quietly. Then he renenbered that Al ex had conme to report on
I mperial activities around the mines. "So, Alex, could the daughter of Garos’ I|nperia
CGovernor possibly have any good news for us this norning?"

"I wish | did," she groaned. "Qur Inperial friends are extrenely busy. They’'re working
ri ght through the night. W counted 50 miners per four-hour shift. And they noved two nore
of those containers of ore to the holding area. It’'s under heavy guard."

"Hrm Qur intercept ops haven't heard a thing about a pickup yet, but it |ooks like
they' re expecting one soon."

"Well, they'Il be able to nove the ore right fromthe mines up to ships in orbit. The
shuttle landing platformw || be operational within four to five hours."

Paca cursed silently to hinself. He’'d worked with the underground for years, yet he'd
never felt so powerl ess.

They'd | ost an entire underground cell two weeks earlier - - five operatives - - when the
Enpi re began this rounding up action. Not to mention increased security, the shuttle

pl atform stockpiled ore, and now Carl’s son abducted. And there was nothing he could do
about any of it. He shook his head in disgust.

Al ex sensed his despondency. But perhaps even nore than Paca realized, she knew that Cord
Barzon's arrest could touch lives far beyond Garos |V. She shuddered to think what m ght

happen if Carl Barzon was forced to conplete his research. Could nothing be done to stop

the Enpire?

The door into Paca's office slid open, and Alex felt a cold blast of air as the room
seened to fade around her. Suddenly, she found herself dangling froma rope, clinging to
the snow covered nountain of her visions - -

"Al ex, take ny hand!"

Through the swirling snow, a hand reached out to her. She struggled to touch fingertips
just beyond her grasp. Her hand scraped agai nst bare rock, then over the icy sl ope.
Fingertip net fingertip, only to be torn apart by a sweeping rush of wind - - and Al ex
fell into a dark abyss - -

"No!" she cried out.

"Alex, what is it? Are you okay?" Paca asked, reaching over to touch her arm He'd never
seen such a frightened | ook in her eyes. She shook her head to clear the vision, then

gl anced quickly from Paca to her chrono trying to hide the flood of enotions that overcame
her .

That vision - - she’d had that vision a dozen tines over the last two years. That’s not
how it happens, a voice in the back of her mnd screaned. The hands! They'd al ways net
bef ore! The man from her vision had always pulled her to safety. | don’t understand!

"I - - 1'd better get going or 1'll be late for class,"” she finally managed to say.
"Are you sure you're okay?"

“"Yeah, I'mfine," she told him but that spark that had al ways gi ven hi m hope was gone.
"Ckay." He didn’'t know what else to say.

* *x %

| nperial Governor Tork Wnger entered the foyer of the mansion and stared bl ankly around
the room He felt tired, nore tired than he'd felt in years. Maybe it was his age. Perhaps
he was getting too old to deal with politics and its intrigues.

W nger sighed, glancing at the ancient tinmepiece in the foyer... 2200. He’d m ssed di nner
with Al exandra this evening. Since she'd noved to the university several nonths earlier
they' d made special dinner dates once a week. And now he wouldn't be able to see her. He
frowned. That woul d have been the one bright spot of this entire day.

He heard a movenent at the top of the stairs. He | ooked up, his tired eyes catching sight



of his lovely young daughter. "Alexandra!" he exclainmed. "I didn't expect to find you
here. | thought you woul d have gone back into town." He suddenly realized she wasn't
smling. No, nore than that - - there was an uncharacteristic glint of anger in her eyes.

Al ex rushed down the stairs. "Father, what is going on?"
"What’' s wrong, Al exandra?"

"Afriend of mine was arrested by storntroopers |ast night! They dragged himfrom his hone
in the mddle of the night!"

"Who was it?" he asked.
"Cord Barzon."

"Dr. Barzon's son?" Wnger was as surprised as Al ex was angry. "Perhaps Cord was wor ki ng
for the underground."”

"Cord? Father, 1've known himfor years. That is ridicul ous!"

"I’"’msure there is a rational explanation for this, Al exandra. Tomorrow we will - -

"Father, you know the Inperials are just snatching people fromtheir homes. They aren’t
| ooki ng for the underground! They don’t care who they take! "

"Al exandra, please - -

She ran fromthe roomto the patio overlooking the Tahika diffs. So many tines Al ex found
confort gazing at the surf pounding the cliffs. But not tonight. She trenbled wth anger
She clenched a fist, closing her eyes. An overwhel nming feeling of hel pl essness threatened
to overtake her.

Hadn't it only been a few nonths before she’d been confident that the New Republic would
push toward Garos? But then there had been runors of a Grand Admral and a renewed

of fensive by the Enpire. Help seened farther away than ever. Could this Grand Adnira
succeed where the Enperor and Lord Vader had fail ed?

Suddenly, a voi ce spoke to her through the darkness. It sounded so famliar, yet she'd
never heard these words before - -

Renenber, Al ex. Fear and anger are the dark side of the Force. Calm You nust be calm- -

"Al exandr a?" another voice called to her

Al ex opened her eyes. Her father had cone up beside her. "I’msorry about Cord,
Al exandra," he said, taking her hand gently. She |ooked into his eyes. "I know, Father.
It’s not your fault. | didn't nmean to yell at you."

He squeezed her hand. "These are hard tinmes, Al exandra."

"But does that justify the use of force against innocent people?" she asked him w shing
she could tell himwhat she really thought about his Enpire.

He took a deep breath and sighed. "No," he admitted. "Let nme see what | can find out about
young Barzon."

"Thank you, Father," she said as she wapped her arns around himand planted a kiss on his
cheek.

"Listen, ny dear, can | count on your help at a reception the day after tonorrow for the
senior officers of the Star Destroyer Tenpest?"

"Tenpest is returning to Garos? It’'s been nmonths since we’ve had any visitors."

“"Yes, | hope it's a sign that the Grand Adniral’'s offensive is a success. Perhaps we shal
have a victory celebration!"

"Yes," she forced a smile, and | aid her head against his shoulder. "I can't wait to hear
their news."



"It’s a bit chilly out tonight," Wnger observed.

"You' d better get inside, Father. You know this cold air isn't good for you," she reni nded
hi m

"All right, ny dear."

"I"Il come inside soon," she told him

"Here," he said, placing his jacket around her shoul ders. "Just a few m nutes now. "
"Ckay," she said as he left her alone on the patio.

One of Garos’ moons peeked through the trees. It cast a gleamof |ight across the shadows
that darkened the grounds around the nansion. Al ex watched the |ight dance and felt her
spirits lift. Werever there is light, there is hope, she told herself.

Yes, there was still hope - - there always woul d be hope, even during the darkest hours
they were yet to face

Al ex turned her gaze up into the skies. And instead of feeling frightened, she found
strength. The Force would be with them

The peaceful ness of the Garosian | ate night was broken by the screeching of heavy
machi nery. Cranes on top of the shuttle platformhoisted ore containers fromthe forest
floor.

Security was even tighter than on their previous recon mnission near the m nes. Chance and
Al ex had been forced to relocate twice during the | ast hour because of increased scout
troopers roaming the hillsides around the mning center. Stormnmtroopers patrolled the
conpl ex. Gt hers stood guard near the containers that were bei ng noved.

" Shh!*"

"Not again," he murmured, |ooking around for sign of troopers.

"Listen," Alex said.

Chance’s brow crinkled in concentration. The synphonic rustling of tree branches and
crooni ng of crupas were drowned out by noises emanating fromthe conplex. He couldn’t hear
anything el se. Then he noticed that Al ex had her macrobi nocul ars trai ned upward, scanning
t he ski es.

Suddenly, through a break in the trees and com ng over the nountains that skirted the
nearby cliffs, he spotted the shuttle. He couldn't believe she’d heard it. Even as the
craft drew closer, the sound of its engines was barely audible as it came in to | and on
the platform

"Cargo vessel," he observed. "I’mnot sure of the type." Al ex nodded. Here to pick up sone
ore for transport to the Tenpest. Looked as if the underground woul d have no chance to
stop this shipnent.

Chance |l et his nmacros drop around his neck and noticed the frown on Alex’'s face. "You're
not thinking what | think you' re thinking," he said, wondering if she was reconsidering
using the Pl ex against that shuttle platform

"No," she said wistfully. Suddenly, she jerked her head to scan the hillsides behind them
She turned quickly back to Chance and held a finger up to her lips. He still heard
not hi ng, but caught a novenent through the trees about 20 neters fromtheir position

"C non, this way," he whispered.

Two scout troopers were patrolling on foot. They hadn't spotted their quarry, but it was
evi dent that sensors had tipped themoff to a presence nearby. Fortunately for Chance and
Al ex, the troopers had been unable to pinpoint them because sensors didn't work well
around the mnes.

Al ex crawl ed behind Chance through the thick underbrush and realized there were nore than



two troopers. Obviously, they' d called for reinforcements. At |least a half dozen nore were
trying to encircle them

"They're all over the place," Chance whi spered back to her

"We'd better split up," she told him

"COkay, head for the speeder," he said. "And don't wait for ne." Al ex turned north, hoping
the troopers wouldn’t expect her to head toward the perimeter fence that skirted the
mning center. Wth a little luck she could slip right through their trap. She took one

| ook back and saw Chance di sappear over a ridge heading east. Two scout troopers did pass
about 10 neters to either side of her. Noise fromthe mning center masked her footsteps
over fallen branches. She moved quickly through the hills, then headed east to find the
speeder she and Chance had hi dden in one of Garos’ many caves.

Two kilonmeters later, with no sign of pursuit, she felt safe. Then blaster fire erupted
off to her right. Alex noved toward it. Through the trees she spotted Chance, on his knees
and cradling his right arm Moonlight reflected off white arnmor. One | one scout trooper
stood there, with a blaster pointed at Chance’s head. H s conrades woul dn’'t be far behind.
Al ex knew there wasn’t much time.

Ch, how she wi shed to hear those screeching cranes near the mining center now They were
just a distant hum not nearly |oud enough to allow a stealthy approach. She only had one
choi ce.

kay, Alex. One shot, and it’'s got to be a good one. She took a deep breath and brought
her blaster rifle up to bear on the scout trooper. She ained and fired. The blast lit the
hillside for a split second before the trooper fell

"You okay?" Al ex asked as she ran up to Chance.

“I"I'l make it, LG Thanks," he smiled at her. "C non, his bike' s over there - - agh!" He
made the m stake of pointing with his wounded arm and gri naced al oud.

"Better hurry!" she said, helping himto his feet. She could already hear the distant
whi ne of ot her speeder bikes. "W’ re gonna have conpany."

They clinmbed on the bi ke. Chance sat behind Al ex, grasping her waist with his good arm
Al ex revved up the engi ne, punched a button to jamthe other troopers’ conmunications, and
hit the accel erator.

* * %
Desto Mayda sat in Paca’'s office. He was not a happy man. "I still can’t believe we can

cone up with no reasonable plan to destroy that shuttle platform™ he repeated for the
third tine.

"Desto, old friend, | ook what happened to one of our best operatives last night!" H's
voice was filled with exasperation. "If you can find a way to take out that platform

wi t hout getting anyone unnecessarily killed, I"'mwlling to listen," Paca told himas Al ex
entered the office.

"Hell o, Alex," Paca greeted her, noticing that the grimexpression on her face matched his
own mood this norning. "You' ve got sonething?"

"I was just upstairs with Dair in General Zakar’'s office," she said, referring to one of
their people who worked undercover in the Inmperial Arnmy. "Have our ops picked up any news
of Coruscant ?"

"No. Why? What have you heard?"

"The Empire has bl ockaded Coruscant!"

"We' || never see help fromthe New Republic now " Mayda bel | oned.

"Where’'s this information com ng fron?" Paca asked calmy

"Zakar’'s aide Nilo heard it from soneone in Inperial comunications,” she told them
knowi ng that a | arge percentage of the information they’'d cone across fromthat particul ar



source was reliable. "And there’s a Star Destroyer on the way to Garos," she added,
repeating the news her father told her. "It |ooks like they plan to nove that ore."

"What next?" Mayda excl ai ned.

It seemed |ike they' d heard nothing but bad news since this Gand Admiral had surfaced.
Even on Garos, the underground had been unable to make any inroads in recent days. Wen
would it all end?

Mayda i npatiently tapped the nonitor on Paca's desk which showed a display of the mning
center. "Alex, speaking of the ore " he said. "W’ ve been discussing that shuttle
platform"

Al ex’ s eyebrows raised in question. Paca rubbed his hand across his forehead, unable to
bel i eve that Mayda was pursuing this topic again. Al ex saw the | ook on his face and hid a
grin.

"You're one of the few people who've seen the conplex up close,"”
there no way we can destroy it?"

Mayda was saying. "Is

"Desto, we've been over this a hundred tines," Paca rem nded him "To the west and sout h,
we're cut off by the Tahika Ciffs. And security has been quadrupled in the |ast few
months - - "

"What about using the Plex?" he | ooked at Al ex, ignoring Paca.
"We'd practically have to be in the conplex to get a good shot at it," Alex said

"Too risky," Paca interrupted. "At that close range, what woul d be your chance of getting
away before Inperial troops cane down on top of you?"

Al ex | ooked Mayda straight in the eye. She renenbered what she and Chance had gone through
just a few hours earlier. "lnpossible.”

He pounded his fist on the desk, filled with frustration. "What about a supply run?" he
asked, though that idea had already been rejected in other discussions.

Paca was shaking his head, no again. But suddenly, Alex's eyes lit up. "Wait a minute,"
she said, suddenly renmenbering another conversation she’ d overheard in the general’s
office. "Inspection tour." Alex's eyes darted around the roomas a plan began to formul ate
in her mnd. "My father and the general are going on an inspection tour tonorrow, " she
told them

"No, Alex," Paca said firmy. "If you went along, and if you managed to plant sone
charges, you’'d be a prine suspect - - "

"Let’'s hear her plan, Paca," Myda said.
"This will work," she said, nodding her head. "Let ne explain..."
Alittle while later - -

“... And we' |l have a teamwaylay the pilot after we return fromthe inspection. The
pl atf orm expl odes, the pilot turns up missing - - they'Il have to suspect he's responsible
for the sabotage."

Mayda nodded excitedly. "The explosion will have to be tined to go off before there’s a
change of guards. Wen that platformblows, there won't be anyone around to dispute your
story," he observed. "No one woul d dare question the daughter of our Inperial Governor."

Paca nodded slowy, "It just might work," he said.

"It will,” Mayda said confidently.

Paca | ooked from Mayda to Al ex. There were a |l ot of details to work out. "Ckay. Let’'s go
over this one nore tinme..."

* k%



The Lanbda-cl ass shuttle swept in fromthe west, approaching the mning center conplex
over the Locura Ccean. The pilot turned southward and skirted the Tahika Ciffs after
recei ving cl earance fromAir Defense Conmand.

Shortly after they'd departed the spaceport, Al ex nade herself at home in the cockpit,
casually throwi ng her cape over the back of her seat. She engaged the pilot in
conversation, enchanting himw th her know edge of the shuttle. She tried to talk himinto
letting her fly - - after all, she did have nine years of experience and was consi dered
one of the best pilots on Garos IV. But with General Zakar on board, the young |ieutenant
wasn't about to let any civilian, even the daughter of the Inperial Governor, fly his ship

The shuttle flew inland over the diffs. For several seconds the only view was of
treetops, then the landing platformcanme into view, carefully nestled between trees and
nmount ai ns. The pil ot eased his way through the towering trees and gently set the ship
down, | anding near a cargo vessel

Maj or CGeneral Carner, the commandi ng officer of the mning center, approached the shuttle
with four storntroopers at his heels. They snapped to attention as the shuttle’s hatch
hi ssed open.

"CGovernor W nger, General Zakar, Mss Wnger. Wl cone to the mning center. W are ready
for inspection," he said crisply.

"Thank you, General," Wnger replied. "I see you're already busy transporting the ore," he
said, pointing to the cargo shuttle.

"Yes, we're finally able to get our work done wi thout interference fromthe underground,"
Carner told them

"Excellent," General Zakar agreed.
"I'f you will please follow nme."

The turbolift whisked them down to ground level in less than a minute. Not nuch tine, Al ex
t hought. Another storntrooper popped to attenti on when the door slid open, then followed
the group at a discreet distance down a path toward the main part of the conplex. Major
General Carner delighted in showing off his crack troops, his well-defended garrison, and
of course, his shuttle platform

Al ex shivered as a cold breeze swept through the conplex. She reached over and touched her
father’s arm "I left my cape on the shuttle, Father. You continue with the tour, and I’
catch up with you in a few mnutes."

"Of course, ny dear."
"I"lIl start our inspection at the bunker, Mss Wnger," Carner said, pointing to a
buil ding that was carved into the nountain on the far side of the conpl ex.

“I"1l meet you there," she said, returning to the turbolift. As the lift sped back up sone
40 neters, Al ex studied the access control panel

Boy, she thought, this is going to be interesting.

The door slid open. Storntroopers remai ned on guard. Al ex ignored them and headed strai ght
for the shuttle. The pilot nodded to her and sniled when he saw her grab the cape. "Cold
out there?"

"Very cold," she told himas she threw the cape around her shoul ders and wal ked back down
the ranp.

Al right, she thought. Here goes not hi ng.

The turbolift door had barely closed behind her when Al ex reached for the nedallion she
wore. The sharp, pointed edges of the sunburst design nmade an excellent tool for prying
things open. Wuldn't her father be surprised that she’d found such an ingenious use for
his gift?

In |l ess than four seconds, the access panel was open. Al ex pulled sone specially-rigged
charges from her cape’s inside pocket. She pressed the detonite conmpound into the recess



around exposed control circuits, then pushed the tiner into the opening. In the darkened
ni che, her fingers funbled across tiny buttons. And too late, she realized that the tiner
was counting down, set to go off in four m nutes!

Al ex beat her fist against the wall. "Relax," she told herself. "It will all workout." She
repl aced the control panel a half second before the turbolift door opened back on the
ground | evel .

But she wasn't prepared to see the storntrooper blocking her way out of the lift. She
gasped, and took a step backwards. But he, too, seened to be caught off guard, then
stepped aside to | et her pass. That's when she cane face to face with Cord Barzon

No! This can’t be happening!

Cord’ s eyes net hers. He smled, alnost enbarrassed by his predicament. He shrugged his
shoul ders, lifting his hands to display the binders. Al ex was struck by his cal mess, his
casual acceptance of the situation. She could sense that Cord understood the politics
behind his inprisonment. And there was no fear in his heart, no anger toward his father

"Cord, | - - "

"Sorry, Mss. No talking with the prisoner," the stormrooper told her

Al ex wal ked past Cord, holding his gaze.

Was there anything she could do to stop then? It wasn’t just a matter of conpronising
herself - - she’d be condemmi ng dozens of others in the underground. Her know edge al one,
in the hands of the Enpire, could w pe out the resistance novenent in Ariana.

Coul d she hold themhere a few mnutes - - three very long mnutes? "Sergeant, where are
you taking this nan?"

"You' Il have to take that up with General Zakar."
“But - - "

Anot her storntrooper prodded Cord into the lift. Alex started to say sonething el se, but
the door slid shut, rendering its own judgnent. She stared at the door, unable to | ook
away, knowi ng that for whatever ill-tined stroke of fate, Cord Barzon was about to die.

Al ex turned slowy, and forced herself to nove away fromthe shuttle platform Her mnd
was filled with turnoil. Though she’d risked her own life tine and again, she’d never been
faced with a situation like this. To sacrifice one life so others could continue the fight
- - it was a decision she hoped she woul d never have to nake again.

Maj or General Carner had just finished explaining the bunker’s defensive systemas Al ex
joined the inspection tour. "Ah, just intime, Mss Wnger," he said. "Shall we go in?"

Al ex sniled and nodded. She took one last |ook at the shuttle platform She hoped that
Car| Barzon woul d under st and.

Suddenl y, an expl osion rocked the conpl ex. Al ex grabbed her father and instinctively fel
to the ground, pulling himdown wth her

Wthin seconds, a dozen nore expl osions erupted outside the perinmeter fence. Al ex |ooked
up cautiously and watched as the support |leg of the | anding platformgroaned. |In what
seened |ike slow notion, tw sting, screeching nmetal finally gave way as the platform
crashed to the ground.

* x %

CGeneral Zakar read the prelinmnary report on his datapad, then shook his head in disgust.
He had stormed into Inperial Headquarters over an hour earlier, after that disaster at the
m ning center. He had underestimated the Garosi an underground for the last time. As soon
as this business with Dr. Barzon was concl uded he woul d deal with them

He clicked on the intercom "Haslip, would you come into nmy office?"

Ri ght away sir,"” the voice on the other end replied.



"You wanted to see me, General ?" Dair Haslip said as he entered Zakar’'s office.

"I"ve prepared this report for Captain Enba on the Tenpest," Zakar said as he pulled a
card fromthe datapad. "Please take it down to communi cati ons and have them encrypt and
transmt i mediately, Lieutenant."

"Yes, Ceneral," he replied.
The intercom buzzed. "Yes?" Zakar said.
"Dr. Barzon is here, Ceneral," Lt. Polg called fromthe outer office.

"Bring himin," Zakar said, catching a glinpse of the frown on Haslip’'s face, but
dismissing it as a sign of curiosity.

Dair recovered quickly, his straight-laced expression gave no hint that he and Carl Barzon
were conrades in the underground. "WII there be anything el se, General ?" Dair asked.

"No, that will be all for now, Haslip."

Carl Barzon's hands were nmanacl ed, his face was pale and drawn. As Dair wal ked past him
they exchanged a brief glance, an inperceptible nod of the head. The door slid shut.

"Dr. Barzon. Please, cone in. Sit down," he said.
Barzon didn't say a word. He eyed his adversary, taking a seat across fromthe general

Zakar ignored the glare. "I’ msorry to bring you here in this manner,
"Quard, renove Dr. Barzon’'s binders."

he apol ogi zed.

"What is it that you want, Ceneral ?" Barzon finally asked as he nassaged his sore wists.

"l understand your son was arrested earlier this week," Zakar said, noting the nmonentary
flicker of pain in the other nan's eyes. He paused, waiting to see a further response, but
Barzon offered none. "Doctor, if you want my help in securing Cord s rel ease, then you
nmust cooperate with nme."

"Cooper at e?" Barzon questioned. "My son has done nothing wong!"

CGood, thought Zakar, a reaction - - there was anger in Barzon's voice. "No, of course
not," he agreed.

"Why have you taken Cord, Ceneral ?"

Zakar chose not to answer that question. No, he couldn't let Barzon know that Cord was

al ready dead. They’'d have nothing to hold over him He |leaned forward in his chair. "You
see, Doctor, your recent inactivity has not gone unnoticed. The Grand Adnmiral is - - " he
paused for nmore effect, "displeased that you' ve not nade progress on your research with

the ore."

Barzon turned defensive. "I have spent years working on this project! Research takes tineg,
General . "

Zakar studied the other man's face. "The Grand Admiral feels you may need nore incentive
to conplete your research,” Zakar told him

Bar zon si ghed, noddi ng his head in understanding. "So you have ki dnapped ny son and wil|
hol d hi m hostage until | give you what you want."

"Kidnap is such a harsh word, Doctor."

"Ceneral, if | had the answers, | would gladly give themto your Grand Admral to secure
ny son's release. But | do not. Breakthroughs do not come overnight. It may be years
before the ore is refined to a point that the Enpire might find it useful in the
construction of cloaked weapons."

"Nevert hel ess, Doctor, perhaps this will give you a reason to work harder." Zakar noticed
that Barzon’s anger was subsiding, the enption that replaced it was not hard to deci pher



Barzon stared out the wi ndow, a bl ank expression on his face. Breaking a man's, spirit was
not somet hi ng Zakar relished, but orders had to be followed. Was it not for the glory of
the Enpire?

He clicked on the intercom "Polg, contact the spaceport. |nform Commander Skilis on the
shuttl e Kandarra that Dr. Barzon is on his way."

"Yes, sir," Polg acknow edged fromthe other room
"Where are you taking ne, General ?" Barzon asked softly.
"To our research facility."

"But, | have classes to teach - - "

"We shall informyour colleagues at the University."

So, this is it, Barzon thought. They would force himto work. Not that he hadn't expected
this. But what choice did he have? At |east they didn't suspect his involvenent with the
under ground. "And ny son?"

"Cord has been conscripted into the service of the Enpire, Doctor," Zakar said. "Wen you

have conpl eted your research, Cord will be allowed to |leave if he chooses to do so."

"I see," he said slowy, doubting that Cord woul d ever be allowed to | eave. "I need ny
notes - "

"Everything you require will be delivered to you at the research facility." Zakar stood
up, indicating their discussion had ended. Barzon rose slowy fromthe chair

"Quard," Zakar said, still watching Barzon very closely. "Please escort Dr. Barzon to the
spaceport."” As they turned to | eave, Zakar called to him

"Good luck with your research, Doctor."

* x %

It was risky for Dair Haslip to enter the underground tunnel systemthrough the secret
entrance in Inperial Headquarters, especially during the mddle of the day. But Dair was
determned to let his friends know what had happened to Carl Barzon

When he entered the main ops center, Dair found Paca enbracing a tearful Al ex. "Don't
worry, Alex," he was saying, "We'Ill get Carl down here right away."

"What’' s goi ng on?" Dair asked.

Al ex | ooked at Dair, her eyes filled with grief. "Cord Barzon died at the nmining center.
It’s all ny fault!"

"What are you tal ki ng about ?"

"I't’s not your fault, Alex," Paca said reassuringly. "The tinmer wouldn't set for the three
hour delay," he explained to Dair

"“You mean you were there when the thing went up! Are you all right?" Dair asked.

"I saw themtake Cord to the landing platform | should have stopped them "

"Then you’d be under arrest, Alex. O naybe dead." Paca said, silently thanking the Force
that diversionary explosions outside the perineter had added to the confusion at the

m ning center. "Stop blam ng yourself. You couldn’t have saved Cord!"

"Ch, no," Dair said quietly. "Dr. Barzon."

Alex felt Dair’'s sense change. Before he uttered another word, she knew what he was goi ng
to say.

"What about hi n?" Paca asked, suddenly realizing that Dair rarely came into the ops center
at this time of day.



"They’ ve arrested Carl Barzon."

Paca stood silently for a nonent. He had talked to Carl only the evening before about this
possibility. Barzon had chosen not to go into hiding, fearing for his son's life. And now
his son was dead. And he didn't even know it.

"Have they nmoved himinto the detention bl ock?"

Dair | ooked at both of them "No, he’'s on his way to the spaceport.”

"They’ re taking himoff-planet?"

"W’ ve got to stop them " Al ex said.

Paca knew they had to try. "All right, you d better get back to your desk, Dair." He
called over to Mka Kaebra at the conmstation. "Alert a teamat the spaceport. If Carl’s

not under heavy guard we m ght have a chance to free him"

The tension was obvious. Everyone in the ops center watched Paca pace the room He never
paced the room

Thoughts focused on Carl Barzon. He had been a val uabl e nenber of the underground for over
14 years. Could they save himfromthis unnecessary sacrifice? A sacrifice the father had

been willing to nake to keep his son alive - - he son who died never truly know ng his
f at her .
Al ex sat down next to Mka, still feeling responsible for what was happening. If only

she’d arrived at the ops center sooner! They could have warned Carl to di sappear before he
was arrest ed.

She hung her head, covering her face with her hands and trying to bl ock the pain. She
shook her head in disgust - - she knew as well as anyone that there just wasn't enough
time to organize a rescue attenpt.

No, no time, she thought as she lifted her head to check the chrono. And suddenly, she
wasn't in the ops center anynore - -

She stared at the body crumpled on the floor, |ooked at the blaster in her hand, then
turned to her conpanion.

"He may have called security, " he told her. "W’'d better get out of here. "

He’' d barely spoken the words when Alex sensed it was already too late to go out the way
they’d come in. He felt it, too, even before they heard the footsteps at the far end of
the corridor.
"This way, " she said, grabbing his hand and | eading himthrough a darkened | ab. Across
the room she’d noticed another exit.

Wthin seconds they were outside, |ooking over the waist-high balcony wall, down the side
of the nountain. The wi nd how ed, whipping snow around their bodies. Neither one said a
word as they pulled grappling hooks fromtheir utility belts. They worked swiftly, know ng
the storntroopers weren’'t far behind.

One quick toss and the hooks were wedged tightly between crags in the rocky sl ope above
them Alex clinbed atop the stone | edge, junped backwards, and rappelled down the side of
the nountain. Through the swirling snow she saw her conpanion do the sane a few neters
above her.

Then suddenly, she slid uncontrollably down the nountainside! Seconds |later the rope went
taut, caught by sone unseen force. "Alex!" he screanmed above the shrieking wind. "Take mny
hand! "

She sensed a powerful force, a feeling of great calmengulfed her. H's hand reached out
across the icy slope to neet hers. Fingertips touched - -

"Paca, | found the channel,” Mka was saying, as Alex realized she was in the ops center.
The tragedy continued to unfold.



Deadly qui et pervaded the room Alex felt Paca' s strong hands on her shoul ders as he

wat ched M ka's display at the intercept station. As he transcribed the transm ssions

bet ween the shuttle and the spaceport, M ka opened up the conm channel so everyone in the
ops center could hear the ship that took their conrade away.

"Shuttl e Kandarra, you are cleared to depart, the voice on the comink said.

"Thank you, spaceport control,” the Kandarra's pilot called back

CGoodbye, old friend, Paca thought.

Al ex stared at the display. That snowy nountai nsi de pervaded her senses again. And then it
all became clear in her mnd. That's where they were taking Carl Barzon! That had to be

the location of the secret Inperial research base!

Sonmehow, sonmewhere, she would find that nmountain. She would find Carl Barzon. That
nmountai n was part of her destiny. She could feel it!

Two figures on a snowy mountainside - - two hands reachi ng across a vast whiteness - -
fingertips stretching, nmeeting - - a powerful force drawing one hand into the other - -
hand in hand - - the nountain would be conquered - - and |ight would prevail - -

The Force will be with you... always.



