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For Mike, Rod, and Cliff, the bright
shining lights at the end of the tunnel.
The beers are on me.
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PROLOGUE
 
CAPTAIN GILAD PELLAEON’S CABIN, REPUBLIC ASSAULT SHIP LEVELER, DANTUS SECTOR
SO WHO WANTS TO MAKE ADMIRAL, ANYWAY?
All braid and memos. Is that any way for a fighting man to spend his days? Committees, budgets, politics. No, thank you. I have a war to win.
Anyway … the command of a warship is all that anyone in this game wants, should want, because this is what it’s all about. I didn’t join the navy to write memos. Captain Pellaeon suits me just fine.
So you can keep your promotion board, gentlemen. I don’t require your validation.
Stang—either this mirror is cracked, or I’m starting to get wrinkly. Hallena won’t like that.
“Sir?” Lieutenant Meriones raps on the bulkhead. “Sir, you asked me to let you know when—”
“I’m shaving, Lieutenant …” The boy’s like one of those hyperactive little rodents on Ber de Val, all mangy hair, twitches, and zero attention span. “I need to concentrate.”
“Might it not be safer to use a depilatory rather than a razor, sir?”
Meriones and I are not from the same navy, that much has long been evident. And he has connections. That’s the only way he could possibly get a commission. There are some bitter jokes in the Republic Fleet—if you’re warm, you’re in. Eyesight test: we don’t test ’em, we only count ’em. And so on. The selection board seems to require only a pulse and the right social background these days.
We’re new to all-out war. The Republic’s never had to fight like this before. Now we all find out what we’re made of, even Meriones.
No wonder we had to buy a clone army …
“Very well, Lieutenant, you’d better spit it out before I sever my jugular.”
“Chief engineer reports that we’re ready to slip, sir. And there’s an encrypted message from an Agent Devis.”
There’s no smirk in his voice. He has no idea about Hallena Devis—and me. I’d like to keep it that way. “I’ll be on the bridge as soon as I’m done. I’ll take the message here.”
What’s she up to now? Why is she contacting me like this? Hiding in plain sight?
There’s really no need to worry. Is there? Hallena is an intelligence agent. A spy: a spook. If anyone can take care of herself in a dangerous place, it’s Hallena, and that’s what makes her so appealing. I don’t find weak women attractive.
Even so … I still worry.
Leveler’s fresh from a refit in the Kemla shipyards, with a few extra bells and whistles. I always get the prototypes. Maybe the Fleet board thinks I’m no great loss if any of their new experimental toys blows up. So now we need to find a quiet spot in the Dantus sector, a long way from any trouble and well away from the yards—a few days’ work-up to iron out any problems, just as we’re supposed to.
Then we get on with the business of the war.
The console of my desk chirps to let me know Hallena’s message has been transferred from the bridge.
“Very good, sir.” The rodent-child waits as if I’m going to read it in front of him. “Oh, one more thing, sir.”
“Yes …”
“Captain Rex sends his compliments and asks if he might join Leveler for an acquaint. He has new troops and a green Padawan to bring up to speed with this class of vessel.”
“Certainly.” Rex is a solid, sensible chap. He also tells very good jokes when he’s not playing the obedient soldier. “No General Skywalker?”
“No, sir. Just his Padawan. A Togruta female.”
So Rex is free to tell jokes in the wardroom. Good.
“Very well. Let me know when he’s inbound. Dismissed.”
I go back to shaving the old-fashioned way, and worry about Hallena whether I have cause to or not. Yes, I know my predilection for unsuitable women has effectively killed my promotion prospects. Unbecoming for an officer, they say; I should be more discreet, settle down, get the right career wife to match a spotless career status. But we have a short time in this galaxy, and I swore to live that time to the full.
There’s a war on. My time may be … short.
Now let’s read that message. No, she doesn’t say where she is. She never does.
Ouch. The little rodent was right about that blade, though.



ONE
 
JanFathal has been a loyal member of the Republic for as long as I can remember. Let’s not allow a little thing like internal strife to get in the way of that. I’m afraid the Fathalians’ wish for democratic change will have to wait until the war is over, because right now we need to keep that planet.
—ARMAND ISARD, Director of Republic Intelligence
ATHAR, CAPITAL OF JANFATHAL, OUTER RIM
THE DUST THAT BLEW IN FROM THE PLAINS WAS PALE GRAY, AS fine and as clogging as ferrocrete powder.
It was a small wonder that the locals kept their windows and doors tightly shuttered at this time of year. Hallena kept her kerchief over her mouth and nose, but the dust still managed to work its way into her eyes. Her vision blurred; blinking didn’t clear it. She was forced to shelter in a doorway on the main square while she tried to rub the stuff out of her eyes.
Now she understood why the Athari were so prone to spitting in the streets. They were very good at it, too—accurate, discreet, and almost elegant in their technique. Since she’d arrived a few days ago, Hallena had learned to dodge the streams and even manage an occasional well-aimed squirt of her own.
Fit in. Go gray—blend in with the population, like you’ve been here all your life …
It was just like wine-tasting in a smart Coruscant tapcaf, except the flavor filling her mouth was the flat mineral bitterness of dust coating her tongue, not a rich, fruity Ondo Lava—
Is this stuff toxic?
Swirl. Lean a little. Aim. Spit hard.
Hallena put a bit of force behind it. Sometimes it was more difficult than it looked. She was aware of someone walking toward her, head lowered against a steady wind that never seemed to drop, and then she realized why Gilad always warned her when they sailed his personal yacht to test the wind direction before dumping liquid overboard.
Splat.
“Aw, terrific,” said a male voice. “Lady, can’t you even spit straight?”
She had to shield her face with her hand. Sharper, bigger fragments of dust stung her eyes. Her gaze traveled up from a dark, wet patch on the leg of a pair of tan pants to the indignant face of their owner.
“Sorry.” She was careful to maintain the right accent. “Let me clean that up.”
“You looking for the carpet shop?”
Ah. She knew the response she had to give. She felt better already. “I hear it’s closed midweek.”
The man was in his forties, thin-faced and balding. He stared into her eyes for a moment, then winked. The simple code had been confirmed. This was her contact.
“Galdovar,” she said. It probably wasn’t his real name, and she didn’t care if it was or not. All that mattered was that he was the man she was supposed to meet; and that was all she was going to trust. He wasn’t a random stranger she’d spat upon. Trust didn’t come easy in her line of work. Trust got you killed. That was why she placed it solely in herself, and why her hand was still resting on the blaster hidden in the folds of her coat. “You’d better be, anyway.”
“I am, so at least I got my pants ruined by the right woman. Come on. Let’s get inside.” He indicated the far end of the deserted road with a discreet nod of his head, then looked down at the damp patch on his leg. “Original way to identify yourself, Agent Devis.”
“No, I really did miss the spot,” she said. Now it worried her that she hadn’t been alert to anyone following her or watching her. It was basic intelligence procedure, as unconscious as breathing; situational awareness. “How long have you been watching me?”
“A few minutes.”
Stang. If he’d been a sniper …
But he wasn’t, and she was fully alert after a moment’s lapse. The building at the end of the road was an office complex with shops and tapcafs. As they entered, the world changed; the deserted streets full of swirling dust that made Athar look like a ghost town gave way to bustling life conducted wholly behind shuttered doors. Athari citizens went about their business under cover during the windy weeks of late autumn.
“Up the stairs,” Galdovar said, gesturing with his thumb. “Second floor. Union offices.”
Hallena blended seamlessly into the bustle of Fathalians. She spoke Basic with a convincing Athari accent, and—like most of them—her skin was black and her hair dressed in neatly coiled plaits. Nobody had any reason to suspect she was a Republic spy, sent to infiltrate.
She’d been in Athar for less than a week. The place wasn’t quite the same picture that the intelligence briefing had painted. Places seldom were.
“In here?” Hallena gestured, one hand still deep in her pocket.
“In there,” said Galdovar.
“After you.”
No, she wasn’t that dumb.
The doors parted and she followed him into a routinely time-worn office with pleekwood desks and shelves that had seen better days. The interior doors, though, looked as if they’d been smashed down and repaired; two of the panels were bright new wood, devoid of any patina or termite scarring.
“Burglars?” she asked. “Or are you just slack on building maintenance?”
“Got to look the part,” Galdovar said. “And we know exactly how a union office should look after the authorities have raided it, don’t we?”
He was one of those who normally did the raiding. She had to concede the point. Sounds of movement behind the repaired door made her check automatically for a way out if this meeting turned out not to be one she’d bargained on. The only place she felt safe these days was on a Republic warship, and not just because of Gilad; the entire galaxy was in turmoil. The front line didn’t end at planetary boundaries, or sometimes even within families.
Hallena walked into a small back office filled mainly by a battered table. If it hadn’t been for the two heavily armed men sitting at one side of it—she could spot the outlines of weapons as well as anyone—she might even have swallowed the cover story about this place being an administrative office for the Union of Fabricants, Plastoid Molders, and Allied Trades, Local 61.
“Well, well,” she said. Their eyes locked on hers as if they weren’t entirely sure she was genuine. “Unity is strength, people, power to the workers, and all that. So what have you got for me?”
The younger of the two men raised a bleached-blond eyebrow. He didn’t offer any introductions. “I’m glad you’re getting into character,” he said sourly. “We think the people you’re looking for are these two.”
He shoved a holoimage projector across the table, flicking his thumbnail against the controls to activate an image. It was a snatched shot of a man and a woman caught in midstride as they hurried toward a speeder; early thirties, heads covered by factory workers’ caps, like thousands of other laborers in the city.
“Merish Hath and her boyfriend, Shil Kaval,” he said. “The usual troublemaking variety of malcontent.”
Hallena studied the image. The JanFathal police couldn’t just pick them up and make them disappear, like they usually did. The Regent had held absolute power for thirty years; he wasn’t going to get a hard time from his judges because he’d had them all jailed some years ago. But pieces in this particular puzzle were missing.
It was her job to find them.
“We’d like this sorted,” said the younger man. The stark contrast of his eyebrows against his ebony skin was hypnotically weird; and he was obviously more senior in the hierarchy than he looked, or else he was just massively arrogant. “We don’t want a few million droids landing in our backyard uninvited. The troublemakers we’ve been monitoring have been a lot more active in the last few weeks, like they’re preparing for something.”
“Maybe your Regent should concentrate on building a proper army instead of blowing his budget on internal security.” Hallena took the holoimager and transferred the image to her own device. The more she saw of some of the Republic’s allies, the less weight she gave their strategic value. “So can you get me into their circle, or not? What’s my cover identity?”
“Well, Sister Devis—”
“Tell me you haven’t used that name …”
Blond Brows sucked his teeth, clearly annoyed at the interruption. “We might be a long way from Coruscant, ma’am, but we’re not country bumpkins. Your ID says Orla Taman. You’re a union convener from Nuth, which is far enough away to explain why you’re not one of their little cabal, and you’ve been in prison for a few years for your unpatriotic activities. Now you’re out and looking to sow dissent and hasten the glorious revolution.”
Blond Brows passed her an identichip and a few battered personal possessions of the kind that a newly released prisoner might have: an old-style comlink, a few folded sheets of tattered flimsi that looked like a precious letter hidden and reread for years, and a holozine on the virtues of obedient citizenship of the kind that all those freed were given on release to keep them on the straight and narrow.
Hallena looked them over carefully. “Got it.”
“Okay, then we get you into the armaments factory tomorrow morning, and you line up for a job. They take casual labor by the day or week.”
“Do I have an impressive résumé?”
“You’re fully proficient in removing metal swarf from factory floors. A genius with a broom.”
It certainly beat passing herself off as a brain surgeon. There was no arcane professional knowledge to bluff through when she was pushing a broom. She didn’t even have to pretend she’d done it before. “Very well. I’ll head back to my modest hovel and go begging for work tomorrow.”
The older man sitting beside Blond Brows spoke for the first time. He looked like a chunk of granite that had been dumped by an avalanche, all square solidity and craggy grayness, the kind of man who would stand firm until time flowed around him.
“If you’re caught,” he said, “they’ll kill you and go to ground, and we’ll have to start all over again. We might not have the time to do that.”
It was the simplest of statements, dazzling in its self-evidence.
“Sounds like every job I’ve ever done.” Hallena got up to leave. One hand still rested on her blaster. “I’ll be back in touch when I have something useful for you.”
Maybe. I’ll see how it goes. This is for the Republic.
The granite-and-blondness double act didn’t move as she took a step or two backward without turning. For some reason, she felt more wary in this building among nominal allies than outside, surrounded by potential assassins.
If they ever venture out in this wind, of course …
Back at her lodgings, a stark and cramped little room above a grocery store, the ubiquitous dust had crept through every gap and left a convenient intruder warning system across every flat surface. Hallena closed the front doors behind her and stood listening for a moment, checking who might be where. When she studied the thin coating of dust, footprints and scuffs had worn a clean path between the side doors to the shop and the owner’s living quarters across the passage. The layer on the stairs was still undisturbed, though. Nobody had gone up to her room since she’d left.
She had no real reason to check. It was just habit; careful, wary habit.
The shop doors parted and the elderly female owner stuck her head through the gap, smiling to reveal more gaps than teeth. “Won’t last much longer, my dear,” she said. “Regular as sunset, that wind. It’ll die down by this time tomorrow, and then the rains start.”
“I remember,” Hallena lied. It sounded as if the woman didn’t think she was local. “I used to visit Athar as a kid.” Don’t push it, don’t get a conversation going. “I’m going to get a job tomorrow. I’ll be out all day.”
“You’re a bit secretive, you are.”
Stang, is she Force-sensitive or something? That risk had never troubled Hallena before, but the war had suddenly made her aware of how many beings there were who could sense her feelings or even try to shape her thoughts. Spies liked to be the ones who did the shaping and sensing. It was the natural order of espionage.
“I’ve just been released from prison,” Hallena said at last, suitably awkward. “It’s not something I want to brag about. Don’t worry—it’s nothing violent or dishonest.”
“It never is,” the woman said, suddenly serious. “It’s always political these days.”
Hallena didn’t take it any farther. She retreated to her room, and spent the rest of the day tinkering with her comm kit—minimal, concealed within the old comlink, nothing that would make her look too well equipped in this austere world—and observing the activity in the street below through a small clear patch in the grimy transparisteel pane. Yes, the wind seemed to be dropping; a few more people were out on the walkways, some wearing goggles, others with their mouths still covered by scarves, but they seemed to know that respite was coming.
How long am I going to be here?
Hallena was glad she’d never been a sleeper, living undercover for a lifetime until a controller she’d never seen finally called one day and gave her a mission within a society she might have grown to think of as her own. Short bursts of being someone and something else were much more manageable.
I can only live so much of a lie.
Gil Pellaeon knew exactly what she was and accepted her for it. That was a rare source of honest stability in her line of work. She didn’t even keep a holoimage of him with her: too risky, like any genuine personal possession that might identify her if she was captured. But Gil understood the nature of their relationship—snatched moments, denials, no real prospect of routine, daily, comfortable domestic bliss like other couples—because his job wasn’t so different.
Will either of us survive long enough to get out, to retire? Gil … no, he loves his ship. I’ll have to join him one day.
That night, Hallena slept fitfully with her blaster on the nightstand. In the early hours, noise from the street woke her; her dozing brain told her it was drunks outside, typical Coruscant nightlife, but she snapped fully alert into Athar, JanFathal, where wild revelry wasn’t routine.
The voice was a scream, a protest, not drunken shrieking. Lights played on the buildings opposite. The crunch and thud of doors being forced open gave way to speeders revving their drives. When Hallena got a glimpse of what was happening from the window, she saw a man and a woman being bundled into a vehicle marked with the livery of Athar’s not-so-secret police. One masked officer brought a bludgeon down on the head of the man in one practiced movement as he shoved him into the police speeder. The arrest was suddenly over. The lights swung around; all the vehicles sped off. All that remained was the gaping doors of the house opposite, yellow light streaming onto the pavement, and the complete absence of any neighbors coming out to see what was happening.
They must have heard it all.
This had to have been pretty common in Athar for lights not to be switched on and drapes pulled aside to see what was happening.
Common enough for everyone to know to mind their own business.
Hallena pondered on the irony of friendly governments, reminded herself she was here to win the war and not the battle, then—somehow—went back to sleep.
REPUBLIC SHUTTLE, INBOUND FOR ASSAULT SHIP LEVELER
GENERAL SKYWALKER COULD HAVE MADE IT AN ORDER, OF course. But he hadn’t; it was just a request. A mere suggestion.
Clone Captain Rex added reading between the lines to the list of things they’d never actually taught him on Kamino.
Okay, sir, I get it. Understood. You want your Padawan out of your hair for a few days. Done.
Orders were orders, and orders given subtly seemed to have even more weight. They did if they came from Anakin Skywalker, anyway.
“Am I getting on his nerves?” Ahsoka asked.
“As if.” Rex could see a little frown wrinkling her nose. “Now, why would he ever think that?”
She gave him a narrow-eyed stare for a moment, almost theatrical, searching the T-shaped visor as if she was trying to look him in the eye, and then grinned.
“You’re hard to read, sometimes.”
“Everyone needs a break from combat, littl’un. Even Jedi. And even if it’s spent training. That’s all.”
It was true. Rex believed that—well, generally, anyway—so if Ahsoka wanted to test how he felt about it in the Force, she wouldn’t sense it as a lie. But he’d decided he didn’t need to know why Skywalker wanted her out of the way for a while, and if she wanted to know—well, it was time for her to learn about need-to-know. She was going to have a little trouble mastering that skill.
He was more concerned with the six new clone troopers assigned to Torrent Company.
They were very new indeed.
While Ahsoka gazed out of the viewport, they sat on the two bench seats, three men on each side, facing one another in still, studied silence. Sergeant Coric, one of only five of his men from the original Torrent Company who’d survived the assault on Teth, sat to one side, seeming engrossed in his datapad.
In theory, the new boys had learned all they needed to about every class of warship; in practice, they’d had only Kaminoan flash training, which was thorough but no substitute for hands-on experience. And anyone fresh out of Tipoca City could never be fully prepared for the real world beyond that cloistered training existence, the untidy galaxy of thousands of new species that had nothing in common with humans or Kaminoans.
I wonder how much they’ll see of it before they get killed.
It was a thought that had become quietly insistent at the back of his mind, not enough to eat at him, but an uncomfortable feeling he tried to brush away.
Rex considered them carefully, listening for the telltale clicks and faint breaths that would tell him what was going on inside their helmets. He could see what they appeared to see; their point-of-view icons in his head-up display all showed the man sitting opposite.
Well, that was where their helmets were facing, anyway.
Takes a long time to rebuild a company from five survivors. Takes a lot more than training, too. What do Kaminoans know about bonding? Less than they thought, I reckon. A lot less.
Ahsoka interrupted his thoughts. “What’s so special about Leveler?” She gazed out the viewscreen as the shuttle came alongside the warship. “Looks like all the others of her class.”
“All ships have their own peculiarities.” Rex called up the schematic of Leveler on his HUD with a couple of rapid blinks. “Even ones that look the same. But Leveler’s just had a refit, so she’s got some experimental toys for us to try out.”
“Destructive toys?”
“Advanced concussion missiles. Prototypes designed for orbital bombardment and ship-killing. So if they’re not destructive, Pellaeon better ask for a refund.”
The six new clones—Ross, Boro, Joc, Hil, Vere, and Ince—didn’t move a muscle. Rex switched to his internal helmet comlink so Ahsoka couldn’t hear him.
“Gentlemen, show me some life signs before I resort to CPR …”
“Receiving, sir,” Ince said. “Just … awaiting orders.”
“You can move, you know. And talk.”
“Yes, sir.”
Rex decided he’d have to factor some social time into the training. His new boys needed to loosen up. Maybe they were nervous about being 501st Legion now because a certain cachet—a certain responsibility—came with that cap-badge.
And if they didn’t start talking and giving him all the little clues of individuality that helped one clone trooper recognize another in a sea of near-identical faces and armor, then he’d have to resort to checking who was who with his tally sensor. That was somehow discourteous—like having to read an officer’s name tag every time—and an admission that, as a commander, Rex didn’t know his men.
“Permission to engage in witty banter—in your own time, go on.”
“Witty banter commencing, sir … stand by.”
So Ince had a sense of humor after all. Rex smiled to himself and let them mull over the fact that they weren’t on Kamino any longer.
The shuttle aligned with the aft bay and settled on its dampers with a slight shudder. As the ramp went down, Ahsoka bounced out first, ahead of Rex. As he put his boot on the deck, Gil Pellaeon walked across the durasteel plating in his gray working rig and came to a halt a few meters away. His stance said that this was his world, his ship; and the captain was the law.
He looked down his nose at the tiny Togruta Jedi, not unkindly, but out of necessity. Ahsoka was short. She might have acted as if she were Wookiee-sized, but nothing could change the fact that she was small—and a kid. A few crew paused to watch, some clones, some nonclones. Rex hovered on the brink of intervention.
“Ma’am.” Pellaeon nodded formally, clicking the heels of his polished boots. “Welcome aboard. First thing we do is get you kitted out in proper rig.” He glanced over his shoulder. “Chief? Chief, get Padawan Tano some fireproof fatigues and safety boots. Smallest size the stores can find. Cut off the length if you need to.”
Rex hadn’t actually thought to warn Ahsoka about suitable attire for the acquaint. It was sensitive stuff, telling a female what to wear, especially a Jedi, even if she was a fourteen-year-old. Besides, Pellaeon was so much more gracious with the ladies. The captain kept his eyes fixed on hers.
“I didn’t have to wear fatigues on any other ship,” Ahsoka said stiffly.
“You’re not suitably attired, my dear.” His tone was very paternal for a moment. “We do not expose flesh in this ship, not only because it’s unbecoming, undisciplined, and distracting, but because a ship is a dangerous place. Sharp edges, noxious chemicals, hot exhausts, weapons flash. Safety first, Padawan. Cover up.”
“But I fight like this.” Suddenly Ahsoka was any youngster defending her choice of fashion to a stuffy parent, not a Jedi at all. She looked down at her bare legs and midriff as if she’d suddenly realized she had them. “And I never get hurt. Admiral Yularen let—”
“Admiral Yularen may do as he wishes in his own ship. This vessel is my domain. You’ll cover up, please, Padawan Tano.”
“But I always—”
“Not in my navy.”
Rex had no choice but to stand at attention and wait for the battle of wills to end. The new troopers were commendably un-moving in a neat line to his left; Coric rocked back and forth on his heels very discreetly, movement almost unseen, boots creaking a little. Pellaeon waited, and then extended one arm out to his side as the Fleet Chief came striding toward him with a pair of solid boots and folded dark blue coveralls.
Pellaeon took the items without even looking around and handed them to Ahsoka.
“Thank you,” she said, chin down. Then she trotted back up the ramp.
Pellaeon’s shoulders relaxed visibly. “Good grief, Rex, doesn’t Skywalker tell his underlings to put clothes on? What does he think this is, a cruise liner?”
It was at times like this that Rex savored the true value of his bucket. He silenced his helmet audio for a moment with a quick eye movement, roared with laughter, and then switched the speaker back on.
“Would you like me to ask him, sir?”
“Rex, you’re enjoying this …”
“Me, sir? Never, sir.”
“We’re both captains, Rex … it’s Gil. Drop the sir.”
“Navy captain outranks army captain, sir. Strictly speaking.”
“Shut up, for goodness’ sake, man, and come have a drink.”
Good old Pellaeon. He didn’t give a bantha’s backside about protocol. They worked in silence. Eventually, Ahsoka strode back down the ramp of the shuttle, blue fatigues belted tightly at the waist, over-long sleeves rolled up to her wrists, and presented herself to Pellaeon.
“Will this do?” Poor kid; she looked embarrassed. The brightly colored stripes on her three head-tails looked more vivid than ever—a blush, Rex had learned, sometimes one of discomfort, sometimes anger. He guessed it was a little of both this time. “I just want you to know that it’s so baggy that I’m going to trip over it and break my neck, that’s all. Not very safe.”
“You’ll grow into it, my dear,” Pellaeon said, looking satisfied. “And Jedi are too spatially aware to trip, yes? Chief Massin will show you to your cabin.”
Pellaeon waited for Ahsoka to vanish through the bay doors behind the Chief, then turned to Rex. “How long a respite do you need?”
“I’m told two to three days.”
“Ah, not your request for downtime for your men, then.”
“No.” Rex trod carefully. “General Skywalker has his reasons for wanting to operate alone, whatever they might be, and his Padawan is still at the over-curious stage. I really appreciate your help, Captain.”
“My pleasure.” Pellaeon beckoned to the troopers; Coric followed them up like a herd dog. “Besides, you might be able to help me knock some of my crew into shape. Ah, for the days when a commanding officer could dump a useless minion out the air lock without having to worry about filling in forms …”
“Very unsporting, sir,” Coric said. “Unless you give them a fifty-meter start.”
Pellaeon laughed. But like all humor in this war, it was a thinly worn veneer over permanent anxiety, and the crew did end up dying in hard vacuum, and the only way most personnel seemed able to cope was to joke in ways that seemed inappropriate to beings cocooned in peace and safety.
Rex took his laughs where he could. This was as near to downtime as he might ever get: among others who understood him, far from civilians on Coruscant who never would, a safe limbo between the two extremes.
“It’s going to be boring, sir,” Coric said to him as they walked down the passage to the mess deck. “And in a good way.”
“Make the most of it,” Rex said. “Catch up on some sleep. All of you.”
Two or three days of relative idling was just what they needed. All he had to do was to keep Ahsoka occupied. And how hard could that be?
A tiny figure came striding down the passage toward them, coping remarkably well with a pair of durasteel-capped safety boots. Ahsoka’s head-tails bounced like braids.
“I’m ready, Rex.” She beamed. “Show me the conc missile bay.”
ATHAR: NEXT MORNING
“YOU!” YELLED THE OVERSEER AT THE FACTORY GATES. HE WAS strikingly pale, and for a moment Hallena thought he was an albino. But he was just very blond, an oddity in Athar. “You, with the red scarf! You want some machine shop work?”
She realized he was pointing at her. She stood in the ragged line of laborers outside the munitions factory, just one of a crowd waiting for work assigned by the day.
Great way to miss security checks. Some dictatorships are so wonderfully dumb.
“No, sir.” That was always the hardest act for her: pretending to be deferential. “Just sweeping up. You got any jobs?”
The gray dust had drifted everywhere like fine, grubby snow. At least the wind had dropped.
“We’ve always got sweeping jobs,” the overseer said, kicking a pile of dust into the air by way of demonstration. “Especially now. Get in here. Where’s your ID?”
Hallena edged her way to the front of the line, drawing surly and envious glances as if she were being accorded some kind of privilege. As she turned sideways to edge between two men—remember, mind your body language, think passive, think humble—she caught the eye of one of them, and it was a moment of reminder, of revelation. She looked into the eyes of a starving man; not literally, because he seemed solidly built, but a man desperate to find a day’s work, and perhaps she had snatched it from him. The man stared back. It was just a heartbeat, not even a second.
She had never seen that look on Coruscant, not up close. Suddenly she understood the heart of the enemy she was facing; and it scared her more than warships and invasions because it could not be shot down, bombed, or brought to a negotiating table. It was the face of desperation, of a fear and need so primal that it could be mobilized to do anything.
We’ve picked a loser here.
This place is ripe for revolution. No wonder the Seps want to move in. One push, one coup—
“What are you kriffing well waiting for, then?” the overseer yelled. “You want this job or not? I got a hundred ready to take your place, sweetheart.”
“Sorry, sir.” Arrogant barve. I hope I have cause to drop you … “Right away, sir.”
Hallena jerked her eyes away and pushed through the line. She hadn’t realized it had been that obvious. It was just a split second’s glance. She’d have to be much more careful in a society where everyone was clearly geared up to watching and denouncing their neighbor to survive.
She held out her fake identichip to the overseer. He took it, slipped it into a chip reader, and stared at the display. It wasn’t the first time that she’d stood on that knife-edge between life and death, hoping that her cover wasn’t blown, but—
Hey, I’m not behind enemy lines yet. I’m here with the Regent’s consent and knowledge. Why am I feeling like this?
The overseer smirked as he glanced at the readout. It must have shown him her prison record. “Learned your lesson, then, troublemaker?”
“I just want to keep my head down and put food on the table,” she said.
“If I get a single sniff of you stirring up the rabble in here, I’ll personally cut your throat.”
Yes, this was the hardest part of undercover work. Not staring down the muzzle of a blaster; not dreading discovery and a lonely, anonymous death, undiscovered and a long way from home. The most unbearable moment for Hallena Devis was biting her lip while a piece of scum like this insulted her intelligence, and not dispensing the instant justice he richly deserved.
But she could find a few moments for that in her busy schedule later, she was sure.
“Like I said,” she murmured, eyes lowered, hating herself for even being able to feign submission, “I want to eat. That’s all.”
The supervisor seemed to feel that he’d made his point. “Report to the personnel office,” he said, and stepped back to let her pass into the compound. The rusty main doors parted to let her in, and the clanging, hissing, throbbing noise of a busy factory spilled out in a deafening wave. It hurt her ears as she walked with her head lowered through the cavernous hangar, past assembly lines where scores of workers were sealing small canisters or checking durasteel components against measuring rods, but nobody took much notice of her. One man glanced up, smiled, then went back to riveting a durasteel sheet around the curve of what looked like an exhaust. By the time Hallena got to the personnel office—a shabby cubicle at the far end of the factory floor—a scruffy droid that looked in worse shape than the metal being hammered all around her was watching intently.
While one arm continued shuffling flimsi and the other tapped on an accounting pad, it reached out behind itself with a manipulator mounted on its back. A broom arced around in that third hand and almost smacked her in the legs. If anyone was doing an efficiency study, the droid scored a clean hundred every time. Hallena wondered what it was doing with its legs under the desk. No limb was idle, that was for sure.
“One broom,” the droid said. “You break it or lose it, you pay for it. You sweep the entire production area floor plus the refreshers and the corridors. Ten-minute meal break when the klaxon sounds. You go home when the place is inspected and approved by the overseer. If he approves, you get paid and come back again in the morning. If he doesn’t, you get nothing and don’t come back. Any questions?”
Hallena was tempted, but her discipline had kicked in fully now. She didn’t even think a sharp retort.
“No,” she said, and took the broom in both hands, quarterstaff-style. “I don’t need a floor plan to find my way around, do I?”
The droid was incapable of sneering, but it managed to convey its disdain pretty well simply with pauses that would have made an actor envious.
“What’s to find?” it said at last. “Eyes down, find the dust, push the broom. Stop when you can see the original color of the tiles. Anything else you find dirty—clean it.”
So Hallena had managed to disappear instantly into the shrouded existence of the workforce. So far, so good. She headed for the refreshers and concentrated on looking authentic.
Stang, they stank. If she needed any excuse to hide away from the factory floor, a pail of disinfectant and a brush would be the perfect cover to retreat out of here. She got to work. A quick and discreet sweep with the bug sensor set in her wrist chrono showed there was no surveillance cam making sure the workers didn’t linger too long in here with a copy of a holozine.
Is the rest of the planet as vile as this?
Republic Intel said it was. But it wasn’t the Republic’s problem. All that mattered was stopping the Separatists from overthrowing the Regent and invading the planet.
Maybe they can overthrow the regime when the war’s over. This isn’t an ally I like very much …
The one good thing about living in a dictatorship like JanFathal, though, was that the information underground, the exchange of whispered news and gossip, was a lot faster and sharper than in the complacent walkways of Coruscant, where they were more worried about smashball scores and scandalous holovid actresses. That was democracies for you: they didn’t know what they had until they lost it. Here, information was precious. Secrets mattered. And within an hour, Hallena backed out of a refresher cubicle to find the path of her broom blocked by two workers in dark gray coveralls.
Their working clothes had probably been another color once, but that gray dust got everywhere.
Hallena paused and leaned on her broom.
“My mama used to say to lift your feet when a lady was doing the cleaning …”
The two were familiar. They should have been. She’d studied their holoimages for long enough.
“Sister Taman,” the worker said, holding out her hand. “I think you’re among friends again. I’m Merish Hath, and this is my comrade Shil Kaval. We’re union.”
“Union,” Hallena said slowly, “got me a few years in jail.”
“Times are changing,” said Shil. “But not fast enough.”
Hallena went back to sweeping. “Don’t expect me to help you speed ’em up …”
Merish had effectively blocked the exit. It was all working better than Hallena had hoped. “They say you were a committed activist in Nuth before the Regent had the town razed to the ground.”
Oh, great briefing, Intel. What? Razed when? “Don’t want to talk about it.”
“And we’ve got more supportive friends to call on now the war’s kicked off.”
Hallena paused, straightened up, and maintained a skeptical face. Desperate people did indeed do desperate things. This was, just as Intel had said, the route to the Separatist infiltration here. It was going to be a more straightforward job than she thought.
Maybe just a few weeks. Maybe—I can find some time with Gil.
Maybe I won’t feel bad at all when I look back at how I stopped these people putting their Regent’s head on a well-deserved spike.
“This had better be good,” she said. “I’m not doing any more time inside.”
“You won’t need to,” said Merish. “All that’s going to change.”
Hallena managed one more careful moment of hesitation and then shook the woman’s hand. Shil patted her on the back.
Now—now she was behind enemy lines.



TWO
 
Do you seriously believe that half a galaxy would side with Nute Gunray because all those planets, all their inhabitants, are evil? What does evil mean anyway? How can that many beings be just … evil? For every scheming Trade Federation politico out to crush the Republic, there are trillions of beings who have real reasons to hate the Coruscant regime. All they were waiting for was a leader to give them an excuse to do something about it.
—CORMEN A’LANTI, political analyst, HNE
SENATOR AMIDALA’S APARTMENT BLOCK, SENATE DISTRICT, CORUSCANT
PADMÉ LOVED SURPRISES. SHE WAS CERTAINLY GOING TO GET one now.
Anakin Skywalker teetered on the parapet two stories above her balcony, judging the leap he would need to make to land on the rail below and then slip through the transparisteel doors unseen. There’d be the security cam recording to erase, of course—a little Force wipe, swiftly and discreetly applied—but he’d become very good at that. He understood the need to protect politicians in a war like this. His own wife didn’t need protecting from him, though.
This is crazy. It shouldn’t be this way.
He stared out over Galactic City. At night, it was magical, a starfield in its own right; scattered pinpoints of every color across the spectrum, hubs of intense light, nebula-like effects of an illuminated tapcaf sign seen through the gauze of a steam vent. And for all that light, all that life above and below and around him, he was invisible. Nobody noticed a man in a dull brown bantha wool cloak merging with the shadows and contrasts of a building that stretched a thousand meters into the night sky.
Beautiful.
Anakin took a breath, held it, and jumped.
The wind caught his cloak and slowed him, but he was braking his descent with the Force anyway. The sensation was not one of falling but of feeling the world accelerate past him. When his boots hit the permacrete fifteen meters below, the cushioning effect made him wonder what it was like for ordinary beings to fall that far.
Painful. Lethal. Do I really know what danger feels like to other people?
No, he didn’t, and it made him marvel again that ordinary men, his troopers, would follow him into situations that he could stroll through with Force assistance and they could not. He hoped he never forgot that.
He opened the side door carefully and slipped in, still ready to deflect a blaster bolt if he startled her. “I’m home,” he called. “Padmé?”
The bedroom doors parted sharply and she stepped out into the living room, face covered in a thick white paste and a towel wrapped tight around her hair.
“You could have called first…,” she said, lips hardly moving. She sounded like one of those voice-throwing acts where a guy made his performing akk dog look as if it were talking. “Don’t make me crack this. I have to leave it on for an hour.”
Anakin tried to hug her as best he could without getting close to whatever the goop was on her face. It seemed to have set hard, like plaster. “You don’t need all that. You’re beautiful enough without it.”
“Even a Senator is entitled to a girl’s night in with a beauty mask and a holozine.”
“I can go back to the Outer Rim if you like …”
“Don’t you dare.”
“Have you heard the one about the Trandoshan who goes into a tapcaf?”
“Don’t make me laugh.”
“Well, the Trando goes up to the barkeep and says—”
“Don’t.”
“—he says, ‘I’ll have four mugs of—’ ”
“Don’t!” Padmé froze for a moment and then burst into giggles, hands pressed hard to her face. When she took them away, chunks of the mask fell off like the collapsing façade of a building. “Oh, I’ve cracked it … great. All that waiting, and now I’ve got to apply it all over again.”
“No, you don’t,” he said, and took her hand. “Come on. I’ve taken a couple of days off, and we’re not going to spend it on beauty treatments …”
Padmé followed him to the refresher door. “Days? Where’s Ahsoka, then?”
“I left her with Rex.” Anakin ushered her gently into the room. “Rinse all that gunk off. Come on.”
Padmé turned on the faucet and splashed her face with water. “You do place a lot of responsibility on Rex, Ani. Above and beyond.”
“He can handle it.” Anakin watched the white-faced stranger transform back into his wife. He had so little time with her, and it was always furtive time, stolen time, so even these silly moments felt intense and precious. “Ahsoka might talk like she’s the Grand Admiral of the Fleet, but she respects Rex. And I suspect some lessons are easier when learned from him instead of me.”
“Rex can be very charming when he wants to be.”
Anakin bristled instinctively and then felt stupid about it. “He can also bring her back down to ground level pretty fast when needed.”
“So we have a couple of days.”
“And it’s not like we can go out and be seen together, is it?”
“I get the idea.” She grinned as she dried her face, then unwound the towel around her hair. “Discretion … look, this city runs on gossip, and we can never be too careful. Make some caf, darling, would you? I’ll just tidy myself up.”
We can never be too careful.
She’d said it before; he knew that well enough, even though he resented it more each day. Just walking around Coruscant—any world, in fact—reminded him that they couldn’t do the trivial things that any ordinary couple took for granted: a stroll in a park, a drink in a tapcaf, a trip to the theater. Sometimes he struggled with his simmering anger about it all, and at others he wondered how he could take his Jedi calling seriously while deceiving not only the Jedi Council, but Obi-Wan as well.
If I don’t believe the Order is right about attachment … what else am I going to reject? Where will it stop?
This war was the only clean-cut thing about his life apart from Padmé; he had a real, tangible enemy trying to kill him, and he loved Padmé to the point of sickening fear at the thought of her ever being taken from him. Those were the twin certainties in his life. So he fought, and he loved, because he knew how to do both.
But philosophy was much harder to grasp in his hand than a lightsaber.
“Ani, have you gone to Charra to grow that caf yourself?”
Anakin looked up, jerked out of his thoughts as he stood with the container still in one hand and the caf pot still empty. Padmé glided into the kitchen in one of her elegant gowns, fierce electric blue sateen that cast a turquoise reflection on the glossy white cabinets.
“Just thinking,” he said.
Padmé gave a theatrical sigh. “You just can’t get good help these days.”
She took the caf container from him and started making a pot herself. See, there’s an ordinary moment. A Senator, a queen, a woman who can change the galaxy, making caf like any Coruscant housewife. Why not? Isn’t that what life really is? Anakin wasn’t sure how long he could keep this up. He wondered why Obi-Wan didn’t sense what was going on. How could he miss the turmoil and passion in the Force, right under his nose?
“Have you seen the latest on Senator Herbin?” Padmé held the caf container to her nose and inhaled deeply. It wasn’t a distracted moment. Anakin knew when she was making an effort to look unconcerned. “It’s all over HNE. Dating that awful holovid actress from Republic Medcenter. The one who protests about the war.”
“I don’t know Herbin,” Anakin said. “I don’t care about gossip. There’s a war on.”
“I meant that politicians are vulnerable to prying.”
“So what’s the scandal?” Anakin reached for the cups, translucent porceplast from Naboo that still had a royal crest on it. “That he’s a married man, that he dates a protester, or that he’s obviously got lousy taste in holovids?”
“You know what I mean. We have to be more careful. We have to be more aware that people notice things. The way you look at me in public, the way we talk. All the little signs.”
That didn’t sound like Padmé. She hadn’t been this nervous to begin with. “Has someone said something to you?”
“No, not at all. I’m just on edge. I look at Herbin being hounded, and I think what it would do to you if the Jedi Council found out.”
Anakin hadn’t really thought about what discovery would do to Padmé’s reputation. He hadn’t considered it in those terms; she didn’t so much have a career as a never-ending duty, so he couldn’t imagine her worrying about being forced to resign. If it was just the Jedi Council’s outrage, that was another thing entirely. He’d handle that when the time came.
This isn’t going to go on forever.
“But we’re not like Herbin and what’s-her-name,” he said. “We’re married. We’re not cheating on our spouses. There’s no disgrace in this.”
“Okay, let me put it this way.” The caf was boiling now, sending steam into the air and clouding the windows. Padmé turned off the heat and poured from the pot. “What would you do if Master Yoda found out we were married and told you—well, what would he tell you to do? Divorce me?”
“He would make me choose between you and the Jedi Order.” Would he? Anakin didn’t actually know. Now that he stopped to think it through, he had gone no farther in his imagination than the immediate arguments and dire warnings of what attachment would lead to. He hadn’t done what any general should have, what he would have done if this had been a real battle rather than a war of Jedi ideologies: he hadn’t asked what the worst outcome might be. “And I’ll never give you up. Never.”
It wasn’t an answer. Anakin knew that. He wanted to say that he would tell Yoda that he refused to obey, but he wasn’t sure where that would leave him as a Jedi. Could he remain one? Of course he could. It wasn’t like the Senate, and party allegiances, where politicians got kicked out of their parties if they didn’t vote the right way. He didn’t have a Jedi party membership card. His Force-using nature was in his blood, in his very cells.
Padmé took the cups and steered him toward the living room. “I’ll never give you up, either, Ani. But let’s not risk a confrontation with the Jedi Council. Not yet.”
Anakin felt the resentment, doubt, and bewilderment start to bubble up again. He stretched out on the sofa, his head resting on Padmé’s lap, and thought of one member of the Jedi Council.
Ki-Adi-Mundi’s got wives. Not just one. Five. And lots of daughters. Usual for a Cerean. But a Jedi?
The Cerean didn’t look as if he’d been corrupted by attachment. Nobody mentioned it; Jedi did marry, then, and the galaxy didn’t implode. This fact was the bantha in the dining room, the huge, silent, looming thing that everyone could see but nobody talked about, as if it wasn’t there at all, and had to be ignored at all costs.
Just because Cereans had a low birthrate, and too few males, they had to take wives. So Ki-Adi-Mundi could remain a Jedi, serve on the Council, and have a family. Suddenly none of this made sense to Anakin. The needs of Cerea had no bearing on it. Either attachment was a bad idea for Jedi, or it wasn’t.
Fine. Have it your way, Master Yoda. I feel no guilt about bending the rules to fit my heart if you bend the rules on the basis of species. Or expedience. Or whatever.
“They say love turns a Jedi to the dark side,” he said at last. “I can’t see how love can do that. But being forced to skulk around and lie—that’s a recipe for trouble. Now, look at Ki-Adi—”
“You’re not going to have this out with Master Yoda, are you, Ani?” Padmé stroked his hair. “Please?”
“No. I promise.”
“Good. Let’s make the most of these few days.”
“Are you sure nobody’s said anything to you? You’re really edgy.”
Padmé reached for her caf, and he found himself staring up at the bottom of the exquisite antique cup, so fine and delicate that the light filtered through it.
“I’m just rattled by this business with Herbin,” she said. “Humor me.”
Anakin would do whatever she asked. He was besotted, and always would be, he knew. He didn’t feel any less of a Jedi for loving her so much.
“I will,” he said.
REPUBLIC ASSAULT SHIP LEVELER, WORKING-UP POST-REFIT, DANTUS SECTOR
PELLAEON SLID THE LAST FEW METERS DOWN THE LADDER TO the lower engineering deck, boots braking against the polished rails, and scattered some junior ratings as he landed. They saluted as the smell of singed paint filled his nostrils and caught the back of his throat. There were good new smells in a refitted ship, and worrying ones; these were the latter kind.
“Lammin, what the stang is going on with those dampers?” He never broke into a run, not unless the vessel was at action stations, but he could stride at record speed along the passages. He swung through the hatch to the main drive section. “Lammin? She’s lurching like a drunk every time we hyperjump.”
“I think we’ve still got a low pressure problem, sir.” Lammin, the chief engineer, was wedged in the small space between two bulkheads, trying to shift a stubborn bolt. He cursed eloquently and held out his hand to the engineer waiting patiently with his tool kit, like a surgeon gesturing to a nurse for a scalpel. “Ollo, hand me the Weequay servodriver, will you? Some precision work’s required.”
Ollo selected the biggest hammer in the box, handed it to Lammin, and put his fingers in his ears. Lammin leaned back as far as he could and took a mighty swipe at something Pellaeon couldn’t see. The resulting clang of metal was so loud that it hurt.
Lammin whacked the defiant bolt—or whatever it was—a few more times for good measure. It was like standing inside an Andoan monastery bell when the monks struck it. Pellaeon felt his teeth vibrate clean through to his sinuses.
“Ah, that shifted it…,” Lammin said happily.
“I’m relieved you’re not a surgeon, Chief.”
“Well, if I was, my patients wouldn’t be in pain for very long, sir.” Lammin eased himself out of the tiny gap and peered at the gauges on the bulkhead. “I freed up something. Better check exactly what. I hate mysteries.”
“Carry on,” Pellaeon said. He opened his comlink and called his first lieutenant. Every single fault was being collated and transmitted back to Fleet to be passed to the procurement overseers, and no doubt to the accountants to enable them to argue about the costs. “Number One, make another note for the yard, will you? The damper pressure relief valves—”
“Sir, sorry to interrupt, but long-range sensors just picked up some activity in the adjacent sector, off Tangar. A Sep flotilla dropped out of hyperspace, then jumped again.”
Pellaeon conjured up a mental three-dimensional chart of the region, calculating transit time. If anything kicked off, he needed to know if Leveler could respond, and how fast.
“Keep an eye on it, Rumahn,” he said. “Any friendlies in range?”
“Only us, sir. Dark and lonely work out here.”
Working-up had to be done in remote places or very well-defended ones these days because nothing invited an attack quite like a ship that wasn’t at full fighting efficiency. And there was nothing to be gained in charging after every Sep hull that presented itself. Some commanders might have felt obligated out of some bizarrely misplaced machismo, but Pellaeon preferred prudence over showy enthusiasm. He’d bide his time.
“Let’s hope they don’t present us with an inevitable target, then,” he said. “I want the ship to be ready to fight. We’ve still got some problems.”
He left the engineering crew to their task and continued his tour of the lower decks, checking through the tick-list on his datapad as he visited each section to see how well Leveler was holding up. He could have called the section heads to a meeting and just listened to their reports. But that wasn’t Gil Pellaeon’s way. He needed to see. He needed to feel. He needed to listen to the sounds of the ship. And he needed to see the men and women who worked to keep her spaceworthy and ready to fight.
There was no substitute for firsthand examination of the many small systems that made this vast, complex island of durasteel into a fighting machine.
And it was home, too. It was community. No civilian could possibly understand the emotional significance of a ship to those who served in her. It didn’t matter if they were clone or nonclone; this was one united ship’s company, and he refused to allow it to be any other way.
I just wish I could tell them apart more easily …
He had his techniques, though.
A group of clones passed him, all helmeted. “Sir,” one said, nodding polite acknowledgment.
Pellaeon had taken off his cap, so there were no formal salutes. He checked the electronic reader that scanned clone armor tallies to identify them, and a list of names flashed up on the tiny screen.
“Petty Officer Bren,” he said. “Mess deck accommodation to everyone’s satisfaction?”
“Small problem with the water pressure in A-seven-two ’freshers, sir, but that’s been resolved.”
“Splendid.” Pellaeon made another quick note, tapping on his datapad. “Carry on.”
So I need a prompt. Any commander of a ship this size does. What matters is that every crew member knows he or she matters, too.
He strode on, distracted for a moment by the thought of where Hallena might be now, and what she would think of Leveler. Yes, he’d bring her on board and show her. Gossip didn’t bother him. He had nothing to lose now except battles.
Overall, the yard had done a typical rush job—Pellaeon-grade inadequate, anyone else’s reasonable. There was always some nagging problem that irritated him, often small but potentially lethal oversights like fresh paint blocking valves, hidden wiring faults, or unseated gaskets pinched between blocks, ready to leak at any time. Those were the things he sought out. Any idiot could see major defects from ten klicks; he could, anyway.
So far, all he’d found to trouble him were the dampers and some of the command systems. Software, the technicians said, could be fixed.
Show me, then.
Climbing the ladder to one of the concussion missile bays, he found himself looking up at Rex as the clone commander leaned over from the gantry above. Rex, even without his distinctive blue-and-white 501st armor, was easy to spot among the ship’s company. He had his helmet clipped to his belt, and he was sporting another new hairstyle. Instead of being shaven to a fine polish, as when Pellaeon had last seen him, his scalp was now covered with short fuzz of blue-dyed hair cut into stripes.
“Very  … different, Rex,” Pellaeon said.
Ahsoka leaned over the rail beside Rex, although she had to stand on tiptoe to do it. She twitched her striped head-tails. “Nothing wrong with stripes, sir.”
“Bolo-ball final,” Rex said. “I’m somewhat partisan. Bylluran Athletic.”
Pellaeon had no idea how Rex—bred on Kamino without any of the usual sense of geographic or species tribalism—decided which team to support. Bylluran was a Sullustan team. But most teams had fans who’d never been within ten parsecs of their home ground, and some couldn’t even breathe the same atmosphere, so maybe that was  … normal.
Stang, he’s like any other being. A normal human male. It’s hardwired in all of us, this need to ally and belong.
“So, Rex, what do you think of the upgrades?”
Rex replaced his helmet. “I can’t judge the new concussion missiles until I see them take out a city or a capital ship, but I’m not convinced that the improved laser recharge time was worth the expenditure.”
“That’s the Treasury’s problem.”
“Maybe so, but—”
Rex stopped. Pellaeon heard the comm alert at the same time as the clone commander did, a nasal tone from the small transmitter in the comlink attached to his belt.
“Ops to Pellaeon, we have enemy vessels exiting hyperspace in the Fath system. Stand by.”
“That’s a couple of hours away,” Ahsoka said. “What are they doing there?”
Pellaeon climbed the ladder and headed for the nearest ops room to see what was on their sensors. Fath was close to a hyperspace lane; apart from that, it was the scruffy backside of the Outer Rim, nothing remarkable. Were the Seps just emerging from hyperspace, dropping out to receive essential comms before jumping elsewhere again, or did they have a more local target?
“How many vessels?” Rex asked. “I can’t patch my HUD through to the ops display. One more glitch for the list.”
“Six.” Pellaeon decided there was no harm keeping an eye on the flotilla. “Comms, can you intercept any signals?”
“Just out of maximum range, sir,” Rumahn cut in. “Another problem we’ve found.”
“Very well, assuming that we still have propulsion, Number One, can we move within range?”
“I’d rather not jump until the dampers are sorted, sir.”
“Let’s stroll in their direction on sublight, then.”
Pellaeon trusted his gut as much as any sensor, and his internal alarm bells were starting to ring. The crew knew that. The more relaxed his tone, the more worried they knew he was. Rex stood and watched the scan with him—or at least he appeared to be facing it. Once Rex had his helmet on, there was no way of telling whether he was watching what was in front of him or occupied with something happening on his HUD. Ahsoka edged up beside them.
“I feel it,” she said hesitantly.
“What, my dear?” Pellaeon asked.
“A disturbance in the Force.” She reached out and held her hand close to the repeater screen without touching it. “A lot of … misery boiling over into anger.”
Pellaeon never turned down useful intelligence. He just preferred definitive bearings, coordinates, and distances, and Jedi unnerved him; the young ones troubled him most of all, like this little Togruta, a gauche kid arguing about her short skirt one moment and then changing before his eyes into an ancient and primal creature connected to something he could never see. It seemed a vast gift for the universe to grant such a child. “You can tell that from touching the screen, can you?”
“No, Captain, it just helps me concentrate if I focus on an image.”
“So is that a threat assessment?”
“Last time she said that,” Rex muttered, “the next word was incoming.”
Pellaeon was reassured that his gut worked almost as well as a Jedi’s senses. “I’ll take that as a solid early warning, then.”
“I’ll round up my men,” said Rex.
There was always the chance it would end in nothing; there was a great deal of seething anger everywhere in the galaxy these days, and predicting trouble was a safe bet. But Pallaeon knew he wasn’t that lucky.
He opened his comlink. “Lammin,” he said. “Let me know the moment you get those dampers fixed.”
A TAPCAF IN THE METALWORKERS’ QUARTERS, ATHAR, JANFATHAL: LATER THAT NIGHT
HALLENA WAS SURE SHE’D NEVER BE ABLE TO LIFT HER ARMS again.
Twelve hours. Twelve hours of sweeping and scrubbing that cesspit of a factory. There was only so much sweeping she could do before she was conspicuously idle, so she’d ended up cleaning all the refreshers, and the smell of disinfectant clung to her.
She braced her elbows on the tapcaf table and stared at her hands, fingertips still wrinkled from being constantly wet.
“You timed this very well,” said Merish. Shil placed two mugs of ale in front of them on the table and pulled up a chair. “Who sprung you?”
Hallena was now in the limbo of winging her way through a conversation that could end in victory or death. At least she was exhausted enough to act convincingly surly. “You don’t need to know.”
“True.” The woman kept glancing at the doors. She seemed more triumphant than nervous. “You might find some familiar faces joining us tonight, then.”
I hope not. There aren’t any.
“So what do you want from me?” Hallena asked.
Open questions, suspiciously asked. It was all she could do. Local intelligence hadn’t filled her in on all the blanks, evidently. No wonder they needed backup from Republic Intel; they were only good for spying on citizens for minor garbage like being dissatisfied and vocal about it.
“When things change, we need people who we can trust,” said Merish. “People we know aren’t tainted by association with the old regime.”
“And I qualify.” Posing as a newly released political prisoner excused all hesitation and cluelessness on Hallena’s part. “Well, thanks.”
“You’re union. You know how to organize people. We’re going to need that very soon.”
“Forget it,” Hallena said. No, don’t. Keep it coming. “I’ve had enough of that. I can’t face the prospect of year after year of banging my head against a wall and seeing nothing change.”
“Oh, change is coming all right, Sister. Sooner than you think.”
“Yeah. Whatever.”
Merish looked beatific. That was the only way Hallena could describe it. As more people crowded into the tapcaf for an ale to end the day, and the noise level rose, she kept an eye on the doors. The place smelled of sweat and musty spices. Exotic tunes—discordant half notes, not unpleasant, just unfamiliar—crackled from an old audio unit set high on the wall to her right. The conversations around her, while part of a general high level of noise, were somehow hard to eavesdrop upon, as if everyone in that tapcaf had grown used to speaking in a way that wouldn’t attract the attention of the authorities.
She’d seen almost no droids here at all since she’d arrived on the planet, the office droid at the factory being a notable exception. When she craned her neck to look through the open doors to the tapcaf kitchen, there were no droids there, the one place she was certain they’d have mechanical help.
She couldn’t ask why. She was supposed to be a native.
“No kriffing droids,” she said flatly. It could have meant anything. She meant someone throw me a line here.
“No, at least that hasn’t happened yet,” Merish said. “Flesh and blood is still cheaper. And most people are still more docile when they’re kept busy all day.”
Thank you, Merish.
There were all kinds of things the intel briefings never really told an agent. But these were the things she liked to know: she liked to know about attitude. She liked to know why.
But all that she had been told was that the dissidents in Athar had regular contact with Sep agents. Her sole task was to map that network, identify as many individuals in it as she could, and turn that information over to someone else to …
To what? Observe. Break. Arrest. Maybe even to flood the network with disinformation and double agents.
Shil was so quiet that Hallena wondered if he was allowed to talk when Merish was around. She watched him from the corner of her eye, and tried not to look too curious about why he kept tugging his right sleeve down past his wrist. At first she thought it was a nervous tic, and then she wondered if he was simply concealing a weapon. It was only when he reached for his ale and knocked a sodden table mat onto the floor that she understood what he was covering up. As he bent down and stretched out his hand to retrieve the mat, his sleeve slid back, and she saw the scars.
They were not random.
They were old cuts; not the irregular marks of an accident, or the clean incisions of surgery, but a carefully inscribed network of cut after cut after cut, as if someone had tried to decorate him like a piece of Emori leatherwork. Her eyes froze on the raised scars for a long second. She knew without asking that they weren’t some form of body art or anything voluntary. A couple of the lines had odd branches, as if he’d moved during the process and someone had to do it again.
It was odd how something glimpsed so briefly could sear an indelible image into her mind. She wouldn’t forget those scars. As Shil straightened up, he caught her eye for a moment, then pulled his sleeve back into place.
“To set an example to the rest,” Shil said softly. “Fear needs its advertising like any other commodity, or else who’s going to buy it?”
And that was why he was covering it up. Not shame; not embarrassment. He didn’t even need to flaunt that he’d been tortured but was still walking free, still defiant. He was simply denying whoever had hurt him the outcome they’d wanted. He was not going to let anyone else see what his punishment had been, and be cowed by it.
“I understand,” Hallena said.
Yes, I do. And I mustn’t.
Merish, distracted for a moment, reached to smooth Shil’s hair, then went back to watching the door as she sipped her ale. Her free hand rested on his leg in the shadow of the table.
Hallena had been trained to do a dirty job. One of her earliest lessons had been that there was no clear-cut line between enemy and ally, and that if she looked for one she would only forget what she was there to do. She would, her spymaster had once said, meet enemies she liked, and allies she hated. It wasn’t her job to decide who was more worthy of support. Her sole task was to serve the Republic because she could have no idea of the bigger picture in which she blindly painted small sections.
It’s going to be hard sometimes, Hallena.
She could hear his voice now, even through the hubbub of the tapcaf.
You’re not immune to good and evil. You’re not on the wrong side. You’re just ignoring smaller complications that get in the way of the bigger task.
Gil Pellaeon called it collateral damage. Sometimes she wanted to talk to him about how he handled causing death and pain to people who got in the way when his ship was seeking bigger targets. But she’d never found the right moment to explain why, and reveal all the things she’d done.
Am I a bad person? Why can’t I answer that question?
“So what did they do to you?” Merish asked at last.
Hallena didn’t look at her. “What would drive me crazy quickest. Keeping me in solitary.”
She couldn’t claim it was violence. She was sitting beside people with real scars, and if anything went wrong, the story was easily disproved by examining her. But crazy—crazy was invisible. She could do crazy. She had no idea yet how long she might have to keep it up, but she was sure she could manage a long, long time.
“You’re not going to trust us until we show you, are you?”
It was cruelly easy. First there was guilt, and then, when an agent found pleasure in being clever, there was callous smugness. Then, as age and bitter experience eroded that layer, guilt and disgust crept back in.
“No,” Hallena said, playing the game of stating the truth to create a lie. “Look, I don’t know anything about you, and you don’t know anything about me. Why should either of us trust the other?”
“Oh, we know plenty about you. The office droid’s very cooperative about sharing identichip data, if you know how to ask nicely.”
The preloaded persona on the bogus chip had looked pretty bland to Hallena—a long-forgotten person from a town swept clean off the map—but it seemed to have more import to Merish and Shil.
“So prove to me you’re not just them jerking me around before hauling me back inside again.”
“Why would they want to do that?”
“Because they’re scum,” Hallena said, “and that’s what small people with too much power do.”
Merish stared into her face for a few moments as if looking for cracks in her story. “In a day or so it won’t matter anyway.”
Ah. There’s a timetable. For what?
The tapcaf doors sighed apart again, admitting more threadbare factory workers and a gust of humid night air scented with the smoky exhaust of obsolete ground speeders. The old woman had been spot-on with her forecast of rain. Hallena didn’t ask why a day would make a difference. She waited to be told.
“Varti,” Merish said suddenly, craning her neck. “Look, it’s Varti.”
A small, bald man who looked close to retirement wove his way through the drinkers and headed for the table. Hallena thought his scalp was simply shiny, but as he moved under the overhead lights, she could see that his dark skin was tattooed with white designs from ear to what had been his hairline. If there was one lasting impression that she would take from this place, beyond its grime and casual brutality, it was the sense of inversion, of a negative holoimage, the expected areas of light and dark reversed.
Well, that’s remarkably apt … because I really can’t see any clear black and white in this situation.
Varti smiled at her, looking a little puzzled. He cocked his head slightly to one side. In the street outside, klaxons screamed as more than one police speeder ripped past. Several men at the bar paused to look out the windows.
“I don’t remember you, Orla,” he said, holding out a thin, veined hand to Hallena. “But then Nuth is only memories itself now, and memories are fragile things.”
Oh stang … steady, now. Don’t blow it.
“I would have thought I’d have remembered you, too,” she said, indicating his intricate white tattoos.
“I had hair back then.”
The sound of traffic outside was becoming deafening, and Hallena found it hard to hear him. Merish just took another pull at her ale. Shil turned his head slowly to look at her and smiled, as if there were some wonderful joke they were about to share that excluded everyone else in the place, and Hallena took it as something romantic, nothing more.
“I’m used to a bit of quiet.” Hallena was now into her stride as surly, disturbed Orla Taman, making statements to get answers. “Where’s all that traffic going?”
Shil turned his gaze from Merish.
“Toward change,” he said. “They’re heading for the power station, I expect, if things are going to schedule.” He cocked his head. “Isn’t it a lovely sound?”
And then all the lights went out. The bar was plunged into darkness.
Hallena’s hand was on her hold-out blaster even before she thought about it. A loud cheer went up from the tapcaf crowd: in the second or two it took her eyes to adjust to the scant light from a couple of oil burners smoking gently to kill bugs, she saw glistening, metallic movement and heard the shunk-shunk of safety catches being drawn. A constellation of blaster charge lights winked into life, red, blue, green, amber.
Ambush.
Shil chuckled. More vehicle klaxons screamed outside the doors, their sound falling in pitch as they sped past. Hallena could feel the vibration as the downdrafts shook the walls.
Ambush …
The tapcaf flooded with light again, this time the ghostly green of a generator-powered emergency system.
Every drinker in the bar had a blaster rifle drawn, and some had a sidearm, too. They didn’t look scared. They looked elated. The entire tapcaf was silent, like an army awaiting orders.
Ambush …
“Revolution,” said Shil. He had a blaster rifle in his hand now, and so did Merish. “Now it begins. Now it begins, brothers and sisters. Now we take back what’s ours.”
The cheer was deafening. It drowned out the convoy of emergency speeders streaking through the city. Hallena drew her blaster automatically, and had no choice but to follow the flow.
The revolutionaries of Athar had mobilized. She’d landed in the middle of a coup.
As she joined the crowd streaming through the doors into the night, she felt exhilarated, but she wasn’t sure that it was for the right reasons.



THREE
 
But Master Altis doesn’t subscribe to those views about family. Does that place him on the dark side? What about the Jedi who founded our Order? They didn’t ban attachment. Does that mean everything we are today is built on a foundation of darkness? Why did we decide it was suddenly a bad thing? And are there other Force-users on the light side? I’ve never met any. Surely they exist?
—PADAWAN BAGAR NEI-LEIT, asking questions in philosophy class at the Jedi Temple
BRIDGE OF THE CARGO VESSEL WOOKIEE GUNNER, OUTER RIM
“MASTER ALTIS?”
“Yes, I feel it, too, my dear.”
Jedi Master Djinn Altis stood at the command console and closed his eyes to concentrate on the welter of sensations in the Force. Sometimes he sensed light dying somewhere behind his eyes, tiny short-lived flashes like subatomic particles; sometimes the lights lived longer and turned into great shimmering ribbons of color that wove and tangled into infinity. Now, though, the sensation was like microscopic pellets of hail hitting his scalp just under the skin, melting into cold water that ran down inside his spinal canal.
He recognized it as the collective distress and anger of a world tipping over into conflict. This was how the Force spoke to him, its unique voice, its tone different for every Force-user who listened.
The melting-hail effect was starting to become a common sensation in this war.
“We don’t have to sit out this war.” Callista Masana slid into the navigator’s seat and checked the screen in front of her as if some crisis might be visible on the plot. She put both hands on the transparisteel plate that covered the display, eyes closed, as if she were communing with the computer system. She seemed to be as attuned with inanimate objects as she’d been with the tsaelkes on her parents’ farm. “Is there nothing we can do?”
“We’re doing it, Calli. Humanitarian relief.” There were hundreds of tons of supplies—food, medicine, water purifiers, tents—in the ship’s hold, bound for Yarille. “Someone has to. A war’s not solely about fighting.”
“You’ve never said if you think we should take up arms or not, Master. One day soon, we may have to do just that.”
“I’m not a pacifist. I’ll meet force with force when I have to.”
“The definition of a pacifist,” Callista said, easing herself out of the seat again, “is someone who knows the depth of violence inside them, understands that there’s no going back once it’s unleashed, and so chooses to never let it loose.”
“I never said pacifists lacked courage or aggression. Actually, you’ve just defined the philosophy of many militarists—that force is there not to be used.”
“But what’s a deterrent worth if you know it’ll never be unleashed?”
“And there, my dear, is the line. The pacifist says—I will not add fuel to this fire, even though I may want to because it may consume the world, and someone has to say  … stop.” Altis tapped the lightsaber hanging from his belt. “A pacifist would not carry this because he would not want the temptation of using it. The Jedi … the Jedi, then, is not a pacifist because he chooses to stop the fire by violence, on the basis that fewer will suffer that way. The difference is vast—do ends ever justify means? That’s our constant dilemma.”
“And we’re at war. It’s not theoretical now.”
“It never is. The choice is always with us, demanding to be made with every action we take, even in peacetime.” Boots clattered down the passageway, and Geith stuck his head through the hatch. “Forget the disturbance in the Force for a while and get something to eat. We have heavy work ahead of us when we reach Yarille.”
Geith wandered onto the bridge and put his arm around Callista’s shoulders. They made a very charming couple. The fact that they were a couple, nothing remarkable in this Jedi sect, was a quiet embarrassment that the rest of the Jedi Order tried hard to ignore.
Attachment leads to suffering. Suffering leads to fear. Fear leads to anger …
The trap of passion. The fast track to the dark side.
Very well, Master Yoda. What about the trap of abstraction? Compassion—compassion is an act, not an idea.
“I missed a good debate, Master.” No, Geith was just a decent young man with Force powers who happened to love a girl very much like him. There wasn’t the slightest hint of darkness in him, only this comfortable sense of an orb of warm light, like a sunset at the end of a still day. “If the means are morally unacceptable, then the ends must be unjustifiable.”
“And what does that mean in real terms? Will you know it when the decision has to be made?” Altis feared the disconnection with reality that he felt he saw in the Jedi Order. The theory was laudable, the lesson repeated faithfully, but it had to be applied with each breath, each step; to crush an insect carelessly or step to one side, to return fire or call for peace talks. Do it. Don’t just say it. “Show me the next time you have to face that choice. Call me to witness it.”
Callista and Geith leaned against each other like trees that had grown together over the years, oddly old and permanent for a moment.
“You think we should overthrow the Republic, then?” Geith said. “Yes, Master, we should. Shouldn’t we?”
“Explain.”
“The excuse of ‘they started it’ might be fine for children, and self-defense is reasonable, but …”
“Go on.”
“The army. Anyone with a scrap of honesty can see it’s wrong to breed human beings and make them fight. We have no moral authority. We’ve already lost what we’re supposed to be fighting for in this war. Even if the Republic wins.”
Geith, like Callista, had known his parents before he became a Jedi. He’d been orphaned, but he remembered them, and that attachment—love, let’s call it what it is, love, any kind of love you care to name—felt good and secure. Callista—she’d been an adult working on her parents’ farm when she became Altis’s second Padawan. It was unheard of, in the Jedi Temple at least. She knew her own mind.
I prefer my Padawans to enter the Order with open eyes. An act of conscious choice, not habit or coercion or someone else’s decisions.
There was no way—even if he wanted to—that Altis could make Callista and Geith believe that attachment was the seed of a darkness that would engulf them.
And this is why the orthodox Jedi way is to begin with infants. They know no better.
“So … how do we deal with a war we can’t avoid?” Altis asked at last.
“We pick our battles,” Geith said. “We fight, but on our own terms. Not that the rest of the Order wants our help anyway.”
Altis had offered to help the war effort. He had been  … unspecific. Yoda had been gracious, noncommittal … and distant.
But it’s not about my relations with the Jedi Order. It’s about my duty to living beings. I don’t need anyone’s permission to do that.
“It might not be their decision to make,” Altis said. “Now go eat.” He shooed the two away. “Fetch me some mealbread when you come back, please.”
Altis felt the icy water trickle through his spinal canal again. He settled down in the pilot’s seat, folded his arms, and let the navigation screen blur into slight defocus as he meditated. Yarille was a yellow dot in the top left corner at this range, and on the right-hand margin the Fath system was just visible.
Sometimes, when he did this, he wasn’t immediately sure what he was seeing for a moment—the traces on the screen itself or some visual manifestation of his state of trance. He drifted for a moment at that point between perfect awareness of his surroundings and complete detachment from the physical world. Throughout the ship, members of the sect—male and female, adult and child, families and individuals, Jedi and non-Jedi alike—seemed to pause as well.
The ice wouldn’t leave him alone.
Lights danced.
Altis snapped out of his trance and hit the range control on the scanner. The region of space covered by the sensors magnified a hundredfold to give him much more detail, and he saw a small cloud of enemy transponder traces appear right on top of the Fath system. He adjusted again, and the Separatist ships were moving on JanFathal.
Altis knew with Force certainty that Wookiee Gunner would need to be there, and soon.
He hit the hazard alarm on the console. A shipful of Jedi didn’t need the alert.
But Altis sounded it anyway.
OPS ROOM, REPUBLIC ASSAULT SHIP LEVELER
“CAPTAIN? SIR!”
The lieutenant swung around fast in his seat. He almost collided with Rex as he sidestepped a technician whose legs were poking out from underneath a partly dismantled sensor console.
MERIONES. Rex noted the name tag on his gray working rig. “What’s the problem, Lieutenant?”
The ops room was cluttered with techs trying to trace a faulty wire that had left six sensor screens in a bank of fifteen completely dead. The fascia was unbolted and propped upright on the deck, leaning against the console.
“I meant—Captain Pellaeon, sir.” Meriones paused for a breath. “But look at the scan. That’s a lot more Sep ships, sir, I’m sure of it.”
Rex leaned over the flickering screen and gave it a heavy thump with the heel of his hand. The image stabilized for a moment; yes, there was now a cluster of ship icons in the Fath region, but no transponder IDs. The sensor should have generated an enemy code and superimposed it on the plot.
“Garbage,” Rex muttered, thumping the screen’s housing again.
The Sullustan civilian technician working at the rear of it muttered mild annoyance, and Rex gave him an apologetic smile. When civvie contractors went space-side with a ship post-refit to iron out problems, they knew they weren’t safe at home in the yards anymore; they were on the front line with the grunts. Rex admired their willingness to live—or die—by the quality of their workmanship.
“I was going to do that myself.” The Sullustan went on testing wires. Then he picked up a small rubber-headed mallet. “Got a special tool for it …”
“But is it Seps?” Meriones asked.
Pellaeon walked into the ops room and came to have a look. “Yes,” he said. “It is.”
“It’s a few hours’ transit time,” Rex said. “Once we find out what they’re doing.”
“Now do the rest of the math.” Pellaeon’s eyes flickered as if he was reading the screen. The image shook and distorted. “One of us, seven of them, and we’re not firing on all drives yet.”
The Sullustan’s voice drifted up from behind the console. “Drives are fine …”
“I was speaking figuratively.”
“I can’t patch into ship tactical data yet,” Rex said, “but we’re a day closer to Fath than any other vessel if HQ needs any surveillance.”
Pellaeon walked over to the nearest comm console, glared at it as if willing it to be in better shape than the rest of the kit in the room, and hit the key.
“Leveler to Fleet,” he said. “Fleet, this is Pellaeon.”
“Go ahead, sir.”
“We’re picking up Sep vessels in the Fath sector. Out of our range, but we’ll continue to observe.”
“Copy that, Leveler. Are you fully operational?”
“No, Fleet, we are not. Stand by, out.”
Rex’s detachment of clones were the only troops on the ship apart from Leveler’s crew. There were no land forces embarked; this was just working-up, a sortie to evaluate the state of readiness of the ship, a test drive. Leveler wasn’t intended to fight—not yet.
So all she could do was observe.
Pellaeon seemed to be chewing something over. He raised his personal comlink to his lips. “Number One, take us in a little closer to Fath until we get in transponder range. Then we’ll deploy an observation droid. Nice and steady.”
“Very good, sir.”
Rex decided to get ready for a little more than a sightseeing trip anyway. If push came to shove, Leveler had operational—if not combat-tested—concussion missiles. She was never intended to land, just to bombard targets from orbit or deploy landing craft to insert ground troops. He and his men weren’t going to need to slug it out in classic infantry style.
Even so, Rex liked to be ready.
“Just popping back to the messdeck, Captain,” he said, heading for the passageway.
Coric was showing the new boys the schematics of the new targeting arrays when Rex walked into the compartment. The troopers were all minus helmets, looking earnest, black hair meticulously trimmed. Rex suddenly regretted his novelty haircut and decided to shave it off when he got a chance. He didn’t want to be that different from his lads. It was a dumb fad anyway, rather undignified for an officer. And they were Torrent Company, 501st Legion, the elite within the elite, the backbone of the infantry—Anakin Skywalker’s own.
Ahsoka was sitting on one of the bunks against the port bulkhead, knees drawn up to her chin, arms clasped around her legs. She had that far-away look again; the one that said she was tuning in to something distant that Force-users alone could sense. Well, at least she doesn’t have faulty wiring. That’s something. Rex folded down a seat and joined his troopers. They all looked at him.
“Sep vessels clustering around Fath,” Rex said. “We’re going to hang around in stealth mode and keep an eye on them. Not much else we can do at the moment. Some critical systems are down, and anyway, there’s just one of us.”
“Never stopped us before,” said Coric.
“If there was a fight worth having, Pellaeon would be right on it, believe me.”
Joc glanced at Hil. “Is it true he keeps getting passed over on promotion boards because he likes the ladies too much?”
“You’re in this tub five minutes and already you’re listening to gossip.”
“Sorry, sir.” Joc paused. “But why has an officer’s personal business got anything to do with his promotion? Unless he likes Sep females, of course. I can see that would be a bit of a problem.”
Rex had to admire Joc’s persistence. And that unblinking naïveté might well have been a dry sense of humor emerging.
“It’s conduct unbecoming to an officer,” Rex said. “They’re supposed to be squeaky clean and upstanding.”
“He’s not married.”
Joc should be in Intel. The kid has a natural talent.
“But maybe his lady friends are,” said Rex.
Ahsoka chimed in. “Attachment leads to the dark side. Because it leads to fear, jealousy, and anger.”
“Yeah, but that’s just for Jedi,” Coric said, seeming to give up on his carefully prepped talk on electronic warfare. “Not everyone else.”
Nobody asked the obvious—whether clone troopers were everyone else or not. Joc looked from Ahsoka to Rex and back again. “What’s wrong with attachment?” he asked. “Why can’t you have attachments? You mean love, right?”
Ahsoka looked at the clones wide-eyed but in slight defocus, as if she was trying to recall something.
“Love is acceptable,” she said at last. “But not attachment.”
“What’s love if it isn’t attachment?”
“Attachment is … putting personal relationships first, caring about the people you love so that it influences how you act.” Ahsoka seemed to be picking her words carefully. Coric stared back at her. “You know, it affects your judgment.”
“But ol’ Pellaeon’s just having a spot of romance, if you know what I mean. It’s not like he gets attached to any of them, is it? Is romance allowed? Can you have a spot of romance if you don’t get attached?”
Ahsoka’s stripes became more vividly colored, embarrassed. Yes, she obviously did know what Coric meant by romance. It wasn’t the word he usually used for it, but Ahsoka was only a kid, and Rex had decided from the start that talking about that sort of thing was something best left to her Jedi Masters. Yes, General Skywalker, I think that’s a job for you, sir. It wasn’t a clone’s duty at all.
“Romance,” Ahsoka said stiffly, “is acceptable. Jedi are not … celibate. Just … no attachment.”
Ince adopted a wonderful frown of apparent bewilderment. “That’s a bit cold, ma’am. Love ’em and leave ’em?”
Not that he knows what that means, poor lad, but …
“What about all the negative things Jedi might feel without attachment?” Boro asked. They were all piling in now. “You know … bitterness. Resentment. Jealousy. Loneliness. Anger.”
“Yeah,” Ross said. “It’s not normal. Can’t be healthy.”
Ahsoka was under siege. Rex debated whether to stop the baiting or see where it was going. These were kids, all of them. If Ahsoka wanted to command—and she did, it was clear—then she had to learn that young officers got a rough ride. His young clones, regardless of the constant training that told them Jedi were invincible and omniscient, saw her as a novice like them, projecting no real authority.
I don’t remember being like that. I’m maybe a year older than them, if that.
And it’s only months since Geonosis, not even a year. It feels like a lifetime ago.
Ahsoka let go of her fierce defensive grip around her legs and sat up straight, boots on the floor.
“I don’t make the rules,” she said at last. Her voice was very different; there was a faint, rasping undertone, like the echo of a sand panther’s growl, and Rex was reminded yet again that the Togrutas’ primal ancestors were predators. “But I accept that wiser beings made them, and so I’ll follow them.”
“We follow orders, too,” Hil said. “We understand. Except we can usually see what goes wrong when we don’t.”
“Yeah, you get hurt,” Ross said. “Or worse.”
“I have to deal in the unseen,” Ahsoka said quietly.
Coric looked as if he was going to say something, and then thought better of it. He went back to his datapad. Rex decided the maneuvering was over and that Ahsoka had at least maintained her dignity.
“Okay, I want you all to be ready for enemy contact,” he said. “And this is not a drill.”
It was a cue for Ahsoka to leave if she wanted to. He knew her well enough by now to spot the ebb and flow of her moods, and he was guessing that she probably felt outnumbered; she would want to find a quiet spot to meditate.
“Shall I check out the ops room, Rex?” she asked.
“Yes, good idea.” When he first met her, she’d tried to pull rank on him as a Jedi. Now she’d matured enough to understand that she got a lot more respect by using a little restraint. “Lieutenant Meriones probably needs cheering up. I think he’s the wardroom outcast. I’m not good at that kind of thing, but you are …”
Ahsoka gave him a sad smile that said she knew perfectly well what he was doing and why. It was a good understanding to reach. After she was well out of earshot—Togruta Jedi earshot, which was a lot farther than a regular being’s range—Rex folded his arms and leaned on the narrow table that was bolted to the deck between the bunks.
“Okay, why are you on her case?” he asked. “Ince? Vere?”
Vere hadn’t said much at all since he’d arrived at the 501st barracks. “Just making her feel part of the team, sir. She likes joining in.”
“And she’s a bit of a know-it-all, sir,” said Ince. “Even if she is an officer. Even if she’s a Jedi.”
“I think she knows that. Go easy on her. We’ve no way of knowing just how touchy some Jedi are about their regulations.” Rex realized he’d inherited a tight-knit group of new troopers who were now settling in even better than he’d expected. He needn’t have worried about them. “She means well. Jedi were never trained to lead troops.”
“Well, at least she understands orders,” Joc said. “Even if she’s lonely.”
Yes, she did. Rex thought back to the look on Skywalker’s face whenever he saw Senator Amidala on the HNE newscasts or heard her name mentioned. Now, there was a man dealing with attachment. Nothing overt, just the small giveaways that another man noticed if he spent enough time with his boss: the way Skywalker didn’t look away from the Senator quite soon enough, the way he always seemed to snap to attention when he heard her name.
Must be hard for him to know he can never do a thing about it.
Rex put the thought out of his head. Gossip was for the ranks, and dwelling on life’s restrictions didn’t do much for anyone’s morale.
“Come on,” he said, standing up. “Get down to the hangar deck. I want fifteen circuits of the deck, in full fighting order, record time, and then we’ll familiarize ourselves with all the planets in the Fath system. We’ll be in range soon. Get to it.”
Busy. That was the way to deal with everything. Stay busy. And clones were never short of tasks to complete.
ATHAR, JANFATHAL: ONE HOUR AFTER THE START OF THE WORKERS’ UPRISING
HALLENA HAD ONE CHOICE, AND SHE TOOK IT.
Someone had shoved an obsolete blaster rifle in her hands and pushed her along with the growing mob that now crowded the streets around the center of Athar. There was an undercurrent of steady noise, the hum of thousands of voices—not yelling or screaming, just talking.
All the street lighting was out, and the homes and shops and factories were in darkness. A red glow marked the heart of the city.
“Burn, you scum.” Varti sounded almost conversational. He was looking toward the fire, a beatific smile on his face. “It’s been a long time coming. Right, brothers and sisters?”
A cheer went up again. “Right! Yeah, it’s payback time!”
Mob—no, mob was the wrong word. There was a solid sense of purpose. It was, for an armed crowd with no apparent plan, quite orderly. Nobody was looting. Nobody was setting fire to anything—except in the city center. A collective decision had been made, like a flock of migrating birds deciding that snow was coming and it was time to move.
If anything, it felt like a busy shopping mall in Coruscant on Republic Day, when the half-price bargains went on sale; crowded, a little harassed, but generally good-natured.
Yes, but these people are armed. Not with credit chips—with rifles.
And my job’s to see that the Regent stays in power long enough to aid the Republic.
Hallena was alone, and there was nothing she could do now to stop a revolt. She’d failed.
Hey, come on. I didn’t fail. Intel didn’t come through for us. And my job is to reassess, to regroup, to look for another plan.
The only thing that could stop the riots was screaming along an elevated section of highway above the advancing mob, now thousands strong. It was a string of government armored vehicles; searchlights swung wildly from side to side. The convoy was heading for the bridge that led down into the factory quarter.
“Barricades!” a voice yelled.
A column of fire rose into the air about a hundred meters away, not far from the munitions factory Hallena had spent the day cleaning. A deafening cheer went up. Something was burning. She could guess what it was—a prearranged signal to set fire to barricades around the city—but she didn’t know. The sense of helplessness was overwhelming.
She caught Varti’s arm. A little way ahead, she could see Merish and Shil walking steadily, a little space around them as if they were spearheading an advance even in the middle of this apparently leaderless mass. Mainly men, most in working coveralls, but some in relatively tidy suits, others in waterproof boots that suggested they’d come from a ship or a dockside factory.
“You going to tell me what’s going on, Brother Varti?” Hallena asked. “I’m along for the ride, but I’ve been away for a bit. Someone draw me a picture.”
“We’re overthrowing the Regent. We’re burning down Government House. And we’re setting up a citizens’ parliament.”
Hallena’s brain was trying to process a dozen questions at once. Where were the Athari intelligence agents she’d made contact with yesterday? If the Regent was out of office, dangling from a rope somewhere in the glowing red heart of the city, should she now be trying to get the new regime on the Republic’s side? Did the Separatist connection matter anymore?
“How many times have we tried that before?” She tried to remember her background briefing on JanFathal. Past revolts had been brutally put down. “And it never worked.”
“This time,” Varti said, “things are going to be different.” He was walking beside her at a steady pace, turning occasionally to glance at her. “I really should remember you. I’m sorry. It’s troubling me.”
“Not important now,” she said. The comlink in her pocket shuddered silently. Either her Athari contact was trying to raise her, or Republic Intel was calling. Neither were calls she could safely take. “What do you need me to do? Right now, I mean.”
“Get ready to fight,” he said. “You look like you know how to use that rifle. Where did you learn that?”
Of course; this wasn’t Coruscant, and in a dictatorship like this, there’d be were much tighter controls on who owned firearms. No tyrant worth his salt wanted an angry armed mob lurking out there—although that seemed to be exactly what the Regent was facing now.
She was firearms-trained, a qualified sharpshooter, able to handle most of the commonly used weapons available around the galaxy. Spook core skills: something—the one thing—she did almost without thinking.
Varti had spotted it.
“I like to be prepared,” Hallena said cryptically. Who was to say she hadn’t picked up bad habits in the jail she’d never been in, from bad guys she’d never met? Varti couldn’t know. “And I’m a fast learner.”
But she could feel the comlink shuddering in her pocket, its chime silenced. There were very few people who could reach her that way, and none of them were social. It can’t be Gil. He never uses Intel links. It had to be her Athari intelligence contact or her controller. Either way, they weren’t calling to see how she was.
Stang …
She had to check the message. She reached into her pocket casually and took out the comlink. The more furtive she looked, the more likely Varti was to ask questions. When she glanced down at the miniature screen, the comm ID was clear: Coruscant, her emergency controller, the being—she had no idea of their gender or species at any given time—who gave her instructions.
SEP SHIPS INBOUND TO YOUR LOCATION. STAND BY. IF UNABLE TO TALK, KEY 555.
Stand by? Okay. Fine.
She hit 555, trying to look as if she were stabbing in frustration at a nonoperational control panel. Were Republic warships inbound, too? Was there going to be some battle for control of JanFathal? She couldn’t ask. She didn’t dare comm back over voice links. She was—as spies often were—completely on her own and without backup.
And the most immediate problem was staying alive because she could hear the armored convoy heading down the ramp, on an intercept course with the path of the mob.
“Too late to comm home,” Varti said, slipping his rifle off its sling. “We just blew the transmitter.”
A woman to the far side of Varti tried her comlink. “Yes, the network’s down.”
But not mine, brother …
“Right on time,” Varti said.
“Nobody home anyway,” Hallena said, keeping in character. “No home to be in.”
Beams of white light stabbed at the night sky as the vehicles turned right and trained their searchlights on the road. She forgot the fires raging beyond. All that mattered now was not dying when the security forces opened fire on the crowd.
They would. She had no illusions.
Stang, I would if I were them.
No good guys and bad guys now, just folks trying to stay alive—confused, scared, reduced to instincts and reflexes.
She checked the charge on her rifle and knew she’d do what her own instincts told her; either those packed in front of her would be mown down, in which case she had a shield, or the crowd was in fact an army that had a plan.
In a few seconds, she’d know.
Yes, she was scared. Her gut knotted. She found herself worrying in that flash-frame, end-of-life way about whether Gil would ever find out what happened to her, who would take the Khomri tapestry on her apartment wall, and if she would be buried or left to rot.
Everyone should face this, just once, just to know what matters.
A volley of cannon fire ripped in a sheet above their heads. The crowd ahead of her parted like grain, everyone diving for the cover of buildings on either side of the road, and then they returned fire.
Hallena—still standing there, idiot, idiot, idiot—could see bodies flat on the pavement, picked out by the flaring light of weapons fire. The rectangular outlines of riot scoops on the front of the security vehicles rushed at her. The darkness and relative quiet of seconds before had erupted into white-hot light and the deafening bdapp-bdapp-bdapp of blasterfire, and the air tasted instantly of discharged blaster and scorched hair.
And here she was, standing in the middle of the road, wondering why everything was taking so long.
When the searchlight blinded her, she simply fired down its beam and rolled to one side. Or maybe she fell. She didn’t know. She just felt her elbow crack on the pavement, and the pain seared through her body right to the roots of her teeth.
Someone grabbed her shoulders and pulled her away. Whatever happened, the arrival of a Separatist fleet was the very last of her problems.
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The military has to do this nobody-gets-left-behind thing because it’s part of holding a team together. But us, sweetheart—we work alone. And one day, maybe we’ll need to leave you behind. Be sure you can handle that. There’s a special capsule for you, because when we say no prisoners, we mean it.
—Republic intelligence recruiter, name withheld for security reasons, explaining the realities of an agent’s life to Hallena Devis, job candidate
SENATOR AMIDALA’S APARTMENT, CORUSCANT
ANAKIN WOKE TO THE INSISTENT CHIRPING OF HIS COMLINK and reached for it without opening his eyes. Padmé didn’t stir.
“Skywalker,” he said sleepily.
“Sir, I need to brief you for your situational awareness.”
“Oh, Rex …”
“Bad time, sir?”
“No. Go ahead.”
“Leveler’s diverted to the Fath system. There’s Sep activity around there, and we’re the only vessel close enough to keep tabs on it. I’ll keep you updated.”
Rex was loyal; not just the professional, soldierly kind of loyal, but personally loyal. He knew what might happen if his general was caught being out of the loop—a loop he really should have been in. Anakin just hoped Rex didn’t know why.
Do I, though? I think Rex would understand. Of the few beings I feel I owe an explanation about all this subterfuge, he’s one of them.
“Good thinking, Rex.”
“Captain Pellaeon’s warned Fleet, so you may well be asked questions about it.”
“I’ll add diplomacy to your list of skills, Rex.”
“And you should be aware that the work-up has shaken out a few faults and that your Padawan is settling in with the new trooper intake.”
Anakin could have left it in Rex’s hands, but the Force nagged at him. Something would go wrong. He knew it. And here he was, taking an illicit break, when his troops were facing potential action. It didn’t matter that the rest of Torrent Company were in barracks. There were seven men on their own out there. And he was sitting on his backside.
“Rex, I’ll rendezvous with Leveler. Keep sending me position and intended movement, and I’ll be there as soon as I can.”
“No need, sir.”
“Yes, there is. Skywalker out.”
Anakin was fully awake now. He went to the refresher, ran the water cold, and felt certain he was being tested by the Force for his dishonesty. Lying about his marriage was wrong on many levels; but leaving your men to fend for themselves—that was the worst. He’d sworn he’d never leave anyone to their fate again. He’d already left Rex behind once at Teth, and it was down to the man’s own courage that he came out of that alive.
Nearly the whole kriffing company killed. And I told Rex I’d come back for him.
And then there was his mother.
Anakin couldn’t keep that nagging guilt out of his mind for long. Sometimes he tried to drown it with the logical argument that his old Master or even Yoda could have saved his mother from slavery. But her death was his own fault. He didn’t go back for her, either, not until it was far too late.
Never again.
He would never again rely on others to do what he had a duty to do himself.
“Ani? Is there something wrong?”
Padmé was standing at the refresher door, hugging her bathrobe around her.
“I’m sorry, I’ve got to go,” he said, rubbing his hair dry with a towel. “Leveler might run into problems. Rex just commed me. Don’t be mad at him—he didn’t want me to be put on the spot if anything went wrong.”
Padmé didn’t even look disappointed. That stung a little. He’d braced himself for at least halfhearted protests, but he knew deep down that Padmé wasn’t that kind of wife. She was all about responsibility.
“No, I’m not mad at Rex,” she said. “Duty’s harsh. He’s looking out for you, too. I appreciate that dedication.”
She didn’t even have to pack for him. A Jedi owned almost nothing, and what little he carried would fit in a small satchel. When he finished dressing, Padmé was waiting by the balcony doors with the bag in her hand.
“It’s funny,” she said. “I never ask what you’re going to use for transport. You just say you’re off to the Outer Rim, and I nod and say, yes dear, I’ll see you when I can.”
“How did you know where I was going?”
“I’m a Senator. I have ways of finding out where warships are.” She draped the satchel’s strap over his shoulder. “And I wasn’t asleep. Not after the comlink went off, anyway.”
Anakin grinned, but a little pang of uneasiness tweaked at his heart. The sensation was gone as soon as it started. He kissed her, slipped through the doors, and headed back to the hangar to persuade the ground crew to let him stroll off with a Torrent fighter.
If he needed to get to the Outer Rim fast, then he’d make sure he had some useful firepower, too. The Rim was an unstable, dangerous place.
Anakin rather liked it that way.
SOMEWHERE IN ATHAR: SOMETIME AFTER THE START OF THE UPRISING
HALLENA COULD HEAR POUNDING IN HER HEAD.
For a moment she thought it was inside her skull. But when she shook herself out of her stupor, she realized it was the sound of cannon fire in the distance, and that she was stretched out on a dirty permacrete floor with a coat bundled up under her head.
“No real damage,” said Merish. “Baton round. Hurts, though.”
Yes, it did. It was the first time that Hallena was aware she’d been hit by something. Every time she tried to move, her brain felt as if it was shearing away from the membranes that surrounded it.
The brain has no pain sensors. Don’t be stupid. Get a grip. Think.
She raised her hands instinctively, trying to feel for the source of the throbbing pain. There was no dressing. Eventually she found a tender lump under her hairline.
“They’re firing whatever they can lay hands on,” Shil said. “Blasters, crowd-control weapons—that’s what hit you.”
“I know what a baton round is, thanks.”
“They weren’t being nice and nonlethal, sister. They usually fire them point-blank so that they fracture the skull. You were just lucky.”
Hallena could hear the fighting going on outside, although it didn’t sound close: blasters, yelling, ballistic rounds hitting walls. “How long have I been here?”
“Couple of minutes.”
She’d imagined hours. “Come on, then. Let’s get on with it.”
“We stand a better chance outside anyway. If those barves start using flamethrowers—come on.” Merish hauled her to her feet. “The Seps are going to be landing troops soon, so all we have to do is keep the security forces busy all over the city and make it easier for them.”
Hallena fought to focus on a plan beyond not getting hit in the head again. Everything she’d been sent here to do had gone out the window—it was beyond too late to worry about infiltrating the Sep sympathizers. She couldn’t stop an invasion single-handed. But she could grab as much useful information as possible, and make sure that it reached Republic forces.
Now, what do I need to do?
It was a straight recon job, to be the eyes and ears of the Republic on the ground. Yes, she could do that.
“Where are the Seps landing?” she asked.
She started feeling her pockets, trying to give the impression she was looking for her blaster, but she was going for her comlink. If she set it to free-transmit, it would pick up every sound around her, and then all she had to do was make sure she asked the right questions to extract the answers that the Grand Army and the Republic Fleet would need.
The rifle that had been thrust into her hands earlier had vanished. Maybe it was still in the road outside. But her fingers settled on the comlink, fumbling for the controls, and she had to rely on touch and memory to hit the right sequence.
Hallena was transmitting now, and safely encrypted as far as she knew. But she couldn’t risk getting confirmation yet that her message was being received.
“They’re taking out the ground-based comms and the state guard barracks first.” Shil handed her back her rifle. He’d retrieved it, then. “They’re taking the center of the city first and moving out from there. Not what I thought they’d do, but they’re the experts.”
“Droids,” Hallena said.
“Normally I’d only see a droid as something robbing an honest worker of a wage to buy food,” Shil said. “But I’d rather they fought wars than flesh and blood.”
“So we just keep the security forces busy?”
Merish steered her toward the doors. “The Regent’s spent the last thirty years spending on palaces for himself and secret police to stop us from burning them down,” she said. “So he never quite got around to building an army that could deal with an invasion. It’ll all be over pretty fast.”
Shil put his hand under her elbow to steady her as she stumbled over the rubble in the street. She felt faintly disgusted with herself for double-crossing him; she didn’t know much about him, but she knew he’d been through a terrible time that hadn’t broken him, and here she was doing her best to finish the job while he was making sure she was okay.
It’s a dirty job. If I haven’t accepted that after all these years, I’m only lying to myself.
“You think we’re going to be better off under the Seps, do you?” she asked sourly.
“Can’t be any worse, Orla,” said Merish.
The use of her assumed name threw her a little. “I don’t see any Sep landing ships.” Hallena stared up into the night sky, seeing nothing but the reflection of fires on the low cloud. “You sure they haven’t betrayed us?”
“They’ll be here.”
Are you getting this, Control? Can you hear all this? As soon as I get a moment to myself, I need to check they know where I am, what specific data they want from me.
“And if they lose?”
“They won’t. But if there’s any delay in kicking the state guard into the next system—we’ll join the Sep forces and fight. They’ll lose. Just a matter of now or later.”
The fighting had moved on. Shil, Merish, and Varti broke into a slow jog to catch up with the rear guard, giving Hallena the chance to keep pace. She didn’t feel much like running. Her head throbbed every time her heel struck the ground; she wondered if she’d collapse and die later. She’d been knocked out. Head injuries like that could take you down hours after you thought you were fine.
Last of my worries right now. It really is.
Then her comlink chirped.
But I shut off the sound. That’s Control trying to ping me.
Hallena tried to ignore it, but even with the background noise of blasterfire and explosions, her companions stopped in their tracks to listen.
Shil grabbed his own comlink and stared at it.
“There’s still no kriffing signal,” he said slowly. “Our militia took out the transmitter. So who are you in touch with, Sister Taman?”
Merish and Shil paused for a second, then lunged for her, pinning her arms. Hallena had seen it before; the frozen moment of revelation. They had a spy among them. She decided whether to fight—and almost certainly die—or play for time and wait for a chance to escape.
If they don’t kill me now anyway.
Merish and Shil pushed her to her knees, rifles held to her head, while Varti took her blaster from her belt. Even if she hadn’t been injured, she wouldn’t have stood a chance.
Varti, seeming oblivious to the fighting nearby, stood looking down at her. “You’re the Regent’s agent …”
That’ll get me killed for sure. The truth might help for once.
“No, I’m with the Republic,” she said, knowing the gamble she’d taken.
“You’ll be useful, then. Our new Separatist allies will be pleased to meet you. Actually, let’s do them the courtesy of calling them what they are—the Confederation of Independent Systems. I like that word.” The old man held out his hand, palm up. “Now give me the comlink.”
There was no abuse, no kicks, no anger. Hallena had been trained to expect the very worst treatment if she was captured. That was why agents were issued a fast-acting poison, a final act of mercy contained in a tiny pellet hidden in a metal container in her wallet in her pants. She was under no illusion that the restrained and professional treatment she was getting at the hands of these revolutionaries would continue. They’d all suffered too much.
And she knew what the Seps would do to her.
Funny, I feel more at home with the revolution, even if they want to blow my head off. Control always warned me about that. Identifying with your target. Occupational hazard.
“I never said you didn’t have cause to hate the Regent,” she said. “But if the Seps win this war, you’ve got no idea how bad things will be.”
“But have you?”
No. Actually, no. I haven’t. Hallena hated things that made her want to stop and think at times like this.
“We’ll see,” she said.
“Shil, get her comlink.”
It was her last chance to send a distress signal. She had little guarantee of being rescued, but an agent was told to at least prepare for one. This way, she got to hold the comlink for long enough to try.
“Okay,” she said. “Here it is.”
She put her hand inside her coat with slow caution to make it clear she wasn’t going for a concealed weapon. Professional as they seemed, Varti’s rebels hadn’t searched her. When she pulled out her hand—slowly, very slowly—the comlink sat in her palm, its yellow power light winking.
Hallena had one second left. She seized it.
As she handed the comlink to Varti, she hit the SEND button to relay an emergency message, a heartbeat before Shil brought his boot down hard on her hand, and on her hopes of getting off JanFathal alive. The comlink skidded across the ground.
But she’d known the score when she signed up.
Gil, at least, would know that.
BRIDGE, REPUBLIC ASSAULT SHIP LEVELER
“SAFEGUARD RULE NOW IN FORCE. REPEAT, SAFEGUARD RULE now in force.”
Pellaeon felt the change in mood throughout the ship. He didn’t have to be a Jedi to sense the adrenaline pumping around him. For a while Leveler would carry on getting herself fully spaceworthy as planned, but the announcement on the ship’s broadcast system marked the shift in status from work-up and exercises to a state of readiness to deal with real threats. If Leveler were threatened, any pipe—any announcement—would be preceded by the word safeguard, repeated three times, so that everyone knew it wasn’t a drill any longer.
Pellaeon was a stickler for the old tried-and-tested ways of the navy. If other captains wanted to mess around with high-tech verification systems, that was their business. He was still dealing for the most part with a human crew, and humans hadn’t changed much in a very long time.
Ahsoka watched him. He could feel her eyes fixed on him, and when he turned his head to look, she seemed mesmerized. It unnerved him. Rex wandered around the bridge, helmet in one hand, probes in the other, still trying to get his HUD to talk to the ship’s status system. He’d shaved his head again. Pellaeon would have to ask him why when the current tension had subsided.
“Sir,” said the ops room controller’s voice, “a freighter just dropped out of hyperspace.”
Pellaeon zeroed in on the transponder that was now tracking across the sensor repeater. At times like these, it made sense to assume all ships were potentially hostile until proven otherwise; a bogus transponder that would fool even Republic sensors wasn’t hard to come by. And the technicians were still fixing glitches in the system.
Pellaeon tapped the controls by his right hand.
“Ops, can you ping the hull at this range and get a confirmation?”
“You don’t need to, sir,” said Ahsoka. “The ship’s full of Jedi. I can feel them.”
The ops room commander paused. “Sir, it’s a Vernal-class freighter, registered as Wookiee Gunner, and the Republic database identifies it as hired for disaster relief duties by …” Pellaeon heard the tapping of keys. “By Master Djinn Altis. Not the Jedi Council.”
Pellaeon turned and gave Ahsoka a smile. He couldn’t bring himself to call her Commander, even if any Jedi officer who wasn’t a general held the rank. Technically. But not in my navy. She was fourteen, for goodness’ sake. He refused to play this game. The promotion board could add that to his list of failings: shows insufficient deference to child Padawans. That was fine by him.
“Good radar,” Pellaeon said. “So who’s Master Altis?”
Ahsoka seemed to be racking her brain for an answer. She looked to one side, blinking.
“I’m not sure,” she said. “I’ve never heard of him. But … he’s definitely strong in the Force. So are many of his companions.”
“There’s no chance he’s one of your Sith cousins, is he?”
“They’re not our cousins. No, I can’t sense any darkness at all. What do you know about Sith, anyway?”
Force-users were used to the general public knowing little about them, but Pellaeon made it his business to know as much as he could. And the Jedi couldn’t silence the annals of galactic history nor claim a monopoly on its knowledge. It was just a place where few beings ever bothered to look.
“Just let me know if I need to blow him out of my space, that’s all.”
“No. Not at all, Captain.” Ahsoka still looked unsettled. Either there was something she could sense about the freighter that bothered her, or she was worried that she couldn’t place Altis. “Nothing amiss.”
Pellaeon kept an eye on the sensor screen. He could see more Separatist ships gathering around JanFathal now, and there was little Leveler could do about it except feed back information until Fleet decided whether it had ships to spare.
“Sir, the freighter’s on an intercept course with us,” said the ops commander.
The ship might have been looking for sanctuary. That, at least, was something Pellaeon could offer.
“Comms, flash the ship’s master,” he said. “I want to ask him what he’s doing, and whether he knows he’s got a Sep flotilla within ill-advised range …”
“Of course he knows,” Ahsoka said, almost to herself. “He’s a Jedi.”
“But I’d bet he still uses sensors, my omniscient Padawan.” Pellaeon switched his comlink through to the ship’s circuit. “Freighter Wookiee Gunner, this is warship Leveler, please state your intended movement. You are standing into danger, repeat you are standing into danger, over.”
He waited. The voice that bounced back was informal and didn’t follow Fleet comm procedure.
“Warship Leveler, this is Master Altis, Wookiee Gunner. We might require your help.”
“Master Altis, this is Captain Gilad Pellaeon. How may we assist you?”
“We picked up a distress call from a Republic agent on JanFathal, and as you and I seem to be the only Republic vessels within a reasonable response time, I think we should attempt to extract the agent before the Separatists invade.”
Pellaeon paused and switched the link to mute out of habit. “Rumahn, why haven’t we received that signal?”
“Nothing received, sir,” said the first officer. “Channel sixteen’s working fine.”
Pellaeon wondered whether a Jedi was likely to be tricked by a bogus message. He opened the link to Wookiee Gunner again.
“We haven’t picked up a distress call, Master Altis. Before I commit my ship, I’d like to be sure I’m not walking into an ambush.”
“We sensed a disturbance in the Force long before we intercepted the signal, Captain, and we picked it up on a frequency we didn’t expect. On a navigation channel that’s rarely used.”
Pellaeon was trying to be patient. “Oh, you travel out here a lot, then?”
“Yes—our community is constantly on the move, and I’ve spent more than forty years seeking knowledge in these distant places.”
Well, perhaps he knows something we don’t … “What did the message say?”
“We tried to make contact with the transmitting comlink, but we lost the connection shortly after. The agent thought she was transmitting to Republic Intelligence. We think her name is Orla Taman.”
The name meant nothing to Pellaeon. He figured that even Hallena wouldn’t have recognized it; agents tended not to know what they didn’t absolutely need to, as a security precaution.
“Wait one, Master Altis.” Pellaeon turned to Rumahn. “Number One, get Rep Intel right away. Ask them to confirm Orla Taman, tell them why, and ask if she’s operating out here.”
Rumahn withdrew to another comm station to make the call. There was no guarantee that Intel would even tell them who they had deployed where, but it was suicidal not to at least try to verify the message. If Intel played its usual foolish game of need-to-know, Pellaeon would have to make the call: to treat the transmission seriously and risk his crew, or to ignore it and perhaps leave an agent to die.
An agent like my Hallena. If it were her in that position, wouldn’t I want another ship to do what it could?
Rumahn walked back to Pellaeon’s seat and leaned close to his ear. Ahsoka watched with the intense curiosity of a child who knew the grown-ups were having a private conversation; Rex took a couple of slow strides to stand between her and Pellaeon, presumably to distract her.
Good man, Rex.
“Sir,” Rumahn said quietly. “Intel thinks it’s genuine. They’ve not received the signal, either, but they say Orla Taman is an operating alias for their agent who arrived in Athar on JanFathal a couple of days ago. They say that if we’re operationally capable, they’d appreciate our help with an extraction because we’re a day or less closer now than any other ship.”
“Very well, let’s RV with the Jedi ship, cross-deck Altis and his key people here, and we’ll get a plan going. Rex, are you up for this?”
Rex turned around. “Well, you don’t have any troops embarked other than us, so—yes, can do.”
“Excellent,” Pellaeon said. “We’re not equipped for this at all, but I like a challenge. Good for morale when we pull it off.” Good for that poor woman down there, too. “Did they happen to give you her real name, Rumahn? I hope so. That way she’ll know we are who we say we are.”
“Yes, sir.” Rumahn looked at his ’pad. “Hallena Devis.”
Pellaeon felt his heart stop. It was still pounding away, he knew that, but a strange raw sensation ran from the roof of his mouth into his chest, and it took all his self-control not to blurt out a curse.
Rumahn hadn’t a clue who Hallena was, of course. Pellaeon had at least been discreet about that. But Ahsoka whipped her head around to stare, no doubt able to sense his shock and fear. Rex, who seemed to use Ahsoka as a smoke detector, stopped fiddling with his helmet circuits.
I have to save her.
But I’m too close to this.
And if I’m going to ask men to risk their lives …
They had to be told. It was only fair.
“I need to declare an interest,” Pellaeon said quietly. “I don’t want there to be any misunderstanding about why we’re doing this. You need to know that Hallena Devis is … a friend of mine.” He took a deep breath. “A very good friend indeed.”



FIVE
 
A prisoner is a burden to his captor and a liability to his comrades. Neither take a prisoner nor let yourself become one.
—Ancient Irmenu military doctrine, said to be still practiced today
CONFERENCE ROOM, REPUBLIC ASSAULT SHIP LEVELER
CALLISTA HAD NEVER BEEN IN A SHIP OF
LEVELER’S size before, and it fascinated her.
It felt  … alive.
She walked up the passageway behind Master Altis, distracted by the sense of nerves and blood vessels around her. It was the only way she could describe it; she’d felt the same sensation on other vessels to a lesser degree, but this ship, this self-contained city, was another order of magnitude altogether.
“What’s wrong?” Geith asked, nudging her in the small of the back to keep her moving. “What are you staring at?”
“Can’t you feel it?” she asked. “The power in this thing? It’s like a pulse. Like brain activity.”
“You and machines …” He kept looking at members of the crew as they went about their business, from an assortment of beings in gray uniforms to white-armored clone personnel with their helmets on. “You’re going to be communing with droids next.”
“You sure you can’t feel this ship? The electrical charge?”
“No, but that background hum is getting on my nerves.” Geith gave her a playful swat on the backside. “I think you’re hypersensitive to electronics because you grew up sea-farming. Lots of fish and sea creatures depend on detecting charges and electrical fields, don’t they?”
“True.”
“If we ever need the income, you’d make a great electrician—”
She turned to make an arch comment back at him—they were on a serious mission, and he was in one of his rebellious moods—but when she looked back, she saw a little Togruta female walking behind them, looking quietly stunned.
She was wearing a set of blue fatigues several sizes too big for her. A lightsaber hung from her belt.
“Oh,” Callista said. “I didn’t realize Leveler had Jedi on board.” She stopped to let the Togruta catch up with them. “I’m Callista. This is Geith.”
“Ahsoka Tano,” the Togruta said, incongruously adult for a moment. “General Skywalker’s Padawan. You’re really Jedi? Not just Force-sensitives?”
She was looking at Geith suspiciously. Callista felt a strong sense of shock from her, and … guilt? Fear? Disapproval? Of course. She’d just seen Geith openly showing affection. Ahsoka was a mainstream Jedi, raised on scare stories of how attachment led to the dark side, so the child thought she was watching them falling to the Sith or some such nonsense. It was only when Callista saw Ahsoka’s reaction that she realized how much of a gulf lay between the two schools of belief.
“Yes, we’re Jedi.” Geith’s tone had the faintest tinge of impatience. He rarely met orthodox Jedi, and Callista hoped his urge to point out the narrowness of their ways didn’t get the better of him now that he finally had a target. “There’s more than one way to use the Force for good.”
Ahsoka said nothing more. She simply walked ahead of them in silence, but the impression she left in the Force was more eloquent than any comment: she was confused. Callista waited for her to disappear into the doorway at the end of the passage, then caught Geith’s sleeve.
“You know what happens,” she said. “Other Jedi see us, and we scare them. There’s no point arguing about it.”
“Okay, okay …”
“Promise me.”
“No point debating with a kid, either. But it’s more than the fact that we can marry and they can’t. Oh, and how many Padawans a Master can take. Like any of that matters. No, this is about dogma. About control.”
“Like I said, we unsettle them, and the best thing we can do is to let them go their way while we go ours.”
She gave him her I-mean-it look. He sighed, then smiled and nodded. There was a time and a place for ideological debate, and this wasn’t it.
But then they walked into the meeting room, and she felt Geith react again. Not to a shocked little Padawan this time; to the clone troopers sitting in a group by the holochart, helmets off, deep in conversation. It wasn’t so much their identical faces that got her attention as how very young they looked, even the shaven-headed one who had captain’s insignia on his armor.
Younger than me. Younger than Geith. But otherwise—just like us.
No Altisian Jedi had come across clones before setting foot on this ship. Everyone in that community had its views on the ethics of breeding combat troops, but views were just empty theory until the subject of those views sat right there in front of you. Callista could have predicted what was going to happen without any assistance from the Force. Geith walked straight over to the clones and held out his hand for shaking. Then he sat down with them. It was a statement—not to everyone else, but to those men—that they weren’t a means to an end.
That’s why I love him. He lives what he believes.
Pellaeon activated the holochart and got immediate silent attention without saying a word. Some of his officers sat at the table watching him intently. Callista focused on their name tags.
“Ladies … gentlemen.” Pellaeon used none of that listen up, people tough talk she’d seen on holovids. Despite looking somewhere in his thirties, Pellaeon seemed an old-fashioned man. And he also looked like an anxious one. “We’ve been tasked to extract one of our agents from behind what’s now enemy lines. We don’t know if she’s alive or dead, or even where she is. That puts us at something of a disadvantage.” He paused. “And it’s only fair that I tell you she’s a very close personal friend of mine. I mention that not to encourage you to try harder, but because I need you to tell me if and when my judgment’s clouded, and my emotions put you or this ship in unreasonable danger.”
Callista liked Pellaeon instantly. A courteous, decent man. She could see that Altis did, too; he smiled to himself.
“We’re volunteers,” Altis said. “Agent Devis shouldn’t have less expectation of rescue simply because her lover happens to be the first command to respond. If we didn’t allow those we love to help us, think of the faith we would have to place in those who hate us.”
Pellaeon still looked stricken, but the frown lines in his forehead relaxed slightly.
“Indeed,” he said. “And that means that I expect to shoulder the risks in this rescue.”
“You don’t mean go on the mission, do you, Captain?” The clone with the shaved head and captain’s insignia folded his arms across his chest. “It’s not really your job. It’s mine, in the absence of any embarked troops. And I’ve done extractions before. Except we’ll do this one my way, and with any luck it won’t turn out like Teth.”
There was some unspoken debate going on between them. Hands-on commander, Callista thought. Doesn’t want to look like he’s letting others do the dirty work. Ahsoka watched, eyes unblinking, clearly still unsettled by the new Jedi.
“Of course, Rex,” Pellaeon said at last. “I’m just indicating my willingness to front up and do what you require of the ship. Plan?”
“It’ll be entirely guesswork. Locate, confirm she’s alive, have one team to distract while the other extracts, and then we exfil.”
Ahsoka cut in. “What about the other ships? Isn’t General Yoda sending reinforcements to repel the invasion?”
Rex raised an eyebrow. “Too late for that, littl’un. Master Skywalker’s on his way, but that’s your lot. All we can do is try to get that agent out, and then regroup to fight another day. Assuming there’s not another hundred worlds more critical than JanFathal.”
“I’m volunteering for the recon,” Geith said. “Nothing like a Jedi for locating people. And we know a little about what happened before she lost contact because we have the ambient sound recording from her comlink. She’s been taken by people we can identify locally.”
“Rep Intel were gracious enough to tell us a little of what they were up to in Athar,” Pellaeon said sourly. “Hallena was undercover as a union agitator. If we could raise the JanFathal intel people, then we could pin that down, but the comms to Athar have been cut.”
He’d used her name. It suddenly made it all very personal, and Callista had no problem with that.
“Ask them if they know who Merish, Varti, and Shil are,” Altis said. “Those are the names we heard.”
Pellaeon nodded to his first lieutenant, Rumahn. “Get on to them, Number One. Don’t accept any interdepartmental need-to-know nonsense from them, either.”
“And that’s our plan?” Ahsoka asked.
“Can’t do any more planning until we know the location,” Rex said. He indicated the holochart in front of him. When he magnified the images hanging in the air, they resolved into street plans and the layouts of key buildings. “That’s why we’ve been familiarizing ourselves with the delights of downtown Athar. Once we get an approximate location, then we can apply a plan.”
“You just happen to have charts,” Callista said.
“No, someone thought it would be a good idea to collate capital maps and building plans from as many Republic allies as possible, just in case,” Rex said. “Not exactly comprehensive. But we’ve got access via our HUDs, and any information at all is better than going in blind.”
“That’s why we should do it,” Geith said. “No offense, Captain, but we have our special uses. We can do things on our own that you’d need a lot of equipment to duplicate.”
Rex exuded wary suspicion in the Force. He gave Geith an appraising look. “Suddenly everyone wants us to take a day off.”
“None of you have any choice,” Geith said. “But I do. So you tell me what needs to be done, and I’ll—”
“We’ll do it,” Callista interrupted.
“That’s very thoughtful of you, but this is my job.” Despite his apparently relaxed expression, Rex was deeply troubled by the conversation. Maybe he was offended that Geith thought he needed protecting in some way. “I’m not trained to do anything else. You can see I’d never make a living at hairdressing.”
“We’ve trained all our lives for this, ma’am,” said one of them. Callista longed for a name, but they had no visible IDs like the Leveler officers present, none of whom were clones. “We want to do the job for real now.”
It sounded as if he’d never been in action before. Geith looked stricken. Altis was simply watching, saying nothing, and so was Pellaeon; given the urgency of Agent Devis’s plight, Callista wondered if the officers thought this debate was an irresponsible waste of time. But she knew this was the heart of the matter. It was how Altis had trained her. There were no ethical shortcuts to be taken, no hand-waving and promises to do something unsavory just this once because the circumstances were pressing. Because there was never just this once. It became habit.
“You won’t feel right if you don’t do this, will you?” Geith said.
“No, sir.” Rex seemed to be getting agreeing nods from the other clones. “I definitely won’t. We definitely won’t.”
Pellaeon slapped his hand down on the table. “Very well, let’s get on with it. What about your original mission, Master Altis?”
“It can continue without us,” Altis said. “And we’ll rejoin it when our work here is done.”
The meeting broke up so quickly that Callista almost felt everyone was escaping rather than face a barrage of arguments from Geith. She was probably imagining it; it was just the urgency of the situation. Ahsoka shot out the doors after Rex, pausing for a split second to glance back at Geith and Callista, much less like a child and suddenly more a caged animal seeking escape.
“And so you show me,” Altis said. He gave Geith that wonderful smile, the lines of age and wisdom mapping out a lifetime of discovery. It was the smile not of a teacher who’d succeeded in making a lesson stick in a student’s mind, but that of a man who had learned something precious. “Thank you, Geith. I asked you to make sure I witnessed the time you had to make a moral choice.”
Geith didn’t look happy. “And I didn’t. I just went along with it. And so, Master, did you.” He looked at Callista accusingly. “And you. We all do it. That’s how slippery the slope is. Why are Rex and his men expendable, to save someone who has no more right to exist than they have?”
“That’s true for any soldiers, not just these men. You think that’s what your decision was about?”
“Yes.”
“Why did you concede, then? And what would you have done instead—refused to go on the mission, and left those men to fight alone?”
“I backed down because it was so clear they wanted to do it,” Geith said. “And if I’d been able to make them do otherwise, then I’d have been as guilty as the Jedi Council of denying them choices.”
“Exactly. This is for the troopers’ peace of mind, not yours. Choice isn’t as simple as it appears, is it?”
“That’ll make me feel so much better if they get killed.”
“Now you see the true nature of bad decisions,” Altis said. “Even if we’re not the ones who make them, if they’re bad enough, they force us into other bad choices because they’ve so affected reality. But we can’t isolate ourselves from them by refusing to take part in the world they create. That’s irresponsible.” He turned to Callista. “You’re very quiet, for once.”
“I’m ashamed, Master.” She was; she was sure she would take a principled stand, but when the time came she found no position to take. It was far easier to do the right thing if you could work out what it was. “And I can’t think of an alternative.”
“Then make what good you can of this particular situation, as will I, because I am as compromised as you are.”
Altis left. Callista had never asked how old he was, but he was still fit and strode away at a decent pace to leave them standing in the semi-darkness of the deserted room. She wondered if Master Yoda ever told his acolytes that he hadn’t a clue what to do next and that he was as ignorant and flawed as they were.
It wasn’t what most beings wanted in a leader. Yet, for all his apparent lack of clarity, Djinn Altis led.
“Make the best of a bad job,” Callista said. “Do no harm. That’s our dilemma. I can see why the mainstream Jedi view proves more popular. Clarity.”
“Submit, forget those troublesome feelings, and don’t ask awkward questions. Yes, no angst-ridden issues there.”
“You’re in a real snappy mood about this, aren’t you?”
“One day, we may well be asked why we let this happen, or why we did nothing to stop it. And what will our answer be?”
Callista didn’t have one, and neither did he. That was what was frustrating him. He took responsibility gladly, but he had nothing to grasp here.
“Let’s concentrate on saving Agent Devis first,” she said.
Geith looked as if he was about to argue again, but then he took her hand and they ambled down the passage to the hangar deck. Around her, the ship breathed and pulsed, its systems almost tangible in her particular awareness of the Force like parts of a living body. All any being could do was to make decision after decision, moment by moment, and strive for the cleanest choice.
Unfortunately, some choices looked identical from every angle.
“Cheer up,” said a voice from behind. One of Rex’s men, the one with sergeant’s insignia, overtook them. “When you pull off a mission like that, it’s the best feeling in the world. Ale in the mess afterward, okay, sir? Ma’am?”
He walked on, whistling, helmet under one arm.
Callista gave up on clarity and simply decided to do whatever it took to keep everyone—clone, agent, and Jedi—alive.
EMPTY OFFICE BLOCK, SOMEWHERE SOUTH OF THE BARRICADE, ATHAR
“WHAT’S HAPPENING?” MERISH ASKED.
Shil looked out the window. Flashes illuminated his face, the only light apart from the faint yellow of a glow stick on the floor near Hallena’s feet.
“That’s the problem with taking down the comm transmitter,” Shil said. “I don’t kriffing well know. We have to wait for a runner. All I can see is … yeah, it’s all been held up at the bridge. They’ve blocked us.”
“As long as we keep them busy,” she said.
“Why haven’t the Seps landed anyone?”
“Maybe they have. We’d never know.”
Hallena, handcuffed, sat on the floor with her back braced against the wall. Whatever business took place in this office on a normal day, someone hadn’t done much cleaning for a while. A vomit-like smell of sour milk was getting to her.
Funny. I’m going to die—if I’m lucky—and it’s a bad smell that’s bothering me most.
It was never a good idea to taunt a captor, but at least she was getting some idea now that the rebels weren’t quite as savvy as they’d first appeared. They’d stymied themselves by neglecting comms. They couldn’t communicate across the city except by runners.
You’d have thought the Seps would have given them a few comlinks that would run off their ship network …
But even professional armies did dumber things than that.
Shil didn’t look away from the window. “You’re not a lot of use to us, Orla, or whatever your name is, so your sole reason for being alive now is so we can hand you over to the CIS.”
Oh, you think so?
When she couldn’t sleep, Hallena had sometimes spent the dark hours thinking through what she might do in the worst situations. The one that came to mind most often, inevitably, was when she would decide to finish it all and take that capsule. Contrary to popular myth, the fast-acting toxin wasn’t in a special compartment in a tooth. She had to remove it from the lining of her escape kit, the small collection of survival tools concealed in a small wallet in the back of her pants. The tooth trick, she decided, was easier.
How will I know when it’s the point of no return?
And that was the gamble.
She forced herself to stop wondering if anyone had received her call for extraction. That kind of thinking wouldn’t keep her going. She had to rely on her own resources to get out of here. Then she could worry about getting off the planet—it would be easier to go to ground in a world in the chaotic grip of a war, anyway.
See? All the training comes back. Keep planning to escape. Use every second. Don’t give despair a chance to paralyze you and do the enemy’s work for them. Take control of your situation. They can’t get into your head unless you let them.
She was still working out how far she might get if she couldn’t free her hands when the floor shook underneath her. The sound was muffled; whatever had detonated was big, but not close. Artillery. Did the Regent have much by way of heavy weapons? No, he had the kind of forces he needed to keep a civilian population in line, not the kind he needed to fight a war against a conventional enemy with warships and laser cannons.
“Sounds like the Seps have arrived,” she said. “How are you going to let them know where you are so they don’t grind you into nerf mince along with the state guard?”
“The deal was to stay out of the city center once they showed up.” Merish handed Varti something that looked like a breadmeal snack. “So that’s what we’re going to do now.”
These folks were too organized not to have asked the obvious question of their Sep contact: how will you let us know when it’s over? That was the trouble with civil wars—with any wars. They weren’t tidy, they weren’t easy to get a handle on even if you had good comms, and they didn’t end with the final whistle like a bolo-ball match. Hallena was starting to work out that Merish was waiting for some contact that hadn’t happened, and now she was getting uneasy.
And it was much harder at night. Getting an idea of what was happening purely from watching from a window—that was impossible. And Hallena could only see the world from a child’s height, the movement of legs in front of her, and no view outside other than what was framed in that window.
Merish, Shil, and Varti were as scared and helpless as she was.
Maybe she had some way of exploiting that.
Helpless except for the fact that they’ve got blasters, and I haven’t, and it takes only one bolt to the head to end it all.
She shook her head hard to stop herself drifting back to the insistent thought of whether someone was coming for her. That kind of thing only happened in holovids. There weren’t even special forces extraction teams coming to get her. The commando squads were few and far between, and they had too big a galaxy to cover to be spared for jobs like nursemaiding agents who were dumb enough to get caught.
You’re talking yourself down again …
I will get out of here. I can find somewhere to lay up. They’ll be too busy fighting one another or rounding up their neighbors for a spot of retribution to look for me.
“What the stang is that?” Shil asked.
Whoomp.
Another explosion, closer this time, then another. Judging by the way Shil was trying to lean out of the window, he couldn’t tell where it was coming from, either. But the thumping sound was getting more frequent, ever closer.
“Sssh. Sssh!” Merish fumbled frantically in her pocket. As if hushing a barrage would make the noise stop; people did the craziest things under stress. “My comlink—”
The device was chirping. Hallena could hear it. Merish flicked the key and listened with the comlink pressed close to one ear and her hand cupped over the other. Even in the near darkness, Hallena could see the expression on her face relax as if she’d just had the news she’d been waiting for.
“The first Separatist droids have landed,” she said, comlink still pressed tight to her ear. “The commander’s set up a mobile transmitter, so we’ve all got comms again. The commander says to sit tight while they secure the government building.”
Hallena couldn’t begin to estimate how long that would take, but it wouldn’t be a matter of minutes. She had something to focus on. But the cannon fire was now close enough for her to feel dust drifting down from the ceiling with every explosion, peppering her face.
“I hope they know we’re in here,” Hallena said again. “I wouldn’t put my faith in droid precision if I were you.”
“It’s taken care of.” Merish turned away from her, lips moving, and walked toward the pitch-black corridor outside the office. Hallena couldn’t hear what the woman was saying now, but she appeared to be comming various codes and talking as if checking where people were.
From time to time she cursed loudly enough for Hallena to hear, as if something hadn’t gone to plan, or someone had been killed, but her body language suggested she was feeling more confident by the moment.
Varti seemed to have relaxed, even though they were probably more at risk now from a stray cannon round than they ever were from the state militia while they were so far back from the front line of the uprising.
“Hard to believe we finally did it,” he said, more to himself than anything.
Merish walked back into the room. “It’s not over yet. Jarlio says there’s heavy fighting around the guard barracks. Who’d have thought they had the stomach for that?”
There was a lot more to taking a planet than just seizing its capital, but Hallena thought it wasn’t the right time to give them her opinion on the best way to destabilize an enemy.
“Is the Regent dead?” she asked.
“Why? Was that your mission, to get the scum to safety before we lynched him?”
“Would you believe,” Hallena said, “that we hadn’t realized things had progressed this far?”
Shil stepped back from the window. “No. But then you don’t seem to have any idea how much the Republic’s loathed across the galaxy for the regimes it shores up, so maybe I shouldn’t be surprised. Coruscant leads a cocooned existence, doesn’t it?”
Yes.
Don’t you think I know that?
Don’t you think I have my doubts when I end up in places like this and see how people live?
If she survived this, she swore she’d get out of the business. Fifteen years was enough for anyone. It was a little more than simply giving notice because agents never completely retired until death—natural causes or otherwise—ended their career. Even in old age, they could still be called upon to do the occasional job, or analyze intel. They knew too much. But she was getting out, really out, where nobody could find her.
First, though, she had to get out of Athar.
REPUBLIC ASSAULT SHIP LEVELER, JANFATHAL SPACE
THE SHIP’S ADDRESS SYSTEM BOOMED. “SAFEGUARD, SAFEGUARD, SAFEGUARD, ship is now on defense watch.”
Well, at least that was working. The Sullustan technician crawled out from under the bank of sensor screens and bolted down the cover plates.
“Done?” Pellaeon asked.
“Done,” said the technician. He knelt with his arms folded on the desk. “Calibrated, too. Hit the display reset first.”
Lieutenant Meriones rushed to obey. Pellaeon had to admit that the little rodent was trying hard, but then it was hard to do otherwise when you were in a ship that was less than ready for combat and within range of the enemy.
“Ten enemy vessels in JanFathal orbit,” Meriones said, finger stabbing at the controls. “All in the northern hemisphere, clustering over Athar … eight of those appear to be troop carriers.”
“Well, Rex, what do you think?” Pellaeon asked.
The clone captain smoothed his palm over his scalp. “Fastest way in is still to merge with their landing craft. Tinnies don’t make a visual check. Those crates don’t have viewscreens anyway. They’ll read any transponder code we choose to feed them and that’ll be it.” He made a swooping gesture with his hand. “Probably, anyway. Right in behind them, land, do the business, and get out.”
“Let’s hope our Jedi friends can locate her.”
It was hard to say Hallena’s name. Pellaeon felt guilty that he wasn’t sure why this was so painful; it should have been simple, honest fear for the woman he loved, but now he was worried that it had been tainted by embarrassment at having to admit they were involved and that he was committing a warship and other beings’ lives to getting her out. He’d been certain that he’d feel something purer, something less like those dreary little desk-drivers who sat in judgment on his career and didn’t think a healthy relationship had any part to play in that. Pellaeon didn’t like not knowing his own mind. It was a rare dilemma.
I think I understand why Jedi fear attachment so much.
“Is your young Padawan okay?” Pellaeon asked. “She seemed very disturbed by the Altis people. I rather like the man myself.”
“She says they’re heretics. Something about their beliefs being different from the Jedi Order’s,” Rex said carefully. “Skywalker’s a lot more soldierly than the others. I understand him just fine.”
“I knew very little about Jedi before they were deployed with the army. It’s an education.”
“I find it helps to think of them as a very complex sensor whose technology is so far above your security clearance that you might as well just press the button and use it.”
“And you’re seriously going to take that child on the mission?”
“She’s a lot more competent than she looks.” Rex checked his chrono. “Better get under way. Let’s see how the shuttle’s doing.” He beckoned to the Sullustan. “Come and do your trick with the transponder, chum.”
On the hangar deck, ground crew were busy fueling one of the replenishment vessels. They were anonymous-looking craft, not much different from the millions of civilian light transports that could be found anywhere in the galaxy, except Leveler’s had a discreet Republic pennant code on the fuselage and defensive cannon. What they didn’t have in armor they made up for in modesty; this one would attract far less attention than a LAAT/i gunship.
“You sure you don’t need civilian clothing?” Pellaeon tried to imagine a squad of clones remaining unnoticed in that glossy white armor. It would be broad daylight by the time they started moving around the city. “You’re rather visible.”
“I’d rather trade armor advantages against stealth,” Rex said. “And we’re not going to be hanging around long.”
The Jedi were sitting on upturned crates by the aircraft ramp that moved the Torrent fighters between decks. They all had their heads in their hands, even Ahsoka, looking as if they were locked in some communal act of despair.
“I hope they’re playing radar games or something,” Pellaeon said. “Or maybe their smashball team didn’t win.”
Rex gave him a reassuring pat on the back. “We’ll find her. Don’t worry.”
“I’m that transparent, am I?”
“Humor. It has many uses.”
“Indeed.”
Callista looked up as they approached. She didn’t seem the mystic type at all; she didn’t even wear the usual Jedi robes, just a normal close-fitting flight suit, like the lad with her. Master Altis looked more like an academic, in scruffy loose-fitting clothes, and all they seemed to have in common with Ahsoka was a lightsaber hanging from their belts. At a less stressful time, Pellaeon would have been fascinated to examine the gulf between the two sects, but it seemed a distraction at the moment. He just hoped they could work together.
He also hoped he hadn’t overplayed his hand by risking a less than fully functional ship in a war zone.
Would I have done this if it hadn’t been her?
Yes. I was already committed before I knew it was Hallena. Wasn’t I?
“Captain, have you anything personal belonging to Agent Devis, something she’s handled?” Callista asked. “It might help us.”
Pellaeon thought that kind of thing was just for police tracker akks. But in the very brief time he’d been working with Jedi, he’d learned that anything was worth a try. Each one seemed to have a different technical manual from the next.
Right again, Rex.
He fished in his pocket. Hallena had lent him a stylus and he’d never returned it, sentimental idiot that he was. “I’d like it back if possible.”
Altis held the stylus in one hand and closed his fingers around it.
“Not an invasive test,” he said, shutting his eyes. “Think of it as calibration.”
Pellaeon was never sure where to look when Jedi did that sort of thing. It always smacked of a conjuring trick to him, and he found himself back on Corellia, a youngster watching a carnival show and vowing he’d work out exactly how the guy in the red sequined suit had done the hoop trick. There was no such thing as magic.
Maybe he’d just had the wrong word for it.
Altis opened his eyes again. Then he passed the stylus to Callista, who held it for a while with her eyes closed before handing it to Geith. When Geith had finished meditating on it, he offered it to Ahsoka.
Ahsoka clasped it and shut her eyes, but she was clearly uneasy. Pellaeon marveled at the power of taboos over otherwise sane beings. What did Altis’s sect do that was so unacceptable?
Just find Hallena. Don’t let her die alone down there.
Ahsoka finally passed the stylus back to Altis. “That’s a great help, Captain,” he said. “Thank you. You want to ask, don’t you?”
Pellaeon shrugged and pocketed the stylus again. And there I was, thinking I had my sabacc player’s face on. “I’m a logical man.”
“Just as your sensors scan for thermal profiles and drive frequencies to identify vessels, I look for something very similar in the living Force.”
That wasn’t what I wanted to ask. “Even for non-Jedi.”
“It’s harder to detect, but I often find it. We now have, as you say, a fix.”
“But is she alive? If she is, can you tell what shape she’s in?”
“She’s still alive,” Altis said. “And she feels—strong.”
The Sullustan sensor technician climbed out of the shuttle cockpit. “Done,” he said, and stared at the cluster of Jedi. It was hard to read expressions on Sullustan faces, but his meaning was clear. “Don’t put me out of work, will you?”
Benb. His security badge said Benb. Pellaeon tried for an inspirational tone. He needed these workers, and they certainly hadn’t signed up for combat duties. “I’ll see you get a bonus,” he said. Even if I have to pay it myself. “I consider your commitment a personal favor.”
It worked every time. He also meant it. Benb shrugged. “Better start on the concussion missile targeting, then …”
Rex’s sergeant and the six new troopers piled into the shuttle, followed by the Jedi. Altis was a lot more agile than his white hair suggested. He leapt up into the crew bay.
I hope I’m still that active when I’m his age. I don’t think retirement’s ever going to suit me, either.
“Come on, Ahsoka.” Callista ushered the Togruta ahead of her. “Let’s you and me have a girl-to-girl chat.”
Rex leaned out of the hatch again. “Look out for General Skywalker, won’t you? He’s tracking my secure link.”
The hatch closed. Pellaeon opened his comlink to the bridge.
“Take us into shuttle range of JanFathal, Number One. Maintain stealth procedures as long as you can.”
A silent ship on minimal power was still going to be spotted sooner or later. But the Seps weren’t expecting any company, and one thing he’d learned about them in the last few months was that they let confidence get out of hand.
Chances were that they wouldn’t see Leveler at their backs until it was too late.



SIX
 
Make the most of this opportunity. The Republic changes its encryption irregularly, so there’s no way of knowing when the transmissions will be unintelligible to us again. I want to know everything there is to know about the ship’s new capabilities—and if you can seize the ship, so much the better. Pacifying JanFathal can wait a little longer.
—Trade Federation commander, to CIS captain standing off Fath, after breaking current Republic Fleet codes
REPLENISHMENT SHUTTLE, INBOUND TO ATHAR
REX HUNG ON TO THE CARGO RESTRAINTS IN THE SHUTTLE’S bay and told himself that at least they weren’t trying to take a heavily defended mesa from the ground up this time.
This was only half as insane.
“You sure she’s still alive?” he said.
Altis had his eyes closed as if he was dozing, as did Callista and Geith. Ahsoka seemed to be keeping a wary eye on them, as if she was looking for something. Rex, who’d never given much thought to the fact that there might be differences of belief within the Jedi ranks, found himself fascinated and wanting an explanation, but it definitely didn’t seem like a good idea.
Coric kept glancing over his shoulder from the pilot’s seat at the motley squad as they waited for a Sep ship a few klicks away to disgorge its landing craft.
“Yes, alive, and she’s still in Athar,” Altis said at last, eyes still shut.
Coric switched to the squad’s internal helmet comm circuit. “Captain, are you going to sort out Ahsoka before we land? Remind her that she needs to keep her eyes on the Seps, not Altis. We need to be firing on all Jedi.”
Rex wondered if Skywalker would have taken her to one side for a little pep talk, but he hadn’t a clue what to say—he didn’t know much about the attachment argument, but he knew enough to know it was a minefield to skirt around. The ARC troopers seemed to have no problem giving the Jedi a piece of their minds; Rex preferred to do things more diplomatically. He couldn’t just bark orders, not when they weren’t in life-or-death situations, anyway.
“Ahsoka,” he said. Mustn’t call her little’un in front of the others. “You okay?”
She seemed to take the hint, and looked toward him. “Fine, Rex.”
“Just checking.” He nodded at Altis. “If I might usurp your status here, sir.”
“No, Captain, this is your show.” Altis nodded back, extending his hand in a polite after-you gesture. “Remember, I’m not a soldier. I just help them out when they’re busy.”
“We’re sorry if we’ve put you in an awkward position, Captain,” Callista said kindly. She struck Rex as sensible, a greatly underrated quality. While she spoke, she tinkered with her comlink. “Jedi politics. We’re not like other Jedi, as you might have noticed. Some of the things we practice are what most Jedi have been warned to shun as the path to the dark side. We tend to keep ourselves to ourselves, so we can be a little distracting when we show up.”
Ah, this isn’t going to end well …
“Cognitive dissonance,” said Altis, eyes closed again.
“Is it contagious?” Ince asked. “I’ve not had my shots.”
“And we allow a Master to have as many Padawans as he or she feels is appropriate,” Callista went on, visibly suppressing a grin. “Not just one.”
“Sounds expensive,” Rex said, deadpan. A joke defused a situation, usually. “But tax deductible.”
Altis chuckled. “I’m learning a great deal from you, young man.”
Ahsoka drew herself up, lips fixed in a thin line, and turned to Rex. He felt instantly guilty. “Try to imagine what you would feel if you went into battle and found nobody following the operating procedures or proper drill you were taught from childhood,” she said. “You’d be curious, at the very least. Yes?”
It was all too weird for Rex. Time to call a halt. He knew what the problem was, but there was nothing he could do to solve it; all he could do was suspend it for the duration of the mission.
“Okay,” he said. “I know you can all set aside your ideological differences to get the job done. Coric, how are we doing?”
“I’m picking up movement on the passive sensors, sir. Stand by.”
There was a communal click as all the clones switched to their private circuit at the same time.
“Are they always like that, sir?” Boro asked.
Ross sighed. “In training, they always told us the Jedi were sorted.”
“Skywalker’s fine,” Rex said. Poor lads: straight out of Kamino, no contact with any command yet except him and the Awkward Squad here. If anyone was getting hit by the shrapnel from expectations colliding with reality, it was them. “I think these other guys are fine, too. And Ahsoka’s still a kid, so don’t worry. She’s coped before.”
Vere checked the charge on his DC-15. “Right you are, sir.”
Coric just cleared his throat meaningfully. Rex took the comments less as criticism than the healthy griping of the fighting man, one of those rituals of bonding. It was when they weren’t griping that he was worried.
Nobody outside their ranks realized that they griped at all, of course. The Kaminoans were unforgiving of aberrance. A clone knew how to keep his mouth shut outside his own immediate circle.
“Okay, people, here we go,” Coric said.
The shuttle accelerated. Without viewports, Rex couldn’t tell where they were, and there was no real sensation of speed or change of direction. All he had was Coric’s point-of-view icon displayed in his own HUD, and that gave him a very restricted view of the battlespace in front of him.
The crew bay fell silent. All he could hear was the clicking of jaws and steady breathing on his comm circuit. The POV icons in his HUD showed him that the troopers were staring down their rifles or straight ahead at the opposite bulkhead.
They might have had their eyes shut, of course. He had no way of knowing that. The miniature helmet cams picked up only what was potentially visible to the trooper, not what was actually hitting his retina.
“I’m right up this guy’s tailpipe,” Coric said. “If he picks up any sensor blips, he’ll think it’s some glitch.”
Rex gave in and resized the feed from Coric’s HUD with a couple of quick blinks. He always found it disconcerting, like being in the pilot’s seat with no controls to grasp. Coric wasn’t joking. He was just outside the safe range of the Sep landing craft’s exhaust vents. To the margins of the image, Rex could just about see points of reflected light as the star at the heart of the Fath system reflected off other vessels in the squadron while they headed for the terminator of JanFathal, the ever-moving line between night and day. It wasn’t easy to spot small objects in space without a high-contrast background. And that worked both ways.
Now you see us … now you don’t.
“Stand by for a quick break from formation when I need to peel off for Athar,” Coric said.
Rex minimized Coric’s HUD icon again. “They’re probably all going our way.”
“Yes, sir, but I plan to drop out early and come in low over the coastal plain. Through the suburbs.”
“How low?” Geith asked.
“Low enough to pick up a holozine or two on the way …”
“Good man.”
“Anytime now … hitting the atmosphere … owww!”
Coric was gone before the Seps even knew he’d been there, and the descent was every bit as rough as Rex had expected. The restraints only just held him; he hadn’t secured them tightly enough. Coric’s HUD icon showed the brilliant flame of a red-hot reentry for a moment before his protective filter cut in to shield his eyes. It seemed to take a long time for the shuttle to level out and the shuddering to stop. It was only minutes.
“We’re over the sea,” Coric said. “Master Altis, you’re the navigator now.”
“You want me to sit up front,” Altis asked, “or do a little steering from here?”
“Don’t scare me, sir. I’m only a lad.”
Altis edged up behind Coric’s seat. “Let us all focus on Agent Devis,” he said, as if the Jedi were doing some mystic signal enhancement. “My, this is an unhappy world.”
Rex was more worried that it might be an unhappy world with more ground-to-air defenses than Republic Intel had told them, but nothing seemed to be showing on the warning systems. As he shifted position to look ahead through the cockpit viewport, he saw a coastline of ugly docks and decaying buildings rushing at him. The sun slanting between storm clouds did little to improve its looks, but something brilliantly golden bounced searing reflected sunlight back at him.
“Regent’s palace,” Coric said. “Or one of them, anyway. I bet he’s loved by his people …”
Coric changed course frequently to avoid anyone getting a fix. But Athar didn’t seem to be set up to defend itself. The shuttle streaked over factories and square pools of liquid that could have been anything from water treatment plants to fish farms.
“I think it’s going to rain again,” Coric said casually. “Look at the water lying everywhere. It must have been bucketing down all night.”
Rex was at the wrong angle to spot people or vehicles on the streets, but he could see palls of thick black smoke in the distance, and occasional puffs of fresh smoke and flame blooming in the sky above the city, as if someone on the ground had anti-air weapons.
Altis kept a hand on Coric’s shoulder, muttering directions in his ear, and the shuttle dropped to such a low altitude that Rex was convinced Coric was going to have a head-on collision with some ground transport.
“We’re close,” Altis said. “Very close.”
“You want to risk overflying the target, sir?” Coric asked, jerking his head in Rex’s direction. “We get to see broad layout, but they might spot us.”
“No, let’s find a laying-up point and get this crate out of sight somehow.” There weren’t any convenient empty hangars likely to be around, but a shuttle like this could probably get away with nestling on an airstrip parking apron or something. It was just another transport vessel when seen from the outside. “Then we can send up a remote to recce the building.”
“Okay.” Coric cut his speed. “Holochart says disused repul-sortruck factory the other side of that canal. Let’s see if there’s a parking space.”
The site was such a wreck that a cratering run wouldn’t have made it look any worse. Huge potholes in the staging area had filled with water. Coric landed the shuttle in the lee of a crumbling brick wall, and Boro and Joc jumped out to take up defensive positions around it while the others ran for the cover of an outbuilding.
It’s their first real op. That’s the first time they’ve done this for real.
Rex had to remind himself of that.
Like every other city where he’d inserted, the absence of people was unnerving. There had to be a population in hiding, or driven out to safer parts. It was hard to tell. There was simply a sense of suspension. Life wasn’t going on as normal.
“Ahsoka?” he called quietly. “All clear in there?”
She pointed to the building, shook her head, and gave him a thumbs-up. Once inside, Ross primed a remote. The roof had leaked; they were squatting in puddles.
“Where are we sending this, sir?”
“Can I see what it records?” Altis asked.
“Yes. The images get fed to our HUDs.”
The Jedi Master held out his hand. “May I borrow your helmet for a moment, then? I can direct the device using the Force.”
“Okay. The bucket takes some getting used to, but—”
“Just set it to run the image full-frame and let Master Altis take a look,” Rex said. “He doesn’t need to change any settings.”
“Thank you, young man.” Altis placed the helmet gingerly over his head like he’d just won a beauty pageant and was awed by the honor. “Oh my …”
Geith chuckled. Rex savored the incongruous sight of a scruffy Jedi Master with the head of a clone trooper. Ross rolled the remote outside onto the shattered permacrete for it to take flight and go wherever Altis steered it. It left a little wake in the surface water for a few moments.
“Ahhh…,” Altis said, voice muffled by a thick layer of plastoid and electronics. “Ahhh!”
ONE BLOCK FROM HALLENA DEVIS’S LOCATION, SOUTH ATHAR
CALLISTA CLIPPED THE COMLINK TO HER COLLAR AND LISTENED to the welter of voice traffic, trying to pick out the messages she needed to hear.
In the process of bypassing the Separatist encryption, she’d opened up all their comm channels, and too much was almost as bad as nothing at all; she tried to think how she might separate them, straining to filter layer upon layer of sound purely by ear. There was definitely some transmission taking place between the building Altis had identified as Agent Devis’s temporary prison and a Sep relay.
Ahsoka crouched down beside her in the shelter of a doorway, lightsaber in hand. There were a few people in the buildings around them, but she could sense their fear, and they weren’t taking the risk of venturing out while they could still hear fighting from the city center. To the north, smoke hung in the air; the steady heartbeat of artillery fire thumped the ground beneath them. The remote was still circling the area high above the buildings. Rex darted across the street to hunker down with them, then sighted up with his rifle.
“The Seps have crossed the river,” he said. “They’ve just rolled over the state guards on the bridge and they’re heading this way. The local rebels seem to have moved on elsewhere. We’ve got maybe ten, fifteen minutes.”
Callista concentrated on the tapestry of voices, trying to find one loose thread to unpick. “So what’s the plan now?”
“Secure the exit from the building, put a team on the roof to clear the block from the top, and do a standard hostage extraction.”
Ahsoka scanned the skyline. “I’ll take the roof.”
“I’ve got a better idea. You can throw things around with the Force, right? Well, that makes you our fire cover. If anything comes down this street while we’re breaching the building, cream it. Got that?”
Ahsoka frowned. “Yes, Rex.”
“Don’t look at me like that, littl’un. It’s not the soft option. I need you to do it. If those droids kill enough militia, they can just walk over the dead bodies like a carpet and stroll down here.”
Callista nodded. “Okay.” She wasn’t sure if it was the proper thing to call him Rex like Ahsoka did. “We’ll do that.”
“Move forward on my mark, and keep a comm channel clear for instructions.”
Rex checked around him and then darted back to the other side of the street. The office block—three stories, nothing major—was a hundred meters ahead. Rex signaled to move, and Callista bolted.
Three seconds.
Jedi seconds weren’t quite the same, but she appreciated the advice. That was how long it took a sniper to get a lock on a moving target. She could hear a distant steady noise, higher-pitched than the artillery fire, metallic and regular like someone hammering a box of rivets, and she watched Ahsoka’s reaction.
“They’re coming,” she said.
Callista sprinted. By the time she reached the intersection, Altis, Geith, and the clones had found cover in a doorway.
Rex gestured. Callista switched to his comlink channel.
“Ready?”
“Yes. Can you switch the remote feed over to our datapads?”
“Done. Stand by.”
Callista tuned out of what was happening in the building because Altis and Geith were more than capable of keeping a watch on that. It still felt like turning her back on a responsibility. Ahsoka looked into her face again. Maybe it was a Togruta habit, not tactless at all, but Callista thought it was high time the Padawan realized they were on the same side, especially now that they had a much bigger problem advancing toward them. But Ahsoka seemed to be more preoccupied by Callista than by the battle droids.
She stared at the images being relayed by the remote as it hovered high above a company of droids. Either it was too small to be noticed, or they didn’t care that they were being tracked.
“You’re not what I expected,” Ahsoka said at last. Her voice was a whisper. She focused on the road again. There were no droids to be seen, just that awful, inexorable sound of their feet hitting the paving in perfect synchronization.
Callista decided to watch what Ahsoka was watching. “What, a Sith?”
“You’re mocking me now.”
“You’re looking at me as if I’ve got two heads. I know I shouldn’t let it offend me, but it does.”
“You could stop, you know. You and Geith could just be friends.”
Ahsoka was a kid. She probably thought that life really was that simple. Callista tried to explain. “Our sect is made up of families. There’s no friends about it.”
“It might seem okay now,” Ahsoka said earnestly, “but the decisions you make won’t be the right ones. It’ll cloud your judgment. It’ll take you down a dark path.”
“Are you trying to save me?”
“Yes.” Ahsoka still didn’t take her eyes off the road, but she felt afraid. And it had nothing to do with the fact that they were in the middle of an invasion. “Please. I know you’re a sincere person. I feel it.”
“Do you think Ki-Adi-Mundi needs saving? He has wives and children.”
“He’s Cerean.” Ahsoka definitely wavered for a second then. “That’s different. They need to increase their population.”
“Why? Did the dark side give him an exemption? Not very dark, then, is it, if it lets you off in special cases?”
“He’s not attached to them. So it does no harm.”
Had Ahsoka any idea how callous—and foolish—that sounded? Callista found a retort forming on her lips, but bit it back. She couldn’t blame this child simply because she had swallowed what Callista saw as an intolerant doctrine. She’d probably never known any life but the Jedi Order. Callista had become a Jedi as an adult, fully aware of the options open to her, choosing this path as the best for her because Master Altis made her see the world differently; he showed her how her rare gift could be used for so much more.
“I’m not going to argue with you, Ahsoka,” Callista said. “I’m not going to tell you you’re wrong. I’m just saying that Jedi aren’t the only Force-users on the light side, and others do things differently without going dark.”
“What others are there?”
“Talk to Master Altis. He’ll tell you.”
Ahsoka didn’t break her fixed gaze on the road, but Callista felt a little jolt in the Force, as if the Togruta was struggling with something. This was the debate Callista always dreaded: the one where she pointed to the real world around her, the evident benefits of love, and expected an ideologue whose entire life had been consumed by an all-or-nothing dogma to notice the evidence and suddenly agree that she had a point.
Being right didn’t matter. I have to be more tolerant. Unless the mainstream Jedi did harm, active harm, then she had no duty or right to argue or oppose them.
Geith, though, felt they were already doing harm.
She glanced down at the remote’s output on her datapad. A wall of light brown moving metal, relentless in its pace and uniformity, marched on.
“Here they come,” Ahsoka said. She ignited her lightsaber, transformed from child to warrior in a second. “No more than ten minutes.”
Callista opened her comlink. “Rex?” It just slipped out. “The battle droids. Ten minutes, maximum. Get a move on.”
“A good explosive Force push can bring down the front two ranks,” Ahsoka said. She was suddenly completely in control of her situation, confident about seeing off a company of battle droids. “If they pack the street, they tend to block themselves in. And if you get close enough to use your lightsaber, the heads come off ever so easily.”
“Thanks.” Callista realized she knew no more about Ahsoka’s world than Ahsoka understood of hers. “I’ve never faced them before.”
“We’re Jedi,” she said. “We can take a bunch of tinnies anytime. That’s what Rex calls them, you know. Tinnies.”
“Tinnies it is, then,” said Callista.
The steady chunk-chunk-chunk of durasteel feet was getting closer by the second.
ONE BLOCK AWAY FROM HALLENA DEVIS, SOUTH ATHAR
DJINN ALTIS TOOK THE LIGHTSABER FROM HIS BELT AND pressed his thumb on the controls. The blade of amber energy was his personal watershed, the line between who he tried hard to be and what he inevitably became.
And now I’m ready to end a life.
And if I wish there was another way—why don’t I make one?
He felt the clone troopers tense as the blade ignited—the new clones, beings so raw and young that he sensed them in the Force as children. Their commander, Rex, had obviously seen lightsabers used in earnest many times. For the youngsters, this had to be the first time.
“Okay—Joc, Ince, and Ross—cover the exit.” Rex gestured. “The rest of you, with me. We scale the wall, go in via the roof-light. Okay? Usual drill.” He turned to Altis. “You know how we do this, don’t you? We go in and shoot everyone who isn’t a hostage. You can stay here and hold off the tinnies.”
Rex was giving him a gracious way out. Too dirty a job for a Jedi. But Altis couldn’t back out now.
“There are only three others on that floor apart from Hallena Devis. We might find that much force isn’t necessary.”
“Force with a small f.”
“Yes.”
“The aim is total incapacitation of the hostage-takers before they have a chance to shoot their hostage or detonate any devices, and to remove the hostage as fast as possible. That means overkill. That’s why I’ve got six men on this and not tasked to fight the droids.”
“Let me go in first. Just because I’m older than the Jedi you’re used to serving with doesn’t mean I’m incapable of defending myself.”
I’m still complicit in this if I stand outside, and the enemy will be no less dead. So I’ll do it. And perhaps I now understand Yoda’s slide into militarism a little better.
“Okay, but we have to make this snappy.”
“I’ll draw their attention to get past the door,” Altis said, switching off the lightsaber. He concealed it in his sleeve ready for action. “Just an old man looking for a lost daughter in the chaos of civil war. Yes?”
Rex gave him a thumbs-up. “Make sure you leave your comlink open so we hear what’s happening. Wait for the signal.”
Vere fired a grapple over the edge of the roof and tugged on the line to make sure that it would take a man’s weight. Reassured, they hoisted themselves on individual lines and disappeared over the parapet. Geith peered over the edge and nodded. Then the three clone troopers covering the exit waved Altis in.
Go.
It was a rickety old building, and the only way up was several flights of stairs. The turbolift was out of action; there was no power to the building. Altis anticipated a panicky, trigger-happy reception if he startled them, and put on his bewildered-old-man persona.
He made a point of creaking slowly up the stairs, then paused on the first landing to give them enough warning—and enough of something else to focus on beside the noises they might hear from the roof.
“Is there anyone here? Linnie? Are you here?”
He got to the third landing and headed for the office door, feeling Hallena Devis more strongly in the Force than ever. As he reached the door, which was slightly ajar, a woman with a blaster came out and blocked his path.
“I’m looking for my girl,” Altis said, wondering if some mind influence might speed things up. But this woman didn’t look the suggestible type. “I haven’t seen her since the fighting started. Have you seen her? She’s—”
The door opened wide now, and a man came out. Altis got a quick glimpse of a tall, dark-skinned woman being hauled to a standing position from the floor. Hallena. Yes, it was her. “Who is it, Merish?”
“Just some old guy looking for his daughter.” She seemed distracted by the comlink she held in one hand, as if she wanted to get back to a conversation. “Look, we haven’t seen your daughter. We’re moving out of here now, so—”
Bang.
The explosion of transparisteel and permacrete above his head was a genuine shock. Boots hit the floor next to him. Debris rained down.
His reflex was to draw his lightsaber; all he saw was the woman’s blaster lifting to fire—at him, at one of the clones who suddenly landed beside him?—and he simply brought the blade up diagonally in a defensive stroke. It cut clean through her arm and sliced under the chin. Where the blaster fell, he had no idea; the man behind her screamed “Merish! No, Merish!” and someone else tried to slam the door shut before he stepped clear. But Rex and two clone troopers smashed through the door, firing, and Altis followed.
The rattle of blasterfire stopped almost as soon as it had started. In the second—a second, no more—that it took him to enter the room, Rex stood with his blaster to an old man’s head; the man in turn held Hallena Devis around the neck in a stranglehold, with a blaster pressed to her temple.
There was a moment’s standoff.
“Nice to see the Republic finally showed its face,” the man said. Hallena was completely still, hands bound, face impassive, exuding that tension that said she was looking for a way to drop this man herself. “What do you want—want me to bargain, your spy’s life for mine?”
Rex said nothing and simply pressed the trigger.
It was that fast. Altis didn’t expect Rex to do that at all.
The blaster discharge knocked the old man backward, but he was dead before he slid all the way down the wall. Hallena fell, too. Rex, completely calm, hauled her to her feet again and ejected a vibroblade from his gauntlet to cut the cuffs around her wrists.
“Time to go, Agent Devis,” he said. Outside, the chunking sound of droid feet was getting very close. “The droid army’s coming for you.”
Rex tried to push her to the exit. But she tried to stop to check the younger man, sprawled on the floor with a massive blaster burn from mouth to chest.
“He’s not dead—”
“Not our problem. Go.”
“But—look, let me get my comlink back, okay?”
She rummaged in the man’s coat, but Rex just picked her up bodily and almost threw her to Hil, who ignored her protests and bundled her down the first flight of stairs. Altis went after them. It was a narrow staircase, and they needed a fast exit. Geith—no questions, no orders—leapt down the stairwell and held up his arms. Hil threw her down to him; she yelped. It was as if they’d been drilled to do it all their lives, and yet Geith had never seen the troopers before today, and the trooper could have had no idea how much weight a Jedi could safely take when it was dropped on him. Suddenly there was nobody below, the sound of droids was deafening, and Altis realized he was going to be trapped in this building along with Rex, Vere, and Boro.
“Sir! Get out, we’ll cover you.” Ince’s voice was audible over the open comlink. “Move it!”
Rex grabbed Altis’s arm. “Nice job, Master. Now run. Can’t keep Coric waiting.”
As the four of them reached the entrance to the building, the firing started. Altis couldn’t see Callista or Ahsoka; he had to get out of there. Rex gestured to wait and adjusted his rifle.
“Ince, are you clear? Is Devis okay?”
The trooper’s voice sounded breathless. He was running. “Yeah—heading for the shuttle—she’s running—had to put my boot up her backside, though—”
Rex made an irritated huff, an oddly mild reaction with bedlam breaking loose outside. “Okay, get to Coric and bang out as soon as you need to. Don’t wait for anyone except the Jedi.”
Altis cut in. “No. We take our chances, like you.”
Rex seemed to ignore him, took a deep breath, and burst out into the street, straight into a sea of battle droids.



SEVEN
 
One day, if it pleases some Jedi Master’s personal convenience, the Council will abandon the rule of no attachment completely and have families. Then they’ll build powerful dynasties. Their ends always justify their means on any given day. As do ours—but we admit it, do we not?
—COUNT DOOKU, to Asajj Ventress
ATHAR, EN ROUTE TO THE EXTRACTION POINT
HALLENA WAS SO PUMPED WITH ADRENALINE THAT SHE COULD feel no pain in her head as she ran.
Her lungs were screaming at her to stop, though. She felt the energy ebbing from her because she simply couldn’t seem to get enough air down her throat. She also realized she was nowhere near as fit as a clone trooper, and that was who she was trying to keep pace with.
But she had her comlink. The data on that was too valuable to let fall into enemy hands. She left it on locate-transmit setting, just in case, just so that Control knew where she was now.
Behind her, she heard the shooting. She’d also heard the orders barked over the clones’ audio system.
“We can’t leave them,” she panted.
“Keep going, ma’am.” Ince grabbed her arm. She was slowing. “Coric’s started the drives.”
“We don’t leave until the other guys catch up, you hear?”
“Ma’am—orders are to extract you—that’s what we’re doing.”
She had a long list of questions backing up in her brain like an angry mob demanding answers. Her body told her they could wait their turn and that she had to get as far away from here as she could. But there was Shil maybe not dead, and she cared what happened to him, and there were all these strangers risking their lives to get her out, and she didn’t have any information, anything at all, that made it imperative to rescue her.
“That’s what my toxin capsule’s for,” she said. “So that I don’t need extracting.”
“It’s not a myth, then …”
The sound of gunship drives made them scatter for cover. One of the other troopers, one whose name she hadn’t caught, pulled her down into the shelter of a basement entrance until the vessel passed overhead.
“Ince here, sir.” Hallena could still hear him. Their helmets had external speakers. “Sep gunship, five minutes from you—heading northwest, probably going to miss you, but be aware.” He sprang up from his crouch and waved them on down the street. “Hug the walls, guys. The captain’s going to kill us if we screw up first time out.”
The short breather had given Hallena a second wind. She ran as hard as she could. When she rounded the corner behind Ince and saw the derelict factory, she could already hear the faint rumble of a shuttle drive idling.
“It’s us, Sarge,” Ince yelled. “Got her. Open up.”
The civilian with them—the one she’d been thrown to like a roll of carpet—helped her into the crew bay. She slumped onto one of the bulkhead benches and tried to get her breath back while he checked her head wound.
The pilot turned in his seat. He didn’t have his helmet on, just a comm headset. He was a serious-looking young man with black hair cut menacingly short, and Hallena suddenly realized that she was looking at the face of an entire army.
“The captain’s pinned down,” he said. “You been listening to your comm?”
The three troopers pitched in all at once.
“I can see his HUD output, Sarge …”
“Yeah, come on. We go back and help them, or what?”
“We can’t just sit here.”
“You can,” the sergeant snapped. “And you will. Or else we could end up losing the whole detachment. Give it a few minutes. I’m watching the remote, and if you stopped to think for a second, you could patch into it, too.”
Hallena had no idea what was going on—again. For more than a day now, she’d been effectively blind and deaf. And now she couldn’t see or hear everything that the clone troopers could, just the parts of their conversation they let her hear, and she wasn’t used to being that far out of the loop. The seconds were dragging like hours.
“You,” she said to the civilian. “Are you Intel?”
“Jedi,” he said. “Jedi Knight Geith Eris. I don’t think even a trooper could catch you from that height without breaking something.”
“Have you flashed Leveler to let Pellaeon know she’s okay?” Ince asked the pilot. “He’ll be crawling the walls if he can hear any of the comm traffic.”
“Yes. I have, Trooper.”
The mention of Gil’s name—and his ship—split Hallena down the middle. Part of her felt foolish elation, and the rest was mortified that the romance was now clearly common knowledge even in the ranks.
“How’s the ship holding up?” another clone asked. “No point banging out of here if we don’t have a ride home.”
“Sensors online, drives are fine, but the concussion missile targeting’s not looking too clever. Maybe we can try for Kemla Yard in this crate if the worst happens.”
“Range limited by oxygen, remember? Nah, we’ve got to get back on board.”
It was clear they were talking about a warship. “Are you transferring me to a ship?”
“Leveler, ma’am. Where else?”
Gil was insane. Had he come all this way—from wherever, doing whatever—and risked his ship because she was in trouble, and somehow that emergency comm had reached him? Guilt overwhelmed her. Spooks weren’t supposed to need bailing out. They were supposed to do the bailing. It happened, but she didn’t feel good about it.
“Crazy,” she said to herself. “What’s happening to your men back there?”
The sergeant—he had to be Coric—held his receiver a little closer to his mouth. “Wow. Hey, check your HUDs. Are you blind or something? See, this is why you always have to pack a Jedi or three.”
Hallena couldn’t stand it any longer. “Show me,” she said to Ince. “Show me what you can see.”
The trooper reached into his belt and pulled out a datapad. The small screen showed a jerking, chaotic picture like a holovid chase sequence, but it was obviously a clone’s helmet cam recording what he was seeing. A mass of droids filled the street in front of him. What first looked like a barricade of rubble turned out to be shattered droid parts, and a few meters back from that barrier, two humans and a—a child, yes a child, a Togruta—stood with lightsabers drawn and their free hands extended. Blasterfire ripped into the droid ranks. A couple of white-armored figures appeared for a moment as the cam turned. When the helmet cam tilted—as the clone trooper looked down—she saw another trooper on the ground, his armor shattered, and another trying to pull him clear.
This is all over me. It’s not about vital intelligence. I don’t have any, not now.
It’s never worth all those lives. I’m never worth all those lives.
Hallena caught Ince’s arm to get his attention and had to shake him slightly. He was watching his comrades in trouble, torn between orders and doing what he felt he had to.
“Get them out of there,” Hallena said. “Now.”
BATTLE DROID LINE, ATHAR
VERE’S POV ICON WAS STILL LIVE ON THE LEFT MARGIN OF Rex’s HUD, and he couldn’t shut it off.
He was sure Vere couldn’t see the clouded sky he seemed to be staring at.
“No go, sir,” Boro said. He was still trying to get a line into Vere’s arm, the plastoid plates flung aside and sections of black undersuit peeled back. “No pulse, nothing.”
Every second Boro spent trying to revive Vere put his own life at risk. As Rex drained another clip into the droid lines and dropped behind cover to reload, he struggled with a rising tidal wave of incoherent anger for a kid whose active service had lasted just eight days, from the time he shipped out of Kamino to the moment a droid grenade shattered his last line of defense, his armor.
Eight days wasn’t enough for anyone.
The only things he could make pay for that were massed in front of him. Fine. Even in the few months of this war, he’d lost so many men that it didn’t seem to matter if he joined them sooner rather than later. If he did—he wouldn’t have to spend another second feeling like he’d failed them and wondering how many more he’d lose tomorrow.
“Boro, pack it in.” He caught the young clone’s arm. “He’s gone, kid. You’ll be next if you don’t grab that Deece and start shooting.”
“Sir, I’ve done all the medic training. I can—”
Boro stopped abruptly, sat back on his heels for a moment, and sighted up with his rifle again. Rex heard his outgoing audio click off, so he was either yelling curses or sobbing or whatever he needed to do to cope with losing his buddy. But he got on with it. He laid down fire, and only someone who knew what went on inside the helmet could have guessed what it was doing to him.
“Rex! Rex!” Ahsoka broke from Altis and Callista, who were struggling to hold back the droid front ranks. “Take Vere and go.”
The mass of metal was getting seriously congested now. If the tinnies ever had a smart thought, they’d break off a few platoons from the back and try another route to the side, but the images from the remote told Rex that they weren’t. The side roads had been blocked by barricades thrown up by the rebel mob.
See, we’d just get a demolition team to blow a gap in it and run through. Tinnies don’t think.
“He’s dead,” Rex said, and opened fire again.
“Oh.”
“We can’t keep this up much longer. Give me a couple of minutes to rig some charges across the street, then bang out.”
“I could hold them back long enough for everyone else to make a run for it.”
Rex snapped a grenade launcher to his rifle. It was a mod the DC-15 wasn’t supposed to have, but it did now, and it worked okay. He took aim at a point just behind the front ranks and fired. Shrapnel arced high in the air and fell fizzing around him.
“Noble,” he said. “And useless, because I can’t lose a Jedi on my watch.”
“I can run like anyone else. You know I can.”
“My squad,” he said, wondering why he couldn’t feel any panic now, just this awful choking anger. He counted his supply of grenades and tried to calculate how far the reel of high-yield detonite tape would stretch. “My decision. Hold that line while I lay the charges.”
“You’ll be killed.”
“And the maximum number extracted. You know what your bosses say about attachment, littl’un. Don’t get too attached to me.”
Ahsoka blinked for a moment, then backed away, lightsaber drawn to deflect blasterfire as if it was an afterthought.
“Experienced captains are worth more than meat cans,” Boro said. “Why don’t I—”
“Okay, the line for senseless square-jawed sacrifice starts over there,” Rex said irritably. “Take a ticket and we’ll get to you as soon as we can.”
“Sorry, sir.”
“No, my fault. I’m sorry. As soon as we get this primed, get ready to grab Ahsoka and get her out of here.”
“Would we be doing this if it hadn’t been Pellaeon’s girlfriend, sir?”
“Yes. Because that’s what we’d want someone to do for us.”
The ground underneath his boots was shaking. At first he thought it was artillery pounding away somewhere, but then he saw the cracks in the paving. They appeared as hairlines snaking across the permacrete, soon gaping apart in places to form wider fissures.
“Master Altis?” Rex yelled. “What’s happening?”
Altis looked down. He still had his hand raised as if he were pushing against an invisible door where he wasn’t a welcome caller. Callista and Ahsoka stood frozen in the same pose.
“Oh, that again,” he said. Sweat beaded on his forehead. “We’re generating so much pressure that it’s causing subsidence.”
Masonry toppled from buildings on either side of the road. Some debris plunged onto the droid ranks. And what had seemed like a ghost town suddenly erupted into desperate life as people boiled out from doorways, locals who’d been hiding until the fighting passed. Now they were flushed from their hiding places by the threat of collapsing buildings.
“I think you ought to let go and run,” Rex said.
“Good idea,” said Altis. “Or I’ll end up killing more non-combatants than the enemy.” The Jedi Master grabbed Callista’s shoulder as if to break her out of a trance, making her whip her head around. “Your trooper’s passed. I’m sorry.”
“So am I,” said Rex. “Coric?” He flashed the shuttle on his comlink. “Coric, we’re pulling back now. Stand by.” He gestured to Altis. “Give us a count, then, sir.”
“In three … two  … now!”
Well, three seconds’ warning was better than nothing.
As soon as the Jedi released the Force push, the building to the right of the droid front line collapsed in a rumbling plume of dust that raced across the street like a volcanic eruption.
Boro looked back a few times as he ran. He had a piece of Vere’s armor in his hand, a shoulder plate, but Altis ran to him to do the necessary before Rex did. The old Jedi put his hand on the trooper’s back and said something. Whatever it was, it got Boro moving. Rex sprinted for the side roads, expecting the worst.
“Sir, stay put,” said Coric’s voice in his earpiece. “We’re coming for you. We’re setting down at the end of the street. Can you see the metal railings at the intersection?”
Rex did an about-turn and signaled everyone else to stop. There were no droids on their tail yet—they were probably still trying to negotiate the rubble because the stupid kriffing things couldn’t climb—but that didn’t mean they wouldn’t get attention from anything airborne.
“I see it,” Rex said. “And I told you to wait.”
“Agent Devis said to come back for you, sir.” Coric sounded as if he was trying extra-hard to make light of things. “An officer’s missus always outranks him, so she’s like a commodore. And she’s in my face.”
“Okay, give us time to make our way down there.”
They ran again, sprinting in bursts and keeping well spaced apart, just in case any of the locals were armed and aggrieved enough to settle a few scores with a Republic that had done nothing for them.
Good old Coric. How does a man know when you really, really wish he’d disobey an order?
It was too late for Vere. Rex could feel himself putting his anger to one side again, bolting it down to make sure it was just fuel for focusing on the job at hand. He’d let rip later, when nobody was around to watch him fall apart.
The familiar chuntering noise of the shuttle’s drive was now audible, muffled by the buildings until it moved into the open street with a sudden burst of noise. It hovered a meter above the pavement; its downdraft sent water spray leaping from the puddles. Ross and Ince jumped out to take up defensive positions, then the vessel settled on its dampers, still sitting on what looked like a cushion of mist.
“Boro,” Rex yelled, “go.”
He grabbed Boro’s shoulder to push him ahead, surprised that his instinct right then wasn’t to look after Ahsoka but to take care of his men. He sent the others racing for the shuttle one at a time, then ushered the two troopers inside. He didn’t even have time to dog the hatch shut behind him before Coric lifted off.
“Good timing,” Coric said. Rex hung on to the safety rail and looked down. “The tin-can army’s arrived.”
Beneath them, clunking along in orderly ranks as if nothing untoward had happened, battle droids moved toward the spot where the vessel had set down just moments earlier. There were a lot fewer of them; so these were the slightly smarter or randomly luckier ones that managed to blunder through the debris. They raised their blasters with the precision of a ceremonial honor guard at a state funeral, aimed, fired—and missed. Blaster bolts passed beneath the shuttle’s hull in red streaks.
Rex realized that all he knew about funerals—any funerals—was gleaned from what he’d seen on HNE. He pulled the hatch closed and sat back on one of the benches with his eyes shut for a few moments. When he looked up again, Hallena Devis was staring right at him.
She couldn’t tell if he was looking at her or not, of course. All she saw was a closed helmet with a T-shaped visor like every other clone’s. Just to be diplomatic, he took it off and let her make eye contact.
“Thanks for saving my life,” she said. He could see a big lump in her hairline. A medic would need to check that out. “And I’m sorry that it cost one of your men.”
“That’s the job, ma’am.” Rex actually wanted to say something else, but it wasn’t her fault, and he was the one who’d volunteered them for the mission. “You understand that as well as anybody.”
“Never be a prisoner and never take one. That’s what the Irmenu say.”
Rex thought that was a conversation waiting to happen, and he wasn’t the man to have it. He noted that Ince, Boro, Joc, Hil, and Ross had all fallen silent, the unnatural absolute silence of men who had cut their comms. They were on their own frequency. Rex didn’t intrude. Whatever they were sharing, they must have needed that privacy badly; it was one of those points of etiquette that he observed strictly. If they thought he was an idiot, if they were cursing him, or if they were just in the first throes of grief, then that was their business, and he’d only override that circuit in an emergency.
This is the first time they’ve had a buddy die on them. Easy to forget that.
Altis, wedged up against Boro on one of the seats, seemed to be able to hear something anyway. The Jedi Master simply put his hand on Boro’s forearm and said nothing.
Now, there’s a kind man.
“Anyway, you tied this up so fast that we’ll be back on board before General Skywalker catches up with us,” Rex said. “Good job, everyone.”
The shuttle streaked toward the upper atmosphere, rising above the cloud cover through shades of blue, then violet, then black. All they had to do was dock in Leveler as fast as they could, and leave JanFathal behind.
It was lost to the Republic for now.
But the worst was behind them today, Rex thought, and then cursed himself for tempting fate.
REPUBLIC TORRENT FIGHTER ECHO-97, ENTERING FATH SYSTEM AND INBOUND FOR JANFATHAL
ANAKIN WONDERED IF THE FORCE WAS FINALLY TEACHING HIM a lesson for defying the rulings of his Masters.
I goof off, and my men end up in trouble.
I shouldn’t have to sneak around to see my wife.
Okay, that’s an excuse. It’s true, but it doesn’t justify this.
“Skywalker to Leveler.” He could see the warship’s motionless transponder icon on his cockpit display. “I’m getting some scary traces from Rex’s comlink. What’s happening?”
Anakin didn’t get the usual comm officer. Pellaeon answered the call personally. “He’s inbound now, from JanFathal.”
“I’ve been bouncing in and out of hyperspace all the way from Coruscant trying to track him. How did he end up there?”
Pellaeon sounded oddly restrained. He was always an enormously confident man, exceptionally unapologetic even in the face of an angry admiral, but there was something making him uncomfortable. Anakin could feel it strongly.
“We were tasked to extract a Rep Intel agent when the enemy invaded,” Pellaeon said. “The lady is known to me, by the way.”
Anakin let that sink in. Pellaeon’s tone said it all. Well … not much room for me to complain about that, is there? Even if there’s any complaining to be done.
“Understood, Captain. What’s the security situation?”
“We’re standing off some distance because some of our systems aren’t entirely trouble-free yet. If Rex looks as if he might run into Sep problems, though, we’ll engage.”
“I can escort him in,” Anakin said. “What am I looking for?”
“A replenishment shuttle. It might still be showing a spoof transponder code, so be cautious.”
Okay, I’ll feel if it’s Rex or not, but saying that tends to make folks nervous. “I’ll confirm visually before I open fire, Captain.”
“Well, he has Jedi with him, so you can probably ping them with your Force radar or whatever it is that you fellows do.”
“Ahsoka insisted on going, then.”
Pellaeon inhaled very quietly as if negotiating a delicate issue. “Yes, along with Master Altis and two of his followers.”
No, Anakin wasn’t expecting that.
Altis.
Anakin vaguely knew the name, but, staring into the starfield around his Torrent to let the memory come to him, he didn’t know why. It took a few moments to remember.
Qui-Gon Jinn, his Master-who-never-was, the man who wanted him to be a Jedi despite the Jedi Council’s refusal to train him, had mentioned Altis. He had mentioned Dooku, too, as his former Master. Qui-Gon had mixed with the most challenging and unorthodox of Jedi—the thinkers, the debaters, the iconoclasts, and, ultimately, even the traitors.
Anakin couldn’t recall what Altis’s brand of dissent had been. But that didn’t matter. Now he had a chance to relive happy memories of his old mentor. He missed Qui-Gon.
“General, are you there?”
“Sorry, Captain. Just trying to recall the name.” Anakin shut his eyes for a moment and centered himself, letting the ebb and flow of the Force wash over him. Yes, he felt a cluster of strong presences. It was harder to feel clearly these days with all the backwash of violence and fear muddying the Force waters, but he had a bearing now that no ship’s nav computer could give him.
“That’ll give us something to chat about in your shiny new wardroom.”
Pellaeon paused again. It was the merest fraction of a second, less than a blink, but Anakin heard it. “Your Padawan will no doubt fill you in on that.”
Ahsoka must have been really testing Pellaeon’s patience. His tone said it all.
“And JanFathal? I’ve been out of comm contact. Is Master Yoda sending forces to repel the invasion?”
“I understand from Intel that he decided against it, given the popular support for the regime change. We’d be fighting on two fronts.”
“We need to pick better allies …”
“Indeed. We’re in comm contact with Rex’s shuttle now, so I’ll warn him that you’re coming.”
Anakin calculated the sublight transit time to the planet from his current position at the edge of the Fath system and decided to jump to hyperspace. It was a matter of seconds, and pretty wasteful of fuel, but if Rex needed an escort then he needed it right now—and not in half an hour.
Anakin hit the jump control and watched the starscape stretch and distort as the fighter leapt almost instantly into the heart of the system. Short jumps were the riskiest maneuvers of all. The smallest error, a moment’s lapse, and his fighter might drop out of hyperspace into the mantle of a star.
It didn’t, of course. He prided himself on his piloting, not just his preternatural Force skills but also the basic discipline and long hours common to Jedi and mundane pilot alike.
I worked hard to get this good. I’m more than lucky. More than my Force senses, too.
The Torrent dropped back into realspace almost as soon as it had jumped. Its viewscreen was now filled with the almost-full disk of green and white marble that was JanFathal.
“Skywalker to Rex, over …” Anakin’s sensors showed a number of Sep vessels close to the planet. “Skywalker to Rex …”
Coric’s voice cut in. “Receiving you, General. We don’t have a visual on you yet.”
“Still using a bogus ID?”
“Yes, sir. We had to bang out in a hurry, and we thought we might have company.”
“I’ve got you on my screen. Can you confirm you’re showing as a Trade Federation fleet tender?”
“Confirmed.”
“Apart from the brief excitement you had on JanFathal, is everyone okay?”
“ ’Fraid not, sir. We lost Trooper Vere.”
Vere? Anakin hadn’t even met him yet. Now he never would. He’d only been assigned to the 501st a matter of days ago. Rex wasn’t going to be in the best of moods, then; the man was good at keeping up a stoical front, but Anakin’s Force senses saw past the veneer and knew just how passionately Rex felt about things.
“I’m sorry. I should have been with you. Tell Rex that—”
“Stang,” Coric muttered. “Apologies, General, but are you picking up something moving fast on a direct course with Leveler?”
On the Torrent’s sensor screen, a yellow enemy icon appeared to have separated from the rest of the Sep flotilla and was heading for Pellaeon’s ship. A warship that didn’t want to be found and could minimize its footprint on background space was a small target in that infinity. Folks put too much faith in sensors—but it was all that the vast majority had.
“Yeah, Sep ship,” Anakin said. “They’ve found Leveler.”
“They worked out we need to dock with a much bigger target nearby.”
Anakin opened the link to the warship. “Leveler, this is Skywalker—you’ve got one Sep vessel heading your way at speed, grid seven-seven-nine-five. I’m going in.”
“We’re tracking it, General.”
“What’s your operational status?”
“Concussion missile targeting is offline, but we have a laser cannon and torpedoes.”
“Okay, I’m on it,” Anakin said.
The simplest thing would have been for Leveler to jump to hyperspace. As Anakin headed on an intercept course with the Separatist vessel, he reflected on the fact that the enemy thought the Republic wouldn’t do that kind of thing. It wouldn’t abandon its own to attack or to a lonely death while trying to reach the nearest base with dwindling oxygen.
A decent captain would wait to let the shuttle dock, even with an enemy warship homing in on it.
The Seps had to be counting on it.
And Anakin was counting on the Seps wanting Leveler—refitted, state-of-the-art, full of technology and classified data—in one piece.



EIGHT
 
I’m a Corellian. As the saying goes, we won’t be driven.
—GILAD PELLAEON
REPUBLIC ASSAULT SHIP LEVELER, JUST OUTSIDE JANFATHAL SPACE
“SAFEGUARD, SAFEGUARD, SAFEGUARD. ALL HANDS TO ACTION stations.”
Leveler was fighting for real now; the work-up seemed a lifetime ago. Pellaeon stood on the darkened bridge, hands flat on his command console, and stared out into a void that would reveal nothing until it was too late. Intel data said the Sep ship was the light cruiser Discord, but Pellaeon now wondered if he’d trust Rep Intel to tell him the correct time of day.
“Enemy contact localized, range one-three-six-hundred, bearing, tracking …” The principal warfare officer—Derel—was a clone, and if Pellaeon had had his way, he’d have filled all the warfare posts with them. “In range, sir.”
“What do you think our Sep chums want, Derel?”
“Given that Discord is within her firing range, sir, I’d say they want us in one piece.”
It would normally have been the PWO’s job to decide when to engage a target. This time Pellaeon decided to fight the ship personally, and he hoped Derel wasn’t offended.
“I’d go along with that,” Pellaeon said. “So why hasn’t the rest of the flotilla joined in? They can’t possibly be that busy with JanFathal. The place doesn’t have a spacegoing navy, or else they wouldn’t need us.”
“Perhaps they don’t think they’re equipped for a fight with us. Purely opportunistic.”
“Meriones? Give me that real-time chart on the large display, Lieutenant.” He tapped the kid sharply on the back of the head to get his attention. The tactical workstations were within arm’s reach if he took a step left or right. “Come on. Snap to it.”
“Ready, sir.”
Pellaeon rubbed his forefinger over his mustache, mind racing through the scenarios. This wasn’t about winning a battle. This was about saving the ship and the shuttle, or—at very least—denying the enemy a chance to seize Leveler. She might not have been a pride of the Republic fleet, but she did have advanced weapons, and the Seps’ behavior made him wonder if they knew that. The Republic certainly had agents in some CIS yards, but Kemla?
The Seps knew somehow.
They could hit us at this range. And we could hit them.
Why send just one ship after us when there’s a flotilla? If they can detect the shuttle, then why don’t they attack it?
Because they know we have no reason to stick around once the shuttle’s gone. And it’s this ship they want.
Pellaeon inverted the problem in his mind. The Sep ship was taking a risk by straying out here. If he engaged it, though, he’d end up taking on all of them, and Leveler would probably lose even if she was 100 percent operational. The Seps—in space, at least—were an enemy made up of idiot droids and less-than-inspired organics, but out here they had numbers on their side.
The points of light suspended in the holochart in front of him shifted a little and grabbed his attention.
“Sir, two Seps have broken away from the group and appear to be heading this way, too.” Derel paused to check another screen. “Concussion missiles still offline, but the drive dampers are stable and we’re good to go on everything else.”
Pellaeon felt he could see a full 360 degrees around the bridge. There were, he knew, a thousand solidly rational reasons why he was hyperaware during combat. And there were many near-subliminal indicators in the ship, on the bridge, that told him what his crew was feeling. He heard the little clicks and wet sounds that gave away facial expressions—words formed but held in check, unspoken, breaths held.
“Rumahn,” he said to his first lieutenant, “what would you do?”
Pellaeon could hear his discomfort. Rumahn was a solid second in command, the kind of man who always managed to find the balance between concern for the ship’s company and doing what was necessary. He applied Fleet regulations, but kindly. And he would never have been caught the worse for drinking after a Fleet dinner, serenading a beautiful woman beneath her apartment balcony, until her husband came out and asked him to leave immediately. That had been the gist of the request, anyway.
Derel tapped the controls on his sensor display. For a moment the bridge was so quiet that Pellaeon could hear the officer’s fingernails on the plastoid.
“I’d close the gap between us and the shuttle, sir,” Rumahn said, “and lay down a laser barrage to defend the ship while taking the vessel inboard.”
“And if Agent Devis weren’t on board?”
Rumahn didn’t blink. “I’d jump out of this sector right now, sir. We may be in no shape for a fight, and engaging isn’t the best way to test the ship’s readiness.”
It was brutal and honest. It was correct procedure according to the Republic Fleet regs because a couple of thousand crew and a warship were at stake here. But it was also … wrong.
“The moment we don’t make every effort to save every last crew member, every last trooper, that’s the moment this navy, the Grand Army, everything starts to come apart,” Pellaeon said. “Seps don’t have prisoner-of-war camps as far as I know. And that’s the best option for the shuttle crew. So, Commander Rumahn, we’re going to close the gap as you suggested. Helm, take us in. Rex, General Skywalker, are you ready? Fast docking, then jump. Only engage if absolutely necessary. We can outrun Discord, and I estimate we’ve got a good few minutes on the other two ships.”
“Wait one, sir. They know where we are now, so we might as well use the active scans.” Derel pinged Discord instead of taking the passive scan readings. It confirmed Leveler’s course and speed to the enemy, but that was academic now. “Let’s just make sure we know what we’re dealing with …”
Pellaeon leaned over the console to look down at the screen. It took a trained operator to interpret the readings accurately, but he had a good idea of what he was looking at.
“That’s no light cruiser.” The active sensors were picking up the signature of a much bigger, better-armed ship. “So unless Intel got it wrong again—”
“Maybe not, sir,” Derel said. “Seems that two can play bogus transponder games. It’s not Discord. It’s a destroyer. Maybe forty turbolasers.”
Stang. More firepower than Discord, and faster, too.
“Blast,” Pellaeon said quietly.
He turned to the comm officer and indicated with a side-to-side cutting gesture across his throat that he wanted all external comms cut immediately.
The comm officer just nodded.
REPLENISHMENT SHUTTLE, INBOUND FOR LEVELER
“SO, NO CAVALRY TO THE RESCUE EXCEPT THE GENERAL,” CORIC muttered. “Leveler’s on her own, and so are we. Fair enough. Can do.”
“At least HQ didn’t order us to fight to the last man.” Ince leaned over the back of the copilot’s seat to look at the sensors. He could have patched in via his HUD, but Rex understood that basic human need to physically take a look. “Let’s face it, we’re just as dead regardless of whether it’s a cruiser or a destroyer, right, Sarge?”
Coric made a noncommittal grunt. “It’s being so cheerful that keeps us going.”
“You got a fix on Leveler yet?” Rex asked.
“If you mean am I aiming us at the bay doors, yes, sir.” Coric was doing his best with basic piloting skills in a basic ship. He wasn’t a fighter ace. “But if the Sep commander isn’t going to vape us or Leveler, I can’t guess what his next maneuver is going to be.”
“He’ll try to disable her,” Rex said. “Drives first, then weapons. Easier said than done.”
“What happened to the good old days of just firing broadsides until one side ran out of warships?”
“That was way back—last month.”
Limited situational awareness.
That was what Rex didn’t like about a spacegoing navy. He liked to feel his boots on the ground, be able to look around with a bit of help from his helmet systems—or even just take the bucket off and use his own eyes, ears, and sense of smell.
He took off his helmet anyway. In a situation like this, he should have kept it on in case the hull was breached. But he had a feeling that an hour’s grace before the reality of hard vacuum took him was going to be a moot point.
Through the limited field of a viewscreen, there was nothing to see but a narrow rectangle of black, star-speckled space. It was impossible to see anything unless it was right in front of him, at the right angle to catch the light from Fath’s star, and even then—space was awfully big.
And sensors lied.
“At least Skywalker can find us,” Rex said. “Handy things, Jedi.” He glanced back over his shoulder. “No offense.”
“Being useful is a virtue,” Altis said. “Thank you.”
Coric lowered his voice. “Even the general can’t perform miracles, sir.”
“Well, he can provide cover, and that’s close enough for me.” Rex glanced back at the crew bay again. Hallena Devis didn’t look too bright now; that blow to the head was starting to take its toll. Don’t go and die on us after all this. He fretted about subdural hemorrhage, delayed-onset coma, all the things that could still go wrong. Where’s Skywalker? “Come on, close that gap.”
“Whoa—” Coric stared at the screen for a moment. “Where’d he go?”
“What?”
“I don’t want to worry you, but Leveler’s just jumped.”
“That’s done a pretty good job on the worry front. Let me see.”
Rex didn’t believe it. He leaned over Coric’s shoulder to check the screen for himself, and yes—Leveler’s icon and track had vanished from the plot.
“He’s probably just killed his transponder to spoof them.” Can’t see. Can’t stanging well see. I hate this. “Pellaeon would never run, not without warning. Or maybe it’s another tech problem.”
There was an awkward silence. Rex glanced at Hallena just in time to see her lock her expression into neutral. But she couldn’t fool a clone, not someone who relied on the smallest tics and tells to identify individuals in a sea of identical faces.
Yeah, she thinks he’s not the man she thought he was … and she’s looking for reasons to be wrong.
“Okay, Sergeant, kill all nonessential systems.” Rex took a step back into the crew bay and tapped Boro on the top of his helmet. The lad’s head was down as if he were looking at his datapad, which was centered in his HUD icon. But he needed to be distracted from what was really on his mind. They all did. “Work out how much oxygen we’ve got left, Trooper, and if we can make Kemla.”
They all knew their chances of making Kemla Yard without being shot down were remote now, oxygen or not. But Rex took a guess that there wasn’t one being on this craft who would give up and die that easily. Ahsoka looked him straight in the eye. Altis and his two Jedi seemed grimly resigned.
Boro didn’t take long. He didn’t look up from his datapad. “We’ve got twelve pairs of lungs and enough oxygen for roughly halfway, maybe closer if we reduce our oxygen consumption as far as we can.”
Well, we all knew that. Lucky I’m not with a panicky bunch of folks.
“Okay.” Rex braced both hands on the trunking that ran across the deckhead, looking down the length of the crew bay. “Stark choice time.” When was it ever any other way? It just keeps happening. Over and over and over … “Hang around and hope, halve the number of lungs the hard way, or find the nearest sustainable source of oxygen, which is currently a hostile planet beneath us.”
Hallena looked up at him. “I’m equipped for the lung-halving exercise. And seeing as this is all due to me, I’ll volunteer … but I don’t recommend being taken prisoner.”
She trailed off, but her eyes didn’t leave his.
“I wasn’t planning to go quietly, either,” Rex said. “I didn’t enjoy captivity much last time.”
Altis leaned forward, elbows on knees. “We—Jedi—can put ourselves into a deep enough trance to cut our oxygen consumption, but I’m not sure it’ll be enough to get the rest of you through. I’m all for heading back and making a fight of it.” He glanced at Callista and Geith, and they nodded. “See?”
“Me, too,” said Ahsoka.
Rex looked to his troopers. He almost hoped they’d disagree, argue, anything but do what they’d been trained to do every day since they were old enough to walk: follow orders. But they were 501st, so they took the most decisive option.
“If I’m going to die sooner than planned,” Hil said, “then I’d like to take a few more tinnies with me, sir.”
Rex could have bet safely on that. “It’s not going to save JanFathal, but it’ll make us feel better, right?”
“Yes, sir,” Boro said. “Works for me.”
“And while we’re down there, maybe we’ll have a few ideas for getting off that rock eventually.”
Coric turned the shuttle nearly a full 180 degrees, shut down all the systems except propulsion and life support, and headed back down to the surface.
“This is as stealthy as I can get, sir. Where to?”
“Athar.” Rex opened his comlink and sent a brief coded message to Skywalker. The less time he spent on comms, the less chance they had of being traced. “Better the trouble you know than the trouble you don’t.”
V-19 TORRENT ECHO-97, JANFATHAL SPACE
ANAKIN STREAKED INTO THE PATH OF THE DESTROYER AND knew something had gone badly wrong.
It was way too late for stealth. He could feel the ship’s vast presence as a disturbance in the Force, but all he could see was a large target on his sensors and a completely starless patch of space where the vessel hung in darkness. It was only when he looped around that the blinding sun picked it out in stark relief.
And Leveler was gone. She’d jumped to hyperspace.
“Rex?” Anakin checked the comm transmission again. Just a simple code: 0065, return to last known coordinates. It wouldn’t have meant a thing to anyone intercepting it and decoding it. It could have been anything from an order to an acknowledgment. And only the recipient knew what those coordinates were.
The last location from which Rex’s comlink had sent a signal was Athar.
“Okay, Rex, last time I said I’d come back for you—I didn’t.” Anakin couldn’t detect the shuttle on his instruments at all, but he could certainly feel the Jedi. “This time’s different.”
The Sep destroyer could probably detect the Torrent even at this range, but Anakin sensed that the commander wasn’t interested in a solitary fighter. He was probably reassessing his task now that Leveler had vanished.
This wasn’t Gilad Pellaeon’s style.
Even a battle droid could have worked that out. But as to what his plan was—and why he’d jumped in complete silence—Anakin couldn’t begin to guess. He headed for the planet, navigating by the kind of signature that no sensor could ever pick up, the distinctive trail of Jedi.
A couple of them felt very strong in the Force, quite distinct from Ahsoka. She felt almost obscured by them.
Altis. Yes, Qui-Gon must have had some interesting friends.
“You’re smart enough to guess what I’ll do, aren’t you, Rex?” Anakin muttered to himself. “You won’t open fire if some unidentified fast-moving object blips your sensor, right on your tail …”
Anakin closed his eyes for a moment and followed the pull in the Force, like a sensation in his sinuses that eased when he aligned himself with its source. By the time he looked up again, a matter of moments, traveling at thousands of kilometers an hour, the disk of the planet filled most of his cockpit viewscreen. And silhouetted against the wash of green sea and white cloud was the shuttle.
Any Sep ship must have picked up the fighter’s thermal signature by now—if they were looking, anyway. Maybe they were preoccupied by working out if and where Leveler might reappear.
Unless she’s got a major operational problem, of course. Not like Pellaeon to go totally silent …
Anakin came in over the top of the shuttle and tilted so that the Torrent’s distinctive three-winged shape was instantly identifiable to the pilot. He rocked the Torrent side-to-side to indicate he’d lead the shuttle in. Comm silence was still the best option for the while. He kept a visual check on the shuttle from the reflection in the Torrent’s cockpit shield right up to the moment he hit the top of the atmosphere, and then everything vanished in a reentry haze of hot gas.
He was at fifteen thousand meters before his comlink came to life and Rex’s voice said, “Do you know where you’re going, sir, or shall we recommend somewhere picturesque?”
“It looked a lot nicer from farther out.”
“You know there’s nothing more you can do for us now, don’t you? You should get out while you can.”
“I can keep you company until transport arrives.”
There was a brief pause. “Thank you, sir.”
“Got a local chart?”
“Break right and loop around behind us. We know all the best derelict buildings,” Rex said.
“Did you get any transmission from Leveler before she jumped?” Anakin asked.
“Nothing, sir. Pellaeon will have a plan, though. He always does.”
It was a very casual conversation; no urgency, no strict voice procedure, nothing to indicate that the two vessels had deliberately flown back into what was now enemy territory in any sense of the word, and that they could neither escape nor fight a fleet. Anakin didn’t think Rex was a resigned-to-fate kind of guy, but even with a group of Jedi—
Okay. Got it.
“We’ve got five Jedi, a Rep Intel agent, and seven Five-oh-first troopers,” Anakin said. “Applied intelligently, that’s an army.”
The trick was in looking at a situation from the right perspective. Overwhelming enemy forces, or a target-rich environment; enemy territory, or a rich source of weapons and transport.
“I feel better already,” said Rex.



NINE
 
We’ve lost Leveler completely, sir. Do you want us to hold this position in case it’s a feint? If we allow the other hostiles to land on the planet, then we at least have hostages.
—CIS destroyer Reaper to Trade Federation command
REPUBLIC ASSAULT SHIP LEVELER, SOMEWHERE IN THE OUTER RIM
THE FATH SYSTEM WASN’T THERE, NOT EVEN IN THE DISTANCE.
“Blast,” said Pellaeon.
Derel and the officer of the deck—Baradis—were head-to-head over a bank of screens, physically checking calculations with a stylus and datapad. The moment Leveler had dropped out of hyperspace, it was clear she wasn’t where the navigator had planned to jump. The bridge watchkeeping team all wore the same expression, regardless of species: worried.
“Okay, why aren’t we where we thought we’d be?” Pellaeon demanded. “Because if we can’t even jump straight now, we’re in serious trouble. It’s a long way home at sublight.”
And Rex is in trouble, too. I might have overplayed my hand this time.
“I think it’s all the same problem, sir,” Baradis said. “The sensor tracking, the nav computer—the galactic positioning software isn’t talking to the systems, or at least it’s not giving them consistent or current information.”
They couldn’t even comm Fleet HQ. It was clear to Pellaeon now that their encrypted channel had been compromised, and that the Seps knew not only which armaments Leveler had acquired at refit, but also how many systems were down. The ship really was on her own now.
“Where’s Benb?” Pellaeon hit the ship’s broadcast override. He needed the Sullustan technician. “Supervisor Benb to the bridge immediately, please.”
The bridge was in darkness to make the displays easier for operators to see; at action stations, concentration was intense and crew members might be stuck at a console for hours at a stretch. Occasionally, though, the darkness gave Pellaeon the impression that he was on a stage, staring into footlights, unable to see the faces of the audience but aware that he needed to give the performance of his life.
I’m not thinking about Hallena the whole time.
Am I good, bad, callous?
He was doing what he had to do, for his ship and for those stranded back in JanFathal space. The choice became starkly clear when he had to make it.
There’s your attachment, Master Altis. It’s a dilemma for us all, not just Jedi. And everyone handles it differently.
“Baradis, have you got a position for us yet?”
“Sir, we’re in the Poressi system.”
“We’re way off, then.” Pellaeon brought up the holochart to almost full magnification. A few seconds’ deviation at supralight speeds translated into huge distances. It had just been a quick jump, a simple ploy to jump out of the area and then drop back in again minutes later on a different heading to spring an ambush. “But we need to know—is this a consistent fault, or random? We jumped from Kemla without any problems.”
Benb trotted onto the bridge, probe wires trailing from his coverall pockets like festival streamers.
“I know, I know,” he said irritably. “We’re working on it.”
Pellaeon now had absolute silence on the bridge. It was a small team anyway, fewer than twenty, but with the comms shut down it was eerily quiet. “Just tell me what it is.”
“Put simply,” Benb said, “the central chrono software that tells the ship’s systems what time it is, so they can keep updating and sharing information exactly when they need to, is completely borked. That’s what put the sensor displays out. And weapons targeting. And that’s why you’ve jumped somewhere you weren’t expecting.”
Navigation was largely about time. Navigation beacons relied on precisely timed signals; ships worked out their positions by speed and bearing over a given time. It was all done by nav computers now, but the basic principles were the same as when Pellaeon took his yacht out on the open sea.
“Can it be fixed, and if so—how long?”
“Complete system shutdown. Purge and reboot, then run checks. Six standard hours.”
Pellaeon looked at Baradis and Derel. “Can the calcs be done manually, or at least without a working chrono?”
“Yes.” Baradis didn’t sound confident. “But they’re so complex that it’s all we’ll be able to do.”
“Can you put this ship in the right place at the right time faster than Benb’s team can get the systems back up?”
“Yes, if I can divert crew and computing power to do the calcs—and the engineers can engage the drive on my signal and maintain a set speed.” Baradis snapped his fingers to demonstrate. “Start, put your boot to the metal, and stop. It’s the basic stop-chrono and chart technique that submersibles use.”
“Do it,” said Pellaeon. “I want us back in JanFathal orbit as fast as you can. Derel—I want a manual solution for cannon and turbolasers.”
“So, do you want me to carry on working on the system or not?” Benb asked, glancing down at the fob chrono clipped to his breast pocket.
“Not unless you can do it without shutting down all systems.”
“I can’t,” he said. “I’ll just bypass the chrono so you’ve got manual control, then.” Civilians weren’t bound by the etiquette of service life, and they knew it. A civilian contractor could tell a captain that his plan sucked without fear of the consequences. “But if it takes you four hours to calculate that jump, and it doesn’t work, then it’s six hours to fully reboot on top of that delay, remember …”
Pellaeon wondered if anything more than minutes was going to make a difference now. But all he could do was pull out all the stops and do it as fast as he could.
“I’ll remember,” he said.
Cocooned in the relatively small world of a warship’s bridge, some commanding officers forgot there was the equivalent of a small city around them, full of beings with their own doubts and questions. Pellaeon never did. It was why he walked the lower decks so often, why he had to see everything for himself, and why he refused the isolated privileges of rank like having his own dining room and chef.
“Rumahn, make sure section heads keep their personnel informed about why we’re twiddling our thumbs in the middle of nowhere at the moment. And I’ll address the ship’s company personally.” The sound levels on the bridge rose a little as officers began moving and talking quietly again. They thought the situation was under control. Yes, this was theater, and projecting confidence created confidence. “Derel, how many weapons can we aim using manual targeting alone?”
It was the longest wait of Pellaeon’s life. Meriones showed up with caf and snacks for the bridge crew at intervals, forcing the captain to revise his view of the boy as a chinless rodent who’d struck lucky in his choice of sire. Everyone found their level in this war, and even the likes of Meriones came up trumps sometimes.
As Pellaeon watched Derel patching feeds from external cams through to the bridge monitors, he wondered what would have happened to the Republic if it hadn’t conveniently found a remarkably well-trained, well-equipped, ready-made army and a fleet to go with it. The most serious conflict that Pellaeon had been involved in before this all-out galactic war was interdiction: anti-piracy patrols. There wasn’t a nonclone officer in the Republic who could be described as ready for this kind of war. After just a few months of this most unforgiving of training on the job, an awful lot still weren’t. Without the clone army—the clone navy—the Separatists would have rolled straight over the Republic’s inexperienced, police-action fleet.
Very convenient, all these clones.
Someone knew we’d need them. When did they start planning it, though? And why?
It was the kind of question that anyone would ask if they’d experienced the glacial speed of Republic procurement. Pellaeon wasn’t fussed about getting an answer right then, but it had played on his mind more than once in the last few months. He expected to find dirty politics at the heart of it. Was there any other kind?
“Don’t worry, sir, it’s going fine,” Baradis said, not looking up from the four datapads spread in front of him on the console. From time to time, his comlink chirped and someone read a string of numbers to him. “We’ll have this sorted in a couple of hours.”
Pellaeon realized he’d been drumming his fingers on the console. Baradis had read that as impatience rather than anxiety. Yes, that was inevitable, but Pellaeon was gripped now by a much rarer phenomenon—self-doubt.
I really did do this because I was tasked to extract an agent—any agent. Didn’t I?
So my personal motives aren’t an issue here.
Or are they right about me? Do I lack the right stuff because I can’t resist a pretty face? Have I endangered my ship and my crew for personal motives?
There was nothing more he could do now except wait. Next time Leveler jumped, she had to get it right—if only to avoid emerging from hyperspace too close to a star. Derel beckoned to him and indicated the monitors.
“There you go, sir.” He pulled back one of the seats. “Bypass the computers. We can get range and bearing with the manual targeting laser, check visually via the external holocams, and fire from here. Basic artillery skills. We’re all cross-trained.”
You call us mongrels, don’t you? I overhear things around the ship. Regular beings dismiss you as subhuman, artificial, and you bite back by regarding us as random accidents of existence.
“Good work, Derel,” Pellaeon said. “I’ll leave you to select your gunnery team. Again, I reflect on how lucky we are to inherit a combat-ready force.”
Derel made a show of busying himself with checking the laser calibration panel. “Before you ask, sir, I don’t know much about our commissioning process, either. The Jedi paid up front, I hear.”
“Jolly decent of them,” Pellaeon said. “How are we doing, Commander?”
Baradis rubbed his forehead with the heel of his hand, eyes looking bloodshot. Meriones appeared out of nowhere with more caf.
Ah, he missed his vocation. A steward.
“Getting there, sir.”
Pellaeon opened his comlink and patched into the ship’s broadcast system. A word of reassurance from the old man always worked wonders; there was nothing worse than being hunkered down in an engine space or some isolated compartment and not knowing what the stang was going on.
“D’ye hear there,” he said. He always stuck to procedure. “This is the captain. We’ll be jumping back to JanFathal space sometime in the next two hours—rough estimate—and the nav calcs are being done manually, just so we have no more—”
He was cut short by one of the sensor operators. “Contact, range three hundred klicks, bearing zero-zero-five off the port bow, elevation forty-two. Ship out of hyperspace.” The whole bridge went silent. “Confirmed, sir, it’s Wookiee Gunner.”
“Comms, please.” Pellaeon had to warn the Jedi freighter that encryption had been broken. “Wookiee Gunner, be aware we’re on an open channel.”
A female voice came over the comlink. “Understood.” There was a pause. “We’ll pass that to Fleet so they can make the necessary adjustments. Wait one.”
“Good grief, sir, they’re getting very naval,” Baradis muttered.
Pellaeon was impressed that they’d located Leveler. Jedi senses seemed able to beat scanners some days. “Remind me never to complain about mystic imprecision again.”
It seemed like a very long wait. Pellaeon counted down the minutes and seconds on the bulkhead chrono, the analog device that didn’t rely on the ship’s computer.
Wookiee Gunner came back on the comm net at last.
“This is Jedi Ash Jarvee. Fleet Comms says they’ve now changed code keys and that comms are secure again. You can safely make contact.”
Well, at least Pellaeon could now explain the size of the problem, even if Fleet could do nothing about it within the time frame except make sympathetic noises. And he could try to maintain contact with Rex and Skywalker.
“Thank you,” he said. “I thought you’d be at Yarille by now.”
“And we thought you needed a hand. Can we help in any way?”
“Nav computers are beyond the reach of the Force, but thank you for the comm assist.”
“Oh, you’d be surprised what we can do.” Ash sounded amused. “Callista’s the most skilled with computers, but Master Altis has taught us some useful Force techniques that he’s discovered on his travels. Permission to come aboard?”
Baradis raised an eyebrow. Pellaeon decided now was as good a time as any to abandon a data-rational approach. If Jedi were smart enough to pre-order a few million clones and a fleet, then they probably knew more about the Republic’s armed forces and its systems than they were letting on.
Why they did—didn’t matter right now.
“Permission granted,” Pellaeon said.
OCCUPIED ATHAR, JANFATHAL
“YOU’D THINK THEY’D DEPLOY VULTURE DROIDS.” CORIC steered the shuttle into a column of smoke in the upper atmosphere and followed it all the way down to the surface. He seemed to be confident flying on sensors, but Altis still maintained a watch in the Force for unseen hazards. “They could have brought us down anytime. Couldn’t they?”
“We’re more use as collateral and interrogation material than we are as a barbecue,” Rex said. “Besides, shooting us down would mean they realized we were a threat. And I don’t think they ever learn just how much damage a handful of wets can do to them.”
“Wets?” asked Callista.
“Organics.” Rex gestured. “The likes of you and me.”
Coric banked left and suddenly the shuttle was in clear air, fifty meters above a blackened maze of streets on the north bank of the river, the city-center side of the disputed bridge. Altis caught a glimpse of it over the sergeant’s shoulder as the shuttle swooped low behind the cover of the last towers still standing. He appeared to be heading for the massive arches of a viaduct.
And following him was Anakin Skywalker’s Torrent fighter.
Altis didn’t even need to look at the sensor screen to know that. Skywalker’s presence in the Force couldn’t be ignored. It was like being trailed by a whirlpool, a faint but definite sense of being on the edge of something that might drag in everything it touched.
It was going to be interesting to meet him face-to-face. Not the most perfect of settings, but … no, this was ideal; the measure of a man was in the extremes, on the brink of death, not in polite discussion.
“So what’s the plan?” Ince asked. The shuttle passed into deep shadow and settled on its dampers. As soon as Coric cut the drives, Altis could hear the sporadic thumping of laser cannon hitting something. “I’m up for anything that involves payback for Vere, sir.”
They have no time to deal with grief. Maybe that’s for the best.
“Let’s see what General Skywalker plans,” Rex said. “Personally, I like the idea of liberating a few Sep assault tanks and seeing how much damage we can do before they stop us.”
“And then getting out,” Geith said.
“That has its appeal, too, I admit.”
Altis drew his lightsaber before he stepped out of the shuttle, ready to deflect incoming bolts, but the Separatists’ attention was elsewhere. Ahsoka and Callista jumped down to flank him.
“Careful, sir,” Rex said.
“I’m always surprised by this.” Altis inhaled the smoke in the air. “In the middle of battles, there are always these little pockets of quiet. The boundary between life and death is very slim.”
On the south side of the river, civilians were already venturing out of the buildings and standing around in bewildered groups. Altis wanted to go to them and find the injured, to try to help, but he had to make a choice; all he could do here was help a few.
But it matters to them.
His failing was indecision, and he knew it. A greed for happy solutions. His priority had to be the Jedi and troops with him. There was no greater inherent virtue in saving strangers, however much the idea had been elevated into something more laudable, a curious idea that the act of detachment itself somehow made the lives saved more valid.
All about the giver, not the receiver.
“Here’s the general,” Rex said, crouching in the cover of a brick arch. “You’ve been in combat before, then, sir?”
“Small skirmishes,” Altis said. Skywalker—behind him, to the left—now felt like the heat of a furnace when the doors were opened. “Little wars that escaped the Republic’s attention. I used to call it peacekeeping, but I do so hate euphemism. I fought.”
Altis turned. Anakin Skywalker, blue lightsaber in hand, ran at a crouch from another arch of the aqueduct to join them.
So this is the Chosen One.
“Master Skywalker,” Altis said. “I knew Qui-Gon Jinn. Fine man.”
Skywalker gave him a polite nod. Altis reached out and put his hand on the boy’s shoulder. It was curiosity as much as greeting; and what he felt gave him such a jolt that he felt he understood much more and yet had a thousand more questions.
Time slowed. A second to everyone around him—but an eternity to Altis.
Skywalker seethed within, not with anger, nothing clearly negative like that … no, it was a strange blend of fear, desperate love, and guilt. Altis could almost taste it. He wondered if other Jedi had detected it, this obsessive, terrified passion for someone or something that the lad seemed to think was his last chance, the last thing he could bear to lose after everything else he cared about had gone. It was more than love. It had passed beyond that into a liability, something that could be used to bring him to heel as surely as a choke-chain on an akk. And it wasn’t greed or ambition—it was focused on another living being.
Unrequited love?
No, Altis didn’t sense that at all, no confused yearning to know what words or actions might do the trick and secure a second glance from the beloved. Skywalker exuded certainty. But it was certainly forbidden love, whatever the circumstances, because Yoda would not allow the manifestation of what Skywalker felt.
Either they feel this in him, and they refuse to accept what it is, or they don’t recognize passionate love.
Altis knew that kind of love when he sensed it because his community was awash with it.
But he got that inevitable feeling that he should help because there was something else looming, something unhappy, but it was too vague to pin down. The whole messy storm of emotion was something he never came across in his own relaxed community. Skywalker might have found some peace there. Driving this underground would simply make it toxic, dangerous, ripe for distortion.
Yoda will not take kindly to you poaching his Jedi, even by accident. Find another way to help this lad.
“I’m always pleased to meet his friends, Master,” Skywalker said. Suddenly the present returned to normal time, a second passed. “Preferably in a more social setting, though. Shall we find some better transport and get off this planet?” He jerked his thumb in the direction of the fighting, eyes on the signs of a battle raging a kilometer or two east that was marked by palls of smoke and the hammering chatter of blasterfire. “They’re still landing battle droids and organics. That means they’ve got troop carriers touching down. And I’ve seen at least three CR-twenties.”
That seemed to mean something to Rex and the others. Altis felt the general mood lift.
“We should order some of those from the Corellians,” Coric said. “But let’s try before we buy.”
“A test drive would seal the deal, yes.” Skywalker smiled as if he was trying to strike a balance between being upbeat and acknowledging they’d lost a comrade. “Let’s go find a paint job we like. And tell me who you are because we’ve not met before, have we? Got any spare remotes for a quick recce?”
“Last one, sir,” Ince said. He handed the little self-propelling holocam to his general. “Trooper Ince.”
“Okay, Ince, and you?”
“Boro, sir.”
“Boro, you and Ince locate a CR-twenty for us, and we’ll plot a two-pronged assault to seize it.” Skywalker turned to the others. “Agent Devis, I assume? And …?”
“Jedi Callista Masana,” Callista said, “and this is my fiancé, Geith Ens.”
Oh … dear.
Skywalker’s face didn’t betray the massive flare of shock that Altis felt rise up in him. Only the clones wouldn’t have known how much the revelation wounded him.
I wish I weren’t right this time.
But Rex seemed to understand that perfectly well even without Force senses. Altis watched the chin piece of his helmet dip for a fraction of a second as if he’d shut his eyes and winced.
Skywalker just bowed his head politely, moving along the group that had gathered in the cover of the archway. “Ahsoka,” he said. “And you, troopers?”
“Hil, sir. He’s Ross; that’s Joc. Vere didn’t make it.”
“Then let’s do this for Vere. Make his sacrifice mean something.”
The group fell silent as Ince tossed the remote into the air with a flick of his wrist, as if he had a natural gift for wick-ball. It soared into the sky, a tiny and near-invisible sphere against the backdrop of smoke and chaos, and within moments it was sending back images of the battlefront within jogging distance of their position. Altis watched on his datapad. An assortment of transports disgorged droids and organic troops, then pulled back.
“CR-twenty …,” Ince said, apparently staring straight ahead. Altis could now visualize the welter of superimposed images, text, and symbols that the young clone was watching on his HUD. “Let’s see where it goes.”
Altis felt something a long way from JanFathal, a distant but distinctive surge of something brightly wonderful in the Force, and was distracted for a moment. His comlink chirped. He rushed to silence it despite the noise of blasterfire that would have drowned out anything less than a Gungan municipal band.
It was Ash Jarvee.
“We found Leveler, Master,” she said. “We hope to have her back with you soon.”
“What happened?”
“Technical problem. Got to go, in case they get a fix on you.”
“We’re going to commandeer transport and make another attempt to escape the planet.”
“Let’s not rely on that, Master. Ash out.”
The comlink went dead again. Rex looked around.
“My people have located Leveler,” Altis said. They all needed that boost, especially Hallena Devis. He wouldn’t let you down, my dear. Can’t you see the kind of man he is? He wouldn’t let anyone down. “She’s coming back.”
“Okay, that limits the time we have to ruin the Seps’ day, but let’s do what we can.” Skywalker stood up, seeming relieved by something other than the prospect of rescue. “Troopers, work your way to a position on this road bridge.” He held out his datapad to indicate the elevated section of road above a sports field where a number of troop transports had set down. “We’ll work around from the other direction onto the field itself, distract or divert any Seps, and seize the ship. You provide covering fire until we lift off, then we hover level with the bridge, and you embark. Got it?”
Rex nodded. Altis cut in. “I think at least one of us should go with the troopers,” he said. “Callista, will you do that for me? Hallena, you come with us. Are you feeling well enough for this?”
“It’s just a headache.” She brandished a DC-15 rifle. “And I can use this just fine. It’s not like I can sit here and wait, is it?”
All plans sounded simple. Then they were tested against reality. Altis regarded this as his watch, and he wanted no more casualties on it if he could help it. Callista simply nodded and darted off with Rex and his men, keeping close to the line of trees and bushes along the river.
Ahsoka darted to Skywalker’s side as if seeking refuge. She hadn’t said a word. She glanced at Geith, less wary this time, but she must have felt at least some of her Master’s discomfort. He was still shaken, and Altis could feel it.
“Okay, Snips?” Skywalker asked. “Never known you this quiet.”
“I’m fine, Master.”
“Let’s talk about it later,” he said. It was pretty clear what it was. “First things first.”
“What’s a CR-twenty got that’s so special, anyway?” Altis asked, following them. Hallena kept pace with him. “Hyperdrive, I assume.”
“Correct,” Skywalker said. “And unlike a Sep multitroop transport, it’s designed for organics, so we’ll have oxygen and all those little life-support luxuries that they don’t have on droid transports.”
“How are we going to coordinate this with Leveler? She’s trying to jump back here. We could be dragging her back to JanFathal for nothing if we can jump in the CR-twenty.”
“I’ll see if I can comm Pellaeon when we lift off. But we need to get clear of the planet first. We’re going to draw some serious fire. So if she gets back—we’ll probably need her.”
It paid never to look farther than the next impossible step you had to take, Altis thought. Steal a Sep transport. Avoid cannon fire. Get clear of the planet. Jump. Hope that Republic forces ask questions before shooting. Oh, and hope that Leveler doesn’t make a wasted journey only to find we’ve gone and she’s surrounded by angry Sep ships. That was war; it was one grim insurmountable obstacle after the next, never-ending.
“They’re all in basements,” Hallena said, as if she was talking to herself.
“Who are?”
“The civilians. The ones who weren’t involved in the uprising. Keeping their heads down and hoping it’ll all be over soon.”
The streets were deserted. That made it harder to move around: the Jedi were conspicuous simply by being on the street, not because they looked like Jedi. Only Skywalker was wearing the traditional brown robe, although he managed to make it look raffish by hitching it up on his belt.
It was the lightsabers that were the giveaway.
They reached the end of a row of buildings and were faced with an open expanse of highway between them and their next cover, a row of shops and offices. A couple of wrecked and burned-out speeders—possibly the local police patrols, judging by the remains of the paint—were still smoking in the middle of the road.
“I don’t sense any imminent danger,” Geith said.
Skywalker looked around. “Sprint or leap?” he said.
Hallena gave a little snort. “I’m stuck with sprinting, General …”
“Okay. One at a time—go!”
Altis ran for one of the wrecked speeders and dropped down behind it. When he looked up and peered over the top of the door to check whether the road was clear, he found himself face-to-face with a charred body, limbs drawn up as if it was huddling for warmth. The shock made him catch his breath. He shook off the brief horror, counted to three, and ran for the buildings. Geith, Ahsoka, and Skywalker were way ahead, nearing the far end of the street, but Hallena stuck with him.
“So, Jedi powers don’t quite run to instant cardiovascular fitness,” she said. “Welcome to the world of us lesser mortals.”
“Yes, but let us not forget that the appearance of age can work to our advantage.” She was right, though: he needed to stay fitter than this now that he’d drifted into the war. “Watch me do something that takes a young, fit Jedi a whole basket of mind tricks to achieve …”
They caught up with Skywalker at a speeder bus terminal opposite the sports field. The terminal’s roof had collapsed and the vehicles smoldered in neat rows, burned out where they were parked. Even from here, Altis could see potholes and craters of fresh soil in the expanse of turf facing them.
The good news was that he could see troop carriers, too.
“CR-twenty,” Skywalker said. “The dull gray thing that looks like a giant carpet cleaner with drives.”
“So we need to board that persuasively.” Altis could both see and sense organics among the battle droids. They were Neimoidian, and a couple of them wore data goggles. Pilots. “This is where old age and treachery trump youth and experience, my young general. Ahsoka? Come here, child.”
“I’d be happier if you explained your plan,” Skywalker said.
Altis squatted down to look at Ahsoka. Her eyes were wide and wary. She flinched when he took the scarf from around his neck and tried to put it over her head.
“Let’s cover your head-tails so you’re less conspicuously Togruta, and then you and I, a harmless scrap of a child and a senile old fool, will make our way across to the Neimoidians and beg for help because you’ve been injured in the shelling.”
She tolerated the new headgear. “And?”
“Then we addle their brains a little in the good old-fashioned Jedi way, cut down the droid sentries, and take the ship.” Altis looked at the others. “By that time, I expect you to be providing full backup.”
“Works for me,” Skywalker said. “Let’s make sure Rex and the squad are in position first.” He tapped his ear. “Remember to listen to your comlink.”
“Shouldn’t I be doing this?” Hallena cut in. “I’ve had enough of kids risking their lives for me. And dying.”
So that’s how she sees the clone troopers. There goes my comfortable stereotype of intel agents being amoral and coldblooded, exploiting anyone who’s of use to their mission.
Altis managed an avuncular smile by way of defusing the potential standoff. Hallena, even with a lump on her head, a swollen eye, and sagging with fatigue, looked like serious trouble. Ahsoka, who was equally capable of killing, just looked like an appealingly grubby waif in her filthy fatigues and makeshift scarf.
She was also a featherweight.
“Rex is ready, Master,” Skywalker said.
Here we go.
“I’m sure you’d be a formidable force, Agent Devis,” Altis said. “But trim as you are, I’m not going to carry your deadweight and make the enemy wonder why this old man can carry a big, strong girl like you.” He scooped Ahsoka up in both arms without warning. “But my unconscious granddaughter here—that they’ll buy. Long enough for me to draw my lightsaber, anyway …”
“But—” Ahsoka squeaked.
“Silence, Padawan,” he said. “You’re unconscious.”
Altis gathered himself for a moment, thought desperate, thought distraught, and then ran for the Separatists as if he were stumbling through his very last breaths to save a life.
SEPARATIST STAGING AREA, ATHAR
ANAKIN WAS GLAD THAT HE WAS IN THE MIDDLE OF A FIGHT. It took his mind off what was in danger of driving out every other thought from his brain.
Jedi. Jedi who allow marriage. Jedi who haven’t been turned to the dark side by attachment.
He’d heard vague stories about dissident Jedi who clung to the old, chaotic ways. He’d never met one. Now he had, and the simple reality encountered face-to-face left him winded and drowning in questions.
Part of him, the sharply conscious calculating mind, watched Altis make his way across the ruined sports field, a pathetic figure stumbling with a child in his arms. The other part of him … that felt resentful and betrayed, lied to, a disillusioned child who could no longer trust the grown-ups.
Get a grip.
The droids paused and watched, their stupid tin-bird heads bobbing and jerking, blasters held across their bodies, not on alert at all. The Neimoidian pilots stood still and let Altis make his way to them. He limped before them, tottering as if he was about to collapse.
“My little one!” he sobbed. Anakin could hear him from here. “Help her! Help her!”
Quite an actor. But he can’t act untouched by the dark side. That’s for real. I’d know. Callista and Geith, too. Why tell us these things about attachment when they’re clearly not true?
Anakin didn’t hear what the Neimoidian pilots said, but they were going to be the ones who needed help.
“Stand by,” Anakin said. “Rex?”
“We’ll take the Neimies first if we get a clear shot.”
Altis was in full wailing desperation now. “You want to help her!” he begged. Now, that was a new take on mind influence. But then Altis seemed to have a new take on everything that Anakin had been taught. “You want to get a closer look at her injuries …”
He laid Ahsoka on the grass. The droids had gathered around to watch, and the two Neimoidians leaned forward slightly to get a better look. She had one hand buried in the folds of her fatigues. Anakin felt the two Jedi tensed on the brink of explosive violence.
“Geith, Hallena—move out now.”
Anakin ran at a crouch for the CR-20, skirting around behind the ship to come at the ramp from underneath. Hallena and Geith stood on either side of the door, weapons ready.
Altis leaned over the huddled body of Ahsoka, weeping.
“My little girl! She’s dead!”
Then the two of them uncoiled like wires breaking under strain, lightsabers flashing, and the Neimoidians fell. Blue blasterfire from the clones on the road above rained down like a sheet to cut off more droids running to aid their comrades. By then, Ahsoka was chopping down the droid sentries and Altis was finishing off the stragglers. Anakin looked away. If they didn’t get caught in the crossfire—
Concentrate.
“We’ve got company inside,” Geith said.
“Then let’s get in and remove them.”
Hallena looked at the hatch locks. “Just remember this crate has to stay vacuum-tight.”
“Easy,” Anakin said, and put his hand on the locking mechanism. A little Force push, the merest touch to vibrate the lock at a certain frequency, and a little energy surge, also courtesy of the Force … Anakin visualized the internal locking mechanism in his mind and triggered the sequence of impulses until he found the right one. Air sighed from the ramp seal as the bay doors unlocked. It took seconds. It had been long enough, though, for Altis and Ahsoka to run to the ship under Rex’s covering fire.
“Three or four organics, and possibly lots of droids,” Altis said, panting. He crouched to the left of the ramp as it lowered. “I can feel a lot of electrical activity on board.”
“You can’t sense droids in the Force …” But Anakin knew as soon as he said it that Altis could do a whole load of things he wasn’t supposed to. “You feel a disturbance.”
“I feel an electrical field and variations in it. It’s a useful skill to practice.”
Blasterfire from the bridge above the field still rained down on ranks of droids advancing across the field. Rex’s men and Callista were exposed, and it would be only minutes before Sep forces started showing up in serious strength, probably counterattacking from the air. Anakin held up his hand.
“Three—two—go!”
It wasn’t the way to storm a large vessel. They didn’t have time to do it right, simultaneous breaches from two or more positions. They just burst up the ramp into a storm of blasterfire, batting away energy bolts and cutting down everything that stood in their way. Hallena—unarmored, dependent on speed and a rifle—had no choice but to use the Jedi as cover. Anakin shoved her back behind him as she tried to push forward. The only cover was the stanchions that braced the deck and ran the full height of the bay to the deckhead.
“Up there,” he said, pointing to the gantry around the top of the loading bay. “Can you get to the emergency controls? The override pad with the yellow and black chevrons? Can you shut the bay doors behind us?”
“Watch me,” she said. “Better still—don’t.”
Adrenaline was a magical thing. Hallena seemed to find renewed energy as she darted for the ladder up to the gantry—a semicircle of sheet durasteel with rungs across the diameter. As she climbed, Altis and Ahsoka pursued three droids into a passageway off the bay. Anakin heard a hatch clang shut, followed by the buzzing and droning of lightsabers being used with a heavy hand. They were cutting the hatch open.
Anakin couldn’t follow because he was too busy dealing with a Quarren in a flight suit who had emerged from the starboard side. He leapt clear of the stanchion across the full width of the ramp to draw the Quarren’s fire from Hallena.
Once the ramp was raised and locked, the ship could take off. If there were still a few Seps on board to mop up—fine. The priority was to lift, grab Rex and the others, and run for it.
As he rushed the Quarren and lunged with his lightsaber, the bay darkened. He heard the high-pitched grinding of gears. The ramp was lifting double-speed; Hallena had reached the emergency control. The Quarren’s eyes—like spheres of glass at this angle, this close—shone with reflected blue light. Anakin brought the lightsaber up into his chest.
It could have been a female. Anakin was never sure with Quarrens unless they spoke. This one didn’t get a chance, nothing beyond a strangled grunt.
Now there was nothing between Anakin and the cockpit. The hull rattled under blasterfire from outside. Rex had to be facing a heavy assault. As Anakin burst through into the cockpit, Altis and Ahsoka appeared through a hatch from the deck beneath.
“I’ve never flown one of these,” Anakin said, flicking all the power switches on. The drives whined into life. “How hard can it be?”
“Taking off’s the easy bit.” Altis dropped into the copilot’s seat. “Holding it steady while you drop the hatch for Rex—that’s the tough part.”
It was suddenly very easy to be with Altis. Anakin felt he’d known him all his life. There was a common spark in them, maybe, a little of Qui-Gon’s influence somehow. It didn’t matter. All Anakin cared about at that moment was that as soon as he pulled back on the yoke, the CR-20’s nose lifted. A hail of red blasterfire hit the viewscreen. Then the ship was soaring vertically. It was at a hundred meters before he knew it, and Ahsoka was flung sideways as she tried to hang on to the back of his seat.
He banked to starboard. Beneath him on the elevated section of highway, a cluster of white armor and a small figure in a flight suit were trading blasterfire with droids on the ground from the cover of a barrier of burned-out speeders. One trooper was down.
It made sense to land on the highway behind them. But it left Rex’s team exposed and forced to turn their backs when they finally broke contact and ran for extraction.
Anakin decided to drop into the droid line of fire and form a defensive barrier while he lowered the ramp.
“We’re Jedi,” he said. “If we can’t drop a ramp onto a bridge while hovering, who can?”



TEN
 
Attachment is a closed room. It can be a sanctuary or a prison; both have locked doors. The fine line between them is who holds the key and is ready to turn it—in either direction.
—MASTER DJINN ALTIS, in conversation with his students
CADAMAN ROYAL HIGHWAY, ATHAR
“VULTURE DROID,” SAID JOC, LOOKING UP.
It was only a matter of time. Eventually, even droid commanders worked out what to do, the dumb tinnie barves.
Rex kept an eye on the CR-20 as it slowed and swung its tail 180 degrees at a right angle to the road. The cover they’d made by moving hastily abandoned ground speeders against one of the pillars that supported the suspended section of highway wasn’t going to hold out forever.
“How’s Ince doing?”
“He’s hanging in there.” Hil pressed a wad of gauze hard into Ince’s groin, trying to stop the bleeding farther down his leg by keeping pressure on the femoral artery. “Sooner we can move him, the better.”
“Let me take over,” Callista said. “I can use a little Force first aid, too.”
Above the CR-20, a Vulture droid swooped and strafed. The ship was taking a pounding. The vulture broke off to dive down on the clones’ position, spitting laserfire, and the paving behind them ripped open, scattering debris like someone had pulled a zipper, flinging chunks of permacrete. Rex ducked just as Callista raised her hand and deflected the debris, sending it tumbling off the edge of the highway like a miniature avalanche. Then she laid aside Ince’s rifle—she was a pretty good shot, Rex noted—and edged across to the wounded trooper.
“Okay, Hil, quick as you can—now.” She slipped her fist, knuckles down, onto the wad of dressing as Hil pulled his hand away. Ince made a noise that sounded as if he was objecting. “No need to be embarrassed, Ince. I’m practically a married woman. Come on. Talk to me. Stay awake.”
Ince muttered something unintelligible. Rex couldn’t take his eyes off the Vulture now, and he kept a stream of blasterfire targeted on it until it was obscured by the CR-20 backing onto the highway at an angle so that the ramp aligned with one open end of the makeshift barrier of vehicle debris. Ten meters separated that and the edge of the road, which meant six or seven seconds between making a run for it and the cover of the open bay. Ince had to go in first. Rex started working it out in his mind’s eye.
Callista can do some Force thing to hold the bleeding while we just carry him by his webbing. They can do that. I’ve seen Jedi do some weird things. A few seconds of Force pressure should be easy for her.
The CR-20’s tail swung against the road again, ripping out the crash barrier and sending permacrete tumbling. It pulled forward a few meters then tried again, and finally the ramp section scraped along the permacrete, showering sparks before it came to a noisy stop as the rest of the vessel hung in midair at forty-five degrees to the barrier with the drives whining. Rex signaled the troopers to stand by.
Skywalker’s voice cut into his comm circuit. “Rex, the ramp’s going down now.”
“Copy that, sir. Ince is down, so we’re moving him while Ross and I keep the Vulture busy.” Laser rounds hit the top of the vehicle barricade, and red-hot shrapnel rattled against Rex’s visor. The ramp gaped open. Seconds, just seconds, and they’d be out of here. “Just get Ince back safe, please, sir?”
Skywalker hesitated for a moment. “Will do, Rex.”
Rex had never made a plea like that before. He felt briefly embarrassed. But right then Ince mattered more than anything.
Why? Do I think that I’m going to make it all right if he gets a few weeks or months or even longer in the front line before someone puts a round through him?
“Okay, Ross—covering fire with me, everyone else—grab Ince and get moving on my mark.” Callista managed to keep her fist pressed against Ince’s artery while the others picked him up, slung between them on webbing, legs higher than his head to help his heart deal with the reduced blood volume. Rex waited a few more seconds. The ramp wasn’t fully open yet but it was low enough for them to get Ince on board. “Go, go, go!”
The droids at ground level didn’t have a clear shot with the CR-20 blocking their line of sight, but the Vulture was harder to evade. The thing could land and walk by rotating its wings into legs. Rex had quickly come to dread vultures even more than the SBDs, the bulky super battle droids that made the regular ones look like toys. A Vulture was smart, persistent, and could get pretty well anywhere on land, in the air, or in space. Rex wondered for a moment if the damned things could swim, too. If he’d been nearer the river, he’d have been willing to test the theory and drag it down personally.
This vulture was every bit as agile and persistent as its kin. It landed, durasteel scraping on the road surface, and clattered toward the wrecked vehicles with its cannon aimed. It could have turned them all into charcoal right away. But it was simply stalking.
Why? What does it want intact?
“Ross,” Rex said, “get out. Go.”
“Sir—”
Rex could see the top of the Vulture moving toward them. It was within a couple of meters now; he could hear the faint hissing and whirring of its servos as it edged along, hunting. It was level with him now, a stranger on the other side of a metal wall.
Like anything with weapons, the droid had to be able to use its cannon or its sharp-edged wings. Rex had never wanted to get close and personal with a Vulture, but the fact that he could even smell the slightly grassy smell of its lube oil made him wonder if it was worth a try.
Personally.
He gestured at Ross. Move out, slowly.
Ross’s expression behind the visor could only be guessed at, but Rex heard the slow intake of breath. Ross squatted to keep his head below the level of the barrier and moved gradually toward the open end, almost in line with the CR-20’s ramp.
“Rex, what’s the holdup?” Skywalker’s voice filled his helmet. “We’re taking a lot of fire.”
“I’ve got company,” he said. “Vulture, grounded, stalking. Give me a few more moments.” He gestured at Ross again. He could see the Vulture as it moved back and forth past the chinks and holes of a wrecked speeder.
I can jump it.
“Ross, on my mark …”
“Warn me, sir?”
“Just lure it. When I say move, edge out.”
Ross’s faith in his captain was touching. “I can do lure, sir.”
“Okay … go.”
Ross creaked a little as he crabbed to the edge of the barrier, rifle held in both hands at shoulder height. The Vulture froze, whirring quietly, and then there was the tap-tap-tap of its wingtips as it moved in the direction of the sound.
Rex took his rappel line in one hand and his sidearm in the other.
Tap-tap-tap.
At the moment he saw it blot out the narrow chink in the wall of debris, he rolled over the top of the speeder, fired the grapple point-blank between its legs, and hit the winch control on his belt. The Vulture turned, already tangled in the line. Rex was yanked across the barrier so hard by the miniature motor that he crashed hard onto the droid’s casing and rolled to one side. But he was still bound to it by the grapple and line.
Too close, buddy? Let’s see who blinks first.
Rex clung on for dear life, getting a lock on one of its legs as it spun to try to throw him off, wrapping the line farther around itself. The Vulture couldn’t use its lasers on a target stuck to its own limbs, and now it couldn’t even fly. It tried to roll; it bucked and spun. Rex hung on grimly. The world around him tilted and flashed in his HUD image, and his head hit the ground hard enough to shake his teeth despite his helmet. The best he could do was grip with both legs and one arm while his right hand thrust his blaster under the thing’s … chin.
He could only think of it as a chin. Then he fired and kept firing. The blasterfire seemed to go on for a while after he eased back on the trigger. The next thing he knew the Vulture stopped dead, shuddered, and fell to one side, smashing him to the ground.
I’m not dead.
His helmet optics were scrolling randomly, but he was conscious and breathing. It was a short-lived relief. He could hear the bdapp-bdapp of continuous blasterfire nearby and the occasional boom of a cannon very close.
Someone grabbed his wrist and hauled him to his feet, still tangled in the rappel line. Ross’s visor was suddenly right up against his.
“Get a move on, sir.” Ross cut the line and pulled Rex free. “See? Their legs come off easier than I thought.”
Rex glanced back for a moment as he ran for the open ramp of the CR-20. No wonder the Vulture had fallen over. While he’d been drilling its head section with his sidearm, Ross must have blasted through one of its wing joints. It wasn’t going anywhere now. Lasers weren’t a whole lot of use if your attacker was right in your face and you couldn’t move.
All you have to do is run into their arms.
It was true of all droids, he thought.
The ramp started to lift the moment their boots hit the metal. Rex pulled off his helmet, frustrated by the crazily scrolling display, and punched the reset button inside. He grabbed the nearest safety rail as the CR-20 lifted and sent scraping noises echoing through the hull while the vessel’s tail dragged along the road for a few meters before lifting free. He hoped its shuddering and whoomp noises were just the cannon loosing off a few rounds on the tinnies beneath. When he looked up from inspecting his helmet, Ross was making his way to the nearest ladder. Hallena was waiting at the top, looking down from the gantry.
“That was mindlessly brave, Captain,” Hallena said.
“That was the only option left,” said Rex. “Now, how’s Ince?”
REPUBLIC ASSAULT SHIP LEVELER, PORESSI SYSTEM
“YOU WANT TO GO AHEAD WITH THIS?” ASH JARVEE ASKED.
Pellaeon was prepared to try anything now. “Are you going to explain how it actually works?”
“I can try, but … it’s more of a feeling.”
Yes, he was even ready to navigate his ship by feeling. “As in?”
“We influence inanimate objects—machines, computers—by telekinesis, but we can also sense where there is no Force within the fabric of the universe, and so feel what it is to be a machine. We can move ourselves into a state of coexistence with it.”
Pellaeon chewed that over for a moment. “I can’t even pretend to understand that,” he said. “But you mean you can fill the gaps between atoms and direct energy. Sounds a trifle dangerous to me, but …”
“Right down to the smallest charge in a computer’s circuits and crystals. It’s very imprecise in your terms, but … we can feel when we get it right. It’s a rare skill even among Jedi.”
Pellaeon checked the Galactic Standard Time chrono again, unable to stop himself from stroking the knuckle of his forefinger down his mustache, nose to lip. Hallena, Rex, and everyone with them didn’t have the luxury of time.
“Sir?” One of the young male Jedi raised a nervous finger as if asking for permission to speak. “Think of it as the Jedi equivalent of bashing a holoreceiver to fix it. Except we’re very, very lucky at bashing, and we always get a nice clear picture in the end.”
Pellaeon nodded. I did crazier things than this in the piracy war. “Bash away, then. Remind me never to get on the wrong side of you folks.”
The band of eccentric Jedi clasped hands in a circle on his bridge like children playing a game. Just another unusual technology. This war had changed his definition of normal out of all recognition.
Hydrospanner, demagnetizer … Jedi.
“Propulsion, Navigation—stand by.” Pellaeon nodded at Baradis. “Derel—all cannon teams ready?”
“Yes, sir.”
If Pellaeon wasn’t entirely convinced that Leveler would jump back to the position he expected, at least she’d emerge with all cannon and turbolasers ready for action. He glanced at Ash and nodded. Then he leaned forward and pressed the emergency klaxon, sounding the alert throughout the ship. Lights pulsed on his command console.
“Begin manual jump sequence,” he said.
Baradis didn’t take his eyes off the viewscreen. “Propulsion, engage drive.”
The Jedi shut their eyes, and some lowered their chins a little. The oldest looked about twenty. That in itself didn’t bother Pellaeon, but the complete lack of anything tangibly engineerlike was slightly unnerving for a man responsible for a warship and several thousand hands.
Leveler’s drives emitted a muffled, rising note that began just on the threshold of his hearing. Then, for a second that felt as if it simply would not move on the chrono, the stars visible through the viewscreen stretched into smears of white light. Leveler hovered on the brink of potential destruction. The whine of the drives reached a peak and—
Shhhh-unnk.
She jumped.
It was a matter of minutes. Pellaeon hadn’t intended to jump far out of JanFathal space, just enough to reposition and jump back again, but seconds could mean missing a star system at these velocities. Baradis watched the bulkhead chrono, checking it against his own timepiece as it rushed through fractions of seconds in a blur of symbols. Without the nav computer’s unseen intervention, controlling millions of simultaneous calculations, he had to pick the precise moment to decelerate and drop out of hyperspace. Pellaeon didn’t envy him. He’d made the decision to drop out short of the exact coordinates to allow for error.
Like slamming into the planet.
The Jedi were still locked in that trance, communing somehow with the nav computer and the physical world of realspace. Pellaeon felt like a nervous passenger trying to count passing buildings to distract himself from the wild ride he was suffering.
Before the war, he’d only known Jedi in passing—local law-keepers, Republic agents, shadowy monastic figures who appeared occasionally in the background behind the Chancellor or some Senator. The Jedi Temple was a Coruscant landmark, but a temple closed to almost everyone else, and whenever he flew past its four corner towers he found himself wondering what actually went on within its ancient, unyielding walls.
These Altisian Jedi didn’t know, either. Isn’t that extraordinary? How many other flavors do Force-users come in? These were the oddballs, the chancers, the freethinkers, the ones who dabbled in even more arcane knowledge—and who had families. They were utterly unlike the ascetics of Master Yoda’s Order in every way that he could see. They struck him as the eccentric aunt everyone avoided at family gatherings after she’d had one Sullustian gin too many. He rather liked them.
Benb the technician stood nearby with both hands gripping a rail, staring into mid-distance and occasionally glancing at the chrono. It was an awfully long time for a few minutes. Pellaeon caught his eye.
“I won’t insist on a union card,” he muttered.
“One standard minute,” Baradis called. “Stand by, Propulsion.”
And maybe we’ll end up a few hundred light-years Core-ward.
“Thirty seconds.”
I’m glad it was Leveler that got the call, though, Hallena.
“Twenty …”
I should be out of my mind with worry. I’m not. Don’t I care enough?
“Ten …”
Worry doesn’t help. Problem solving does. Get a grip. Keep on top of it. That’s the only way.
“Five …”
And nobody could spare a ship to back us up?
“Four.”
Get used to it. We were never ready for this war.
“Three.”
Except the clone army, of course.
“Two.”
Dirty politics. Or maybe the Jedi sensed what was coming, and got ready. But for whose benefit?
“Disengage!”
Pellaeon’s speculation ended abruptly as the visible starscape snapped back into normal points of light and the hairs on the back on his neck tingled. Normal space. Realspace. Where?
The swirled green disk of JanFathal filled the far right section of the bridge viewport. Ash bounced up and down on the spot for a moment like an excited teenager, grinning from ear to ear. She was an excited teenager. She was also in the middle of a war. Pellaeon had just enough time to give her an approving thumbs-up and switch the ship’s comms to pick up Skywalker’s and Rex’s channel before Derel reminded them exactly what they’d jumped back into.
“Enemy contacts, range four thousand klicks, close to JanFathal, two vessels in pursuit of a CR-twenty, four more Sep vessels changing course.” The clone warfare officer paused to check the monitors as bridge teams prepared to direct the turbolaser batteries. “Turbolasers one, three, five—”
“LEVELER, that’d be us,” said Skywalker’s voice over the comlink. “The CR-twenty. Two Seps on our tail and a serious casualty inbound. Ignore your transponder codes. Repeat, ignore your transponder codes.”
“General, we’re back to basics,” Pellaeon said. “Manual targeting. Thanks for the heads-up. Can you outrun them? Can you jump?”
“Jump, yes. Outrun—maybe. But this is their vessel—they’re all networked because of the droid command system. They can see the jump points we lay in.”
“Think you can land it on the hangar deck?”
“If you’ve room …”
Pellaeon gestured to Rumahn. “Clear the hangar deck, Number One. General—you’re going to have to follow our lead. We’ll close the gap but you’re going to have to do some sharp flying to stay out of the firing line when we engage the two ships pursuing you.”
“Copy that, Captain. Just make sure the bay doors are open wide, and we’ll do the rest.”
Jedi were very confident pilots. Sometimes Pellaeon wondered if they had delusions of immortality. He put the question of who the serious casualty might be to the back of his mind because it would only get in the way of what he needed to do now. The ship was back in the hands of ordinary flesh and blood, crew who knew their tasks and how to carry them out even with essential systems crippled, but it had been handy to have some Jedi help with the nav computer, and they’d need it again very soon when they jumped clear of the system.
“Damage-control parties, medbay team, stand by on hangar deck.” Rumahn’s knuckles were white as he gripped the comlink held close to his mouth. If a vessel that big hit the deck wrong, then the damage could be catastrophic. “Deck crew, prep for emergency landing.”
“Baradis,” said Pellaeon, “take us in, please. Derel—engage enemy vessels at will. Jedi Jarvee, Propulsion—stand by to get us out of here as soon as the transport’s inboard and the bay is secure.”
Leveler began her attack run. It wasn’t the textbook way to stage a rescue, and Pellaeon could have done with those concussion missiles about now. As learning curves went—this was an ice-covered vertical mountain on Hoth, minus ropes.
Pellaeon hovered on the verge of saying something inspirational and suitably go-get-’em, but it didn’t seem quite fitting. There was no inherent glory in getting killed. But there was a lot of sense for a malfunctioning ship to survive to fight another day.
Pity the concussion missiles aren’t online.
On the sensor screen—glitches or not—he could see the more distant Sep ships heading his way. Leveler bore down on the two vessels harrying the CR-20, devouring the distance so quickly that the flashes of cannon fire were now visible with the naked eye against the darkened limb of the planet. Either the Seps lacked a certain skill in firing solutions or Skywalker was a prodigious pilot when it came to evasion. Pellaeon suspected the latter.
“You’ve come a long way since Geonosis,” Pellaeon said, almost to himself, and then remembered that none of the Jedi on his bridge had actually fought in the very first days of the conflict.
Did they feel it was their war now? He resolved never to see the Jedi Order as one seamless and tidy bloc under Yoda again. It was simply the public face of something far more complex that he might never understand—the paramilitary wing, perhaps the most organized faction of something that had all kinds of splinter groups he didn’t even know existed. He’d heard that there were even Jedi opposed to the Republic who thought it was their duty to bring it down and refuse to be its enforcers.
They were a strange bunch. He had a feeling that they were going to play a much bigger role in his life now, and that it wouldn’t always be a happy one.
“Your beloved will be fine,” said the pleasant young man who’d explained the computer-meld so vividly. He’d sensed Pellaeon’s uneasiness but interpreted it as something else entirely. “I feel that certainty in the Force.”
“What else do you feel in the Force?” Pellaeon asked.
The young man smiled. “That we’re going to kick their butts, Captain.”
COMMAND DECK, CR-20 TROOPSHIP, INBOUND FOR LEVELER
ANOTHER CANNON ROUND ROCKED THE TROOPSHIP, MAKING the hull boom and vibrate.
Joc and Hallena tried to hold Ince steady as Callista and Hil worked on his shattered leg. It was hard trying to do that while keeping his legs elevated to help circulation. He’d lost a lot of blood; his heart would be struggling to keep it pumping, and keeping his head lower than his legs gave him a better chance.
“Is he warm enough?” Coric kept chipping in with suggestions. They all knew emergency first aid, it seemed, and not being able to apply it appeared to be driving them nuts. “Hypo-volemic shock. You need to keep him warm.”
The other clones squatted nearby, visibly frustrated, with their helmets on the deck, leaning on them one-handed. They reminded Hallena of a smashball team, all very young, earnest, and fit. Even Coric looked too young to her. Then they all put their helmets back on and just waited.
They’re talking among themselves. That’s what they’re doing, talking on their private comm circuit.
Hallena couldn’t find it in herself to feel excluded from the conversation. She just felt oddly guilty.
“Joc, did I hear right?” she said quietly. “You’re only just out of basic training?”
“Yeah.” He didn’t look up. He was focused on Ince. “Not quite two weeks.”
She didn’t know what else to say. She wasn’t sure if she’d get a chance later.
“Find me some more wadding,” Callista said to nobody in particular. “Anything clean and absorbent.”
There was nothing by way of med supplies on board because droids didn’t need them, and they definitely didn’t need painkillers. If the Neimoidian pilots kept first-aid kits for organics, Hallena hadn’t been able to find any.
Boom. The CR-20 shook again. Ince was unconscious. At least that solved the problem of keeping him topped up with analgesics.
“I think they gave up on taking us alive,” Ahsoka said. She obviously didn’t like standing around doing nothing in a crisis—even though standing was the last thing even a Jedi seemed able to do with the troop cruiser jinking and looping to evade enemy fire. “Masters, do you mind if I take the other cannon? Rex can’t cover all the angles.”
Hallena paused and looked up. She could see Altis with both hands on the controls, shoulders hunched, but—in the reflection of the viewscreen—both eyes tight shut. She really didn’t want to look at Skywalker in case he had his eyes shut, too. That was too much to handle.
I don’t know what they’re doing when they go into that trance stuff. At least, I hope that’s what the old guy is doing …
“Knock yourself out, Snips,” Skywalker said.
Ahsoka scrambled up through a hatch, and a few moments later the booming discharge of the cannon on one side of the ship was matched by identical noise from the other. A child was pounding the Nine Corellian Hells out of two enemy warships. That child was older than the visibly battle-weary soldier firing out of the other turret.
And that’s this war in a nutshell. What’s going on here?
Wondering wasn’t going to help Ince. She emptied out the contents of the clones’ medpacs on the deck and rummaged through the various sealed flimsiplasbags, looking for anything sterile to pack into the wound. Ince had lost a fist-sized chunk of thigh just above the knee, and the area around it was shredded.
“Gunnery wasn’t part of my basic weapons training,” she said to Callista.
“Mine either.” Callista seemed pretty adept at first aid and unfazed by the blood that had soaked into her sleeves. She looked up a few moments before Geith appeared in the hatchway, even before Hallena heard his boots tapping on the metal deck, as if she’d sensed he was coming. “Found anything?”
Geith held out a bundle of cream-colored rag that might have been a dust sheet of some kind. “Not sterile, but we can deal with any infection later.”
“He won’t have to worry about bugs if we can’t stop this bleeding.”
“Can’t you do some Jedi stuff?” Hallena asked. “You can smash droids to shrapnel, but you can’t hold this kid together?”
“What do you think I’m doing?” Callista looked agitated. No, Hallena was never going to come to terms with beings who could alter the physical world without touching it. “He’s already lost a lot of blood. He needs more pumped in.”
“Hey, if we’re a compatible group, I’ve got blood to spare,” Hallena said, gesturing with one arm. “Got any large-bore sharps? We can do an emergency intravenous. I’ve seen it done.”
Hil nodded, eyes still on what he was doing—trying to compress the smaller blood vessels. “Yes, but no tubing.”
“Well, the sooner we get on board Leveler, the better.” Hallena was on the verge of ripping out some hydraulic line, but there was no way of cleaning it. “Better hope the Force is with him, yes?”
Boom. The hull shook again. How much longer was this going to take? Ross came and knelt down beside her, taking off his helmet again.
“I’ll take over,” he said.
It was a polite hint to get lost and let him take care of his buddy. She could understand that. She didn’t want to take her eyes off Ince, either, because Vere was already dead thanks to her, and she didn’t want two way-too-young men dying because she couldn’t do her job—to get in, do the job, and get out without needing the whole stanging fleet to come to her rescue. She knew what everyone thought of spooks; the very name said it all. Shadowy, cold, not like normal beings, casual in the dispensing of death, at ease with the dirtiest of tricks. No, she didn’t feel like that at all. She had no problem killing when she had to because it really was often a case of kill or die, but that didn’t mean she took it lightly or had lost all sense of what she left behind in her wake.
Shil. Merish. Varti. Who knows what they went through in their lives. And I show up to help keep barves like the Regent in power. And the three of them are dead. Is that the kind of galaxy I want to live in?
It wasn’t. And that was a sickening thought.
Ince made another incoherent sound or two. He wasn’t unconscious, then. Callista and Hil were getting quieter and more intensely engrossed in the battle to save him, their heads almost touching as they leaned over his body.
“His pulse is thready,” Callista said.
“Stang, he’s cold.”
“Geith, is it safe to give him epinephrine? That helps heart output, yes?”
“I don’t know. I just don’t know if that’ll make matters worse.”
Boro cut in. “But you can feel his … life, can’t you? I mean, Jedi can feel the life force. Is he going to make it?”
“I’m doing everything I can,” Callista said. “Geith, just concentrate on constricting blood vessels. Visualize the smallest ones closing. Try to keep his blood pressure up.”
It was the first time Hallena began to understand how Jedi dealt with things—Callista, anyway. She seemed very practical, not remotely mystic, just a regular woman who saw the physical world as Hallena did, except that she could touch it with thought, and even move it.
“Got it?” Callista said.
Geith had his eyes shut. “I think so.”
“Bleeding’s slowing a bit,” said Hil.
The deck now looked like an operating theater, covered with small piles of blood-soaked material. Neither Skywalker nor Altis turned around to look over the back of their seats; they were locked in their own struggle, steering this unfamiliar ship through a pursuing barrage of cannon fire while Leveler raced head-on to meet them. Hallena braced her back against the bulkhead that ran across the width of the ship and looked straight ahead.
Yes, Leveler was rushing at them head-on.
The warship was a definite arrowhead of light now, growing by the second. Brilliant streaks of laserfire seemed to be streaking out to meet her as the pursuing ships missed the CR-20 and the cannon rounds went wide of its hull.
Hallena didn’t know that much about fleet combat tactics, but she knew about arcs of fire and muzzle awareness. The CR-20 was almost sandwiched between the pursuing Seps and Leveler. If Leveler opened fire …
Gil knows what he’s doing. So does this Skywalker guy.
“It’ll be fine—don’t worry,” Altis said suddenly.
His head was still bent over. Hallena had no idea if he was just making generally comforting noises or if he could sense her and her anxiety. She would have preferred the former.
“Master, if you could concentrate on deflection from the port side …” Skywalker muttered.
No, she preferred the latter. Altis could be as otherworldly and magical as he liked as long as he could get cannon fire to skid off the hull. That was what he was doing, then; why didn’t every warship deploy with a Jedi? It would save a heap of problems.
There probably weren’t enough of them to go around.
“Skywalker.” A voice emerged from the open comm. It wasn’t Gil. “Skywalker, this is Leveler. You’re closing fast now. Are you ready? When you get to five hundred meters, just dip underneath us. Just dip, okay? When you clear our stern, come about, align with the bay doors, and land any way you can.”
Easy enough for you to say. Five hundred meters. That’s nose-to-nose in space terms at these speeds.
“And you’ll maintain your current course and speed.”
“Yes, General.”
“Forgive me for pointing this out, but you appear to be on a collision course with at least one of the Sep ships.”
There was a brief pause. “Captain Pellaeon sends his compliments and says that’s the general idea, sir.”
“Impressive,” Skywalker said. He sounded as if he was smiling. “Copy that.”
Gil Pellaeon, the love of her life, had somehow vanished from the equation while she watched poor Ince bleeding out his short life on the deck. Now he was back; the very formal, charming, but utterly maverick officer who’d learned his trade fighting pirates. She’d never seen him in his natural environment like this before. It was terrifying and comforting at the same time.
If anyone could pull off this insane rescue, it was Gil—and the equally unorthodox Skywalker.
“Hang in there, Ince,” Hallena said to herself.



ELEVEN
 
I’m gravely concerned that the CIS was able to break our Fleet codes, Director Isard. It’s not enough to change them on a monthly basis. We must change them more frequently.
—CHANCELLOR PALPATINE, after passing the code keys to General Grievous, Separatist Supreme Commander—in his alternative guise as Darth Sidious
REPUBLIC ASSAULT SHIP LEVELER, ON ATTACK RUN
“I HOPE SKYWALKER IS UP TO THIS, SIR,” DEREL SAID.
“Well, if he isn’t,” Pellaeon said, “we’ll have a fascinating new hood ornament very soon.”
If only the concussion missiles had been online. They were smart ordnance, able to identify a target and pursue it independently; they could loop around obstacles and drop down—if down meant anything in space—in top attack mode. But for now, Leveler was stuck with basic line-of-sight targeting, avoiding the troop carrier that was now a small eclipse against the backdrop of a CIS destroyer.
Assault ships were armed for pounding ground targets, not for taking on other ships; that was the point of trialing advanced concussion missiles, a relatively easy retrofit, provided the kriffing things worked. Pellaeon hardly dared think about it. The battle could have been over now if those wretched things had been online.
“Leveler,” Derel said into the comlink, “don’t deviate to port, your port. Hold your course.” He pressed the mouthpiece of his headset closer to his lips. “Cannon, three and five—take, take, take!”
Two broken lines of blinding white light streaked away into space. Pellaeon could follow them simply by watching the vista from the viewport. In a matter of seconds, the laserfire passed to the CR-20’s port side and clipped the destroyer, sending a visible plume of debris tumbling away; the Sep ship veered slightly but kept coming. The strike seemed to slow it, though, because the CR-20 suddenly surged forward on a direct line with Leveler’s bows.
And Leveler was on a collision course with the Sep as well.
“You’ve done this before, sir, haven’t you?” Derel asked. It really was a question.
“Yes,” Pellaeon murmured. He had to remind himself to breathe; he found he was holding his breath and suddenly wondering why he took an occasional gasp. He concentrated on the third row of digits on the bulkhead chrono, flashing tenths of a second, and was surprised how clear and slow they seemed at that moment. “Not with a vessel of this size, but, yes, I’ve played this game before.”
It was a long time ago, or at least it felt that way. And the ship in the middle of the squeeze hadn’t been one he wanted to salvage intact, but … the maneuver was the same.
“One minute to impact,” said Baradis.
“Let’s not word it quite like that, Commander.”
“Stand by, cannon.”
Pellaeon was aware of someone edging closer to him. Out of the corner of his eye, he saw Ash Jarvee. There was nothing the Jedi could do for him now; this was a matter of shiphandling, of piloting skill, of knowing the abilities of ship and crew, and precision timing.
It was about knowing when to blink.
“Won’t they realize the transport’s got to dodge out of the way?” Ash asked.
“Of course they will,” Pellaeon said. Forty seconds. “But they don’t know if it can. They don’t know if we’re going to veer to port or starboard, or move in a vertical axis. Or if we’re just going to time it wrong and smash into it. But it’s the second ship you need to keep an eye on.”
I’m risking a lot of lives. Civilian lives, too. The shipyard contractors. The Jedi.
If the Seps were paying that much attention to the imminent collision, they weren’t paying that much attention to the CR-20. It was the second destroyer that was the threat, the one a few seconds behind its sister vessel, the one most likely to be ready to fire.
“Second target’s got a lock on us, sir,” Derel said. “Cannon, two and four—take, take, take.”
Lasers streaked away thirty degrees to starboard, and five seconds later a faint flare of white light bloomed on the right-hand edge of the bridge viewscreen. The second Sep ship was out of visual range for the moment, but its transponder was still visible on Derel’s screen. Pellaeon could see it. He could also hear the rapid chatter in the background on the comm system, the sound of sensor operators trying to confirm how much damage the turbolaser impact had caused.
“She’s not dead,” Derel said, “but she’s got enough problems to slow her down, sir.”
“That might be enough.” Pellaeon stared at the growing shape that was the CR-20. Five hundred meters was ludicrously close. A near miss. Or not a near miss, if everyone was unlucky. “Skywalker, twenty seconds.”
“I see you, Leveler.”
“How very reassuring …”
“Here we go.”
Rumahn took the only sensible precaution left. It was correct procedure. It was also unnerving. “Brace, brace, brace—collision, collision, brace, brace, brace.”
Pellaeon thought that the last problem he’d have to worry about was his spine or knees taking a pounding if that kriffing transport didn’t duck in time. The vessel seemed to be streaking down the length of Leveler’s deck, and then it was gone.
The lead Sep destroyer had taken its place. The two ships were now head-on. The second destroyer had fallen back some distance.
“Okay, chum,” Pellaeon said. “Get out of my sky.”
Maybe the Sep on the other bridge was staring at Leveler and saying the same thing.
One thing was certain: Pellaeon would not pull up until he was right on the point of collision. And that was—
Less than a minute away.
Derel tapped his sensor screen as if to get attention. “If Sep Two fires on us from that position, he’s going to endanger this joker.”
“Cruiser’s clear,” Baradis said. His face was close enough to his sensor screen to throw legible light on it. A pulsing red light traveled down his chin. “And coming about … aligning …”
“Hold course until he’s docked.” If Leveler deviated now, Skywalker would miss the bay at best and smash into it at worst. “Steady …”
The Sep destroyer didn’t look like it was about to blink first. It loomed in the viewscreen.
“Cannon—ready?”
“Ready, sir.”
Safe range was a matter of seconds away, too. There was no point blowing up a ship right under your nose and getting hit by its debris.
“Is Skywalker onboard?”
“No, sir—”
It was a split-second call. Forward collision, getting caught by an exploding ship, losing the troop transport. Pellaeon, relying on his instinct as surely as any Jedi, had to make it.
“Fire.”
Derel didn’t even manage to give the take command. Brilliant blue streams filled the viewscreen as the turbolasers targeted the Sep destroyer. The first rounds hit the destroyer’s hull just under its bows, but Pellaeon saw very little detail after that. The blinding light, spinning short-lived flames, and red-hot storms of debris gave him no idea what was happening other than they’d hit the Sep hard and the ship had started to break apart. Then a massive jolt that felt like having his head hammered down into his spine left Pellaeon reaching for the collision alarm. He hit it with the flat of his palm. Lights flickered; the Sep ship was swinging wildly as if trying to turn 180 degrees, venting flame and plasma and clearly out of control.
But it had managed to get a few shots in of its own. Either that, or one of the approaching Sep cruisers had fired. It was now hard to tell what had actually hit them. Unable to see anything other than the stricken Sep destroyer from the viewport, Pellaeon leaned over Derel to check his screen.
Suddenly the battle had fallen into slow motion.
“We’ve lost maneuvering, port thrusters,” Baradis said.
“Damage reports,” Rumahn yelled over the noise. “Hull breach in engineering section six, port thrusters damaged, one bank of hyperdrive generators down.”
Pellaeon stared at the screen. The Sep cruisers seemed to be taking their time. “They’re not exactly rushing,” he said. “That was the whole point, then, to disable us. They still want us in one piece.”
Had the Seps really been ready to sacrifice one warship to keep Leveler occupied while another crippled her?
And I’ve just about killed my ship to rescue one woman. That’s how it stacks up in the history books, personal feelings apart.
Maybe the Sep ships were taking it slowly because they thought Leveler might self-destruct rather than be captured. They certainly seemed to think the concussion missiles were that significant. There was nothing else Leveler had that other Republic assault ships didn’t.
“Is the CR-twenty docked now, Number One?”
“It is, sir.”
“Can we jump? Commander?”
“We’re not dead in the water,” Baradis said, “but it’s going to take ten or fifteen minutes to patch through enough power to jump again. We need to reroute relays.”
Pellaeon was running on blind reflex now. It had always stood him in good stead in the past. There was a fine line between guesswork and training so ingrained and finely honed that it literally didn’t require conscious thought. But no computer targeting, no reliable nav computer, and now hyperdrive trouble; he was running out of ideas.
“Have we got enough power to fire up the shield arrays?” Shields were massively hungry systems. It was always a trade-off between weapons and shields. “We need to buy some time.”
“I’ll find a way, sir …”
“Good man. Do it.”
Leveler wasn’t finished yet. Pellaeon was certain.
But he still thought one step beyond the unthinkable, what he would do if the next plan didn’t work. He knew what his orders were.
He wondered if a few thousand lives were really worth the secrets of missiles that would probably be sold to the next highest bidder within the year anyway. He glanced at the group of Jedi, utterly silent. Ash Jarvee looked as if she was waiting for orders.
“Do you do miracles?” he asked.
HANGAR DECK, LEVELER
THE CR-20 SKIDDED ALONG THE DECK, LITTLE SKIPS LIKE A stone tossed across water. The metallic screeches put Callista’s teeth on edge.
She’d thought Skywalker was a better pilot than that. She was too busy keeping Ince stable to look up, but she heard Skywalker muttering angrily, and flashing hazard lights reflected off the interior bulkheads as the transport shuddered to a noisy halt. When she realized that the CR-20 was stationary, it took a moment for her to work out that Leveler was vibrating, not the troopship, and the flashing lights were hazard warnings on the hangar deck. Rex and three of the troopers were carrying Ince down to the ramp when crew in fire hazard suits raced in to meet them halfway.
“We’ve been hit,” one of them said. “You might want to bang out of here and see how far you can jump under your own power. You can make Kemla.”
Skywalker jumped down from the gantry as if he’d taken a shortcut. “No, this man’s too badly injured. We need to get him to medbay right away.”
“Your call, sir.”
“How bad is the ship?”
“Manual targeting, no concussion missiles, and they’re trying to restore hyperdrive generators. We’re relying on shields and manual turbolaser targeting for about fifteen minutes.”
“What about the concussion missiles?”
“Offline. Computer targeting problem. It’s all computer problems.”
Altis made his way down a gantry ladder and dusted off his hands. “Now, we might be able to help there … Callista?”
“I can do it,” said Callista. The ship that had seemed like a living beast to her when she first boarded it now drew her again. “Let me try. Show me the targeting computer.”
“You need to touch it?”
“Yes.”
The crewman went quiet, finger pressed to his ear as if he was talking to someone on a comlink. Callista couldn’t see his face under the fire-resistant hood, and she couldn’t hear him. While she waited, Ince was whisked away on a repulsor and the ship shuddered a few times as if taking heavy fire.
“Captain says go ahead, and Lieutenant Derel will meet you at the end of passage seventy-eight-alpha on this deck.” He pointed to blast doors on the opposite side of the hangar. “You want a ride down there? We have speeder carts.”
“I can outrun one of those, thanks.”
She didn’t look back; she simply sprinted for the doors, almost forcing them apart in frustration when they didn’t open fast enough, and then ran full-tilt down the passage, scattering crew and civilian contractors. She was suddenly aware of Ahsoka on her heels.
“What are you coming for?” Callista panted.
“You might need a hand,” Ahsoka said.
“You can’t feel machines. I can.”
“I’m coming anyway.”
At least she doesn’t think I’m a crazed dark sider anymore. That’s something. Nothing like a late epiphany, is there?
The passage was a lot longer than she’d imagined. Leveler wasn’t a full-sized assault ship, but she was big enough to leave Callista gasping for breath by the time she reached the turbolift that ran from the bridge down to the deck. Derel was waiting. She could see him all the way down the passage from the final turn, hands clasped behind his back, shifting his weight from one foot to the other, head down, occasionally glancing up; another clone almost exactly like Ince in appearance, but giving a distinctively different impression in the Force.
He seemed remarkably relaxed. There was nothing he could do to make her run any faster, after all.
She skidded into the turbolift with Ahsoka behind her. Derel punched the controls and the cage fell like a stone. “This is a separate system,” he said. “The missiles are independent of the main weapons systems because it’s just a bolt-on for trialing. Do you need to know how it works?”
“Well, yes …”
The bridge deck levels flashed by the viewport in the turbolift. “What kind of detail?”
“Just tell me in the broadest terms, like it’s an animal. I have to think myself into the computer. I don’t need technical data to do that.”
“Okay.” Derel blinked a few times. “The concussion missiles have onboard computers that let them track a target. But they need to leave the ship with all kinds of information on what they’re hunting, so they don’t pick on the wrong prey. Like a friendly ship, for example. The missile computer needs to tell each missile what its prey looks like and where it needs to bite it, and how hard, to kill it. But the problem seems to be that the missiles can’t hear it. Does that make sense?”
Perfect. “Yes. You give good briefing, Lieutenant.”
The turbolift doors opened. Derel led Callista and Ahsoka down a ladder and keyed open a compartment. As soon as Callista put her hand on the bulkhead, she felt the ship respond to her like a tsaelke. She could almost feel a heartbeat. Warships each had their own unique sounds and vibrations that told those who lived in them that all was well, or if something was out of kilter, and she understood that completely now. The missile computer turned out to be a modest durasteel box about the size of a speeder drive. The only visible signs of activity were blue and green lights on the side, and a small diagnostics screen sunk into the metal.
“Where does it get its information on targets?” she asked. She placed both palms flat on its top. She could feel its sharp mind, its insatiable need to search. “Which systems talk to it?”
“It’s got a database of known ship profiles from Rep Intel, and we augment that with sensor readings during missions. It should be able to see the Sep ships as confirmed targets.”
Callista nodded. “I can do this.” She could feel it; she could feel the targeting computer searching over and over for something, constantly tripping over … a gate, a closed door, something it simply could not pass through. “Okay, when the systems talk to one another, do the missiles launch?”
“If the launch key’s open.”
“Open it.”
Whatever that meant, the key wasn’t turned down here. Derel pressed his headset mouthpiece close to his lips and said something. But by then she was already losing herself in the crystals and circuits of the machine, feeling the zip and tingling of minute electrical impulses, seeing at first a wonderfully regular, intricate landscape of lines, lights, and gleaming metal. There was a sense of movement, of things happening at breakneck speed, yet frozen motionless. Then she felt overcome by the faintest vibration that seemed to start in her stomach. It filled the marrow of her bones; it traveled to her skin. She was somehow a very different shape now. Whereas she’d been aware all the time of existing at a fixed point—a perfect intersection of a line that ran from ear to ear, and another that passed through the crown of her head to midway on her tongue—she was now everywhere on a flat plane. Everything that she’d understood of physical existence no longer applied.
She was the machine—she was the whole ship. She could feel the barrier that stopped the computer from reaching its objective. She was also a mass of senses far beyond those of human flesh and blood, the ship’s sensor arrays; she was the beating heart of its generators. She looked without eyes from one part of the infinite plane to another, saw the barriers, and opened them with a breath. She felt as if she were inhaling cool clean air after being trapped in a stuffy cage.
The sense of escape was wonderful. Somehow, she felt she was flying. It was like nothing she’d ever known before.
The world within her eyes—not before them, in them—was now velvet black and infinite. She was flying at incredible, effortless speed, consumed with hunger for something, hunting. She found herself hurtling toward something as complex and alive as herself, but the two of them couldn’t exist in the same world—she knew that more surely than anything at that moment—and one had to die. The black velvet changed instantly to searing white-hot light. She thought that was the end of it, but she made the journey again and again, each time with more certainty.
It was bliss. It was unimaginable freedom. It was—
She was jerked out of the silent idyll. She thought she fell a long way. The world around her was suddenly confused, soft, imperfect, dirty, noisy. And she was … flesh and blood again. A head, four limbs, weighed down and sluggish.
Already, she missed flying in that perfect infinity.
“Wow!” The voice was very distant. “I’ve never seen anything like that in my life! Hey, are you okay? You did it! You did it!”
She was almost sure she was Callista now, and she thought of a kelp farm. Maybe that was why the voice was muffled; she was underwater. No, she was looking up into two faces—a young man and the vividly marked face of a nonhuman.
“That’s very … weird,” said a female voice. It wasn’t her own. “I thought I was never going to get you out of that trance. You look terrible.”
Ahsoka. Yes, that was Ahsoka, and the man was Derel, and she was Callista Masana.
“Where’s Geith?” she asked. Geith! How could she have wanted to fly alone when Geith was still here? “Can we get out of here now?”
“No hurry,” Derel said. He slapped her back enthusiastically. “You took out seven Sep ships. The last two aren’t big enough to tackle us, even with half our systems down. Nice job, ma’am.”
But she wasn’t herself yet, not fully. She could still feel a sense of ship in her, of being a totally different shape and size.
Something was different; she felt as if she had water in her ears, as if her fine-tuned senses had been dulled a little. She wasn’t sure what it was, but she knew she was different somehow.
Ahsoka had hold of her shoulders, eyes wide and anxious. “Are you okay?”
“Just a little groggy.” Callista got to her feet. Now she knew what the problem was. She could barely sense anything in the Force. Even Ahsoka, standing right next to her, felt so muted that Callista had to concentrate hard to feel her as a Jedi at all. It was as if she’d been deafened by a blast. “Did I get hit by something?”
Ahsoka took her arm. “No. You just blanked out. You were just—right in with the targeting computer. I could see it. I don’t know any Jedi who can do that with a machine. Nobody.”
She said it as if it was a dark art that scared her. At that moment, Callista had no recollection of the meld at all other than a wonderful clarity, an answer for everything when she reached for it, the most crisply detailed images of stars, and ships right down to their rust streaks, tiny meteor pocks and flaking livery. That intense clarity had gone now, leaving her with an unsettling fuzziness. Perhaps that was all it was. She’d moved from machine perspective back to a fallible human one again, and it was simply the contrast that made her feel she’d lost her Force senses.
Like reading a holozine with the text magnified, and then going back to a regular page. It looks blurred for a moment. That’s all it is.
Isn’t it?
If it had scared Ahsoka, it had terrified her. She tried to work out what she needed to worry about.
“Is everyone okay?” she asked, still not sure who everyone was. “Someone was hurt.”
“Ince,” Ahsoka said. “Come on. Let’s go to medbay and see how he is.”
Callista had been to only a few areas of this huge ship, but somehow she now knew her way around without even looking for the stenciled numbers that identified the decks and sections. She headed for the medbay. If anyone had told her where it was, she couldn’t have equated those directions with what she could feel somewhere in her brain.
So I do have a little of the ship left in me.
It wasn’t the first time. She’d immersed herself in machines before, and they hadn’t been anywhere near as complex or intense as this. But she’d always felt slightly altered afterward in ways she found hard to define.
If I tried to understand a droid at that level … if I melded with a droid …
Callista had always been curious, never afraid to confront her own limits or challenge beliefs she’d always held. But she could hardly bear to think of what might happen if she saw the galaxy from a droid’s perspective.
Yes. I was the computer. I was the ship. I was every concussion missile. If I ever knew what it was to be a droid, could I fight this war?
She knew she had to avoid ever finding out. It was hard enough to stomach a war that churned out living men like machines on a production line. Clone troopers—she was right to feel outrage and sympathy for them. There was no other way to see them but as human beings. But if there was anything to feel in a droid, anything to understand, then destroying them would be agony.
She couldn’t afford that. She had to close her eyes to it.
It was an ugly realization. She had made a decision there and then not to experience what it was to be a battle droid. She knew that they thought, by any definition of the word. But she didn’t want to know if they felt.
You know the answer, don’t you?
You know that life takes more forms than we can possibly imagine. But there comes a point where you daren’t look.
“Expedience,” she said, heading unerringly for the emergency compartment in medbay. “It gets us all in the end.”
BRIDGE, REPUBLIC ASSAULT SHIP LEVELER
PELLAEON STARED AT THE SLOWLY TUMBLING DEBRIS THAT had been a small fleet of Separatist warships, and waited for bad news, but none came.
Baradis kept pacing up and down in the gap between the weapons stations and the sensor operators, one arm folded across his chest, hand cupping his elbow, tapping his thumbnail against his teeth. He was waiting for bad news, too. There’d been so much of it that it hardly seemed believable that they were out of trouble now.
“Two Sep vessels withdrawing, sir,” he said. “And we’ll be ready to jump in roughly five minutes.”
It had taken longer than the fifteen-minute estimate already, but that didn’t matter now. The fight was over. The survivors simply stood breathless and wary, preparing to walk away. There were no winners.
“Do they know we’re out of concs?” Pellaeon had gone beyond the sensible quitting point, but there was no point pursuing the stragglers, and there was nothing Leveler could do on her own about JanFathal even if she’d been fully operational. “Well, at least those missiles worked pretty well. Even if they did need a Jedi to kick-start them.”
Benb watched impassively, arms folded on a rail. For a civilian who’d gone on a work-up expecting to do nothing more hazardous than tighten a few bolts, he seemed to have taken imminent death rather well.
“How’s your team, Benb?” Pellaeon asked. Maybe they weren’t quite so sanguine.
“Never better,” the Sullustan said casually. “We’re on triple overtime. Hardship allowance kicks in once the shooting starts.”
It was another universe, the civilian dockyards.
Ash tapped Pellaeon’s shoulder. “Sir, we’ve identified a safe rendezvous point at Kemla to meet up with Wookiee Gunner for transfer.”
“Good grief, no.” The guilt had set in now. “We’ve interrupted your mission, put you at risk, and relied on you to save our skins. The least we can do is let you go on your way.”
“You still can’t jump accurately without a Jedi, sir.”
She had a point. “I’ll mention you in dispatches,” he said. “If only to see the look on Master Yoda’s face when he sees that the heretical anarchists rode to the rescue.”
Ash looked slightly embarrassed. Maybe gloating wasn’t a very Jedi thing to do.
“Agent Devis is in medbay,” she said cryptically, and walked away before he had the chance to work out how she knew.
He couldn’t put it off any longer. He didn’t want to. But it seemed indecent haste when his ship was limping back to the dockyard with damage and casualties.
“Go on, sir,” Baradis said quietly, eyes still on the nav sensor screen. “I can finish up here just as easily without you fidgeting and fretting …”
Permission from his navigator or not, Pellaeon tried not to be seen to hurry.
Medbay was busy. Droids were tackling a lot of minor injuries—fractures and lacerations from being thrown around by impacts, some burns—but there were a few serious ones from the generator compartment that had taken a direct hit.
“Fatals?” he asked the physician commander.
“Ten, sir. Under the circumstances, we got off lightly.”
“Give me the next-of-kin details, Commander, and I’ll send personal messages.”
“Eight clones, sir. Only two messages to write.”
That reality never sat well with Pellaeon. It felt like erasure. They had no families. So he’d find out who their friends were among the crew, who would miss them most, and talk to them for a while. If he didn’t—then he might as well have been a Neimoidian with a crew of droids that meant nothing to him. A man couldn’t run a warship that way.
“And,” said the commander, “she’s over there.”
The commander didn’t need to say who she was. Pellaeon’s private life was now no longer private. He wondered if it ever had been, but at least it was out in the open now, and there would be no sly looks in the wardroom.
Hallena’s voice wafted from a screened cubicle. When he slid back the screen and stepped into the treatment area, he found it crowded—a med droid, a clone flat on the diagnostic table with tubes leading into arm and neck, and a small crowd of onlookers. Hallena had hold of the clone’s free hand. Rex watched grimly, arms folded, gaze alternating between Ince and the biosigns screen on the bulkhead.
“Ince, you’re going to be fine,” Hallena said. “Ince? Have you ever been to the entertainment district on Coruscant? I bet you haven’t. Well, I’m going to take you out for the biggest nerf steak ever.”
Ince couldn’t hear her, Pellaeon suspected, but even people in comas heard things sometimes. The med droid checked the catheter pumping fluid into his body via his jugular vein. Rex paced slowly around the edge of the treatment bay, occasionally stroking his palm over his scalp as if checking for stubble. Coric and Ahsoka were absent. It looked as if Rex had told him to get her out of the way for a while. There was no sign of Skywalker.
Pellaeon said nothing, but put his hand on Hallena’s shoulder. She glanced back as if she hadn’t realized he was there, then just looked up at him with an expression he hadn’t seen before: regret.
“I put you all to a lot of trouble,” she said quietly.
It was the first time they’d seen each other in weeks. Nothing unusual, given their jobs, but this wasn’t the romantic reunion he’d planned.
“How’s he doing?” Pellaeon asked.
He wasn’t sure who was going to answer. There was a silent pause as the rest of the clones either looked at Rex, or didn’t look up at all.
“His kidneys are failing,” Rex said. “So that makes any brain damage from hypoxia a bit academic now. He lost too much blood.”
Pellaeon wondered if it was better to take Hallena away. He squeezed her shoulder.
“Give his buddies a turn,” he said tactfully, indicating the exit. “Not much room to move in here.”
They stood outside in the lobby for a moment, trying to keep out of the way of rushing med droids and repulsor gurneys. Altis waited with Callista and Geith at a discreet distance, talking in hushed tones. Pellaeon caught Callista’s eye and raised his thumb in silent approval for the missile strike, but then the Jedi all turned their heads at once, all looking toward the treatment cubicle. Pellaeon realized what had caught their attention. It wasn’t him.
He couldn’t hear or see it, of course. But they could.
“Oh, stang,” he said.
Rex came out of the cubicle, his face ashen as if he was either scared or furious, but the set of his jaw said the latter. He had to pass Pellaeon to leave the medbay. He unclipped his helmet from the back of his belt and rammed it on as if he didn’t want to have any conversation.
“Make that two troopers I’ve got to replace,” he said, and strode away at speed.
Hallena shut her eyes for a moment and let her chin drop.
“You should have left me,” she said. “Look at all this. What was I thinking, calling for extraction? I didn’t even have any intel worth rescuing. What do I say to those troopers? That it’s all part of the job?”
She went as if to return to the cubicle, but Altis walked up to her and blocked her way with a quiet persistence. “I’d let them have a little time,” he said. “Short of abducting them, Agent Devis, there’s nothing you can do to stop this happening to them again.”
Hallena gave Altis an odd look, then glanced at Pellaeon. He wondered if the old Jedi had tried a little of that mind influence on her, but he’d heard it only worked on the suggestible, and she was anything but that.
“I’ll be in the wardroom,” she said, walking away. “When I manage to find it.”
Altis bowed his head slightly to Pellaeon. “Let a harmless old man go talk to her, Captain. I’d feel just like her in this situation. Guilty.”
But that’s my beloved. The woman I want to marry. I should be the one she turns to in a crisis.
Altis had a point. Feeling responsible for this mess was typically Hallena. She always felt she could manage things, and that if they went wrong, it was due to error, not bad luck. Perhaps she was right. When you worked alone, you tended not to see the million ways that an interconnected group of beings could run into problems without any single definable mistake being responsible for the way events turned out.
“Tell her I’ll be along later.” Pellaeon felt the rising frequency of a telltale vibration as Leveler powered up to jump. That, at least, was going to plan. In a few hours, they’d be back at Kemla to start all over again. “A pity this journey will be so brief. I would have enjoyed dinner, Master Altis.”
“I’m sure we’ll get another chance one day,” the Jedi said, and walked away with Geith and Callista.
Leveler jumped, Jedi-assisted. This part of the ordeal, at least, was over.
CHIEF PETTY OFFICERS’ MESS, LEVELER, ON COURSE FOR RV AT KEMLA WITH WOOKIEE GUNNER
“REX?”
He looked up without lifting his head, chin resting on clasped hands.
He hadn’t even heard Ahsoka approaching. Jedi could do that kind of stealth thing, but for a moment he was worried that he was losing his edge. The little Togruta was wearing a smart gray naval tunic and pants. He had no idea where she’d found a uniform to fit her, but she was so touchingly earnest, so intent on doing things right and fitting in, that it almost upset him.
“You’re too young to drink in here,” he said.
“And you’re younger than me—from a certain point of view.”
She could always make him laugh, too, however bad he felt. Being a Jedi, she didn’t need him to explain that to her. She knew. He knew she knew.
She sat down beside him at the table and leaned close as if she had some joke to share. He was wondering how he was going to handle her well-meaning attempts at cheering him up.
“Do you ever have days,” she said, “where everything you thought you knew for sure is just gone, overturned, and you don’t know where to start again to make sense of it all?”
So she wasn’t here to improve his morale. He thought for a moment that she was hitting his own problem square on the head. Then he realized she was describing her own.
“You bet, littl’un,” he said quietly.
“How do you cope?”
“Good question.”
“Do you cope?”
“I’m still standing …”
“I’ll tell you mine if you tell me yours.”
“Okay,” Rex said. “I’m a soldier. It’s all I am. I don’t know a lot about the outside world, but I’m pretty sure that other soldiers have families and lives outside fighting. We don’t. Is that why I feel so bad about guys like Vere and Ince getting killed so soon out of training?”
“And nobody should die that young.”
“But whole regiments of us are going to die, sooner or later. Maybe all of us. Young men. We knew that. Why does it make me feel cheated?”
Ahsoka grabbed his hand as if she’d been suddenly scared by something. Rex had seen some of the little clones do that when they got their first taste of live ordnance. The Kaminoans didn’t approve; clones weren’t supposed to show fear, not even as children.
But Ahsoka’s grip was like nothing he’d ever felt, not just because Togrutas had strangely cool skin, but because he felt as if he’d been connected to something he didn’t understand, plugged into a universe too vast to grasp. Now he was the one who was scared.
“Rex, is it true what Geith says? That we’re all guilty of using you?” She was distraught. He could hear the rasping wild undertone in her voice. “That we’re all following orders blindly and not asking questions?”
Rex felt his world beginning to unravel. If he let Ahsoka go too far down that path—no, if he let himself go down that path, then he wouldn’t be able to do the job, and if he didn’t do this job, then he had no idea what his life was about. If he let that doubt take hold, he would never be able to deal with Skywalker again, or be able to lead his men. And he had to lead them because they depended on him. His whole existence depended on believing in what he was doing.
The little nagging voice that he tried to ignore was actually being more constructive this time. Don’t even think about it, the voice said. Because you can’t change a thing. So what if it’s true? Where are you going to go? What else could you do? And what would happen to your men?
Some things were so overwhelming and beyond your control that simply noticing they were there would destroy you. Rex decided he could shut it out. He could shut out anything if he put his mind to it.
“I don’t know,” he said at last.
“You said orders were there for a reason. That they kept us alive.”
“That’s true.”
“Jedi have orders as well. Like no attachments. And … well, you’ve seen Callista and Geith. Master Altis lets all his Jedi marry if they want. But they’ve not fallen to the dark side, so what’s really true?”
The best Rex could do was help her live with uncertainty. He couldn’t tell her what was true. And the fact that the Seps were trying to kill them—that was true. Did the rest matter?
Pull one brick out of the wall, and the whole edifice comes crashing down. For any of us.
“Remember how I said that you don’t always have the bigger picture, that you get orders because someone higher up the chain of command has information that you don’t, so they don’t necessarily make sense? Maybe your orders are like that.” It wasn’t a lie. It might not have been what Rex actually wanted to say—I don’t understand what’s happening, I don’t like what’s happening, something’s wrong—but if he said that, then he was adrift, too, and that didn’t help anybody stay alive. “And maybe Jedi end up in the places they’re meant to be—that the ones who can handle attachment find their way to Altis, and the ones who can’t …”
Well, maybe that wasn’t the smartest thing to say. Ahsoka’s agitated expression—head-tails more deeply colored, chin down—made him wonder if she was sweet on somebody and facing the reality of orders for the first time. But it had to be kinder than agreeing that yes, it was weird that Yoda and all the Jedi Masters had told her something that now looked … untrue.
Cope with it. That’s the best anyone can hope for. To cope with life.
“The world’s full of attachment,” Ahsoka said. “I just don’t know why it’s only wrong for Jedi.”
“You think the last couple of days would have been simpler if everybody had decided that it was only one woman stuck in Athar, and rescuing her would risk too many lives?”
“Yes, but that wouldn’t have been the right decision.”
“Why? You see, that’s the kind of decision a commander has to make all the time—when to call a halt because you’ll be losing more lives than you’re saving. Remember we talked about that?”
Ahsoka didn’t answer. She stared into mid-distance for a while and chewed her lip. She still had a ferocious grip on his hand; he almost expected her to unsheath claws.
“Yes, I remember,” she said. “And I argued with my Master about it, too, except he was the one who said we should never abandon anyone.”
“Well, General Yoda faces the same dilemmas. Maybe the Jedi found out a long time ago that it’s easier to make tough calls if you don’t get emotionally involved. A bit of cold distance. Easier to make the decisions, easier to live with them afterward. That’s command.”
Now Rex felt better. He was back to solid truth again, not just avoiding outright lies. He and Ahsoka—all the clones, all the Jedi—were in a spot they didn’t choose, and making the best of it. All he and Ahsoka could do was try to make the right call every time, decisions they could live with, and accept that the bigger game wasn’t theirs to play.
“Do you understand the dark side?” she asked.
“Not really.”
“Neither do I.”
“Explain something to me, littl’un,” Rex said. Maybe he could have asked Skywalker this same question, but something told him it was a bad idea. “What’s the difference between Jedi who fall to the dark side, and do whatever it is that dark siders do, and Jedi who just let bad things happen on their watch?”
He really wanted to know.
“I’m still thinking about that,” she said. “But I’m trying not to let bad things happen on my watch.”
Rex wasn’t sure if the conversation had helped Ahsoka at all, but it had certainly helped him; the politics and ideology and moral arguments were beyond his influence, and all he could focus on—all he had to focus on—was the day-by-day, hour-by-hour act of looking out for his brothers in arms, and making sure he dropped enemy before they dropped him. That was the foundation of his life, the essence of his existence.
The rest, as Master Altis said, was commentary.
CAPTAIN’S CABIN, LEVELER
“I THOUGHT YOU WERE GOING TO THE WARDROOM,” PELLAEON said.
Hallena was sitting in his sole concession to the privilege of rank, a comfortable, shamelessly padded Boruga armchair. One of Leveler’s maintenance engineers had even put retractable bolts on it so it could be secured to the deck when necessary.
“I thought you would have had a rough wooden chair with extra splinters,” she said. “You really do take this all-of-one-company thing seriously, don’t you?”
“Yes, I don’t even have a chef.” Most ships’ commanding officers had their own separate daily menu, prepared by a personal cook, meals taken in their own dining cabin. Pellaeon had always thought it a tad insulting to the crew. “I’ll eat what my crew eat. And in the mess, too. Nothing erodes commitment and discipline like telling sailors you think you’re a higher form of life than they are.”
“You and Altis, a right pair of troublemakers, upsetting the natural order of society …”
Hallena seemed completely relaxed—not content, though, just resigned. Pellaeon glanced discreetly at the decanter of syrspirit on the side table just to check if she’d been drinking. The security cap was still in place. It was probably exhaustion, then. She’d been through a particularly rough mission.
“You really should get that bump seen to.” He reached out to smooth her hair. She flinched. “Do you feel all right?”
“I feel a lot better than Trooper Ince. Or Vere.” She uncrossed her legs as if she was going to stand up. “Or Shil, or Merish. See, that’s my real use in life. Finding the beings who’ve already been screwed over by the system and making sure they’re really finished. How many hells do you Corellians have, Gil? Nine? Add a tenth. I’ll need one to myself.”
He’d never seen her like this. But then they’d never been brought up hard against their respective jobs simultaneously before, with each seeing exactly what the other was obliged to do.
“It can’t be the first time you’ve done a dirty job.”
She was fiddling with something in her pocket. “No, but it’s the last time.”
“Just tell me what’s tipped the balance.”
“Maybe it was making sure that torture victims got killed. Or it might have been seeing two kids killed on their first mission. Hard to call.”
He’d have to ask her about the torture victim. But he understood the kids reaction. Nobody with a functioning conscience could have looked at clone troopers and not felt uneasy about using them. They weren’t even conscripts. It was a whole new kind of warfare for the Republic.
“Gil, has everyone gone stupid overnight?” Hallena took whatever she was fidgeting with out of her pocket and stared at it. It was a tiny durasteel dispenser, like the ones made to hold that searing Alderaanian snuff. “I know we’re still reeling from the war kicking off, and things take time to emerge, but am I the only being with enough functioning brain cells to ask where these troops came from? And why? There’s nothing even in Rep Intel records about them. Anything like a multimillion-troop army complete with equipment and vessels is not something that Rep Intel forgets to file notes on. What the stang is going on here? And why are the Jedi in on it?”
Pellaeon sat down on the bunk and pulled off his boots. He could have used a glass of syrspirit right then, but he was tired, and alcohol plus fatigue was his personal recipe for disaster.
“The bigger the anomaly,” he said, “the less likely folks are to look at it. Want to get away with a lie? Pick the biggest one you can and brazen it out.”
“So you think it’s a lie, then. Of sorts.”
“I think it’s inexplicable, yes, but I have no idea what to do about it.”
Hallena opened the container, twisting off the top and gesturing with it. “If I were running Rep Intel, it would be the first task on my list. Who paid for the Grand Army? And why did they think we needed one?” She held up one finger, anticipating him perfectly. “And don’t feed me the line about smart Jedi seeing things coming in the Force. They didn’t see Geonosis coming any more than we did. Altis—now, Altis is a plain-talking man. No mumbo-jumbo and mystic nonsense. I bet he wonders where the army came from. I’m going to spend some time talking to him.”
Pellaeon glanced at the bulkhead chrono and did a few mental calculations to convert GST to local time at Kemla. “You think that’s wise?”
“Wise? You think perhaps it might be right?”
“And what are you going to do with the truth when you find it?”
It was a good question. Everyone was certain that they wanted the truth in life, but in reality not many did, and even fewer knew what to do with it when they got it. Entire civilizations ran on that principle. The Republic certainly did. Pellaeon had no illusions. He shortened his horizons so that all he could see was what mattered—keeping his ship and crew alive. Just like Rex. We understand each other. Right then all he wanted was to hold Hallena, but she was completely absorbed in her outrage.
She upended the lower half of the snuff container, and a few tablets fell into her palm.
“No prisoners,” she said. “You know what these are, don’t you, Gil? Insurance. In case I’m ever really stuck without hope of escape. A quick way out, before I compromise the Republic and get a lot more people killed. That’s the idea, anyway. Instead, I called for backup, and I got people killed anyway. So next time—if there’s ever a next time—I won’t make that mistake again.”
“So, us.”
“What about us?”
“It’s open knowledge now. Shall we get married?”
“You’re not the marrying kind, Gil.”
“For you, I can be.”
He wasn’t joking; he was utterly in love with her, not just because she was striking, not just because she was smart, but because she was so passionate about life—the living of it, yes, but also about the rights and wrongs of it, which struck him as odd for a spook. But the hours were terrible and the pay was mediocre; why else would anyone do it? There was only delusion—the juvenile belief in excitement and glamour, which was inevitably crushed with the first dreary mission—or a desire to do the right thing in some vaguely patriotic and unquestioning way.
Like me, really. Why did I lie about my age to join the navy?
Spies seldom got to find out if they ever had done the right thing, of course. Hallena was one of the awkward ones who wanted to hang around and see how things panned out.
“I’d marry you in a heartbeat,” Hallena said at last. “But I need to get myself straight first.”
Pellaeon was quietly devastated. He’d been so sure she’d say yes. “Is that a charming brush-off?”
“No, it’s the way I feel at the moment.” She put the tablets back in the container and slid it back inside her jacket. Pellaeon hoped the toxin didn’t leave residue on her hands. “I’ve never run away from anything before, but fifteen years in this game is long enough. There are even Jedi who think the Republic needs dismantling. I don’t expect my government to be utterly blameless, but I really worry when I don’t know if they’re the lesser of two evils any longer.”
“So what are you planning to do?”
“I’m getting out. Really out. No just-one-more-job-for-us.”
“I see. Just deliver a crisp sheet of signed white flimsi to the Boss Spook.” Intel—like all spymasters—never really let go of their agents. There was always some little errand to run, even in retirement. And if they thought someone was going rogue … “Don’t risk making your farewell party rather too final, will you?”
“I know. I know they don’t just let you walk away and open a cantina without expecting you still to be at their beck and call. That’s why when I go—I’ll go.”
He wasn’t sure he’d understood her correctly.
“What are you saying?” He wanted to call her darling, sweetheart, but it would have come out all wrong. “You’re not going to do anything foolish. Not you.”
He meant the toxin. It was so unlike Hallena that he had no idea why the thought had crossed his mind, but that was his immediate fear. Sometimes the only way to evade Rep Intel was drastic.
“I’m going to take a break,” she said. “Somewhere that they can’t find me.”
“That’s … still quite extreme.” She’s running from me, too. I’ve lost her. “They don’t tend to take kindly to that.”
“I know.”
And now he had to ask. “Will I ever see you again?”
“Yes. You’ll always be able to find me. They won’t.”
“How?”
“I’ll let you know when we reach Kemla.” She looked at the bulkhead chrono. “We’ve still got an hour. Do you know what to do with an hour?”
It wasn’t celebratory; it couldn’t be. It was more a sad acceptance of the lives they led, with no end or prospect of domestic normality in sight. It was as much for comfort as anything.
“I can probably think of something,” he said.



TWELVE
 
As with all faith, some basic messages become distorted over time. Why should attachment lead to the dark side? Loving commitment is the cornerstone of civilization, of society, and unites all living creatures. How can it be wrong? I assert that it’s fixation—obsession—that leads to darkness and evil. That blind focus can corrupt any area of our lives. We may do terrible things because we’re obsessed with a lover, with wealth, with power … or even with a set of inflexible beliefs that have come to mean more to us than the welfare of living beings themselves. Do you take my point, Master Yoda?
—MASTER DJINN ALTIS, in a rare exchange of letters with Master Yoda, some years before the outbreak of war
HANGAR DECK, LEVELER, HALF AN HOUR OUT FROM KEMLA
ANAKIN HAD PUT IT OFF FOR AS LONG AS HE COULD, BUT NOW he had to face it.
He clambered around the interior of the CR-20, making notes on his datapad and imagining how the ship might be better adapted for the Grand Army. A fleet of these would be useful; larger than a LAAT/i, hyperdrive-capable, well armed. Just the job for inserting troops when an Acclamator was far too big and a larty was too small or the range too great. Good option for special forces, perhaps. His interest was genuine, but he admitted to himself that the examination was distraction from what was eating at him.
Altis.
He felt the man coming. He didn’t leave an impression in the Force like any Jedi Master Anakin had known, except perhaps for that sense of uneasy curiosity that felt almost familiar.
Anakin waited until he heard Altis’s boots on the metal ramp before he turned around.
“I’m sorry about your men, General,” Altis said.
“Yes, we lose far too many.” Anakin put the datapad away. There was no point trying to fool Altis into thinking he wasn’t rattled by his eccentric ways, and by one way in particular. “I know Rex is especially disturbed. I’ll talk to him later—he tends to prefer a little space at times like these.”
“And at times like these, no doubt you see the wisdom of avoiding attachment. Growing too fond of someone is a certain route to pain for one of you.”
Does he know?
It was Anakin’s first thought. He almost panicked.
Altis wasn’t like other Jedi; he might have been able to sense all kinds of things that even Obi-Wan—even Yoda—couldn’t. His followers could do things that no other Jedi seemed able to—the affinity with machines, with computers. Anakin was a gifted mechanic, but Callista could live the machine. It was almost alarming.
Not half as alarming as thinking that Altis might know about Padmé, though.
“Rex regrets the brevity of their lives—as do I.” Altis looked a little younger now. He’d changed his posture subtly, no longer clasping his hands above his belly, but hands on hips. It transformed him from a sage into a veteran soldier somehow. Anakin knew he wasn’t dealing with a lightweight.
“General Skywalker, I knew Qui-Gon Jinn. Extraordinary man.”
“He certainly made a big impression on me.”
“I sense what’s troubling you.”
“Oh.” What do I say? He’d never tell anyone, of course. I feel it. “It’s quite a list.”
“It’s not wrong to have disagreements with the Jedi Council. Qui-Gon had his differences with them, as do I. It’s not necessarily a bad thing.”
“Master … how many students have you taught?”
Altis shrugged and looked off to one side as if calculating. “Probably thousands. I’m a traditionalist—I keep it simple. No point being more complex than we need to be. So I teach being good, doing good, and asking good questions. That’s about it, really.”
Anakin almost gasped. He felt stupid for being shocked, but he’d had no idea how many followers Altis might have. Now he knew. This wasn’t a tiny sect of lunatics.
Altis smiled. It wasn’t smug. It was regretful. It was as if he felt he was too late for something.
“Aren’t you going to ask me what you really want to know, young man?”
It was Anakin’s only chance. He knew he was unlikely to see much of Altis again, if ever. Altis seemed to know that, too. He appeared to be giving farewell advice. And he didn’t look like the kind of man who did that out of habit.
“Would you answer me if I did?”
“Of course.”
“Are you married?”
Altis tilted his head slightly to one side. “I lost my wife some years ago. I miss her terribly. I was a better Jedi for her influence, too.”
“Attachment hasn’t … turned you to the dark side, clearly. Nor any of your followers.”
“Now we might get to your real question.”
Anakin almost broke. He felt such compassion, such honesty and humility in Altis, that he wondered if he could safely confide in him. It wasn’t fear of Altis exposing his secret marriage that scared him, though. He was scared that once he discussed his turmoil openly, then he could never cope with being a Jedi—his kind of Jedi, Obi-Wan’s kind of Jedi—again. And he had no idea where that might lead.
“I’m not sure I have one,” Anakin said.
“Well, if I give you an answer, then you needn’t feel you betrayed your Masters by asking one.” Altis sat down on one of the bulkhead safety rails. “I don’t know why Master Yoda or any of the other Jedi Council members rarely prepare their followers for the fact that we exist and yet haven’t fallen prey to the dark side. It’s certainly true for many beings, Force-users or not. But their problem isn’t attachment. Their problem is obsession.” Altis paused for a moment. Anakin felt he was being searched somehow, his thoughts probed. “So before I could tell you if attachment was right for you, you would have to ask yourself if you could handle it—Jedi or not.”
Anakin was now ready to slam the ramp shut if anyone looked like wandering in and cutting this conversation short. He had to know more. He had to be able to understand, so that he didn’t go back to Coruscant overwhelmed by the urge to confront Yoda.
“How would I tell if I could handle it, Master?”
Altis shrugged. “Could you let someone go, if you loved them? Could you let them walk away? Could you live without them? How far would you go to stop them from leaving? What would you do to save them? Ask yourself, listen, and if any of your answers make you feel afraid … attachment may be fraught with misery, for you and those around you.”
It was simple; Altis said he liked to keep things uncomplicated. And, like all simple things, it was hard to do. Anakin still couldn’t tell if Altis knew about Padmé, but he certainly knew about attachment, and he gave the impression that he knew Anakin struggled with it. Maybe he also knew that Anakin struggled with the knowledge that he had failed to save those dearest to him.
Well, Anakin wanted the truth. He was prepared to be scrutinized.
“You really are a very good teacher, Master Altis.”
“Not really,” he said. “I just know how to ask questions. My students give me the answers. So, I am in fact … a student. I always will be. The oldest Padawan in town. Now, may I ask you a question?”
“Certainly.”
“They call you the Chosen One. Do you feel chosen?”
“Not really.” Altis had a way of disarming him. He wasn’t sure he’d have said that to anyone except Padmé. “I feel … different. I don’t quite fit in. I try. Maybe I started too old.”
“Callista was older than you are now when she became my Padawan. I think some life experience can make a better Jedi. But I wouldn’t want you—or Master Yoda—to think I was trying to lure you to our little community. I don’t seek recruits.” Altis looked deadly serious now. Anakin knew exactly what he was saying, weighing his words as carefully as a man could. “But if you ever get kicked out of the Temple, remember you can always find us. We never close.”
He got up, made a few grunts of pain, and put both palms flat on the small of his back.
“I can sense your Padawan coming,” he said. “She’s had a bit of a culture shock meeting us. I’m sorry if that causes you problems. Just tell her we’re harmless nuts if it starts to become a problem.”
“How does anyone find you?” Anakin asked. He had to ask, even if it was obliquely put. “I’d never heard of your community, although Qui-Gon mentioned you by name.”
Altis touched two fingers to his brow in a mock salute. “Just look in the unhappy places everyone else forgets,” he said. “We’ll be there, doing what we can.” Then he walked down the ramp, still rubbing his back ruefully. “Don’t forget to ask yourself those questions, General.”
Anakin found himself staring at the open bay door long after Altis had vanished. Maybe there was a solution after all. The old Master seemed to have more answers than he admitted to.
Could I live without her?
Would I let her go?
Anakin felt uneasy, as if he were looking down into a well with his hands firmly on the sides, but starting to slip as he stared in dismay at something emerging from the depths. He pulled back. Maybe this wasn’t the time to ask himself those kinds of questions, not here in the aftermath of battle. He’d leave it until he had a quiet moment to meditate. That sense of not wanting to look was … misleading. It had to be.
Altis couldn’t be right about everything, after all.
Anakin decided the first thing he’d do when Leveler dropped out of hyperspace was to comm Padmé and tell her.
She’d never want to leave him, anyway, nor would he ever leave her. Altis’s question didn’t really apply.
Did it?
TRANSFER DOCK, KEMLA SHIPYARDS
THERE WAS STILL WORK TO BE DONE. CALLISTA SAT WITH ASH, saying nothing, thinking a lot, and watching Geith sparring playfully with one of the Ryn who occasionally traveled with them.
“You wouldn’t believe we’d just fought a battle,” Ash said.
Wookiee Gunner eased onto one of the berthing piers at Kemla’s transfer dock, an insect alongside Leveler. The damage to the assault ship was now painfully visible in the high-output illumination that bathed the orbiting dock in harsh, blue-white light. She was a mass of scorch marks, buckled plates, and missing spars. Dockworkers were already putting lines on her and marshaling tiny pilot vessels into place around her.
Callista nodded in the direction of the warship. The battered hull filled most of the viewport on that side.
“Oh, I believe …”
“What did it feel like to merge with the missile system?” Ash asked.
Callista could now only recall brief but vivid freeze-frames of the event. The moments of machine-like clarity stayed with her, though. She was sure that was why her Force senses didn’t feel quite the same even now.
“There was a point at which I thought I might never separate from it,” she said. “I think I quite enjoyed being a machine for a while.”
But not a battle droid. One step too far.
She thought of Rex, and wondered if she’d be able to check up on Joc, Boro, Hil, or Ross, to see that they were okay. The speed with which folks formed bonds in combat still surprised her, even though she should have known it was always that way.
“Do you think,” she said, “that combat binds us tighter than everyday friendships because it’s a defense mechanism? That we’ve evolved to stick together with the beings most likely to fight to defend us?”
“That’s a very … machine-like view.”
“You’re laughing at me now.”
“Not at all. But I’d rather think that we bond more strongly in adversity because we see others for what they really are—prepared to die to save us, rather than run away.”
Not everyone.
Just the good ones.
“That’s near enough for me,” Callista said.
Yarille was the next stop. It was a world nobody cared much about; even the fighting there had been brief and had moved on, as if the place wasn’t even worth conquering. The Republic’s meteorological information service said Yen Bachask—the worst-hit town—was facing a harsh winter, and that the snows had already started.
Master Altis wandered across to her, no sign of impatience while they waited for the transit shuttle. Geith gave up his mock boxing bout with the Ryn boy—even a Jedi had to struggle to get a punch past his guard—and flopped down on the seat beside her.
“I hope we didn’t upset the general and his Padawan too much,” Callista said.
“Oh, a little challenge to our beliefs every day is a bracing walk for both the intellect and the soul.” Altis stared at Leveler. “I certainly had a few challenges to mine in the last few days.”
“I meant that I don’t want to call down the Jedi Order on our heads, Master.”
“I doubt that’ll happen, my dear. We’ve had an arrangement for some time, after all.”
“But what kind of arrangement can we have if we think they’re wrong about this war?” Callista stood and offered him her seat. “We can’t ignore it.”
Altis shook his head politely and pointed to his lower back, indicating that it was playing him up again.
“I’d be a liar if I said that I didn’t feel negative about Master Yoda sometimes,” he said. “So I ask myself why, and recognize that I have to deal with my own insecurities and conceits. But when I strip that away, and I look at what worries Geith, then I find more objective grounds to concern me.”
“Then what do we do about it?”
“We deal with what the war presents us, as if there were no Jedi leading the Republic’s forces. It’s not a matter of being on their side or not. We are on the side of those who need us most.”
“Then we may well end up fighting for the Republic.”
“And there will be days when we won’t.” Altis held up his finger, distracted for a moment as if he’d interrupted himself. “Correction. When I won’t. Because I won’t dictate matters of conscience to the rest of you.”
“Is there no point talking to Master Yoda? He might see sense.”
“He already believes he does, and I think I see sense, too, but we see very different things. Do you think I could sway him? That’s a genuine question.”
“I don’t know him.”
“I fear my own negativity. But if I try to stand back from my emotion, then I’m simply left with a question—whether a being who has lived for centuries can possibly understand what’s best for the majority of beings whose time is much, much shorter.”
“Master, emotions aren’t inherently bad,” Geith said. “Why set them aside this time?”
“Because I need to be sure I oppose Yoda’s position for the right reasons, and what it is that I actually oppose. Supporting the Republic even when it’s flawed? Using clone troops? If I put aside emotions, what reality am I left with?”
“Emotions are our programming, the reactions that keep us alive and help us understand what’s right and wrong. If I’m upset when someone treats me as having no worth or rights, isn’t that how I work out that I shouldn’t treat a clone trooper the same way, or a servant or anyone else? If it offends me, then it probably offends others.”
“A good point, Geith, but beware the assumption that all beings react as you do.”
“Master, I’d lay down my life for you, but I don’t accept an argument that says if others are not like us, we can treat them differently. That’s an excuse for exploitation. That is the path to the dark side.”
“I wasn’t suggesting that. Just that understanding others’ motives and being able to see the world as they do is the key both to compassion … and to success in battle.” Altis ruffled Geith’s hair. “And while I’m touched by your devotion, I would much rather you lived a long and happy life, influencing others by your example, and raising children to do the same. You, too, young woman.” He patted Callista’s head. “Enough of the sacrificial tendencies. A little selfishness keeps you alive to do more good for others, yes?”
The transit shuttle swung into view and settled with its docking ring against the bulkhead. The air lock sealed, warning lights flashed, and the interior doors parted. It was time to go.
“You go ahead,” said Altis. He shooed them forward. “I’m waiting for someone.”
“If you miss this shuttle, the next circuit’s not for another half an hour.”
Altis shrugged. “Do you mind waiting for me?”
“Master … where would we go without you?”
“I’m not the community. You are. One day, it will have to go ahead and leave me behind.”
“Never.”
“Never is a long time. So if you then decide to hand my mortal remains to a taxidermist, and display me somewhere in the ship,” Altis said stiffly, “I shall return as a ghost and ruin every game of sabacc you ever play.” He smiled. “I’ll wait.”
Callista hung around with him until the last moment, until the pilot droid hit the warning light for embarkation and Ash shooed her on board after the others.
“It’s someone important,” she said.
“Everyone’s important to the Master,” said Callista.
She stared out the viewport as the shuttle pulled away on the short journey to dock with Wookiee Gunner, until Altis was just a small speck of charcoal gray in the brightly lit bubble of transparisteel and plastoid of the transit area.
Yes, everyone mattered. And every action they took mattered, too.
CAPTAIN’S CABIN, LEVELER, ORBITAL DOCK, KEMLA SHIPYARDS
GIL WAS BUSY WITH THE SHIPYARD SUPERVISOR, AND HALLENA had never been good at farewells.
He’d understand. It wasn’t forever. But it had to be now.
She had no luggage; that didn’t matter. Gil’s steward and one of the clone supply officers had cobbled together a few items—Fleet gray coveralls, man-sized underthings she could alter later, toiletries—and she stuffed them in a small fabric bag. She also had untraceable credits she could convert to cash creds. That was the great thing about being a spook: Rep Intel had trained her to vanish, to leave no traces, and given her the means to do that and survive anonymously in the field. Now she could do just that. She’d have to make the cash cred hit in one go, though, or else her constant dips into the untraceable account would get their attention, and they’d shut it down.
I don’t really need much. I’m a survivor.
As she looked at herself in the mirror on Gil’s cabin bulkhead, she wondered if the lump on her head was somehow connected to her decision to go into hiding. It was, after all, not her style; she’d always imagined herself storming into Isard’s office, calling him everything but a Hutt’s backside, and telling him what he could do with his job. That day hadn’t even really featured in her fantasies, though. She accepted—less willingly, less easily with each passing day—that she may not like her job, or even be able to sleep well after some parts of it, but that it had to be done. Her job was to go to the dark places where nobody else could.
The trouble was that she’d found the dark place within herself. It wasn’t a place she could live any longer.
There was nobody to apologize to; there was nothing she could do here to atone. But she looked up at the deckhead, because up was the only direction that felt appropriate.
“Sorry, Vere. Sorry, Ince. Sorry, Shil. Sorry, everyone who died so I could have a second chance. I’m not going to waste it. I promise.”
She should have apologized to Gil, too, but theirs was a more complicated relationship, and always would be. She finished writing the letter—real flimsi, a proper letter for a gentleman who cared about such things—and sealed it carefully before kissing it and leaving it under the syrspirit decanter.
He’d look there.
He’d be the only one who would read it and understand its meaning.
And then he’d know where he could find her.
If she didn’t leave now, then she never would, and Rep Intel were fully aware of her last known position. The decent thing to do was to relieve Gil of all complicity in her disappearance.
No prisoners. No hostages.
And, because he loved her, he would let her go—and for the time being, she had to.



THIRTEEN
 
We Jedi are tainted by our connections to the Republic. Many see us as its enforcers. We’re on the wrong side. We should be helping to bring the Republic down, once and for all.
—Jedi Knight SORA BULQ
YARILLE, OUTER RIM
IT WAS YET ANOTHER WASTELAND; ANOTHER SHARD OF THE BIGGER war, and more shattered lives.
Altis stood on the loading ramp of the Wookiee Gunner and stared at the devastation with a sinking heart that did not befit a Jedi Master.
We can deal with this. Really, we can.
A brand-new city had sprung up on the tundra, a city of tents. Behind it, like a shattered vase, the regional capital of Yen Bachask lay in ruins. The area was so unrelentingly flat that Altis was sure he could see another bombed town in the far distance.
Maybe it’s a mirage. Can you get mirages in cold climates?
Geith put his hand on the Master’s shoulder. Neither man said anything as little dark shapes emerged from the tents to stand and stare back—refugees displaced by the fighting that had hit their world, then moved on.
“Let’s do it,” Geith said. He scanned the horizon, hands on hips. “Not even a tree. What a miserable place.”
Callista, Ash, and the others who acted as section leaders moved out from the ship onto the thin dusting of snow to begin walking with slow, deliberate, we’re-here-to-help care toward the tent city to make contact. It was always a good idea to send the females in first. Altis had known so many lethal, violent women that he wasn’t sure why that usually reassured the scared and suffering; but refugees reacted better when the first hand extended to them was a woman’s. Perhaps it was because soldiers tended to be male, right across the galaxy.
He waited until a few of the locals, huddled in heavy coats against the bitter wind, stepped forward and exchanged handshakes with Callista and Ash.
“She’s a good girl,” Altis said, more to himself than Geith.
“I know,” Geith said. “She always bounces back. That computer thing really scared her. But she seems fine now.”
Altis hadn’t been thinking of that. But Callista had changed subtly, and he made a mental note to keep an eye on it. He took a wide path around the makeshift camp to see what might be dragged from the town and salvaged. As they neared the town walls, he found himself walking on an increasing density of debris, tan and white, metal and plastoid.
It was the remains of droids and clone troopers.
Ince. Vere. Those young men, allowed to know nothing else.
It wasn’t so much the realization of what he was walking upon that stopped him in his tracks and made his stomach lurch, but what he sensed. The Force seized him by the collar, shook him, made him look. See what your kind have done, Altis. Feel the pain and misery that empty piety begets. He had no choice but to listen to it.
“Yoda, you fool—you fool.” He dreaded going farther. He knew he would see bodies, and he knew that somehow the bodies of troopers would disturb him even more than those of civilians. He would ponder on that. “And you wonder why the dark side has been growing these many years? Because we’re letting it creep up on us a step at a time.”
Geith caught his arm. “Master?”
“I’m fine, Geith.” Altis put his hand on Geith’s and patted it rather than shake it off. He didn’t want to be touched. He felt unworthy of concern or sympathy. “I just have moments of clarity that cut me to the bone.”
He walked on anyway, and, yes, there were bodies. He would arrange cremations. He would try to notify next of kin. Troopers had none, but surely somebody—somebody—kept records of their individual existence and passing. Rex cared. Therefore if nobody else would mourn them, then at least a clone brother would want and need to know.
There is no passion, only serenity.
“Garbage,” Altis spat. “Garbage. Where’s the passion for justice? Where’s the passion for peace? The passion for rights? We need passion! No passion—only complacency! We forgot what we were put here to do.”
Geith, like the rest of his students, was used to these angry Altis-versus-Altis debates. He walked alongside his Master patiently.
“We all feel the darkness coming, Master.”
“It’s not separate!” It was so clear now; the Force was shaking him and demanding that he listen. “It’s not a separate entity! It’s not another being! It’s us, it’s in us, it’s part of us. It’s our blindness, that we think our little identichip that says GOOD GUYS exempts us from looking at our own acceptance of evil. It’s so much easier to point to Dooku and blame him. Isn’t it? Dooku was a good man when I knew him. A principled man, a man with honest passions. We drive such men to extreme actions when we refuse to look at what troubles them. We are the dark side, all of us. It’s what we all do—and don’t do.”
Geith was a good man, just like Dooku had once been. He had a fine mind; he never accepted authority because it stood over him with a fist or a disapproving look. He was unflinching in examining his own shortcomings. But it wasn’t enough to examine and think. Every being had to do. Good intention wasn’t enough.
Good intention, and blind eyes turned to a nagging reality, had killed the soldier who lay crumpled a few meters away in the shelter of a doorway. He could have been asleep, huddled against the biting wind, had it not been for the fact that a large part of his body was missing.
Who planned such an army? And how did they know war was coming?
“I think the time when that problem could have been solved was over long before you were even born, Master,” Geith said. “So before you blame yourself for this, for withdrawing from mainstream Jedi life—don’t.”
“That,” Altis said stiffly, “is the denial of personal responsibility. We can all make a difference.”
“Master, if one man could change the galaxy—you’d have managed it by now.”
Altis steeled himself to squat down and turn over the body. It was stiff, not from rigor mortis but from the cold. He wondered whether to remove the helmet, but he couldn’t bear to see the face. He’d looked into Rex’s eyes once too often. Geith put his hand under his elbow and helped him stand upright.
His back hurt. It had been a hard few days, and he wasn’t getting any younger.
“We’ve tried to stay away from Republic business,” he said. “But it won’t stay away from us.”
“Master,” Geith said softly, “it doesn’t mean we’ve compromised.”
“We have to stop this war.”
“You saw how I tried and failed to remain aloof, Master. Walking away from Rex and his men doesn’t keep our hands clean. They still die. We do nothing—well, good can never come from doing nothing.”
“I feel afraid when I realize that Sora Bulq has a point. That the Republic might well need bringing down.”
“I don’t think we can do that, either. All we can do is take responsibility for ourselves, and help the victims of this war.”
Altis looked back at the ship. There was now a steady stream of Jedi and their support teams ferrying supplies to the refugees. “Like these wretched people.”
“And those.” Geith indicated the dead trooper. “They’re victims, too.”
“Let’s make ourselves useful,” Altis said. He needed to compose himself before he dealt with the bodies, and a little honest labor, even with a bad back, was a good way to do it. “Just getting the generators going will save lives. Is it my age, or is this place as cold as death?”
“It’s cold, Master.”
They walked back to the camp. Altis’s heart broke; it wasn’t the injuries he saw among the civilians so much as the look on their faces that tore at him. It was bewilderment. Why us? Why had the war come to them? A woman with a small child clinging to her legs held out a cup to him, steam curling from its rim, and he realized she wasn’t asking for it to be filled, but offering him a hot drink. She probably saw an old man, his face pinched by the cold, in need of something warming. She was, frankly, thin and ugly, worn out by poverty; but he’d never seen such beauty and radiance in his life. It was perfection; a simple act of generosity, love in its raw and natural state.
Serenity, my backside. Passion. Passion and anger and love. That’s what this galaxy needs, not serenity. Passion for change. Anger at this brutality. Love—buckets of it, for everyone, love between child and parent, between spouses, between brothers and sisters, between friends. We need more attachment, not less. Attachment can stop us from tearing ourselves apart.
Altis had a gift. However these things worked, he had been given rare abilities by the galaxy, and it was his duty to use them. He just didn’t always know how best to apply them.
Altis took the cup, drank, and embraced the emaciated woman. He found a few candies in his pocket for the child. One of his non-Jedi students, Gali, trotted over to him with an armful of blankets.
“We thought we’d lost you, Master,” she said. What he thought was a blanket on the top of the pile turned out to be a coat, and she thrust it at him. “For goodness’ sake put this on.”
Altis pulled the overcoat around him to humor her. There was no rule against a Jedi Master teaching those who had no Force powers. If there was—bah, he’d ignore all that nonsense. The ordinary men and women in his community taught him more daily than he could possibly teach them in a lifetime. Like his dear late wife always said—not sensitive to the Force at all, prone to using his lightsaber to cut stubborn branches—there was more to wisdom than being able to move a table with the power of your mind.
Yes, Margani. I hear you. I hear you still.
Geith paused among the tents to make notes on his datapad. Everyone in the community knew their role in an emergency. Geith was noting how many refugees needed medical care; the urgent cases were already being treated by first responders, but there were others who would need drugs and special care when the first rush was over.
“Am I letting my doctrinal pride get in the way, Geith?” Altis said. He picked up a little boy who tottered up to him, and examined the child’s runny eyes. A woman came running as if to find the kid, and Altis handed him back. “Tell me straight. Is this just vain ideology on my part, some idiotic schism with Yoda?”
Altis wanted it to be. He really did. Two old fools arguing over theories, academic vanity. It would have been so much easier to swallow than feeling he could avert a disaster if he only argued harder.
“No, Master,” said Geith. “I wish it were. It’s about living the belief. I think our ascetic brethren have been co-opted by government. And government is usually about the exercise of power.”
Ah, the little revolutionary firebrand; Geith had never trusted power. He didn’t even enjoy using his own. That was what made him admirable. “And if the government had come to us for help instead of Yoda, would we have refused? We’ll never know.”
“This will end in disaster for all of us; you know that, don’t you?”
Altis felt his stomach knot. Geith was always the one who thought the unthinkable. Someone had to.
“Then let’s do the maximum good that we can while we still have breath in our bodies,” he said.
Altis heard the crunch of boots behind him. Someone was steering a repulsor pallet, whistling tunelessly. Hallena Devis seemed a lot more at peace today than she’d been when he first met her. Had it only been a matter of days? They said a spy’s life was nowhere near as glamorous as the holovids made out, but he doubted she’d ever set up field refreshers before. She seemed perfectly happy with the task.
Smart woman. Takes guts to walk out on the Republic. I do hope she remembers to take time to be with her gallant captain, though. In the meantime … she’s safe with us.
“Where do you want this, then, Master?” she asked. The pallet was full of pails, drainage pipes, and duraplast containers of disinfectant. “We’re setting these up outside the camp, yes?”
“Better make it thirty meters from the perimeter,” Altis said. “Callista’s in charge today. Perhaps we can reroute the water supplies from the town.”
Hallena nodded and walked on with the pallet. Altis closed his eyes for a moment, remembered the intense passions he’d felt in Anakin Skywalker, and hoped that someone would have the sense to channel those passions rather than try to suppress them. He felt … foreboding. Anyone with that amount of raw power in the Force needed to be carefully directed, not put in harness.
Skywalker would have an unhappy future. Altis felt it. It was clear he already had an unhappy past. What that meant for the galaxy … but then one man couldn’t change a galaxy.
I hope. Not even me.
There were no trees, just as Geith had said. So there was no firewood; funeral pyres were out of the question. The dead had to be buried, not only for disease control, but because Djinn Altis felt everyone had a right to end their time with dignity—even if in the rest of life it had been denied them.
“Please, fetch me a shovel, Geith,” Altis said. “I have work to do.”
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STAR WARS—The Expanded Universe
You saw the movies. You watched the cartoon series, or maybe played some of the video games. But did you know …
In The Empire Strikes Back, Princess Leia Organa said to Han Solo, “I love you.” Han said, “I know.” But did you know that they actually got married? And had three Jedi children: the twins, Jacen and Jaina, and a younger son, Anakin?
Luke Skywalker was trained as a Jedi by Obi-Wan Kenobi and Yoda. But did you know that, years later, he went on to revive the Jedi Order and its commitment to defending the galaxy from evil and injustice?
Obi-Wan said to Luke, “For over a thousand generations, the Jedi Knights were the guardians of peace and justice in the Old Republic. Before the dark times. Before the Empire.” Did you know that over those millennia, legendary Jedi and infamous Sith Lords were adding their names to the annals of Republic history?
Yoda explained that the dreaded Sith tend to come in twos: “Always two, there are. No more, no less. A Master, and an apprentice.” But did you know that the Sith didn’t always exist in pairs? That at one time in the ancient Republic there were as many Sith as Jedi, until a Sith Lord named Darth Bane was the lone survivor of a great Sith war and created the “Rule of Two”?
All this and much, much more is brought to life in the many novels and comics of the Star Wars expanded universe. You’ve seen the movies and watched the cartoon. Now venture out into the wider worlds of Star Wars!
Turn the page or jump to the timeline of Star Wars novels to learn more.







ONE


AS FAR AS AHSOKA TANO WAS CONCERNED, THE ONLY THING worse than being up to her armpits in battle droids was waiting to find out just how long it would be before she was up to her armpits in battle droids. She hated waiting. But it seemed that war was all about waiting—at least, when it wasn’t about staring death in the face.
But I’m not scared. I’m not scared. I’m not scared. I’m not …
With Resolute out of rotation for a refit, she stood on the bridge of Indomitable, one of the next generation of cruisers to come out of the Allanteen VI shipyards. Cruisers that were faster and more responsive than ever before, thanks to her Master’s—what had the chief shipwright called it? Oh yes. Tinkering. Thanks to Anakin’s tinkering, the new vessels were a definite cut above the first Republic Cruisers that had rolled out of production for service in this war against Dooku and his Separatist Alliance.
The differences had been noted, and were talked about whenever and wherever military types crossed paths—in battle, in briefings, sharing some chitchat and a drink in this mess or that one, or even the occasional civilian bar. The Jedi who fought on the front lines were talking about them, too. Everyone who relied on the massive Republic warships knew that their odds of survival had increased because Jedi Knight Anakin Skywalker liked to muck about with machines—when he wasn’t busy being the scourge of the Separatists.
Anakin.
That’s how she thought of him now, after arduous months of fighting by his side, learning from him, saving him, and being saved by him. But she never called him that to his face. She couldn’t. The idea of saying Anakin felt more disrespectful than a cheeky nickname. Skyguy was familiar but it wasn’t  … intimate.
First names were intimate. They implied equality. But she and her Master weren’t equals. She suspected they never would be. She was pretty sure that no matter how hard she trained, how hard she tried, even after she’d passed the trials and been made a Jedi Knight, she would never come close to matching him as a Jedi.
How can I? He’s the Chosen One. He can do things that aren’t meant to be possible.
She snuck a sideways look at him, standing on the far side of Indomitable’s bridge in hushed conversation with Master Kenobi and Admiral Yularen. Letting down her habitual guard the tiniest bit, she prepared to stretch out her senses. To feel what he was feeling behind his carefully constructed mask. It wasn’t prying. She didn’t pry. As a Padawan it was her job—no, her duty—to make sure her Master was well. To be constantly attuned to his mood so she could anticipate his needs and more perfectly serve him. Since joining Anakin on Christophsis she’d lost count of the times that keeping a close eye on him had made the difference between success and failure. Life and death. Young she might be, and still in training, but she could do that. She was good at that.
Besides, once assigned to this man she’d made her own private and personal vow quite apart from the public oaths she’d sworn in the Jedi Temple.
I will not be the Padawan who gets the Chosen One killed.
Around her, the bridge crew conducted its military business with brisk efficiency. No chatter, since the admiral was present. When Yularen was elsewhere his officers sometimes indulged in a little gossip, a few jokes, a smattering of idle wartime speculation. Nothing detrimental to discipline, nothing untoward, just harmless camaraderie to help while away the tedium of days, like this one, when battle was yet to be joined and the void beyond the transparisteel viewports remained empty of enemy ships and impending slaughter.
She could hear, humming in the background, all the baffling hardware that made these warships possible. Sensor sweeps and multiphasic duo-diode relays and cognizant crystal interfaces and quasi-sentient droid links and—and stuff. So much stuff, and it made no sense to her. The slippery info-laneways of computers she could work with, but she didn’t possess any kind of knack for nuts-and-bolts-and-circuits machinery—constructing her own lightsaber had nearly given her a nosebleed. Anakin, on the other hand …
Machinery was meat and drink to Anakin. He loved it.
But she was letting herself become distracted, so she pushed those thoughts aside. Her immediate task was to ascertain what Anakin was feeling. That way she’d have a better idea of what to expect from him when the news they were waiting for at last came through … and an idea of how best to deal with him, once it did. Dealing with her Master’s sometimes overpowering emotions was becoming more and more a part of her duties—and as the war dragged on, and their losses piled up, that job wasn’t getting any easier.
He feels too much, too keenly. Maybe that’s what happens when you’ve got the highest midi-chlorian count in Jedi history. Maybe that’s the trade-off. You feel everything, so you’re brilliant. You feel everything, and it hurts.
Not that his emotions got in the way. At least, he didn’t think they did. And to be honest, she didn’t, either. At least not as often as some people thought. Like Master Kenobi, for example, who chided his former Padawan for taking crazy risks, for pushing himself too hard, for letting things matter too much and losing his carefully measured Jedi distance.
She didn’t always disagree. And sometimes, when Anakin had given her a really bad fright or when his mood became difficult, she wished she could chide him, too. But as a Padawan she had to find another way to let her Master know he’d gone too far. So she sassed him, or invented nicknames that were guaranteed to get under his skin. Sometimes she even deliberately flouted his wishes. Anything to break him free of sorrow or frustration or some bleak memory he refused to share. Anything to let him know, Hey, what you did then? That was stupid.
But mostly she kept her fears for him to herself, because all his bright and burning passion for justice, his reckless courage, his hunger for victory and his refusal to accept defeat—they were what made him Anakin. He wouldn’t be Anakin without his feelings. She knew that, she accepted that, no matter what Temple teachings said about the Jedi and their emotions.
And even though he scolds, I think Master Kenobi accepts it, too. He only scolds because he cares.
So … what was her brilliant, sometimes volatile Master feeling now?
Eyes drifted half closed, Ahsoka breathed out a soft sigh and let her growing Jedi awareness touch lightly upon him.
Impatience. Concern. Relief. Loneliness. Weariness. And grief, not yet healed.
Such a muddle of emotions. Such a weight on his shoulders. Months of brutal battle had left her drained and nearly numb, but it was worse for Anakin. He was a Jedi general with countless lives entrusted to his care, and every life damaged or lost he counted as a personal failure. For other people he found forgiveness; for himself there was none. For himself there was only anger at not meeting his own exacting standards.
Feeling helpless, she chewed at her lip. She didn’t know what she could do to make anything better for him. She couldn’t heal his grief for the clones who’d fallen under his command, or the civilians he’d been unable to save. She couldn’t make him less tired, or order him home to Coruscant where his mood always lightened. She couldn’t promise the war would end soon, with the Republic victorious.
At least he had Master Kenobi’s company for a little while. She was sure that accounted for his relief. They cheered each other up, those two. No matter how dire the straits, Anakin and Master Kenobi always managed to find a joke, a laugh, some way to ease the tension and pressure of the moment. Between the two men lay absolute trust. Absolute faith. Now, they were equals. On the outside, looking in, she couldn’t help feeling a little forlorn.
Will he ever feel that way about me? Will he ever believe in me the way he believes in Obi-Wan?
She opened her eyes to find Anakin looking at her. Though she’d tried so hard to be discreet, still he’d felt her sensing of him. She held her breath, expecting a reprimand. Anakin hated when she did this.
But no reprimand came. Instead her Master raised a tolerantly amused eyebrow at her … and in his eyes was a kind of tired appreciation. She felt herself shrug, a tiny twitch of one shoulder, and curved her lips into a small, rueful, I can’t help it smile.
He took a breath, he was going to say something—but then his head lifted. So did Master Kenobi’s. A few moments later she felt it, too: a sharp, almost painful tingle of awareness. Something was coming. And a few moments after that, the comm officer straightened in her chair and pressed a finger to the transceiver plugged into her ear.
“Sir—”
Admiral Yularen, lean and predatory as ever, and alerted already by the Jedi on either side of him, practically leapt for the comm station. “Lieutenant Avrey?”
The slight, blond officer danced her fingers over the ship’s comm panel, frowning, then gave a pleased nod. “Sir, I have an incoming message from the Jedi Council, Priority Alpha.”
“Recorded or real-time?”
The lieutenant checked. “Recorded, sir. Sent by triple-coded multiple-routed shortburst.”
Priority Alpha. Skin prickling, senses jittering, Ahsoka held her breath. This was it. This was what they’d been waiting for as they dangled idly out here for hours in the middle of nowhere, an empty stretch of space on the border between the Expansion Region and the galactic Mid Rim, parsecs from anywhere remotely civilized.
This is it.
Yularen’s nod was swift and grim. “Very good, Lieutenant. Master Kenobi?”
“I think we’ll take this one in the Battle Operations Room, Admiral,” Master Kenobi said. His voice was mild, completely unperturbed, as though an Alpha transmission from the Council came along once or twice a day … instead of only as a last-resort emergency.
Ahsoka eyed him with unbecoming envy. One of these years I’m going to be as untwitchy as him. “Masters—”
“Yes, Padawan, we means you,” said Anakin. “So what are you waiting for?”
She nearly said, An invitation. The smart remark was awfully tempting. He’d practically asked for it. But she held her tongue, because she was no longer that uncertain, mouthy Padawan who’d met her new Master in the midst of battle on Christophsis. She’d changed. Grown. Smart remarks at a time like this weren’t funny. They were disruptive and unhelpful and they made her mentor look bad.
She’d learned that lesson from Clone Captain Rex.
“Lieutenant,” said Admiral Yularen, sounding almost as calm as Master Kenobi. “Comm the captains of Pioneer and Coruscant Sky. Stand by for orders, battle alert.”
“Yes, Admiral,” said the comm officer. Color washed into her space-white face. All around the bridge the crew snapped to stricter attention. The scrubbed air tightened with a palpable anticipation.
Yularen flicked a tight smile at Anakin and Master Kenobi. “Lead the way, gentlemen.”
With an effort Ahsoka smoothed her expression into uncaring blandness, hating that Anakin and Master Kenobi could sense her true feelings. As her Jedi superiors and the admiral swept past her she fell into step behind them, lightsaber bouncing lightly against her hip. Her mouth was dry—how annoying. She’d seen plenty of action since the start of the war; surely she should be bored by this now. But no. Her body betrayed her with a dry mouth and a racing heart, and sweat slicking the skin between her shoulder blades.
Soon we’ll be fighting. And if I make a mistake I’ll get Anakin killed.
“Ahsoka,” said Anakin, not even looking over his shoulder. “How many times do I have to tell you? Our thoughts create our reality. Cut it out.”
He always knew. “Sorry, Master.”
It wasn’t far from the bridge to the Battle Operations Room, just one short corridor and a single flight of stairs. As soon as they were ranged around the broad central holodisplay table, Admiral Yularen toggled his comm to the bridge.
“Patch it through, Lieutenant.”
The holoimagers blinked on, bright blue-white light against the Battle Room’s muted illumination. The air above the holodisplay shivered, mirage-like, and then an image flickered, partially disintegrated, flickered again, and finally coalesced into a recognizable form.
Master Yoda.
“Confirmation we have, Master Kenobi, of the initial report,” said the Jedi Order’s most respected Master. “Misled the Special Operations Brigade was not. A target have Dooku and Grievous made of Kothlis and its spynet facility. In Republic hands must they remain, for compromised the Mid Rim cannot be. Once the strength of the enemy you have determined, call for reinforcements you can if defeating Grievous without them is not possible. But contact the Council in real time do not until Kothlis you have reached. Stealth and secrecy are our most potent weapons. Use them wisely. May the Force be with you.”
Master Yoda’s image winked out.
“Well,” said Master Kenobi, breaking the tense silence. “This is going to be interesting.”
Anakin frowned. “What reinforcements? Our people are scattered from one side of the Republic to the other.”
“Coryx Moth is on patrol near Falleen, is she not? That’s the closest—”
“One ship?” Anakin shook his head. “Obi-Wan—”
“It’s better than nothing, Anakin.”
Anakin didn’t think so, if the look on his face was anything to go by. He scowled at Master Kenobi and Master Kenobi stared back, his expression unreadable.
“I’m sorry, but Master Yoda’s message is too cryptic for my tastes,” said Admiral Yularen. One narrow finger stroked his mustache, a sure sign he was uneasy. “Bitter experience has taught us we can’t attack Grievous with anything less than overwhelming force. Not if we wish to finish him once and for all—and avoid a catastrophic level of loss on our side.”
“And in an ideal galaxy we would have that overwhelming force at our disposal,” said Master Kenobi, arms decisively folded. “Alas, Admiral, this galaxy of ours is far from ideal. And cryptic or not, we have our orders. Yoda’s right—we must keep Kothlis out of Separatist hands.”
“I know that,” said Yularen curtly. “But the notion we can’t call for support until we’re in the thick of the fight? We all know that’ll likely be too late.”
“True,” said Anakin, stirring out of somber thought. “But we’ll have to live with it. In fact—” He shot the admiral a dark look. “I think we’ll have to think twice about calling for help at all. Because if someone does come to our aid, it means somewhere else gets left undefended.”
Yularen bristled. “What? You want me to risk this battle group—three cruisers—against—”
“I beat him with three cruisers last time,” said Anakin, deceptively mild.
“I know!” Yularen retorted. “And that would be my point, General Skywalker. Grievous isn’t stupid. He learns from his mistakes. He’s going to make sure he has more than enough firepower to easily take us down! I’m not prepared to risk—”
“I’m sorry, Admiral,” said Master Kenobi, still calm. “But I’m afraid you might have to. Anakin’s made a good point. What we’d prefer hardly factors in to this. We simply don’t have spare battle groups idling about.”
Abandoning his mustache, Yularen drummed his fingers on the edge of the holodisplay table, angrily resentful of the cold, hard facts. “I know. I know. I’m just—” He sighed. “I don’t like it. That’s all I’m saying.”
“We should comm Grievous, then,” said Anakin, his eyes glittering in the dull light. “Let him know his plans are inconvenient. Ask him to make sure he only sends in a couple of—”
“Anakin,” said Master Kenobi quietly.
“Sorry,” said Anakin, and made a visible effort to relax his gloved prosthetic hand. “I’m a bit … on edge.”
Ahsoka looked at him from under lowered lashes, feeling his agitation as a hot breeze blowing over her skin. No kidding.
“So,” her Master added. “I guess now we head for Kothlis.”
“Without further delay,” said Master Kenobi. “Admiral?”
Yularen nodded, his face grave. Resigned now to what had to be done, no matter how hard he found it. “Agreed. And with any luck we’ll beat Grievous to the punch and be waiting for him. Even the smallest advantage might make the difference for us.” He toggled the comm button again. “Lieutenant Avrey? We have a mission.”
While Yularen relayed battle group orders with staccato speed, Master Kenobi drew Anakin aside with a glance. “I suggest we play to our strengths on this one, Anakin,” he said, his voice low. “If we do reach Kothlis and find that Grievous has stolen a march on us, it’s likely we’ll be looking at both air and ground assaults. Should that prove to be the case, I suggest you lead the fighter squadrons and I’ll take care of the ground assault with Captain Rex and our clone trooper companies.”
Anakin almost had his edginess under control. Just a hint of disquiet churned in him now, like water on the brink of boiling. “And if we’ve stolen a march on him?”
“In that case,” said Master Kenobi, his expression fastidious with distaste, “I shall join you in leading the fighters against Grievous’s pilots.”
Ahsoka watched them exchange quick smiles, then cleared her throat. “Um—Masters? What about me?”
They stared at her, startled, as though for a moment they’d forgotten she existed. In the silence she heard—felt—the shift in the warship’s sublight drives as they broke their stationary position, getting ready for the hyperjump to Kothlis. Washing in its wake, the subliminal buzz through the Force as every sentient being on all three cruisers accepted the reality of imminent battle. Possible death. It was a song sung without words, in a minor key. Haunting. Sorrowful. Shot through with stark courage.
“You, Ahsoka?” said Anakin, blinking himself free of the same thing she was feeling. “If it comes to a ground assault, you’ll fight with Obi-Wan and Rex. And if it doesn’t, you’ll stay here on Indomitable.”
Stay behind? While he threw himself heedless into danger? “But—”
Anakin’s eyes narrowed dangerously. “Don’t argue.”
Not fair, not fair, she raged in silence.
“Ahsoka …” Anakin gentled his tone. “This isn’t about your competence. I know what you can do. But we have plenty of pilots. Your skills will be better utilized here.”
“Master Skywalker’s right,” said Admiral Yularen. Finished giving his orders, he was unabashedly listening in. “If you do remain aboard ship, there’ll be a tactical targeting array with your name on it.” He unbent far enough to offer her a small, not unsympathetic smile. “I’ve yet to meet a Jedi who couldn’t outsense our best sensors.”
“But it’s more likely you’ll be needed on the ground,” added Master Kenobi. “With me. I do hope the prospect’s not unbearable, Padawan.”
He was being sarcastic. She felt her cheeks burn. Anakin was watching her closely. If she protested again, she’d disappoint him.
“Not unbearable at all, Master Kenobi,” she said, staring at the deck. “Serving by your side is always an honor.” She risked glancing up. “It’s only—”
“I know,” said Master Kenobi, more kindly. “You worry for Anakin’s safety. But there’s no need. And now the subject is closed.” He turned to Yularen. “What’s our estimated jump time to Kothlis?”
“Thirty-eight standard minutes,” said the admiral. “I’m dropping us out of hyperspace just inside sensor range of their spynet. Close enough for us to contact them, and to sweep for Sep ships if we have beaten Grievous there.”
“Our own intelligence agents will have alerted the Kothlis Bothans to the danger they’re in,” said Anakin, frowning again. “For all the good it’ll do them. Without a standing army or space fleet of their own, they’re ripe for plucking.” His gloved prosthetic hand clenched. “I should’ve seen this coming. I should’ve known Grievous wouldn’t forgive or forget the insult of losing to me at Bothawui. This is a rematch—and you know he’s itching for the fight. If we lose Kothlis to him—if he manages to breach the Mid Rim …”
“Don’t let your thoughts run ahead to disaster, Anakin,” said Master Kenobi sharply. “As you say, you defeated Grievous once. There’s no reason to think you—we—can’t defeat him again.”
Anakin’s chin lifted at the reprimand. Ahsoka, watching him, felt her breath hitch, felt the flash of fury sizzle through him. And then he relaxed, pulling a wry face.
“Sorry,” he said. “You’re right. I should know better.”
“Thirty-eight minutes,” said Master Kenobi, his eyes warm now. “Give or take. Just enough time, I think, for a little pre-battle meditation. You’re not the only one who’s feeling a trifle on edge, my friend. I could do with some refocusing myself.”
“You?” Anakin’s eyebrows shot up. “I find that hard to believe.”
Master Kenobi rested his hand briefly on Anakin’s shoulder. “Believe it, Anakin. You know how much I hate to fly.”
“I think you just say that,” Anakin retorted, grinning. “You couldn’t be such a good pilot if you hated flying as much as you claim.”
Master Kenobi grimaced. “Trust me, if I’m a good pilot it’s out of a well-developed sense of self-preservation. As far as I’m concerned, Anakin, anyone who actually enjoys flying is in serious need of therapeutic counseling.”
Anakin was struggling not to laugh. “If you’re not careful I’ll tell Gold Squadron you said that. So—are we going to navel-gaze or aren’t we?”
“Please excuse us, Admiral,” said Master Kenobi, the amusement dying out of his face. “And look for us on the bridge ten minutes before the battle group drops out of hyperspace.”
Admiral Yularen nodded. “Of course, General. In the meantime I’ll have the fighters and gunships prepped for flight.”
“Ahsoka,” said Anakin, as Master Kenobi headed for the Battle Room’s closed hatch. “Make yourself useful and give Rex the heads-up, will you? Run through the pre-battle routine with him and his men. Half of Torrent Company’s still a bit green. They’ll settle with you there.”
Under his careless confidence, she sensed a hint of that unhealed grief. The loss of greenies Vere and Ince during the Jan-Fathal mission … the loss of other Torrent Company clones since then … his pain was like a kiplin-burr, burrowed deep in his flesh. Anakin had a bad habit of nursing those wounds, and no matter what she said, tactfully, no matter what Master Kenobi said without any tact at all, nothing made a difference. He hurt for them, and always would.
“Yes, Master,” she said. She waited for him to leave so she could sprint to midships and let Rex know that like as not they’d soon be going into battle together. Again.
“SO, WHAT’S THE SKINNY, little’un?” Rex asked, as Ahsoka skidded into the mess hall. “Since we’re on the move at last, have we got that clanker Grievous in our sights?”
“Sort of,” she said, dropping into a spare chair beside Checkers, one of Torrent Company’s latest additions. “We’ve confirmed the preliminary intel—he’s definitely after Kothlis. Now it’s a race to see who gets there first.”
Rex’s perfect teeth bared in a feral smile. “Ah. Then it’s game on.”
The crowded barracks mess hall erupted into muttering and exclamation. Force-sensing from habit, Ahsoka tasted the clones’ swirling emotions. A little caution. A lot of excitement. At first she’d thought the Republic’s clone soldiers welcomed battle because they had no choice—because they’d been genetically programmed to fight and not question that duty. But while that was an uncomfortable truth, one she found herself wrestling with more and more as the war dragged on, it was also true that most of the clones she knew enjoyed combat—and not because some Kaminoan scientist had tweaked a test tube and made sure they would. No. They enjoyed winning. Outsmarting the enemy. Liberating citizens who were being used as pawns by Count Dooku, and Nute Gunray, and the other shadowy leaders of the Separatist Alliance.
Was it so hard to believe, really? Saving the innocent—that did feel good. Besting—or surviving—lethal foes like Asajj Ventress? Like Grievous? That felt good, too. She knew Anakin and Master Kenobi deplored this war, deplored the senseless loss of life, the suffering … but she wasn’t blind. She’d seen in their faces the exhilaration that came with victory. It was no less real than their grief when lives were lost. She’d felt it, too. She’d celebrated when vicious, venal beings were defeated.
It’s so complicated. If war is wrong, how come we can find moments of pleasure and triumph in it? Isn’t there something … twisted … in that?
Disturbed by the thought, she heard herself whimper in her throat, just a little bit. And that alarmed her so much she crushed the notion, savagely. Little fool. It was exactly the wrong thing to be thinking when they were racing through hyperspace to confront that monster Grievous and save the helpless people of Kothlis from Separatist enslavement—or worse.
Ahsoka Tano, you know better.
Rex was deep in conversation with Sergeant Coric, so she turned to Checkers. He might be a newcomer to Torrent Company, but he wasn’t a greenie clone. The deep scarring on his right cheek attested to previous combat experience … as did that certain glint in his eye. The same glint she sometimes saw in Rex, and Coric, and any number of Torrent Company’s men. It set them apart as soldiers who’d been fought to a standstill, who’d stared down death—and survived.
Checkers felt her gaze on him and looked up. “Ma’am?”
She blinked. “Oh, I’m not a ma’am.”
“What, then?” said Checkers, with a wry half smile. “Something tells me I won’t get away with little’un.”
“You can call me Ahsoka,” she said, charmed. “Everyone else does.”
“Ahsoka it is, then,” he replied. “Togruta, aren’t you?”
“That’s right. Checkers, can I ask how you got here? I mean, how did you get assigned to Torrent Company?”
Checkers flicked a glance at his fellow clones talking among themselves in the mess hall, pursed his lips for a moment, then seemed to reach a decision. His face relaxed, and his shoulders settled. “I requested the transfer. Used to be in Laser Company, under General Fisto.”
Oh. “Is that when you were wounded?” she asked, her voice small. “In the Kessel encounter?”
His fingers came up, touching lightly to the bubbled scarring under his eye. “That’s right.”
“I knew there was only one clone survivor, but I didn’t realize that was you.”
He shrugged. “No reason you should. You weren’t here when I joined Torrent, and there’s no point talking about it. Can’t undo what happened.”
“But there’s still a Laser Company, isn’t there?” she said, frowning. “I thought Master Fisto—”
“There is,” said Checkers, with another shrug. “But I wanted a clean break. After they got through patching me up at the clone medfacility, they offered me a posting of my choice.”
“And you chose Torrent Company?” Charmed all over again, she couldn’t help smiling, even though his terse story covered a chasm of pain and loss. “Don’t get me wrong, I’m glad, but—why?”
“Not because I blamed General Fisto,” Checkers said quickly. “Don’t think that, Ahsoka.” His dark-eyed gaze shifted and came to rest on Rex, still talking logistics with Sergeant Coric. “The truth is I want to survive this war. That means serving under the best officer I can find.”
Checkers was keeping his voice down, but Rex still heard that last comment. Startled, he broke off whatever he was saying to Coric and shifted in his chair. Seeing and feeling his barely muffled astonishment, Ahsoka grinned. It wasn’t easy to rattle Rex … and she did find it comforting to know he could be rattled. At least when they weren’t on the front lines, facing death.
“Stow the chatter,” he snapped. “We’re on the chrono.”
Silence claimed the mess hall, abrupt as a cut comlink. Ahsoka winced at the suddenly ratcheted tension buzzing through the Force like a vibroblade. It made her teeth ache and her vision blur.
“Ahsoka,” Rex added, skewering her with his most direct, no-nonsense stare. “What’s our ETA at Kothlis?”
She checked her almost infallible Jedi time-sense. “Twenty-three minutes, Captain.”
“Ground assault’s confirmed?”
“Not confirmed, but highly possible. If the Seps have beaten us there and started an invasion of Kothlis, General Kenobi will handle the counteroffensive while my Master and Shadow Company clear the skies.”
Rex nodded. “That means you’re with us? Good.” His gaze swept the hall. “Then we need to gear up. Torrent Company—get to work!”
Within a heartbeat the mood changed again. Lingering anxiety and uncertainty disappeared in a wave of purposeful action as Rex’s men began the familiar countdown to combat.
Because she couldn’t help with that, because she couldn’t do anything now but wait, Ahsoka got out of the way. She perched herself in a corner and tried, like Anakin, to calm herself with meditation. Which was fine, mostly—except one thought kept intruding, over and over.
May the Force be with us. And please, please, don’t let my actions get any of these clones killed.



THE OLD REPUBLIC
(5,000–33 YEARS BEFORE STAR WARS: A NEW
HOPE)
Long—long—ago in a galaxy far, far away … some twenty-five thousand years before Luke Skywalker destroyed the first Death Star at the Battle of Yavin in Star Wars: A New Hope … a large number of star systems and species in the center of the galaxy came together to form the Galactic Republic, governed by a Chancellor and a Senate from the capital city-world of Coruscant. As the Republic expanded via the hyperspace lanes, it absorbed new member worlds from newly discovered star systems; it also expanded its military to deal with the hostile civilizations, slavers, pirates, and gangster-species such as the slug-like Hutts that were encountered in the outward exploration. But the most vital defenders of the Republic were the Jedi Knights. Originally a reclusive order dedicated to studying the mysteries of the life energy known as the Force, the Jedi became the Republic’s guardians, charged by the Senate with keeping the peace—with wise words if possible; with lightsabers if not.
But the Jedi weren’t the only Force-users in the galaxy. An ancient civil war had pitted those Jedi who used the Force selflessly against those who allowed themselves to be ruled by their ambitions—which the Jedi warned led to the dark side of the Force. Defeated in that long-ago war, the dark siders fled beyond the galactic frontier, where they built a civilization of their own: the Sith Empire.
The first great conflict between the Republic and the Sith Empire occurred when two hyperspace explorers stumbled on the Sith worlds, giving the Sith Lord Naga Sadow and his dark side warriors a direct invasion route into the Republic’s central worlds. This war resulted in the first destruction of the Sith Empire—but it was hardly the last. For the next four thousand years, skirmishes between the Republic and Sith grew into wars, with the scales always tilting toward one or the other, and peace never lasting. The galaxy was a place of almost constant strife: Sith armies against Republic armies; Force-using Sith Lords against Jedi Masters and Jedi Knights; and the dreaded nomadic mercenaries called Mandalorians bringing muscle and firepower wherever they stood to gain.
Then, a thousand years before A New Hope and the Battle of Yavin, the Jedi defeated the Sith at the Battle of Ruusan, decimating the so-called Brotherhood of Darkness that was the heart of the Sith Empire—and most of its power.
One Sith Lord survived—Darth Bane—and his vision for the Sith differed from that of his predecessors. He instituted a new doctrine: No longer would the followers of the dark side build empires or amass great armies of Force-users. There would be only two Sith at a time: a Master and an apprentice. From that time on, the Sith remained in hiding, biding their time and plotting their revenge, while the rest of the galaxy enjoyed an unprecedented era of peace, so long and strong that the Republic eventually dismantled its standing armies.
But while the Republic seemed strong, its institutions had begun to rot. Greedy corporations sought profits above all else and a corrupt Senate did nothing to stop them, until the corporations reduced many planets to raw materials for factories and entire species became subjects for exploitation. Individual Jedi continued to defend the Republic’s citizens and obey the will of the Force, but the Jedi Order to which they answered grew increasingly out of touch. And a new Sith mastermind, Darth Sidious, at last saw a way to restore Sith domination over the galaxy and its inhabitants, and quietly worked to set in motion the revenge of the Sith …
If you’re a reader new to the Old Republic era, here are three great starting points:
• The Old Republic: Deceived, by Paul S. Kemp: Kemp tells the tale of the Republic’s betrayal by the Sith Empire, and features Darth Malgus, an intriguing, complicated villain.
• Knight Errant, by John Jackson Miller: Alone in Sith territory, the headstrong Jedi Kerra Holt seeks to thwart the designs of an eccentric clan of fearsome, powerful, and bizarre Sith Lords.
• Darth Bane: Path of Destruction, by Drew Karpyshyn: A portrait of one of the most famous Sith Lords, from his horrifying childhood to an adulthood spent in the implacable pursuit of vengeance.
Read on for an excerpt from a Star Wars novel set in the Old Republic era.







CHAPTER 1
SHIGAR KONSHI FOLLOWED the sound of blasterfire through Coruscant’s old districts. He never stumbled, never slipped, never lost his way, even through lanes that were narrow and crowded with years of detritus that had settled slowly from the levels above. Cables and signs swayed overhead, hanging so low in places that Shigar was forced to duck beneath them. Tall and slender, with one blue chevron on each cheek, the Jedi apprentice moved with grace and surety surprising for his eighteen years.
At the core of his being, however, he seethed. Master Nikil Nobil’s decision had cut no less deeply for being delivered by hologram from the other side of the galaxy.
“The High Council finds Shigar Konshi unready for Jedi trials.”
The decision had shocked him, but Shigar knew better than to speak. The last thing he wanted to do was convey the shame and resentment he felt in front of the Council.
“Tell him why,” said Grand Master Satele Shan, standing at his side with hands folded firmly before her. She was a full head shorter than Shigar but radiated an indomitable sense of self. Even via holoprojector, she made Master Nobil, an immense Thisspiasian with full ceremonial beard, shift uncomfortably on his tail.
“We—that is, the Council—regard your Padawan’s training as incomplete.”
Shigar flushed. “In what way, Master Nobil?”
His Master silenced him with a gentle but irresistible telepathic nudge. “He is close to attaining full mastery,” she assured the Council. “I am certain that it is only a matter of time.”
“A Jedi Knight is a Jedi Knight in all respects,” said the distant Master. “There are no exceptions, even for you.”
Master Satele nodded her acceptance of the decision. Shigar bit his tongue. She said she believed in him, so why did she not overrule the decision? She didn’t have to submit to the Council. If he weren’t her Padawan, would she have spoken up for him then?
His unsettled feelings were not hidden as well as he would have liked.
“Your lack of self-control reveals itself in many ways,” said Master Nobil to him in a stern tone. “Take your recent comments to Senator Vuub regarding the policies of the Resource Management Council. We may all agree that the Republic’s handling of the current crisis is less than perfect, but anything short of the utmost political discipline is unforgivable at this time. Do you understand?”
Shigar bowed his head. He should’ve known that the slippery Neimoidian was after more than just his opinion when she’d sidled up to him and flattered him with praise. When the Empire had invaded Coruscant, it had only handed the world back to the Republic in exchange for a large number of territorial concessions elsewhere. Ever since then, supply lines had been strained. That Shigar was right, and the RMC a hopelessly corrupt mess, putting the lives of billions at risk from something much worse than war—starvation, disease, disillusionment—simply didn’t count in some circles.
Master Nobil’s forbidding visage softened. “You are naturally disappointed. I understand. Know that the Grand Master has spoken strongly in favor of you for a long time. In all respects but this one do we defer to her judgment. She cannot sway our combined decision, but she has drawn our attention. We will be watching your progress closely, with high expectations.”
The holoconference had ended there, and Shigar felt the same conflicted emptiness in the depths of Coruscant as he had then. Unready?
High expectations? The Council was playing a game with him—or so it felt—batting him backward and forward like a felinx in a cage. Would he ever be free to follow his own path?
Master Satele understood his feelings better than he did. “Go for a walk,” she had told him, putting a hand on each shoulder and holding his gaze long enough to make sure he understood her intentions. She was giving him an opportunity to cool down, not dismissing him. “I need to talk to Supreme Commander Stantorrs anyway. Let’s meet later in Union Cloisters.”
“Yes, Master.”
And so he was walking and stewing. Somewhere inside him, he knew, had to be the strength to rise above this temporary setback, the discipline to bring the last threads of his talent into a unified design. But on this occasion, his instincts were leading him away from stillness, not toward it.
The sound of blasterfire grew louder ahead of him.
Shigar stopped in an alley that stank like a woodoo’s leavings. A swinging light flashed fitfully on and off in the level above, casting rubbish and rot in unwanted relief. An ancient droid watched with blinking red eyes from a filthy niche, rusted fingers protectively gathering wires and servos back into its gaping chest plate. The cold war with the Empire was being conducted far away from this alley and its unhappy resident, but its effects were keenly felt. If he wanted to be angry at the state of the Republic, he couldn’t have chosen a better place for it.
The shooting intensified. His hand reached for the grip of his lightsaber.
There is no emotion, he told himself. There is only peace.
But how could there be peace without justice? What did the Jedi Council, sitting comfortably in their new Temple on Tython, know about that?
The sound of screams broke him out of his contemplative trance. Between one heartbeat and the next he was gone, the emerald fire of his lightsaber lingering a split instant behind him, brilliant in the gloom.
LARIN MOXLA PAUSED to tighten the belly strap on her armor. The wretched thing kept coming loose, and she didn’t want to take any chances. Until the justicars got there, she was the only thing standing between the Black Sun gangsters and the relatively innocent residents of Gnawer’s Roost. It sounded like half of it had been shot to pieces already.
Satisfied that nothing too vulnerable was exposed, she peered out from cover and hefted her modified snub rifle. Illegal on Coruscant except for elite special forces commandos, it featured a powerful sniper sight, which she trained on the Black Sun safehouse. The main entrance was deserted, and there was no sign of the roof guard. That was unexpected. Still the blasterfire came from within the fortified building. Could it be a trap of some kind?
Wishing as always that she had backup, she lowered the rifle and lifted her helmeted head into full view. No one took a potshot at her. No one even noticed her. The only people she could see were locals running for cover. But for the commotion coming from within, the street could have been completely deserted.
Trap or no trap, she decided to get closer. Rattling slightly, and ignoring the places where her secondhand armor chafed, Larin hustled low and fast from cover to cover until she was just meters from the front entrance. The weapons-fire was deafening now, and screaming came with it. She tried to identify the weapons. Blaster pistols and rifles of several different makes; at least one floor-mounted cannon; two or three vibrosaws; and beneath all that, a different sound. A roaring, as of superheated gases jetting violently through a nozzle.
A flamethrower.
No gang she’d heard of used fire. The risk of a blaze spreading everywhere was too high. Only someone from outside would employ a weapon like that. Only someone who didn’t care what damage he left in his wake.
Something exploded in an upper room, sending a shower of bricks and dust into the street. Larin ducked instinctively, but the wall held. If it had collapsed, she would have been buried under meters of rubble.
Her left hand wanted to count down, and she let it. It felt wrong otherwise. Moving in—in three … two … one …
Silence fell.
She froze. It was as though someone had pulled a switch. One minute, nine kinds of chaos had been unfolding inside the building. Now there was nothing.
She pulled her hand in, countdown forgotten. She wasn’t going anywhere until she knew what had just happened and who was involved.
Something collapsed inside the building. Larin gripped her rifle more tightly. Footsteps crunched toward the entrance. One set of feet: that was all.
She stood up in full view of the entrance, placed herself side-on to reduce the target she made, and trained her rifle on the darkened doorway.
The footsteps came closer—unhurried, confident, heavy. Very heavy.
The moment she saw movement in the doorway, she cried out in a firm voice, “Hold it right there.”
Booted feet assumed a standing position. Armored shins in metallic gray and green.
“Move slowly forward, into the light.”
The owner of the legs took one step, then two, revealing a Mandalorian so tall his helmeted head brushed the top of the doorway.
“That’s far enough.”
“For what?”
Larin maintained her cool in the face of that harsh, inhuman voice, although it was difficult. She’d seen Mandalorians in action before, and she knew how woefully equipped she was to deal with one now. “For you to tell me what you were doing in there.”
The domed head inclined slightly. “I was seeking information.”
“So you’re a bounty hunter?”
“Does it matter what I am?”
“It does when you’re messing up my people.”
“You do not look like a member of the Black Sun syndicate.”
“I never said I was.”
“You haven’t said you aren’t, either.” The massive figure shifted slightly, finding a new balance. “I’m seeking information concerning a woman called Lema Xandret.”
“Never heard of her.”
“Are you certain of that?”
“I thought I was the one asking questions here.”
“You thought wrong.”
The Mandalorian raised one arm to point at her. A hatch in his sleeve opened, revealing the flamethrower she’d heard in action earlier. She steadied her grip and tried desperately to remember where the weak points on Mandalorian armor were—if there were any …
“Don’t,” said a commanding voice to her left.
Larin glanced automatically and saw a young man in robes standing with one hand raised in the universal stop signal.
The sight of him dropped her guard momentarily.
A sheet of powerful flame roared at her. She ducked, and it seared the air bare millimeters over her head.
She let off a round that ricocheted harmlessly from the Mandalorian’s chest plate and rolled for cover. It was hard to say what surprised her more: a Jedi down deep in the bowels of Coruscant, or the fact that he had the facial tattoos of a Kiffu native, just like she did.
SHIGAR TOOK IN THE confrontation with a glance. He’d never fought a Mandalorian before, but he had been carefully instructed in the art by his Master. They were dangerous, very dangerous, and he almost had second thoughts about taking this one on. Even together, he and a single battered-looking soldier would hardly be sufficient.
Then flame arced across the head of the soldier, and his instincts took over. The soldier ducked for cover with admirable speed. Shigar lunged forward, lightsaber raised to slash at the net that inevitably headed his way. The whine of the suit’s jetpack drowned out the angry sizzling of Shigar’s blade as he cut himself free. Before the Mandalorian had gained barely a meter of altitude, Shigar Force-pushed him sideways into the building beside him, thereby crushing off the jet’s exhaust vent.
With a snarl, the Mandalorian landed heavily on both feet and fired two darts in quick succession, both aimed at Shigar’s face. Shigar deflected them and moved closer, dancing lightly on his feet. From a distance, he was at a disadvantage. Mandalorians were masters of ranged weaponry, and would do anything to avoid hand-to-hand combat except in one of their infamous gladiatorial pits. If he could get near enough to strike—with the soldier maintaining a distracting cover fire—he might just get lucky …
A rocket exploded above his head, then another. They weren’t aimed at him, but at the city’s upper levels. Rubble rained down on him, forcing him to protect his head. The Mandalorian took advantage of that slight distraction to dive under his guard and grip him tight about the throat. Shigar’s confusion was complete—but Mandalorians weren’t supposed to fight at close quarters! Then he was literally flying through the air, hurled by his assailant’s vast physical strength into a wall.
He landed on both feet, stunned but recovering quickly, and readied himself for another attack.
The Mandalorian ran three long steps to his right, leaping one-two-three onto piles of rubbish and from there onto a roof. More rockets arced upward, tearing through the ferrocrete columns of a monorail. Slender spears of metal warped and fell toward Shigar and the soldier. Only with the greatest exertion of the Force that Shigar could summon was he able to deflect them into the ground around them, where they stuck fast, quivering.
“He’s getting away!”
The soldier’s cry was followed by another explosion. A grenade hurled behind the escaping Mandalorian destroyed much of the roof in front of him and sent a huge black mushroom rising into the air. Shigar dived cautiously through it, expecting an ambush, but found the area clear on the far side. He turned in a full circle, banishing the smoke with one out-thrust push.
The Mandalorian was gone. Up, down, sideways—there was no way to tell which direction he had chosen to flee. Shigar reached out through the Force. His heart still hammered, but his breathing was steady and shallow. He felt nothing.
The soldier became visible through the smoke just steps away, moving forward in a cautious crouch. She straightened and planted her feet wide apart. The snout of her rifle targeted him, and for a moment Shigar thought she might actually fire.
“I lost him,” he said, unhappily acknowledging their failure.
“Not your fault,” she said, lowering the rifle. “We did our best.”
“Where did he come from?” he asked.
“I thought it was just the usual Black Sun bust-up,” she said, indicating the destroyed building. “Then he walked out.”
“Why did he attack you?”
“Beats me. Maybe he assumed I was a justicar.”
“You’re not one?”
“No. I don’t like their methods. And they’ll be here soon, so you should get out of here before they decide you’re responsible for all this.”
That was good advice, he acknowledged to himself. The bloodthirsty militia controlling the lower levels was a law unto itself, one that didn’t take kindly to incursions on their territory.
“Let’s see what happened here, first,” he said, moving toward the smoke-blackened doorway with lightsaber at the ready.
“Why? It’s not your problem.”
Shigar didn’t answer that. Whatever was going on here, neither of them could just walk away from it. He sensed that she would be relieved not to be heading into the building alone.
Together they explored the smoking, shattered ruins. Weapons and bodies lay next to one another in equal proportions. Clearly, the inhabitants had taken up arms against the interloper, and in turn every one of them had died. That was grisly, but not surprising. Mandalorians didn’t disapprove of illegals per se, but they did take poorly to being shot at.
On the upper floor, Shigar stopped, sensing something living among the carnage. He raised a hand, cautioning the soldier to proceed more slowly, just in case someone thought they were coming to finish the job. She glided smoothly ahead of him, heedless of danger and with her weapon at the ready. He followed soundlessly in her wake, senses tingling.
They found a single survivor huddled behind a shattered crate, a Nawtolan with blaster burns down much of one side and a dart wound to his neck, lying in a pool of his own blood. The blood was spreading fast. He looked up as Shigar bent over him to check his wounds. What Shigar couldn’t tourniquet he could cauterize, but he would have to move fast to have any chance at all.
“Dao Stryver.” The Nautolan’s voice was a guttural growl, not helped by the damage to his throat. “Came out of nowhere.”
“The Mandalorian?” said the soldier. “Is that who you’re talking about?”
The Nautolan nodded. “Dao Stryver. Wanted what we had. Wouldn’t give it to him.”
The soldier took off her helmet. She was surprisingly young, with short dark hair, a strong jaw, and eyes as green as Shigar’s lightsaber. Most startling were the distinctive black markings of Clan Moxla tattooed across her dirty cheeks.
“What did you have, exactly?” she pressed the Nautolan.
The Nautolan’s eyes rolled up into his head. “Cinzia,” he coughed, spraying dark blood across the front of her armor. “Cinzia.”
“And that is … ?” she asked, leaning close as his breathing failed. “Hold on—help’s coming—just hold on!”
Shigar leaned back. There was nothing he could do, not without a proper medpac. The Nautolan had said his last.
“I’m sorry,” he said.
“You’ve no reason to be,” she said, staring down at her hands. “He was a member of the Black Sun, probably a murderer himself.”
“Does that make him evil? Lack of food might have done that, or medicine for his family, or a thousand other things.”
“Bad choices don’t make bad people. Right. But what else do we have to go on down here? Sometimes you have to make a stand, even if you can’t tell who the bad guys are anymore.”
A desperately fatigued look crossed her face, then, and Shigar thought that he understood her a little better. Justice was important, and so was the way people defended it, even if that meant fighting alone sometimes.
“My name is Shigar,” he said in a calming voice.
“Nice to meet you, Shigar,” she said, brightening. “And thanks. You probably saved my life back there.”
“I can’t take any credit for that. I’m sure he didn’t consider either of us worthy opponents.”
“Or maybe he worked out that we didn’t know anything about what he was looking for in the safehouse. Lema Xandret: that was the name he used on me. Ever heard of it?”
“No. Not Cinzia, either.”
She rose to her feet in one movement and cocked her rifle onto her back. “Larin, by the way.”
Her grip was surprisingly strong. “Our clans were enemies, once,” Shigar said.
“Ancient history is the least of our troubles. We’d better move out before the justicars get here.”
He looked around him, at the Nautolan, the other bodies, and the wrecked building. Dao Stryver. Lema Xandret. Cinzia.
“I’m going to talk to my Master,” he said. “She should know there’s a Mandalorian making trouble on Coruscant.”
“All right,” she said, hefting her helmet. “Lead the way.”
“You’re coming with me?”
“Never trust a Konshi. That’s what my mother always said. And if we’re going to stop a war between Dao Stryver and the Black Sun, we have to do it right. Right?”
He barely caught her smile before it disappeared behind her helmet.
“Right,” he said.



RISE OF THE EMPIRE
(33–0 YEARS BEFORE STAR WARS: A NEW HOPE)
This is the era of the Star Wars prequel films, in which Darth Sidious’s schemes lead to the devastating Clone Wars, the betrayal and destruction of the Jedi Order, and the Republic’s transformation into the Empire. It also begins the tragic story of Anakin Skywalker, the boy identified by the Jedi as the Chosen One of ancient prophecy, the one destined to bring balance to the Force. But, as seen in the movies, Anakin’s passions lead him to the dark side, and he becomes the legendary masked and helmeted villain Darth Vader.
Before his fall, however, Anakin spends many years being trained as a Jedi by Obi-Wan Kenobi. When the Clone Wars break out, pitting the Republic against the secessionist Trade Federation, Anakin becomes a war hero and one of the galaxy’s greatest Jedi Knights. But his love for the Naboo Queen and Senator Padmé Amidala, and his friendship with Supreme Chancellor Palpatine—secretly known as the Sith Lord Darth Sidious—will be his undoing …
If you’re a reader looking to jump into the Rise of the Empire era, here are five great starting points:
• Labyrinth of Evil, by James Luceno: Luceno’s tale of the last days of the Clone Wars is equal parts compelling detective story and breakneck adventure, leading directly into the beginning of Star Wars: Episode III Revenge of the Sith.
• Revenge of the Sith, by Matthew Stover: This masterfully written novelization fleshes out the on-screen action of Episode III, delving deeply into everything from Anakin’s internal struggle and the politics of the dying Republic to the intricacies of lightsaber combat.
• Republic Commando: Hard Contact, by Karen Traviss: The first of the Republic Commando books introduces us to a band of clone soldiers, their trainers, and the Jedi generals who lead them, mixing incisive character studies with a deep understanding of the lives of soldiers at war.
• Death Troopers, by Joe Schreiber: A story of horror aboard a Star Destroyer that you’ll need to read with the lights on. Supporting roles by Han Solo and his Wookiee sidekick, Chewbacca, are just icing on the cake.
• The Han Solo Adventures, by Brian Daley: Han and Chewie come to glorious life in these three swashbuckling tales of smuggling, romance, and danger in the early days before they meet Luke and Leia.
Read on for an excerpt from a Star Wars novel set in the Rise of the Empire era.
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SCRAMBLE LINE ENCRYPTED
STAND BY STAND BY
GEONOSIS FORWARD CONTROL TO FLEET SUPPORT, ORD MANTELL.
PREPARE TO RECEIVE CASEVAC TRANSPORT. MED TRIAGE TEAM ESTIMATE SERIOUS INJURIES, TWELVE THOUSAND, REPEAT TWELVE THOUSAND. WALKING WOUNDED EIGHT THOUSAND, REPEAT EIGHT THOUSAND. ETA TEN HOURS. LOGISTICS PRIORITY FOR BACTA TANK SUPPORT TEAMS.
PREP FOR SEVENTY-TWO THOUSAND COMBAT-FIT TROOPS, REPEAT SEVENTY-TWO THOUSAND, PENDING REDEPLOYMENT. PRIORITY WEAPONS SUPPORT FOR COMMANDO UNITS.
THAT IS ALL. OUT.
Republic assault ship Implacable: inbound for extraction from Geonosis. Stand by.


Republic Commando 1136 studied every face in line waiting to board the gunships.
Some were helmeted, and some were not, but—one way or another—they all had his face. And they were all strangers.
“Move it,” the loadmaster shouted, gesturing side-to-side with one outstretched arm. “Come on, shift it, people—fast as you can.” The gunships dropped down in clouds of dust and troopers embarked, some turning to pull comrades inboard so the ships could lift again quickly. There was no reason to scramble for it. They’d done it a thousand times in training; extraction from a real battle was what they’d prepared for. This wasn’t a retreat. They’d grabbed their first victory.
The gunships’ downdraft kicked the red Geonosian soil into the air. RC-1136—Darman—took off his helmet and ran his gauntlet carefully across the pale gray dome, wiping away the dust and noting a few scrapes and burn marks.
The loadmaster turned to him. He was one of the very, very few outsiders whom Darman had ever seen working with the Grand Army, a short, wrinkled Duros with a temper to match. “Are you embarking or what?”
Darman continued wiping his helmet. “I’m waiting for my mates,” he said.
“You shift your shiny silver backside now,” the loadmaster said irritably. “I got a schedule.”
Darman carefully brought up his knuckle plate just under the loadmasters’s chin, and held it there. He didn’t need to eject the vibroblade and he didn’t need to say a word. He’d made his point.
“Well, whenever you’re ready, sir,” the Duros said, stepping back to chivy clone troopers instead. It wasn’t a great idea to upset a commando, especially not one coming down from the adrenaline high of combat.
But there was still no sign of the rest of his squad. Darman knew that there was no point in waiting any longer. They hadn’t called in. Maybe they had comlink failures. Maybe they had made it onto another gunship.
It was the first time in his artificially short life that Darman hadn’t been able to reach out and touch the men he had been raised with.
He waited half a standard hour more anyway, until the gunships became less frequent and the lines of troopers became shorter. Eventually there was nobody standing on the desert plain but him, the Duros loadmaster, and half a dozen clone troopers. It was the last lift of the day.
“You better come now, sir,” the loadmaster said. “There’s nobody unaccounted for. Nobody alive, anyway.”
Darman looked around the horizon one last time, still feeling as if he were turning his back on someone reaching out to him.
“I’m coming,” he said, and brought up the rear of the line. As the gunship lifted, he watched the swirling dust, dwindling rock formations, and scattered shrinking patches of scrub until Geonosis became a blur of dull red.
He could still search the Implacable. It wasn’t over yet.
The gunship slipped into the Implacable’s giant docking bay, and Darman looked down into the cavern, onto a sea of white armor and orderly movement. The first thing that struck him when the gunship killed its thrusters and locked down on its pad was how quiet everyone seemed.
In the crowded bay full of troopers, the air stank of sweat and stale fear and the throat-rasping smell of discharged blaster rifles. But it was so silent that if Darman hadn’t seen the evidence of exhausted and injured men, he’d have believed that nothing significant had happened in the last thirty hours.
The deck vibrated under the soles of his boots. He was still staring down at them, studying the random patterns of Geonosian dust that clung to them, when an identical pair came into view.
“Number?” said a voice that was also his own. The commander swept him with a tally sensor: he didn’t need Darman to tell him his number, or anything else for that matter, because the sensors in the enhanced Katarn armor reported his status silently, electronically. No significant injury. The triage team on Geonosis had waved him past, concentrating on the injured, ignoring both those too badly hurt to help and those who could help themselves. “Are you listening to me? Come on. Talk to me, son.”
“I’m okay, sir,” he said. “Sir, RC-one-one-three-six. I’m not in shock. I’m fine.” He paused. Nobody else was going to call him by his squad nickname—Darman—again. They were all dead, he knew it. Jay, Vin, Taler. He just knew. “Sir, any news of RC-one-one-three-five—”
“No,” said the commander, who had obviously heard similar questions every time he stopped to check. He gestured with the small bar in his hand. “If they’re not in casevac or listed on this sweep, then they didn’t make it.”
It was stupid to ask. Darman should have known better. Clone troopers—and especially Republic commandos—just got on with the job. That was their sole purpose. And they were lucky, their training sergeant had told them; outside, in the ordinary world, every being from every species in the galaxy fretted about their purpose in life, searching for meaning. A clone didn’t need to. Clones knew. They had been perfected for their role, and doubt need never trouble them.
Darman had never known what doubt was until now. No amount of training had prepared him for this. He found a space against a bulkhead and sat down.
A clone trooper settled down next to him, squeezing into the gap and briefly clunking a shoulder plate against his. They glanced at each other. Darman rarely had any contact with the other clones: commandos trained apart from everyone, including ARC troopers. The trooper’s armor was white, lighter, less resistant; commandos enjoyed upgraded protection. And Darman displayed no rank colors.
But they both knew exactly who and what they were.
“Nice Deece,” the trooper said enviously. He was looking at the DC-17: troopers were issued the heavier, lower-spec rifle, the DC-15. “Ion pulse blaster, RPG anti-armor, and sniper?”
“Yeah.” Every item of his gear was manufactured to a higher spec. A trooper’s life was less valuable than a commando’s. It was the way things were, and Darman had never questioned it—not for long, anyway. “Full house.”
“Tidy.” The trooper nodded approval. “Job done, eh?”
“Yeah,” Darman said quietly. “Job done.”
The trooper didn’t say anything else. Maybe he was wary of conversation with commandos. Darman knew what troopers thought about him and his kind. They don’t train like us and they don’t fight like us. They don’t even talk like us. A bunch of prima donnas.
Darman didn’t think he was arrogant. It was just that he could do every job a soldier could be called upon to do, and then some: siege assault, counterinsurgency, hostage extraction, demolitions, assassination, surveillance, and every kind of infantry activity on any terrain and in any environment, at any time. He knew he could, because he’d done it. He’d done it in training, first with simunition and then with live rounds. He’d done it with his squad, the three brothers with whom he’d spent every moment of his conscious life. They’d competed against other squads, thousands just like them, but not like them, because they were squad brothers, and that was special.
He had never been taught how to live apart from the squad, though. Now he would learn the hardest way of all.
Darman had absolute confidence that he was one of the best special ops soldiers ever created. He was undistracted by the everyday concerns of raising a family and making a living, things that his instructors said he was lucky never to know.
But now he was alone. Very, very alone. It was very distracting indeed.
He considered this for a long time in silence. Surviving when the rest of your squad had been killed was no cause for pride. It felt instead like something his training sergeant had described as shame. That was what you felt when you lost a battle, apparently.
But they had won. It was their first battle, and they had won.
The landing ramp of the Implacable eased down, and the bright sunlight of Ord Mantell streamed in. Darman replaced his helmet without thinking and stood in an orderly line, waiting to disembark and be reassigned. He was going to be chilled down, kept in suspended animation until duty called again.
So this was the aftermath of victory. He wondered how much worse defeat might feel.
Imbraani, Qiilura: 40 light-years from Ord Mantell, Tingel Arm
The field of barq flowed from silver to ruby as the wind from the southwest bent the ripening grain in waves. It could have been a perfect late-summer day; instead it was turning into one of the worst days of Etain Tur-Mukan’s life.
Etain had run and run and she had nothing left in her. She flung herself flat between the furrows, not caring where she fell. Etain held her breath as something stinking and wet squelched under her.
The pursuing Weequay couldn’t hear her above the wind, she knew, but she held her breath anyway.
“Hey girlie!” His boots crunched closer. He was panting. “Where you go? Don’t be shy.”
Don’t breathe.
“I got bottle of urrqal. You want to have party?” He had a remarkably large vocabulary for a Weequay, all of it centered on his baser needs. “I fun when you get to know me.”
I should have waited for it to get dark. I could influence his mind, try to make him leave.
But she hadn’t. And she couldn’t, try as she might to concentrate. She was too full of adrenaline and uncontrolled panic.
“Come on, you scrag-end, where are you? I find you …”
He sounded as if he was kicking his way through the crop, and getting closer. If she got up and ran for it, she was dead. If she stayed where she was, he’d find her—eventually. He wasn’t going to get bored, and he wasn’t going to give up.
“Girlie …”
The Weequay’s voice was close, to her right, about twenty meters away. She sipped a strangled breath and clamped her lips shut again, lungs aching, eyes streaming with the effort.
“Girlie …” Closer. He was going to step right on her. “Gir-leeeeee …”
She knew what he’d do when he found her. If she was lucky, he’d kill her afterward.
“Gir—”
The Weequay was interrupted by a loud, wet thwack. He let out a grunt and then there was a second thwack—shorter, sharper, harder. Etain heard a squeal of pain.
“How many times have I got to tell you, di’kut?” It was a different voice, human, with an hard edge of authority. Thwack. “Don’t—waste—my—time.” Another thwack: another squeal. Etain kept her face pressed in the dirt. “You get drunk one more time, you go chasing females one more time, and I’m going to slit you from here to—here.”
The Weequay shrieked. It was the sort of incoherent animal sound that beings made when pain overwhelmed them. Etain had heard too much of that sound in her short time on Qiilura. Then there was silence.
She hadn’t heard the voice before, but she didn’t need to. She knew exactly who it belonged to.
Etain strained to listen, half expecting a heavy boot to suddenly stamp on her back, but all she could hear was the swish and crunch of two pairs of feet wading through the crop. Away from her. She caught snatches of the fading conversation as the wind took it: the Weequay was still being berated.
“…  more important …”
What was?
“…  later, but right now, di’kut, I need you to … okay? Or I’ll cut …”
Etain waited. Eventually all she could hear was the breath of the wind, the rustling grain, and the occasional fluting call of a ground-eel seeking a mate. She allowed herself to breathe normally again, but still she waited, facedown in ripe manure, until dusk started to fall. She had to move now. The gdans would be out hunting, combing the fields in packs. On top of that, the smell that hadn’t bothered her while she was gripped by terror was starting to really bother her now.
She eased herself up on her elbows, then her knees, and looked around.
Why did they have to manure barq so late in the season anyway? She fumbled in the pockets of her cloak for a cloth. Now if only she could find a stream, she could clean herself up. She pulled a handful of stalks, crushed them into a ball, and tried to scrape off the worst of the dung and debris stuck to her.
“That’s a pretty expensive crop to be using for that,” a voice said.
Etain gulped in a breath and spun around to find a local in a grubby smock scowling at her. He looked thin, worn out, and annoyed; he was holding a threshing tool. “Do you know how much that stuff’s worth?”
“I’m sorry,” she said. Sliding her hand carefully inside her cloak, she felt for the familiar cylinder. She hadn’t wanted the Weequay to know that she was a Jedi, but if this farmer was considering turning her in for a few loaves or a bottle of urrqal, she’d need her lightsaber handy. “It was your barq or my life, I’m afraid.”
The farmer stared at the crushed stalks and the scattered bead-like grains, tight-lipped. Yes, barq fetched a huge price in the restaurants of Coruscant: it was a luxury, and the people who grew it for export couldn’t afford it. That didn’t seem to bother the Neimoidians who controlled the trade. It never did.
“I’ll pay for the damage,” Etain said, her hand still inside the cloak.
“What were they after you for?” the farmer asked, ignoring her offer.
“The usual,” she said.
“Oh-ah, you’re not that good looking.”
“Charming.”
“I know who you are.”
Oh no. Her grip closed. “You do?”
“I reckon.”
A little more food for his family. A few hours’ drunken oblivion, courtesy of urrqal. That was all she was to him. He made as if to step closer and she drew her arm clear of her cloak, because she was fed up with running and she didn’t like the look of that threshing tool.
Vzzzzzmmmm.
“Oh, great,” the farmer sighed, eyeing the shaft of pure blue light. “Not one of you lot. That’s all we need.”
“Yes,” she said, and held the lightsaber steady in front of her face. Her stomach had knotted, but she kept her voice under control. “I am Padawan Etain Tur-Mukan. You can try to turn me in, if you want to test my skill, but I’d prefer that you help me instead. Your call, sir.”
The farmer stared at the lightsaber as if he was trying to work out a price for it. “Didn’t help your Master much, that thing, did it?”
“Master Fulier was unfortunate. And betrayed.” She lowered the lightsaber but didn’t cut the beam. “Are you going to help me?”
“We’re going to have Ghez Hokan’s thugs all over us if I—”
“I think they’re busy,” Etain said.
“What do you want from us?”
“Shelter, for the moment.”
The farmer sucked his teeth thoughtfully. “Okay. Come on, Padawan—”
“Get used to calling me Etain, please.” She thumbed off the lightsaber: the light died with a ffumm sound, and she slipped the hilt back inside her cloak. “Just to be on the safe side.”
Etain trailed after him, trying not to smell herself, but it was hard, nauseatingly hard. Even a scent-hunting gdan wouldn’t recognize her as a human. It was getting dark now, and the farmer kept glancing over his shoulder at her.
“Oh-ah.” He shook his head, engaged in some internal conversation. “I’m Birhan, and this is my land. And I thought you lot were supposed to be able to use some sort of mind control tricks.”
“How do you know I haven’t?” Etain lied.
“Oh-ah,” he said, and nothing more.
She wasn’t going to volunteer the obvious if he hadn’t spotted it for himself. A disappointment to her Master, she was clearly not the best of the bunch. She struggled with the Force and she grappled with self-discipline, and she was here because she and Master Fulier happened to be nearby when a job needed doing. Fulier never could resist a challenge and long odds, and it looked as if he’d paid the price. They hadn’t found his body yet, but there had been no word from him, either.
Yes, Etain was a Padawan, technically speaking.
She just happened to be one who was a breath away from building permadomes in refugee camps. She reasoned that part of a Jedi’s skill was the simple use of psychology. And if Birhan wanted to think the Force was strong in her, and that there was a lot more behind the external shell of a gawky, plain girl covered in stinking dung, then that was fine by her.
It would keep her alive a little longer while she worked out what to do next.


Fleet Support, Ord Mantell, barrack block 5 Epsilon
It was a waste, a rotten waste.
RC-1309 busied himself maintaining his boots. He cleaned out the clamps, blowing the red dust clear with a squirt of air from the pressure gun. He rinsed the liners and shook them dry. There was no point being idle while he was waiting to be chilled down.
“Sergeant?”
He looked up. The commando who had walked in placed his survival pack, armor, and black bodysuit on the bunk opposite and stared back. His readout panel identified him as RC-8015.
“I’m Fi,” he said, and held out his hand for shaking. “So you lost your squad, too.”
“Niner,” RC-1309 said without taking the proffered hand. “So, ner vod—my brother—you’re the sole survivor?”
“Yes.”
“Did you hold back while your brothers pressed on? Or were you just lucky?”
Fi stood there with his hands on his hips, identical to Niner in every way except that he was … different. He spoke a little differently. He smelled subtly different. He moved his hands … not like Niner’s squad did, not at all.
“I did my job,” Fi said carefully. “And I’d rather be with them than here … ner vod.”
Niner considered him for a while, and went back to cleaning his boots. Fi put his kit in the locker beside the bunks, then swung himself up into the top rack in one smooth motion. He folded his arms under his head very precisely and lay staring up at the bulkhead as if he were meditating.
If he had been Sev, Niner would have known exactly what he was doing, even without looking. But Sev was gone.
Clone troopers lost brothers in training. So did commandos. But troopers were socialized with whole sections, platoons, companies, even regiments, and that meant that even after the inevitable deaths and removals during live exercises, there were still plenty of people around you whom you knew well. Commandos worked solely with each other.
Niner had lost everyone he had grown up with, and so had Fi.
He’d lost a brother before—Two-Eight—on exercise. The three survivors had welcomed the replacement, although they had always felt he was slightly different—a little distant—as if he had never quite believed he’d been accepted.
But they performed to expected levels of excellence together—and as long as they did, their Kaminoan technicians and motley band of alien instructors didn’t seem to care how they felt about it.
But the commandos cared. They just kept it to themselves.
“It was a waste,” Niner said.
“What was?” Fi said.
“Deploying us in an operation like Geonosis. It was an infantry job. Not special ops.”
“That sounds like criticism of—”
“I’m just making the point that we couldn’t perform to maximum effectiveness.”
“Understood. Maybe when we’re revived we’ll be able to do what we’re really trained for.”
Niner wanted to say that he missed his squad, but that wasn’t something to confide in a stranger. He inspected his boots and was satisfied. Then he stood up and spread his body-suit flat on the mattress and checked it for vacuum integrity with the sweep-sensor in his glove. It was a ritual so ingrained in him that he hardly thought about it: maintain boots, suit, and armor plates, recalibrate helmet systems, check heads-up display, strip down and reassemble DC-17, empty and repack survival pack. Done. It took him twenty-six minutes and twenty seconds, give or take two seconds. Well-maintained gear was often the difference between life and death. So was two seconds.
He closed the top of his pack with a clack and secured the seal. Then he checked the catches that held the separate ordnance pack to see that they were moving freely. That mattered when he needed to jettison explosive materials fast. When he glanced up, Fi was propped on one elbow, looking down at him from the bunk.
“Dry rations go on the fifth layer,” he said.
Niner always packed them farther down, between his spare rappelling line and his hygiene kit. “In your squad, maybe,” he said, and carried on.
Fi took the hint and rolled over on his back again, no doubt to meditate on how differently things might be done in the future.
After a while he started singing very quietly, almost under his breath: Kom’rk tsad droten troch nyn ures adenn, Dha Werda Verda a’den tratu. They were the wrath of the warrior’s shadow and the gauntlet of the Republic; Niner knew the song. It was a traditional Mandalorian war chant, designed to boost the morale of normal men who needed a bit of psyching up before a fight. The words had been altered a little to have meaning for the armies of clone warriors.
We don’t need all that, Niner thought. We were born to fight, nothing else.
But he found himself joining in anyway. It was a comfort. He placed his gear in the locker, rolled onto his bunk, and matched note and beat perfectly with Fi, two identical voices in the deserted barrack room.
Niner would have traded every remaining moment of his life for a chance to rerun the previous day’s engagement. He would have held Sev and DD back; he would have sent O-Four west with the E-Web cannon.
But he hadn’t.
Gra’tua cuun hett su dralshy’a. Our vengeance burns brighter still.
Fi’s voice trailed off into silence the merest fraction of a section before Niner’s. He heard him swallow hard.
“I was up there with them, Sarge,” he said quietly. “I didn’t hang back. Not at all.”
Niner closed his eyes. He regretted hinting that Fi might have done anything less.
“I know, brother,” he said. “I know.”



REBELLION
(0–5 YEARS AFTER STAR WARS: A NEW HOPE)
This is the period of the classic Star Wars movie trilogy—A New Hope, The Empire Strikes Back, and Return of the Jedi—in which a ragtag band of Rebels battles the Empire, and Luke Skywalker learns the ways of the Force and must avoid his father’s fate.
During this time, the Empire controls nearly the entire settled galaxy. Out in the Rim worlds, Imperial stormtroopers suppress uprisings with brutal efficiency, many alien species have been enslaved, and entire star systems are brutally exploited by the Empire’s war machine. In the central systems, however, most citizens support the Empire, weighing misgivings about its harsh methods against the memories of the horror and chaos of the Clone Wars. Few dare to openly oppose Emperor Palpatine’s rule.
But the Rebel Alliance is growing. Rebel cells strike in secret from hidden bases scattered among the stars, encouraging some of the braver Senators to speak out against the Empire. When the Rebels learn that the Empire is building the Death Star, a space station with enough firepower to destroy entire planets, Princess Leia Organa, who represents her homeworld, Alderaan, in the Senate and is secretly a high-ranking member of the Rebel Alliance, receives the plans for the battle station and flees in search of the exiled Jedi Master Obi-Wan Kenobi.
Thus begin the events that lead her to meet the smuggler and soon-to-be hero Han Solo, to discover her long-lost brother, Luke Skywalker, and to help the Rebellion take down the Emperor and restore democracy to the galaxy: the events of the three films A New Hope, The Empire Strikes Back, and Return of the Jedi.
If you’re a reader looking for places to jump in and explore the Rebellion-era novels, here are five great places to start:
• Death Star, by Michael Reaves and Steve Perry: The story of the construction of the massive battle station, touching on the lives of the builders, planners, soldiers, and support staff who populate the monstrous vessel, as well as the masterminds behind the design and those who intend to make use of it: the Emperor and Darth Vader.
• The Mandalorian Armor, by K. W. Jeter: The famous bounty hunter Boba Fett stars in a twisty tale of betrayal within the galactic underworld, highlighted by a riveting confrontation between bounty hunters and a band of Hutts.
• Shadows of the Empire, by Steve Perry: A tale of the shadowy parts of the Empire and an underworld criminal mastermind who is out to kill Luke Skywalker, while our other heroes try to figure out how to rescue Han Solo, who has been frozen in carbonite for delivery to Jabba the Hutt.
• Tales of the Bounty Hunters, edited by Kevin J. Anderson: The bounty hunters summoned by Darth Vader to capture the Millennium Falcon tell their stories in this anthology of short tales, culminating with Daniel Keys Moran’s elegiac “The Last One Standing.”
• Luke Skywalker and the Shadows of Mindor, by Matthew Stover: A tale set shortly after the events of Return of the Jedi, in which Luke must defeat the flamboyant dark sider known as Lord Shadowspawn while the pilots of Rogue Squadron duel his servants amid tumbling asteroids.
Read on for an excerpt from a Star Wars novel set in the Rebellion era.







Chapter One
THE IMPERIAL STAR DESTROYER
REPRISAL
SLIPPED SILENTLY through the blackness of space, preparing itself for action against the Rebel forces threatening to tear the galaxy apart.
Standing on the command walkway, his hands clasped behind him, Captain Kendal Ozzel gazed out at the planet Teardrop directly ahead, a mixture of anticipation and dark brooding swirling through him. As far as he was concerned the entire planet was a snake pit, crawling with smugglers, third-rate pirate gangs, and other dregs of society. If he’d been in command of the Death Star instead of that idiot Tarkin, he mused, he would have picked someplace like Teardrop instead of Alderaan for the weapon’s first serious field test.
But he hadn’t been in charge; and now both Tarkin and the Death Star were gone, blown to shrapnel off Yavin 4. In a single, awful moment the Rebel Alliance had morphed from a minor nuisance to a bitter enemy.
And Imperial Center had responded. Less than three days ago the word had come down to show no mercy to either the Rebels or their sympathizers.
Not that Ozzel would have shown any mercy at any rate. Eliminating Rebels, and Rebel sympathizers, had become the best and fastest way to success in the Imperial fleet. Perhaps all the way to an admiral’s rank bars. “Status?” he called behind him.
“Forty-seven standard minutes to orbit, sir,” the navigation officer called from the crew pits.
Ozzel nodded. “Keep a sharp watch,” he ordered. “No one gets off that planet.”
He glowered at the faintly lit disk ahead of them. “No one,” he added softly.
“Luke?” Han Solo called from the Millennium Falcon’s cockpit. “Come on, kid—move it. We’re on a tight schedule here.”
“They’re in!” Luke Skywalker’s voice came back. “Ramp’s sealed.”
Han already knew that from his control board readouts, of course. If the kid stuck around, he’d have to learn not to clutter the ship’s atmosphere with unnecessary chatter. “Okay, Chewie, hit it,” he said.
Beside him Chewbacca gave a rolling trill of acknowledgment, and the Falcon lifted smoothly off the hard-packed Teardrop ground.
Apparently not smoothly enough. From behind, Han heard a couple of muffled and rather indignant exclamations. “Hey!” someone shouted.
Han rolled his eyes as he fed power to the sublight engines. “This is absolutely the last time we take on passengers,” he told his partner firmly.
Chewbacca’s reply was squarely to the point and a shade on the disrespectful side.
“No, I mean it,” Han insisted. “From now on, if they don’t pay, they don’t fly.”
From behind him came footsteps, and he glanced back as Luke dropped into the seat behind Chewbacca. “They’re all settled,” he announced.
“Great,” Han said sarcastically. “Once we make hyperspace, I’ll take their drink orders.”
“Oh, come on,” Luke chided him. “Anyway, you think this bunch is stiff, you should have seen the ones who got out on the earlier transports. These are just the techs who were in charge of packing up the last few crates of equipment.”
Han grimaced. Crates which were currently filling the Falcon’s holds, leaving no room for paying cargo even if he managed to find some on the way to the rendezvous. This was going to be a complete, 100 percent charity run, like everything else he and Chewbacca had done for Luke and his new friends in the Rebel Alliance. “Yeah, well, I’ve seen plenty of useless techs before,” he muttered.
He was waiting for Luke to come to the techs’ defense when a splatter of laserfire ricocheted off the rear deflector. “What the—” he snarled, throwing the Falcon into a tight drop loop.
The instinctive maneuver probably saved their skins. Another burst shot through the space they’d just left, this one coming from a different direction. Han twisted the ship back around, hoping fleetingly that their passengers were still strapped in, then took a second to check the aft display.
One glance at the half dozen mismatched ships rising behind them was all he needed. “Pirates,” he snapped to the others, throwing power to the engines and angling the ship upward. Facing pirates deep inside a planet’s gravity well, with no cover and no chance of quick escape to hyperspace, was about the worst situation a pilot could encounter.
And even the Falcon couldn’t outmaneuver this many ships forever. “Chewie, get us up and out,” he said, throwing off his straps. “Come on, Luke.”
The kid was already on it, heading down the cockpit tunnel at a dead run. Han followed, rounding the corner in time to see Luke duck past the passengers crammed into the wraparound seat and head up the ladder to the upper quad laser station. “Captain?” one of the passengers called.
“Save it,” Han shot back, grabbing the ladder and sliding down toward the lower quads. He caught himself as the gravity around him did its ninety-degree shift, then dropped into the seat.
It looked even worse from down here than it had from the cockpit. A second wave of pirate ships had joined the first, this group pumping laserfire all around the edges of the first group, forming a deadly cylinder of death around the Falcon’s flight vector. They were trying to force their prey to stay on that line so that the first group could chase them down.
Well, they were in for a surprise. Keying the quads with one hand, he snagged his headset with the other and jammed it on. “Luke?”
“I’m here. Any particular strategy, or do we just start with the biggest and see how fast we can blow them apart?”
Han frowned as he got a grip on the control yoke, an odd idea whispering at him. The way that second wave was positioned … “You go for that big lead ship,” he said. “I’m going to try something cute.”
Luke’s reply was a blast of laserfire squarely into the lead pirate’s bow.
The other ship swerved violently in reaction—clearly, they hadn’t expected this kind of firepower from a simple light freighter. The pilot recovered quickly, though, settling the ship back into its position in the battle array. The entire lead wave moved closer together, closing ranks to get maximum protection from their overlapping shields. Han watched closely, waiting for the obvious next move, and heard the twitter from his display board as the lead ships all shifted shield power to doublefront.
Which meant they’d just unavoidably lowered the strength of their aft shields. Perfect. “Chewie—dip and waffle,” he ordered into his comm. The Falcon dropped suddenly in response, and for a second the rear wave of ships was visible past the edges of the first wave’s shields. Han was ready, firing a double burst past the lead wave into the flank of the biggest second-wave ship, sending it into a violent swerve as its primary maneuvering system was blown to bits.
And as it did, the laserfire that had been forming that part of the Falcon’s entrapment ring sprayed with shattering force across the sterns of the lead-wave ships.
It was everything Han could have hoped for. Two of the smaller ships veered instantly and violently out of formation as their engine sections blew up. The first ricocheted a glancing blow off one of the other pirates on its way to oblivion, while the second slammed full-tilt into another. They fell away together, with Luke taking advantage of the distraction to blow one of the other lead ships into fiery dust.
Then, to Han’s shock and disbelief, the Falcon dropped and turned into a curving arc back toward the planet’s surface. “Chewie?” he snarled. “What in—”
The Wookiee growled a warning. Frowning, Han craned his neck to look in the direction Chewie was facing as the familiar shape of an Imperial Star Destroyer swung into view around the dark edge of the planetary disk.
“Han!” Luke gasped.
“I see it, I see it,” Han said, his mind racing. Clearly, the Rebel cell on Teardrop had gotten out just in time.
Except that the last half a dozen members of that cell were currently sitting a couple of meters directly above him in the Falcon’s lounge. If the Imperials caught them here …
Then his brain caught up to him, and he understood what Chewbacca had been doing with that last maneuver. “Luke, shut down,” he ordered, slapping the switches on his own quads. The last thing he wanted was for the Imperials to do a power scan and see that the Falcon had this kind of weaponry. “Chewie, give me comm.”
There was a click—“Emergency!” he called, putting desperation into his voice. “Incoming freighter Argos requesting assistance from Teardrop planetary defenses.”
There was no answer from the ground, of course. Given the shady character of most of the planet’s residents and visitors, Han wasn’t even sure they had a real defense force down there. But then, he didn’t especially care if anyone on Teardrop heard him or not. All he cared about was—
“Freighter Argos, state your intention and emergency,” a clipped military voice responded.
“Medical mercy team from Briston, responding to the recent groundquake on Por’ste Island,” Han called back. Behind the Falcon, he saw, the remaining pirate ships were re-forming to continue the attack. Apparently they hadn’t noticed Teardrop’s newest visitor. “We’re under attack—I think they’re pirates.”
“Argos, acknowledged,” the voice said. “Hold your present course.”
“But if I do—”
He never got to finish his token protest. Behind him a two-by-two group of brilliant green turbolaser bolts sliced across the pirates’ formation, blasting four of the ships into rubble.
This time they got the message. The survivors broke formation and headed off in all directions, some back toward the ground, others trying to escape into hyperspace.
Neither option worked. Calmly, systematically, precisely, the Star Destroyer continued to fire, blasting the pirates one by one until the Falcon was flying alone.
“Now what?” Luke murmured in Han’s earphone.
Han ignored him. “Many thanks, Captain,” he called. “Glad to see the Empire is taking this pirate problem seriously.”
“You’re welcome, Argos,” a new voice said. “Now turn around and go home.”
“What?” Han demanded, trying to sound both outraged and stunned. “But, Captain—”
“That’s an order, Argos,” the other cut him off tartly. “As of right now Teardrop is under Imperial interdiction. Go back to Briston and wait until the block has been lifted.”
Han allowed himself a sigh. “Understood,” he murmured, careful to maintain a straight face. Sometimes a particularly clever and perceptive man could sense a satisfied grin even over an audio comm channel. Not that this particular Imperial appeared to be either clever or perceptive. “You heard him, pilot,” he continued. “Turn us around. Again, Captain, thanks for the rescue.”
He climbed out of the quad seat and headed back up the ladder. “Captain Solo, I demand to know what’s happening,” one of the passengers said stiffly as Han crossed the lounge on his way back to the cockpit.
“We’re taking you to the rendezvous,” Han told him, putting on his best puzzled-and-innocent look. “Why?”
Before the other could recover enough to try the question again, Han had made his escape.
Chewbacca had them well on their way out of Teardrop’s gravity well by the time Han dropped into his seat. “Nice move, Chewie,” he said as he keyed for a status report. The attack had added a few new dents to the aft armor plating, but considering how many there were already, it wasn’t likely anyone would notice. “It’s always nice when we can obey an Imperial order. For a change.”
Behind them, Luke came into the cockpit. “He actually bought it?” he asked, leaning over Han’s shoulder to gaze out at the Star Destroyer in the distance.
“Why not?” Han countered. “He saw us heading in, and we told him we were heading in. Sometimes you just have to help people think what you want them to.”
“I suppose,” Luke said, still sounding doubtful. “They still might have decided to board and search us.”
“Not a chance,” Han said. “Just because they ride around in big fancy ships doesn’t make them smart. They’re here to hunt Rebels, not inspect cargo. Once Chewie had us turned back inward, the only real question was whether the captain would feel like giving his gunners some target practice.”
“Too bad they’ll never know what they missed,” Luke murmured, taking a last look and then sitting back down. “Sure glad you two are on our side.”
Han frowned over his shoulder. But Luke was peering at the nav computer display, apparently completely oblivious to what he’d just said. Han shifted his gaze to Chewbacca, to find the Wookiee looking sideways at him. “What?” he demanded.
The other shrugged his massive shoulders and turned back to his board. Han glanced at Luke again, but the kid had apparently missed the byplay completely.
He turned back to his board, a sour taste in his mouth. Our side. Luke’s side, in other words. And Princess Leia Organa’s side, and General Rieekan’s, and probably the whole blasted Rebellion’s.
Trouble was, Han couldn’t for the life of him remember when the Rebellion had become his side.
So he’d dusted those TIE fighters off Luke during that lunatic Yavin battle. Big deal. That had been strictly a favor to the kid, and maybe a little payback for the way the Imperials had dragged him aboard the Death Star and then walked all over the Falcon with their grubby feet. He didn’t mind the Rebels being grateful for that.
But it didn’t mean he’d enlisted in the Big Cause.
Chewbacca was all set to do so, of course. His personal history with the Empire, plus the way they had treated his people in general, had left him with a deep hatred for them. He would enlist in the Rebellion in a heartbeat if Han gave the okay.
But Han wasn’t going to let anyone’s passion drive him on this one. Not Chewie’s, and certainly not Luke’s. He had his own life to lead.
The Star Destroyer was settling into orbit as the Falcon made the jump to lightspeed.
With a final burst, more felt than really heard, the Reprisal’s turbolasers fell silent.
Seated on the portside bench in the number three stormtrooper drop ship, Daric LaRone notched up his helmet’s audio enhancers, wondering if the battle might be continuing with a more distant set of the Star Destroyer’s weapons banks. But he could hear nothing, and after a moment he eased the enhancement back down again. “Wonder what that was all about,” he murmured.
Beside him, Saberan Marcross shrugged slightly, the movement eliciting a slight crackle from his armor. “Maybe the Rebels tried to make a run for it,” he murmured back.
“If they did, they didn’t get very far,” Taxtro Grave commented from his seat on the starboard bench, shifting his grip on his long BlasTech T-28 repeating sniper rifle.
“Look at the bright side,” Joak Quiller suggested from beside him. “If they’re all dead, we can cancel this op and go someplace more promising.”
“Whoever’s talking back there, stow it,” an authoritative voice called from the front of the drop ship.
“Yes, sir,” Marcross answered for all of them.
LaRone leaned out slightly to look at the scowling officer seated by Lieutenant Colf. Emblazoned across his chest were the rank bars of a major; above the insignia was a face LaRone couldn’t remember ever seeing before. “Who is that?” he asked, keeping his voice low.
“Major Drelfin,” Marcross whispered back. “ISB.”
LaRone leaned back again, a chill running through him. The Imperial Security Bureau was the darkest and most brutal of Emperor Palpatine’s tools. “What’s he doing on the Reprisal?”
“Someone up the chain must have decided we needed extra help,” Marcross said. His tone was carefully neutral, but LaRone knew him well enough to recognize the contempt beneath the words. “They brought in a few ISB men to direct the assault.”
LaRone grimaced. “I see,” he said, matching the other’s tone.
From the drop ship’s cockpit came a warning buzz. “Stand by for drop,” the pilot called. “Drop in five.”
LaRone looked across the aisle at Quiller, noting the other’s subtle squirming. Quiller was himself an excellent pilot, and consequently a rotten passenger. “Easy,” he murmured.
Quiller cocked his head slightly, and LaRone smiled at the strained-patient expression he knew the other was giving him from behind the anonymous white helmet faceplate.
Abruptly the bench lurched beneath him, and the drop ship was away.
Behind his own faceplate LaRone’s smile faded, his thoughts drifting back to that fateful day ten standard years ago when the Imperial recruiters had come to Copperline and set up shop. In his mind’s eye he saw himself joining with the other teens as they flocked around the booth, dazzled by the presentation, the crisp uniforms, and the unspoken but obvious implication that this was the best and quickest way off their deadend little world.
Only this time, in his daydream, LaRone said no.
He’d believed in the Empire at first. He really had. He’d been ten when the Fleet and infantry had come in force and spent five months clearing out the pirate nests that had plagued Copperline for decades. Eight years later, when the recruiters had come, he’d jumped at the chance to join such a noble group of people. Three years after that, when he’d been offered a spot in the elite Imperial stormtrooper corps, he’d jumped even harder, working and sweating and praying for the chance to be worthy of this ultimate challenge.
For six years everything had gone well. He’d served with all his heart and strength, fighting against the forces of evil and chaos that threatened to destroy Emperor Palpatine’s New Order. And he’d served with distinction, or so at least his commanders had thought.
For LaRone himself, awards and citations meant nothing. He was wearing the white armor, and he was making a difference. That was what mattered.
But then had come Elriss, where an entire town had had to stand out in the pouring rain for six hours while their identities were double- and triple-checked. After that had come Bompreil, and all those terrible civilian casualties as they’d fought to root out a Rebel cell.
And then had come Alderaan.
LaRone shifted uncomfortably on the bench. The details still weren’t entirely clear, but the official reports all agreed that the planet had been a center of Rebel strength, and that it had been destroyed only when it defied an order to surrender the traitors.
LaRone certainly couldn’t fault the motivation. The Rebels were growing ever stronger, ever bolder, ever more dangerous. They had to be stopped before they destroyed everything the Emperor had created and dragged the galaxy back into more of the chaos of the Clone Wars era.
But surely the entire planet couldn’t have been on the Rebels’ side. Could it?
And then the quiet rumors had started. Some said that Alderaan hadn’t been a Rebel base at all, that its destruction had been nothing more than a field test of the Empire’s new Death Star. Others whispered that Grand Moff Tarkin, the Death Star’s borderline-psychotic commander, had destroyed all those billions of people over a personal grudge between him and Bail Organa.
But it almost didn’t matter what the reason was. The bottom line was that the response had been light-years beyond any provocation the Rebels could possibly have put together.
Something was happening to the Empire that LaRone had served so long and so well. Something terrible.
And LaRone himself was stuck right in the middle of it.
“Ground in three minutes,” Major Drelfin called from the front of the drop ship. “Stormtroopers, prepare to deploy.”
LaRone took a deep breath, forcing the doubts away. He was an Imperial stormtrooper, and he would do his duty. Because that was all that mattered.
The first of the speeder bike drop ships came to a cautious hover a couple of meters off the ground. As the ramps came down, Korlo Brightwater gunned his Aratech 74-Z Speeder Bike and roared out into the afternoon sunlight.
“TBR Four-seven-nine, pull it back,” the tart voice of his commander, Lieutenant Natrom, growled in his ear. “Re-form to Search Pattern Jenth.”
“Four-seven-nine: acknowledged,” Brightwater said, taking a quick look around as he turned into a wide circle that would bring him back to the rest of the scout troopers still maneuvering their way out of the transport. They’d come in on a ground-skimming course just to the north of a set of low, tree-sprinkled hills, with the edge of their target town a couple of hundred meters away on the far side. Activating his helmet’s sensors, he gave the hills a quick but careful scan as he circled back toward the transport. There didn’t seem to be activity anywhere, of any sort, which struck him as highly suspicious. The hills included a picnic area, several walking paths, and half a dozen trees that had been patiently nurtured and manipulated over the decades into an elaborate children’s climbing structure. Someone from town ought to be taking his or her leisure out here on such a fine, quiet afternoon.
But there was no one. Something, apparently, was keeping the townspeople indoors today.
Such as the news of an imminent Imperial raid?
Brightwater shook his head in irritation. So the whole thing was a bust. The word had leaked, and any Rebels who might have been hiding here were halfway to the Outer Rim by now. “Command; TBR Four-seven-nine,” he called into his comm. “No activity in staging area. The operation may be blown. Repeat, the operation—”
“Scout troopers, you are cleared to secure the perimeter,” an unfamiliar voice cut in.
Brightwater frowned. “Command, did you copy?” he asked. “I said the lack of activity—”
“TBR Four-seven-nine, you will restrict your comments to tactical reports,” the new voice again interrupted. “All transports: move in.”
Brightwater craned his neck. The stormtrooper drop ships were visible now high above him, dropping toward the ground like hunting avians moving for the kill.
Only there wasn’t anything down here worth killing anymore.
A movement to his right caught his eye, and he looked back as his partner, Tibren, came alongside. Brightwater lifted his hand in mute question; the other scout shook his head in equally silent warning.
Brightwater scowled. But Tibren was right. Whoever this idiot was running things, he was either too single-minded or too stupid to see reason. Nothing now for the stormtroopers to do but go along for the ride and treat the whole thing as just another training exercise. He nodded Tibren an acknowledgment and gunned his speeder toward his designated containment sector.
By the time they’d finished their encirclement the drop ships were down, their heavy guns sweeping over the rows of mostly single-story buildings, their hatches disgorging their complements of stormtroopers and uniformed command officers. Brightwater kept his speeder moving, watching with professional interest as the troops formed themselves into a double ring and converged on the town. For a change, everything seemed to be going perfectly, without even the small glitches that normally accompanied an operation this size. It really was a pity there weren’t any Rebels left in town to appreciate it.
The stormtroopers and officers disappeared from view, heading between and into the buildings, and Brightwater shifted his attention to the area outside the scout troopers’ perimeter. The Rebels had almost certainly fled the planet, but there were occasional cells with more audacity than brains who elected to stay behind and try to put together an ambush.
Brightwater rather hoped this bunch had gone that route. It would keep the afternoon from being a complete waste, and it would give the stormtroopers the chance to blast them out here in the open instead of having to sort them out from the civilians.
He had curved to the crest of the nearest hill, his helmet sensors on full power, when he heard the sound of blasterfire from behind him. He swung his speeder sharply around, searching the perimeter on the far side of town. But all the scout troopers over there were still on their speeders, with no indication that anyone was shooting at them. There was another volley of blaster-fire, and this time he realized that it was coming from inside the town itself.
He brought his speeder to a halt, frowning. The volleys had been replaced by a less organized stutter, but the shots all carried the distinctive pitch of the stormtroopers’ own BlasTech E-11 rifles. Where was the cacophonous mix of military, sporting, and self-defense weaponry that was practically the trademark of the Rebel Alliance?
And then, with a sudden chill, he understood.
He revved his speeder back to full speed, twisting its nose down the hills and toward town. What in the name of the Emperor did they think they were doing?
“TBR Four-seven-nine, return to your post,” Lieutenant Natrom’s voice said in his earphone.
Brightwater flicked out his tongue to the comm’s selector control, switching to the squad’s private frequency. “Sir, something’s happening in town,” he said urgently. “Request permission to investigate.”
“Permission denied,” Natrom said. His voice was under rigid control, but Brightwater could hear the anger beneath it. “Return to your post.”
“Sir—”
“That’s an order, TBR Four-seven-nine,” Natrom said. “It won’t be repeated.”
Brightwater took a deep breath. But he knew Natrom, and he knew that tone. Whatever was happening, there was nothing either of them could do about it. “Yes, sir,” he said. Taking another deep breath, trying to calm himself, he turned his speeder back around.
The sun had set over the western horizon before the blasterfire finally came to an end.



THE NEW REPUBLIC
(5–25 YEARS AFTER STAR WARS: A NEW HOPE)
The destruction of the second Death Star and the death of Emperor Palpatine—the climactic conclusion of Return of the Jedi—has shaken the Empire to its core. While the remnant of the loyal Imperials settles in for a long, drawn-out last stand, the victorious Rebel Alliance and its supporters found a galactic governing authority they name the New Republic. Troops and warships are donated to the cause, as New Republic military leaders forge plans to seize Imperial fortress worlds, invade the Core Worlds, and retake Coruscant itself. Eventually, the Imperial Remnant is pushed back to a small part of the Outer Rim, and the New Republic is finally able to focus on restoring just and democratic government to the galaxy.
At last the heroes of the Rebellion are free to pursue their own lives. Han and Leia marry … but before the birth of their twins, Jacen and Jaina, the galaxy is once again torn asunder by war, as the Imperial forces—under the control of military mastermind Grand Admiral Thrawn—step up their campaign of raids against the New Republic. Even after Thrawn is defeated, the Imperial forces forge on, harrying the New Republic and Luke’s nascent Jedi academy—the start of Luke’s dream to rebuild the Jedi Order from the ground up. Plagues, insurrections, and rogue warlords add to the chaos and push the New Republic back a step for every two steps it takes forward in its quest for peace and prosperity for all. Meanwhile, Leia becomes Chief of State of the New Republic, and the Solos’ third child, a boy they name Anakin, after his grandfather, is born; Luke has met Mara Jade, a secret dark side apprentice to the Emperor whom he helps bring into the light, and the two subsequently fall in love and marry.
Finally, after a series of further setbacks and plots against the young galactic government and Luke’s Jedi, a peace treaty formally ends the long conflict between the New Republic and the remnants of the Empire. The events of these years are the answer to the question … “What happened after the movies?”
If you’re a reader looking to dive into the New Republic era, here are three great starting points:
• X-Wing: Rogue Squadron, by Michael A. Stackpole: A taste of life at the edge, Rogue Squadron and the subsequent X-Wing novels bring to life Wedge Antilles and his brave, sometimes rambunctious fellow pilots in fast-paced adventures that switch smoothly and easily between entertaining repartee and tense battlefield action.
• Heir to the Empire, by Timothy Zahn: The book that reintroduced a generation of fans to Star Wars is full of the elements that made the movies great—space battles, intriguing villains, and derring-do.
• Before the Storm, by Michael P. Kube-McDowell: With a harder sci-fi edge to Star Wars, this novel features the classic heroes Han, Luke, and Leia, and explores everything from military forensics to the nature of the Force.
Read on for an excerpt from a Star Wars novel set in the New Republic era.







1
You’re good, Corran, but you’re no Luke Skywalker. Corran Horn’s cheeks still burned at the memory of Commander Antilles’s evaluation of his last simulator exercise. The line had been a simple comment, not meant to be cruel nor delivered that way, but it cut deep into Corran. I’ve never tried to suggest I’m that good of a pilot.
He shook his head. No, you just wanted it to be self-evident and easily recognized by everyone around you. Reaching out he flicked the starter switches for the X-wing simulator’s engines. “Green One has four starts and is go.” All around him in the cockpit various switches, buttons, and monitors flashed to life. “Primary and secondary power is at full.”
Ooryl Qrygg, his Gand wingman, reported similar start-up success in a high-pitched voice. “Green Two is operational.”
Green Three and Four checked in, then the external screens came alive projecting an empty starfield. “Whistler, have you finished the navigation calculations?”
The green and white R2 unit seated behind Corran hooted, then the navdata spilled out over Corran’s main monitor. He punched a button sending the same coordinates out to the other pilots in Green Flight. “Go to light speed and rendezvous on the Redemption.”
As Corran engaged the X-wing’s hyperdrive, the stars elongated themselves into white cylinders, then snapped back into pinpoints and began to revolve slowly, transforming themselves into a tunnel of white light. Corran fought the urge to use the stick to compensate for the roll. In space, and especially hyperspace, up and down were relative. How his ship moved through hyperspace didn’t really matter—as long as it remained on the course Whistler had calculated and had attained sufficient velocity before entering hyperspace, he’d arrive intact.
Flying into a black hole would actually make this run easier. Every pilot dreaded the Redemption run. The scenario was based on an Imperial attack on evacuation ships back before the first Death Star had been destroyed. While the Redemption waited for three Medevac shuttles and the corvette Korolev to dock and off-load wounded, the Imperial frigate Warspite danced around the system and dumped out TIE fighters and added bombers to the mix to do as much damage as they could.
The bombers, with a full load of missiles, could do a lot of damage. All the pilots called the Redemption scenario by another name: the Requiem scenario. The Warspite would only deploy four starfighters and a half-dozen bombers—known in pilot slang as “eyeballs” and “dupes” respectively—but it would do so in a pattern that made it all but impossible for the pilots to save the Korolev. The corvette was just one big target, and the TIE bombers had no trouble unloading all their missiles into it.
Stellar pinpoints elongated again as the fighter came out of hyperspace. Off to the port side Corran saw the Redemption. Moments later Whistler reported that the other fighters and all three Medevac shuttles had arrived. The fighters checked in and the first shuttle began its docking maneuver with the Redemption.
“Green One, this is Green Four.”
“Go ahead, Four.”
“By the book, or are we doing something fancy?”
Corran hesitated before answering. By book, Nawara Ven had referred to the general wisdom about the scenario. It stated that one pilot should play fleethund and race out to engage the first TIE flight while the other three fighters remained in close as backup. As long as three fighters stayed at home, it appeared, the Warspite dropped ships off at a considerable distance from the Korolev. When they didn’t, it got bolder and the whole scenario became very bloody.
The problem with going by the book was that it wasn’t a very good strategy. It meant one pilot had to deal with five TIEs—two eyeballs and three dupes—all by himself, then turn around and engage five more. Even with them coming in waves, the chances of being able to succeed against those odds were slim.
Doing it any other way was disastrous. Besides, what loyal son of Corellia ever had any use for odds?
“By the book. Keep the home fires burning and pick up after me.”
“Done. Good luck.”
“Thanks.” Corran reached up with his right hand and pressed it against the lucky charm he wore on a chain around his neck. Though he could barely feel the coin through his gloves and the thick material of his flight suit, the familiar sensation of the metal resting against his breastbone brought a smile to his face. It worked for you a lot, Dad, let’s hope all its luck hasn’t run out yet.
He openly acknowledged that he’d been depending quite a bit on luck to see him through the difficulties of settling in with the Alliance forces. Learning the slang took some work—moving from calling TIE starfighters “eyeballs” to calling Interceptors “squints” made a certain amount of sense, but many other terms had been born of logic that escaped him. Everything about the Rebellion seemed odd in comparison to his previous life and fitting in had not been easy.
Nor will be winning this scenario.
The Korolev materialized and moved toward the Redemption, prompting Corran to begin his final check. He’d mulled the scenario over in his mind time and time again. In previous runs, when he served as a home guard to someone else’s fleethund, he’d had Whistler record traces on the TIE timing patterns, flight styles, and attack vectors. While different cadets flew the TIE half of the simulations, the craft dictated their performance and a lot of their initial run sequence had been preprogrammed.
A sharp squawk from Whistler alerted Corran to the Warspite’s arrival. “Great, eleven klicks aft.” Pulling the stick around to the right, Corran brought the X-wing into a wide turn. At the end of it he punched the throttle up to full power. Hitting another switch up to the right, he locked the S-foils into attack position. “Green One engaging.”
Rhysati’s voice came cool and strong through the radio. “Be all over them like drool on a Hutt.”
“I’ll do my best, Green Three.” Corran smiled and waggled the X-wing as he flew back through the Alliance formation and out toward the Warspite. Whistler announced the appearance of three TIE bombers with a low tone, then brought the sound up as two TIE fighters joined them.
“Whistler, tag the bombers as targets one, two, and three.” As the R2 unit complied with that order, Corran pushed shield power full to front and brought his laser targeting program up on the main monitor. With his left hand he adjusted the sighting calibration knob on the stick and got the two fighters. Good, looks like three klicks between the eyeballs and the bombers.
Corran’s right hand again brushed the coin beneath his flight suit. He took a deep breath, exhaled slowly, then settled his hand on the stick and let his thumb hover over the firing button. At two klicks the heads-up display painted a yellow box around the lead TIE fighter. The box went green as the fighter’s image locked into the HUD’s targeting cross and Whistler’s shrill bleat filled the cockpit. Corran’s thumb hit the button, sending three bursts of laser bolts at the lead fighter.
The first set missed but the second and third blasted through the spherical cockpit. The hexagonal solar panels snapped off and spun forward through space while the ion engines exploded into an expanding ball of incandescent gas.
Corran kicked the X-wing up in a ninety-degree snap-roll and sliced through the center of the explosion. Laser fire from the second fighter lit up his forward shields, making it impossible for him to get a good visual line on the TIE. Whistler yowled, complaining about being a target. Corran hurried a shot and knew he hit, but the TIE flashed past and continued on in at the Korolev.
Time to write a new chapter for the book on the Requiem scenario. Corran throttled back almost all the way to zero and let the X-wing decelerate. “Whistler, bring up target one.”
The image of the first TIE bomber filled his monitor. Corran switched over to proton torpedo target control. The HUD changed to a larger box and Whistler began beeping as he worked supplying data to the targeting computer for a missile lock.
“Green One, your velocity is down to one percent. Do you need help?”
“Negative, Green Two.”
“Corran, what are you doing?”
“Making the book a short story.” I hope.
The HUD went red and Whistler’s tone became constant. Corran punched the button and launched the first missile. “Acquire target two.” The HUD flashed yellow, then red, and the pilot launched the second missile.
Numbers scrolled away to zero as the missiles streaked in at their targets. Two kilometers away the first missile hit, shredding the first TIE bomber. Seconds later the second missile hit its target. A novalike explosion lit the simulator’s cockpit, then melted into the blackness of space.
“Acquire target three.”
Even as he gave the order he knew the rate of closure between the bomber and his ship would make the last missile shot all but impossible. “Cancel three.” Corran throttled up again as the third bomber sailed past and brought his ship around. He switched back to laser targeting and climbed right up on the bomber’s stern.
The dupe’s pilot tried to evade him. He juked the double-hulled ship to the left, then started a long turn to the right, but Corran was of no mind to lose him. He cut his speed, which kept the bomber in front of him, then followed it in its turn. As he leveled out again on its tail, he triggered two laser bursts and the targeting computer reported hull damage.
The bomber’s right wing came up in a roll and Corran did the same thing. Had he continued to fly level, the X-wing’s lasers would have passed on either side of the bomber’s fuselage, giving the bomber a few seconds more of life. Keeping the bomber centered in his crosshairs, Corran hit twice more and the bulky craft disintegrated before him.
Pushing his throttle to full, Corran scanned for the fighter he’d missed. He found it two klicks out and going in toward the Korolev. He also found five more TIEs coming in from the other side of the corvette, eighteen kilometers away. Damn, the bomber took more time than I had to give it.
He brought the torpedo targeting program back up and locked on to the remaining fighter. The HUD seemed to take forever before it went red and acquired a lock. Corran fired a missile and watched it blast through the fighter, then turned his attention to the new TIEs.
“Green One, do you want us to engage?”
Corran shook his head. “Negative, Two. Warspite is still here and could dump another flight.” He sighed. “Move to intercept the fighters, but don’t go beyond a klick from the Korolev.”
“On it.”
Good, they can tie the fighters up while I dust these dupes. Corran studied the navigational data Whistler was giving him. The Korolev, the bombers, and his X-wing formed a shrinking triangle. If he flew directly at the bombers he would end up flying in an arc, which would take more time than he had and let them get close enough to launch their missiles at the corvette. That would be less than useless as far as he was concerned.
“Whistler, plot me an intercept point six klicks out from the Korolev.”
The R2 whistled blithely, as if that calculation was so simple even Corran should have been able to do it in his head. Steering toward it, Corran saw he’d have just over a minute to deal with the bombers before they were in firing range on the Korolev. Not enough time.
Flicking two switches, Corran redirected generator energy from recharging his shields and lasers into the engines. It took the acceleration compensator a second to cycle up, so the ship’s burst of speed pushed Corran back into the padding of his command seat. This better work.
“Green One, the Warspite has hyped. Are we released to engage fighters?”
“Affirmative, Three. Go get them.” Corran frowned for a second, knowing his fellow pilots would make short work of the TIE fighters. They would deny him a clean sweep, but he’d willingly trade two TIEs for the corvette. Commander Antilles might have gotten them all himself, but then he’s got two Death Stars painted on the side of his X-wing.
“Whistler, mark each of the bombers four, five, and six.” Range to intercept was three klicks and he had added thirty seconds to his fighting time. “Acquire four.”
The targeting computer showed him to be coming in at a forty-five-degree angle to the flight path of his target, which meant he was way off target. He quickly punched the generator back into recharging lasers and his shields, then pulled even more energy from his quartet of Incom 4L4 fusial thrust engines and shunted it into recharging his weapons and shields.
The resource redirection brought his speed down. Corran pulled back on the stick, easing the X-wing into a turn that brought him head-on into the bombers. Tapping the stick to the left, he centered the targeting box on the first of the dupes.
The HUD started yellow, then quickly went red. Corran fired a missile. “Acquire five.” The HUD started red and Whistler’s keen echoed through the cockpit. The Corellian fired a second missile. “Acquire six.”
Whistler screeched.
Corran looked down at his display. Scrolling up the screen, sandwiched between the reports of missile hits on the three bombers, he saw a notation about Green Two. “Green Two, report.”
“He’s gone, One.”
“A fighter got him?”
“No time to chat … ” The comm call from the Twi’lek in Green Four ended in a hiss of static.
“Rhysati?”
“Got one, Corran, but this last one is good.”
“Hang on.”
“I’ll do my best.”
“Whistler, acquire six.”
The R2 unit hissed. The last bomber had already shot past the intercept point and was bearing in on the Korolev. The pilot had the wide-bodied craft slowly spinning, making it a difficult target for a missile lock. The Korolev, being as big as it was, would present large enough of a target that even a rolling ship could get a lock on it.
And once he has that lock, the Korolev is so much space junk. Corran switched back to lasers and pushed his X-wing forward. Even though two klicks separated them, he triggered a couple of laser blasts. He knew his chances of hitting were not good at that range, but the light from the bolts would shoot past the TIE and give the pilot something to think about. And I want him thinking about me, not that nerf-vette grazing there.
Corran redirected all power back into the engines and shot forward. Two more laser blasts caused the TIE bomber to shy a bit, but it had pushed into target-acquisition range. The ship’s roll began to slow as the pilot fixated on his target, then, as Corran brought his lasers to bear, the bomber jinked and cut away to port.
The Corellian’s eyes narrowed. Bror Jace has got to be flying that thing. He thinks it’s payback time. The other pilot, a human from Thyferra, was—in Corran’s opinion—the second best pilot in the training squadron. He’s going to kill the Korolev and I’ll never hear the end of it. Unless …
Corran pulled all his shield energy forward and left his aft as naked as the shieldless TIE bomber. Following Jace through a barrel roll, he kept the throttle full forward. As they leveled out again Corran triggered a snapshot at the bomber. It caught a piece of one wing, but Jace dove beneath the X-wing’s line of fire. Here we go!
Corran shoved his stick forward to follow the bomber’s dive, but because his rate of speed was a good twenty percent faster than that of Jace’s ship, the X-wing moved into a broad loop. By the time Corran inverted to finish the turn off, Jace’s bomber came back up and banked in on the X-wing’s tail.
Before the bomber could unload a missile or two into his aft, Corran broke the fighter hard to port and carved across the bomber’s line of fire. Basic maneuver with a basic response. Without even glancing at his instruments, and paying no attention to Whistler’s squealed warning, Corran cut engine power back into recharging his shields. One more second.
Jace’s response to Corran’s break had been a reverse-throttle hop. By bringing the nose of the bomber up in a steep climb, then rolling out in the direction of the turn, Jace managed to stay inside the arc of the X-wing’s turn. As the bomber leveled off, it closed very quickly with the X-wing—too quickly for a missile lock, but not a laser shot.
The TIE bomber shrieked in at the X-wing. Collision warning klaxons wailed. Corran could feel Jace’s excitement as the X-wing loomed larger. He knew the other pilot would snap off a quick shot, then come around again, angry at having overshot the X-wing, but happy to smoke Corran before taking the Korolev.
The X-wing pilot hit a switch and shifted all shield power to the aft shields.
The deflector shield materialized as a demisphere approximately twenty meters behind the X-wing. Designed to dissipate both energy and kinetic weapons, it had no trouble protecting the fighter from the bomber’s twin laser blasts. Had the bomber used missiles, the shields could even have handled all the damage they could do, though that would have been enough to destroy the shields themselves.
The TIE bomber, which massed far more than the missiles it carried, should have punched through the shields and might even have destroyed the fighter, but it hit at an angle and glanced off. The collision did blast away half the power of the aft shield and bounced the X-wing around, but otherwise left the snubfighter undamaged.
The same could not be said of the unshielded bomber. The impact with the shield was roughly equivalent to a vehicle hitting a ferrocrete wall at sixty kilometers per hour. While that might not do a land vehicle much damage, land vehicles are decidedly less delicate than starfighters. The starboard wing crumpled inward, wrapping itself around the bomber’s cockpit. Both pods of the ship twisted out of alignment so the engines shot it off into an uncontrolled tumble through the simulator’s dataspace.
“Green Three, did you copy that?”
Corran got no response. “Whistler, what happened to Three?”
The R2 unit gave him a mournful tone.
Sithspawn. Corran flipped the shield control to equalize things fore and aft. “Where is he?”
The image of a lone TIE fighter making a strafing run on the Korolev appeared on Corran’s monitor. The clumsy little craft skittered along over the corvette’s surface, easily dodging its weak return fire. That’s seriously gutsy for a TIE fighter. Corran smiled. Or arrogant, and time to make him pay for that arrogance.
The Corellian brought his proton torpedo targeting program up and locked on to the TIE. It tried to break the lock, but turbolaser fire from the Korolev boxed it in. Corran’s HUD went red and he triggered the torpedo. “Scratch one eyeball.”
The missile shot straight in at the fighter, but the pilot broke hard to port and away, causing the missile to overshoot the target. Nice flying! Corran brought his X-wing over and started down to loop in behind the TIE, but as he did so, the TIE vanished from his forward screen and reappeared in his aft arc. Yanking the stick hard to the right and pulling it back, Corran wrestled the X-wing up and to starboard, then inverted and rolled out to the left.
A laser shot jolted a tremor through the simulator’s couch. Lucky thing I had all shields aft! Corran reinforced them with energy from his lasers, then evened them out fore and aft. Jinking the fighter right and left, he avoided laser shots coming in from behind, but they all came in far closer than he liked.
He knew Jace had been in the bomber, and Jace was the only pilot in the unit who could have stayed with him. Except for our leader. Corran smiled broadly. Coming to see how good I really am, Commander Antilles? Let me give you a clinic. “Make sure you’re in there solid, Whistler, because we’re going for a little ride.”
Corran refused to let the R2’s moan slow him down. A snap-roll brought the X-wing up on its port wing. Pulling back on the stick yanked the fighter’s nose up away from the original line of flight. The TIE stayed with him, then tightened up on the arc to close distance. Corran then rolled another ninety degrees and continued the turn into a dive. Throttling back, Corran hung in the dive for three seconds, then hauled back hard on the stick and cruised up into the TIE fighter’s aft.
The X-wing’s laser fire missed wide to the right as the TIE cut to the left. Corran kicked his speed up to full and broke with the TIE. He let the X-wing rise above the plane of the break, then put the fighter through a twisting roll that ate up enough time to bring him again into the TIE’s rear. The TIE snapped to the right and Corran looped out left.
He watched the tracking display as the distance between them grew to be a kilometer and a half, then slowed. Fine, you want to go nose to nose? I’ve got shields and you don’t. If Commander Antilles wanted to commit virtual suicide, Corran was happy to oblige him. He tugged the stick back to his sternum and rolled out in an inversion loop. Coming at you!
The two starfighters closed swiftly. Corran centered his foe in the crosshairs and waited for a dead shot. Without shields the TIE fighter would die with one burst, and Corran wanted the kill to be clean. His HUD flicked green as the TIE juked in and out of the center, then locked green as they closed.
The TIE started firing at maximum range and scored hits. At that distance the lasers did no real damage against the shields, prompting Corran to wonder why Wedge was wasting the energy. Then, as the HUD’s green color started to flicker, realization dawned. The bright bursts on the shields are a distraction to my targeting! I better kill him now!
Corran tightened down on the trigger button, sending red laser needles stabbing out at the closing TIE fighter. He couldn’t tell if he had hit anything. Lights flashed in the cockpit and Whistler started screeching furiously. Corran’s main monitor went black, his shields were down, and his weapons controls were dead.
The pilot looked left and right. “Where is he, Whistler?”
The monitor in front of him flickered to life and a diagnostic report began to scroll by. Bloodred bordered the damage reports. “Scanners, out; lasers, out; shields, out; engine, out! I’m a wallowing Hutt just hanging here in space.”
With the X-wing’s scanners being dead, the R2 droid couldn’t locate the TIE fighter if it was outside the droid’s scanner range. Whistler informed Corran of this with an anxious bleat.
“Easy, Whistler, get me my shields back first. Hurry.” Corran continued to look around for the TIE fighter. Letting me stew, are you, sir? You’ll finish the Korolev then come for me. The pilot frowned and felt a cold chill run down his spine. You’re right, I’m no Luke Skywalker. I’m glad you think I’m not bad, but I want to be the best!
Suddenly the starfield went black and the simulator pod hissed as it cracked open. The canopy lifted up and the sound of laughter filled the cockpit. Corran almost flicked the blast shield down on his helmet to prevent his three friends from seeing his embarrassed blush. Nope, might as well take my punishment. He stood and doffed his helmet, then shook his head. “At least it’s over.”
The Twi’lek, Nawara Ven, clapped his hands. “Such modesty, Corran.”
“Huh?”
The blond woman next to the Twi’lek beamed up at him. “You won the Redemption scenario.”
“What?”
The grey-green Gand nodded his head and placed his helmet on the nose of Corran’s simulator. “You had nine kills. Jace is not pleased.”
“Thanks for the good news, Ooryl, but I still got killed in there.” Corran hopped out of the simulator. “The pilot who got you three—Commander Antilles—he got me, too.”
The Twi’lek shrugged. “He’s been at this a bit longer than I have, so it is not a surprise he got me.”
Rhysati shook her head, letting her golden hair drape down over her shoulders. “The surprise was that he took so long to get us, really. Are you certain he killed you?”
Corran frowned. “I don’t think I got a mission end message.”
“Clearly you have too little experience of dying in these simulators because you’d know if you did.” Rhysati laughed lightly. “He may have hit you, Corran, but he didn’t kill you. You survived and won.”
Corran blinked, then smiled. “And I got Bror before he got the Korolev. I’ll take that.”
“As well you should.” A brown-haired man with crystal blue eyes shouldered his way between Ooryl and Nawara. “You’re an exceptionally good pilot.”
“Thank you, sir.”
The man offered Corran his hand. “Thought I had you, but when you shot out my engines, your missile caught up with me. Nice job.”
Corran shook the man’s hand hesitantly. The man wore a black flight suit with no name or rank insignia on it, though it did have Hoth, Endor, and Bakura battle tabs sewn on the left sleeve. “You know, you’re one hot hand in a TIE.”
“Nice of you to say, Mr. Horn—I’m a bit rusty, but I really enjoyed this run.” He released Corran’s hand. “Next time I’ll give you more of a fight.”
A woman wearing a Lieutenant’s uniform touched the TIE pilot on the arm. “Admiral Ackbar is ready to see you now, sir. If you will follow me.”
The TIE pilot nodded to the four X-wing pilots. “Good flying, all of you. Congratulations on winning the scenario.”
Corran stared at the man’s retreating back. “I thought Commander Antilles was in that TIE. I mean it had to be someone as good as him to get you three.”
The ends of Nawara Ven’s head tails twitched. “Apparently he is that good.”
Rhysati nodded. “He flew circles around me.”
“At least you saw him.” The Gand drummed his trio of fingers against the hull of Corran’s simulator. “He caught Ooryl as Ooryl fixed on his wingman. Ooryl is free hydrogen in simspace. That man is very good.”
“Sure, but who is he?” Corran frowned. “He’s not Luke Skywalker, obviously, but he was with Rogue Squadron at Bakura and survived Endor.”
The Twi’lek’s red eyes sparked. “The Endor tab had a black dot in the middle—he survived the Death Star run.”
Rhysati looped her right arm around Corran’s neck and brought her fist up gently under his chin. “What difference does it make who he is?”
“Rhys, he shot up three of our best pilots, had me dead in space, and says he’s a bit rusty! I want to know who he is because he’s decidedly dangerous.”
“He is that, but today he’s not the most dangerous pilot. That’s you.” She linked her other arm through Nawara’s right elbow. “So, Corran, you forget you were a Security officer and, Nawara, you forget you were a lawyer and let this thing drop. Today we’re all pilots, we’re all on the same side”—she smiled sweetly—“and the man who beat the Redemption scenario is about to make good on all those dinner and drink promises he made to talk his wingmates into helping him win.”
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A quarter century after A New Hope and the destruction of the Death Star, the galaxy is free of wide-scale conflicts—but the New Republic must contend with many regional brushfires. And Luke Skywalker’s Jedi Order faces its own growing pains: Some New Republic officials want to rein in the Jedi, leading Luke to wonder if the Jedi Council should be restored.
On the planet Rhommamool, Leia Organa Solo, Mara Jade Skywalker, and Jaina Solo meet with a mysterious rabble-rouser named Nom Anor. Anor rejects Leia’s diplomatic entreaties, but she’s more disturbed by what she finds when she reaches out to him in the Force: nothing. It’s as if he isn’t there.
Anor is a secret agent of the Yuuzhan Vong, powerful warriors from another galaxy who regard technology as blasphemous, relying on biological constructs to serve as their starships, weapons, and communicators. Long ago, a devastating war destroyed much of the Yuuzhan Vong’s galaxy and cut them off from the Force, sending their clans across the intergalactic void in search of a new home. Now they are at the edge of the Star Wars galaxy, ready to invade.
As head of the New Jedi Order, Luke is central to the galaxy’s defense; Leia’s skills as a former Chief of State and respected political adviser are also called on. The five-year war shakes the galaxy to its foundations. Technologically advanced worlds within the Yuuzhan Vong invasion corridor are subjected to the newcomers’ biotechnology and altered into strange hybrids combining what they had been with the new Yuuzhan Vong ecosystem. Entire species are enslaved—or eradicated. The New Republic is ill prepared to meet the extragalactic threat, with regional rivalries, political dissension, and concern over the Imperial Remnant limiting the effectiveness of its military response. Wrangling in the Senate snarls the war plans, as do disagreements between planetary fleets and armies, while assassination and war thin the ranks of the New Republic’s leaders. Officers and pilots who battled for so long against the Empire, such as Admiral Ackbar and Wedge Antilles, work feverishly to figure out how to outmaneuver their new enemies.
The invasion sorely challenges the Jedi, as well. Some take it upon themselves to meet the Yuuzhan Vong threat head-on, disdaining foot-dragging by politicians—and some of those skirt the dark side of the Force, giving in to their anger and fear as the Yuuzhan Vong ruin worlds and lives. The Yuuzhan Vong come to recognize the Jedi as the biggest threat to their plans, and begin hunting them down using New Republic traitors and bioengineered killers. At the forefront of the war against the Jedi are the Solo children—now teenagers and Jedi Knights in their own right. By the time the war is over, the Solo family will never be the same again.
The other heroes of the Rebellion, too, face personal struggles and tragedies. Luke fears for the life of his wife, Mara—infected with a Yuuzhan Vong–engineered disease—and for that of his newborn son, Ben, hunted by the Jedi’s enemies. Han and Leia’s losses are even harder to bear, as their oldest friends and children risk everything to stop the Yuuzhan Vong.
If you’re a reader looking to explore the epic tale of the Yuuzhan Vong war and the era of Luke’s New Jedi Order, the best place to start is with the first book in the series:
• The New Jedi Order: Vector Prime, by R. A. Salvatore: The first novel in the series introduces the pitiless Yuuzhan Vong and immediately makes clear that the heroes of the Rebellion are in mortal danger.
Read on for an excerpt from a Star Wars novel set in the New Jedi Order era.







ONE
Fraying Fabric
It was too peaceful out here, surrounded by the vacuum of space and with only the continual hum of the twin ion drives breaking the silence. While she loved these moments of peace, Leia Organa Solo also viewed them as an emotional trap, for she had been around long enough to understand the turmoil she would find at the end of this ride.
Like the end of every ride, lately.
Leia paused a moment before she entered the bridge of the Jade Sabre, the new shuttle her brother, Luke, had built for his wife, Mara Jade. Before her, and apparently oblivious to her, Mara and Jaina sat comfortably, side by side at the controls, talking and smiling. Leia focused on her daughter, Jaina, sixteen years old, but with the mature and calm demeanor of a veteran pilot. Jaina looked a lot like Leia, with long dark hair and brown eyes contrasting sharply with her smooth and creamy skin. Indeed, Leia saw much of herself in the girl—no, not girl, Leia corrected her own thoughts, but young woman. That same sparkle behind the brown eyes, mischievous, adventurous, determined.
That notion set Leia back a bit, for she recognized then that when she looked at Jaina, she was seeing not a reflection of herself but an image of the girl she had once been. A twinge of sadness caught her as she considered her own life now: a diplomat, a bureaucrat, a mediator, always trying to calm things down, always working for the peace and prosperity of the New Republic. Did she miss the days when the most common noise around her had been the sharp blare of a blaster or the hiss of a lightsaber? Was she sorry that those wild times had been replaced by the droning of the ion drives and the sharp bickering of one pride-wounded emissary after another?
Perhaps, Leia had to admit, but in looking at Jaina and those simmering dark eyes, she could take vicarious pleasure.
Another twinge—jealousy?—caught her by surprise, as Mara and Jaina erupted into laughter over some joke Leia had not overheard. But she pushed the absurd notion far from her mind as she considered her sister-in-law, Luke’s wife and Jaina’s tutor—at Jaina’s own request—in the ways of the Jedi. Mara was not a substitute mother for Jaina, but rather a big sister, and when Leia considered the fires that constantly burned in Mara’s green eyes, she understood that the woman could give to Jaina things that Leia could not, and that those lessons and that friendship would prove valuable indeed to her daughter. And so she forced aside her jealousy and was merely glad that Jaina had found such a friend.
She started onto the bridge, but paused again, sensing movement behind her. She knew before looking that it was Bolpuhr, her Noghri bodyguard, and barely gave him a glance as he glided to the side, moving so easily and gracefully that he reminded her of a lace curtain drifting lazily in a gentle breeze. She had accepted young Bolpuhr as her shadow for just that reason, for he was as unobtrusive as any bodyguard could be. Leia marveled at the young Noghri, at how his grace and silence covered a perfectly deadly fighting ability.
She held up her hand, indicating that Bolpuhr should remain out here, and though his usually emotionless face did flash Leia a quick expression of disappointment, she knew he would obey. Bolpuhr, and all the Noghri, would do anything Leia asked of them. He would jump off a cliff or dive into the hot end of an ion engine for her, and the only time she ever saw any sign of discontentment with her orders was when Bolpuhr thought she might be placing him in a difficult position to properly defend her.
As he was thinking now, Leia understood, though why in the world Bolpuhr would fear for her safety on her sister-in-law’s private shuttle was beyond her. Sometimes dedication could be taken a bit too far.
With a nod to Bolpuhr, she turned back to the bridge and crossed through the open doorway. “How much longer?” she asked, and was amused to see both Jaina and Mara jump in surprise at her sudden appearance.
In answer, Jaina increased the magnification on the forward screen, and instead of the unremarkable dots of light, there appeared an image of two planets, one mostly blue and white, the other reddish in hue, seemingly so close together that Leia wondered how it was that the blue-and-white one, the larger of the pair, had not grasped the other in its gravity and turned it into a moon. Parked halfway between them, perhaps a half a million kilometers from either, deck lights glittering in the shadows of the blue-and-white planet, loomed a Mon Calamari battle cruiser, the Mediator, one of the newest ships in the New Republic fleet.
“They’re at their closest,” Mara observed, referring to the planets.
“I beg your indulgence,” came a melodic voice from the doorway, and the protocol droid C-3PO walked into the room. “But I do not believe that is correct.”
“Close enough,” Mara said. She turned to Jaina. “Both Rhommamool and Osarian are ground based, technologically—”
“Rhommamool almost exclusively so!” C-3PO quickly added, drawing a scowl from all three of the women. Oblivious, he rambled on. “Even Osarian’s fleet must be considered marginal, at best. Unless, of course, one is using the Pantang Scale of Aero-techno Advancement, which counts even a simple landspeeder as highly as it would a Star Destroyer. Perfectly ridiculous scale.”
“Thank you, Threepio,” Leia said, her tone indicating that she had heard more than enough.
“They’ve both got missiles that can hit each other from this close distance, though,” Mara continued.
“Oh, yes!” the droid exclaimed. “And given the proximity of their relative elliptical orbits—”
“Thank you, Threepio,” Leia said.
“—they will remain within striking distance for some time,” C-3PO continued without missing a beat. “Months, at least. In fact, they will be even closer in two standard weeks, the closest they will be to each other for a decade to come.”
“Thank you, Threepio!” Mara and Leia said together.
“And the closest they have been for a decade previous,” the droid had to slip in, as the women turned back to their conversation.
Mara shook her head, trying to remember her original point to Jaina. “That’s why your mother chose to come out now.”
“You’re expecting a fight?” Jaina asked, and neither Leia nor Mara missed the sparkle in her eye.
“The Mediator will keep them behaving,” Leia said hopefully. Indeed, the battle cruiser was an impressive warship, an updated and more heavily armed and armored version of the Mon Calamari star cruiser.
Mara looked back to the screen and shook her head, unconvinced. “It’ll take more than a show of force to stop this catastrophe,” she replied.
“Indeed, it has been escalating, by all reports,” C-3PO piped up. “It started as a simple mining dispute over mineral rights, but now the rhetoric is more appropriate for some kind of a holy crusade.”
“It’s the leader on Rhommamool,” Mara remarked. “Nom Anor. He’s reached down and grabbed his followers by their most basic instincts, weaving the dispute against Osarian into a more general matter of tyranny and oppression. Don’t underestimate him.”
“I can’t begin to give you a full list of tyrants like Nom Anor that I’ve dealt with,” Leia said with a resigned shrug.
“I have that very list available,” C-3PO blurted. “Tonkoss Rathba of—”
“Thank you, Threepio,” Leia said, too politely.
“Why, of course, Princess Leia,” the droid replied. “I do so like to be of service. Now where was I? Oh, yes. Tonkoss Rathba of—”
“Not now, Threepio,” Leia insisted, then to Mara, she added, “I’ve seen his type often.”
“Not like him,” Mara replied, somewhat softly, and the sudden weakness in her voice reminded Leia and Jaina that Mara, despite her nearly constant bravado and overabundance of energy, was seriously ill, with a strange and thankfully rare disease that had killed dozens of others and against which the best doctors in the New Republic had proven completely helpless. Of those who had contracted the molecular disorder, only Mara and one other remained alive, and that other person, being studied intently on Coruscant, was fast dying.
“Daluba,” C-3PO went on. “And of course, there was Icknya—”
Leia started to turn to the droid, hoping to politely but firmly shut him up, but Jaina’s cry stopped her abruptly and swung her back to face the screen.
“Incoming ships!” Jaina announced, her voice full of surprise. The telltale blips had appeared on her sensor viewer as if from nowhere.
“Four of them,” Mara confirmed. Even as she spoke, the warning buzzers began to go off. “From Osarian.” She turned her curious expression up to Leia. “They know who we are?”
Leia nodded. “And they know why I’ve come.”
“Then they should know to leave us alone,” Jaina reasoned.
Leia nodded again, but understood better. She had come to the system not to meet with the Osarians—not at first, at least—but with their principal rival, Nom Anor, the cult figure stirring up trouble on Rhommamool. “Tell them to back off,” she instructed Mara.
“Politely?” Mara asked, smiling, and with that dangerous twinkle in her eyes.
“New Republic shuttle,” a halting voice crackled over the comm. “This is Captain Grappa of Osarian First-Force.”
With a flick of a switch, Mara put an image of the captain on the viewscreen, and Leia sighed as the green skin, spiny head ridge, and tapirlike snout came into view.
“Wonderful,” she remarked sarcastically.
“The Osarians have hired Rodians?” Jaina asked.
“Nothing like a few mercenaries to quiet things down,” Leia replied dryly.
“Oh, dear me,” C-3PO remarked, and he shuffled aside nervously.
“You come with us,” Grappa insisted, his multifaceted eyes sparkling eagerly. “To Osa-Prime.”
“Seems the Osarians want to talk with you first,” Mara said.
“They’re afraid that my meeting with Nom Anor will only heighten his stature, both among the Rhommamoolians and throughout the sector,” Leia reasoned, a notion not without credence, and one that she had debated endlessly before making the decision to come here.
“Whatever the reason, they’re closing fast,” Mara replied. Both she and Jaina looked to Leia for instructions, for while the Jade Sabre was Mara’s ship, this was Leia’s mission.
“Princess Leia?” an obviously alarmed C-3PO asked.
Leia sat down in the chair behind Mara, intently studying the screen, which Jaina had switched back to a normal space view. The four approaching fighters were clearly visible.
“Lose them,” she said determinedly, a request that neither of the pilots needed to hear twice. Indeed, Mara had been eager to put the shuttle, with its powerful twin engines and state-of-the-art maneuvering systems, through a real test.
Green eyes sparkling, smile wide, Mara reached for the controls, but then retracted her hands and put them on her lap. “You heard her, Jaina,” she said.
Jaina’s mouth dropped open; so did Leia’s.
“You mean it?” Jaina asked.
Mara’s only reply was an almost bored expression, along with a slight yawn, as if this whole thing was no big deal, and certainly nothing that Jaina couldn’t easily handle.
“Yes!” Jaina whispered, clenching her fists, wearing a smile nearly wide enough to take in her ears. She rubbed her hands together, then reached out to the right, rolling her fingers over the floating-ball control of the inertial compensator. “Strap in,” she ordered, and she dialed it down to 95 percent, as fighter pilots often did so that they could gain a tactile feel to the movements of their ships. Reading the g’s, Jaina had heard it called, and she always preferred flying that way, where fast turns and mighty acceleration could push her back in her seat.
“Not too much,” Leia said with concern.
But her daughter was in her element now, Leia knew, and she’d push the shuttle to its limits. Leia felt the lean as Jaina veered right, angling away from the approaching ships.
“If you run, we shoot you down!” came the uneven voice of Grappa.
“Z-95 Headhunters,” Mara said derisively of the closing craft, an antiquated starfighter, and she flipped off the comm switch and looked back at Leia. “Can’t shoot what you can’t catch,” she explained. “Kick them in,” she added to Jaina, motioning to the primary thrusters, thinking that a burst of the powerful engines would shoot the Jade Sabre right past the befuddled Rodians and their outdated starfighters.
Even as she spoke, though, two more blips appeared on the sensors, streaking out from the shadows around Rhommamool, angling right in line with the Jade Sabre.
“Mara,” Leia said with concern. At that, Mara did reach for the controls. But only for a moment, and then she looked Jaina right in the eye and nodded for the young woman to proceed.
Leia lurched forward in her seat, held back only by the belt, as Jaina reversed throttle and kicked the etheric rudder right. There came a metallic thump behind them—C-3PO hitting the wall, Leia guessed.
Even as the Jade Sabre came to a sudden halt, nose turned starboard, Jaina pumped it out to full throttle and kicked the rudder back to the left, then hard right, fishtailing the ship about in a brutal one-eighty, then working the rudder hard and somewhat choppy in straightening out her direct retreat. As they turned, a laser cannon blast cut across their bow.
“All right, the first four are on our tail,” Mara instructed calmly. The Jade Sabre jolted, hit aft, a blow the shields easily held back.
“Try a—” Mara started to say, but she lost the words, and nearly her lunch, as Jaina pulled a snap roll right, and then another right behind it.
“Oh, we’ll be killed!” came C-3PO’s cry from the doorway, and Leia managed to turn her head to see the droid leaning in against the metal jamb, and then to see him fly away, with a pitiful cry, as Jaina kicked the etheric rudder again, putting the ship into another sudden fishtail.
A pair of Headhunters streaked past the viewscreen, but just for a split second, for Jaina vectored away at a different angle, and at single-engine full throttle, pressing Leia back in her seat. Leia wanted to say something to Jaina then, some words of encouragement or advice, but found her words stuck in her throat. And not for any g forces.
It was the sight of Jaina, the fire in her brown eyes, the determined set of her jaw, the sheer concentration. At that moment, Leia knew.
Her daughter was a woman now, and with all the grit of her father and mother combined.
Mara glanced over her right shoulder, between Jaina and Leia, and both followed her lead long enough to see that two of the initial four had altered course accordingly and were fast closing, laser cannons blasting away.
“Hold on,” a confident Jaina warned, and she pulled back the stick, lifting the Jade Sabre’s nose, then shoved it forward, dropping the shuttle into a sudden, inverted loop.
“We’re doomed!” C-3PO cried from the hallway—the hallway ceiling, Leia knew.
Halfway around, Jaina broke the loop with a snap roll, then kicked her into a fishtail and a barrel roll, bringing her about to nearly their original course, but with the initial four behind them. Now she did kick in both ion drives, as if to use sheer speed to split the gap between the two incoming fighters.
Both angled out suddenly, then turned back in, widening that escape route but giving them a longer shooting angle at the shuttle, and an easier turn to pursue.
“They’re good,” Mara warned, but, like Leia, she found her words lost in her throat, as Jaina, teeth gritted to fight back the g’s, reversed throttle.
“Princess—” The plaintive cry from the corridor ended abruptly in a loud crash.
“Coming in hot!” Mara cried, noting the fighter fast approaching to port.
Jaina didn’t, couldn’t even hear her; she had turned inward now, was feeling the Force coursing through her, was registering every movement of her enemies and reacting instinctively, playing the game three moves ahead. Before Mara had even begun to speak, Jaina had hit the forward attitude adjustment jets, lifting the nose, then she pumped the throttle and kicked the rudder, lifting the Jade Sabre and bringing her nose about to starboard, to directly face the other incoming Headhunter.
And that eager Rodian did come in at them, and hard, and the Jade Sabre’s defensive array screeched and lit up, warning of a lock-on.
“Jaina!” Leia cried.
“He’s got us!” Mara added.
But then the closer ship, coming from port, passed right under the Jade Sabre, and Jaina fired the repulsorlifts, bouncing the Jade Sabre up and sending the poor Headhunter into a wild, spinning roll.
The closing ship from starboard let fly its concussion missile, but it, and the Headhunter, zipped right underneath the elevated Jade Sabre.
Before the three women could even begin to catch their breath, another ship streaked in, an X-wing, the new XJ version of the starfighter, its own laser cannons blasting away from its wingtips. Not at the Jade Sabre, though, but at the Headhunter that had just gone past.
“Who is that?” Leia asked, and Jaina, equally curious, brought the Jade Sabre about hard.
The Headhunter snap-rolled left and dived, but the far superior X-wing stayed on her, lasers scoring hit after hit, depleting her shields and then blasting her apart into a million pieces.
“A Jedi,” Mara and Jaina said together, and Leia, when she paused to collect the Force sensations about her, concurred.
“Fast to the Mediator,” Leia instructed her daughter, and Jaina swung the Jade Sabre about yet again.
“I didn’t know there were any Jedi in the sector,” Leia said to Mara, who could only shrug, equally at a loss.
“Another one’s out,” Jaina informed them, watching the blips on her sensor screen. “And two others are vectoring away.”
“They want no part of a Jedi showing a willingness to shoot back,” Mara remarked.
“Maybe Rodians are smarter than I thought,” Leia said dryly. “Smooth it out,” she instructed her daughter, unbuckling and climbing unsteadily to her feet.
Jaina reluctantly dialed the inertial compensator back to full.
“Only one pursuing,” Jaina informed them as Leia made her way to the door.
“The X-wing,” Mara added, and Leia nodded.
In the hallway outside the bridge, Leia found C-3PO inverted and against the wall, his feet sticking up in the air, his head crunched forward so that his chin was tight against his chest.
“You have to learn to hold on,” Leia said to him, helping him upright. She glanced across the way to Bolpuhr as she spoke, to find the Noghri still standing calmly in the exact spot she had assigned him.
Somehow, she wasn’t amazed.
Jaina took the Jade Sabre at a swift but steady pace toward the distant Mediator. She checked often for pursuit, but it quickly became obvious that the Rodians in their outdated Headhunters wanted no part of this fight.
Leia rejoined them a short while later, to find Jaina in complete control and Mara resting back in her seat, eyes closed. Even when Jaina asked her aunt a question about docking procedures, the woman didn’t respond, didn’t even open her eyes.
“They’ll guide you in,” Leia interjected, and sure enough, a voice from the Mediator crackled over the opened comm, giving explicit directions for entry vector.
Jaina took her in, and Jaina took her down, easily—and after the display of flying she had just given them out with the Headhunters, Leia wasn’t the least bit surprised by her ability to so smoothly tight-dock a ship as large as the Jade Sabre.
That final shudder as Jaina eased off the repulsorlifts and settled the shuttle onto the docking bay floor stirred Mara from her rest. She opened her eyes and, seeing where they were, rose quickly.
And then she swayed and seemed as if she would fall.
Leia and Jaina were there in an instant, catching and steadying her.
She regained her balance and took a deep breath. “Maybe next time you can dial down the inertial compensator to ninety-seven instead of ninety-five,” she said jokingly, straining a smile.
Jaina laughed, but Leia’s face showed her deep concern. “Are you all right?” she asked.
Mara eyed her directly.
“Perhaps we should find a place where you can rest,” Leia said.
“Where we all can rest,” Mara corrected, and her tone told Leia to back off, a reminder that Leia was intruding on a private place for Mara, a place she had explicitly instructed all of her friends, even her husband, not to go. This disease was Mara’s fight alone, to Mara’s thinking, a battle that had forced her to reconsider everything she thought about her life, past, present, and future, and everything she thought about death.
Leia held her stare for a moment longer, but replaced her own concerned expression with one of acceptance. Mara did not want to be coddled or cuddled. She was determined to live on in an existence that did not name her disease as the most pressing and important facet of her entire life, to live on as she had before, with the illness being relegated to the position of nuisance, and nothing more.
Of course, Leia understood it to be much more than that, an internal churning that required Mara to spend hours and tremendous Force energy merely holding it in check. But that was Mara’s business.
“I hope to meet with Nom Anor tomorrow,” Leia explained, as the three, with C-3PO and Bolpuhr in tow, headed for the lower hatch, then moved down to the landing bay. A contingent of New Republic Honor Guard stood waiting there, along with Commander Ackdool, a Mon Calamarian with large, probing eyes, a fishlike face, and salmon-colored skin. “By all reports, we should all be rested before dealing with him.”
“Believe those reports,” Mara said.
“And first, it seems I get to meet with our savior Jedi,” Leia added dryly, looking back behind the Jade Sabre to see the X-wing gliding in to rest.
“Wurth Skidder,” Jaina remarked, recognizing the markings under the canopy on the starfighter.
“Why am I not surprised?” Leia asked, and she blew a sigh.
Ackdool came over to them, then, and extended his formal greetings to the distinguished guests, but Leia’s reaction set him back on his heels—indeed, it raised more than a few eyebrows among the members of the Mediator’s Honor Guard.
“Why did you send him out?” Leia snapped, motioning toward the docking X-wing.
Commander Ackdool started to answer, but Leia continued. “If we had needed assistance, we would have called for it.”
“Of course, Princess Leia,” Commander Ackdool said with a polite bow.
“They why send him out?”
“Why do you assume that Wurth Skidder flew out at my command?” the cool Commander Ackdool dared to respond. “Why would you assume that Wurth Skidder heeds any order I might give?”
“Couple o’ ridge-head parachutes floating over Osarian, if those Rodians had any luck,” came the singsong voice of Wurth Skidder. The cocky young man was fast approaching, pulling off his helmet and giving his shock of blond hair a tousle as he walked.
Leia stepped out to intercept him and took another quick step for no better reason than to make the Jedi stop short. “Wurth Skidder,” she said.
“Princess,” the man replied with a bow.
“Did you have a little fun out there?”
“More than a little,” the Jedi said with a wide grin and a sniffle—and he always seemed to be sniffling, and his hair always looked as if he had just walked in from a Tatooine sandstorm. “Fun for me, I mean, and not for the Rodians.”
“And the cost of your fun?” Leia asked.
That took the smile from Wurth Skidder’s face, and he looked at Leia curiously, obviously not understanding.
“The cost,” Leia explained. “What did your little excursion cost?”
“A couple of proton torpedos,” Wurth replied with a shrug. “A little fuel.”
“And a year of diplomatic missions to calm down the Osarians,” Leia retorted.
“But they shot first,” Wurth protested.
“Do you even understand that your stupidity likely escalated an already impossible situation?” Leia’s voice was as firm and cold as anyone present had ever heard it. So cold, in fact, that the always overprotective Bolpuhr, fearing trouble, glided closer to her, hanging back just behind her left shoulder, within fast striking distance of the Jedi.
“They were attacking you,” Wurth Skidder retorted. “Six of them!”
“They were trying to bring us down to Osarian,” Leia harshly explained. “A not-so-unexpected response, given my announced intentions here. And so we planned to avoid them. Avoid! Do you understand that word?”
Wurth Skidder said nothing.
“Avoid them and thus cause no further problems or hard feelings,” Leia went on. “And so we would have, and we would have asked for no explanations from Shunta Osarian Dharrg, all of us pretending that nothing had ever happened.”
“But—”
“And our graciousness in not mentioning this unfortunate incident would have bought me the bargaining capital I need to bring some kind of conciliation from Osarian toward Rhommamool,” Leia continued, anger creeping in thicker with each word. “But now we can’t do that, can we? Now, so that Wurth Skidder could paint another skull on the side of his X-wing, I’ll have to deal with an incident.”
“They shot first,” Wurth Skidder reiterated when it became apparent that Leia was done.
“And better that they had shot last,” Leia replied. “And if Shunta Osarian Dharrg demands reparations, we’ll agree, with all apologies, and any monies to be paid will come from Wurth Skidder’s private funds.”
The Jedi squared his shoulders at the suggestion, but then Leia hit him with a sudden and devastating shot. “My brother will see to it.”
Wurth Skidder bowed again, glared at Leia and all around, then turned on his heel and walked briskly away.
“My apologies, Princess Leia,” Ackdool said. “But I have no real authority over Jedi Skidder. I had thought it a blessing when he arrived two weeks ago. His Jedi skills should certainly come in handy against any terrorist attempts—and we have heard rumors of many—against the Mediator.”
“And you are indeed within striking distance of surface missiles,” C-3PO added, but he stopped short, this time catching on to the many disapproving looks that came his way.
“I did not know that Jedi Skidder would prove so …” Ackdool paused, searching for the right word. “Intractable.”
“Stubborn, you mean,” Leia said. As they all started away, Leia did manage a bit of a smile when she heard Mara behind her tell Jaina, “Maybe Nom Anor has met his match.”
C-9PO, a protocol droid, its copper coloring tinged red from the constantly blowing dusts of Rhommamool, skittered down an alley to the side of the main avenue of Redhaven and peeked out cautiously at the tumult beyond. The fanatical followers of Nom Anor, the Red Knights of Life, had gone on the rampage again, riding throughout the city in an apparent purge of landspeeders on their tutakans, eight-legged lizards with enormous tusks that climbed right up past their black eyes and curled in like white eyebrows.
“Ride the beasts given by Life!” one Red Knight screamed at a poor civilian as the wrinkled Dressellian merchant was dragged from the cockpit and punched and pushed to the ground.
“Perversion!” several other Red Knights cried in unison. “Life-pretender!” And they set upon the landspeeder with their tubal-iron pummelstaves, smashing the windshield, bashing in the side moldings, crushing the steering wheel and other controls, even knocking one of the rear drive’s cylindrical engines from its mounts.
Satisfied that the craft was wrecked beyond repair, they pulled the Dressellian to his feet and shoved him to and fro, warning him to ride creatures, not machines—or, better still, to use the legs that nature had provided and walk. Then they beat him back down to the ground and moved on, some climbing back atop the tutakans, others running beside.
The landspeeder continued to hover, though it had only a couple of repulsors still firing. It looked more like a twisted lump of beaten metal than a vehicle, tilting to one side because of the unequal weight distribution and the weakened lift capacity.
“Oh, dear me,” the protocol droid said, ducking low as the contingent stormed past.
Tap, tap, tap came the ringing of metal on metal against the top of the droid’s head. C-9PO slowly turned about and saw the fringe of the telltale black capes, and the red-dyed hides.
With a screech, the droid stood up and tried to run away, but a pummelstave smashed in the side of his leg and he went facedown in the red dust. He lifted his head, but rising up on his arms only gave the two Red Knights a better handhold as they walked past, each scooping the droid under one shoulder and dragging him along.
“Got a Ninepio,” one of the pair called out to his lizard-riding buddies, and a cheer went up.
The doomed droid knew the destination: the Square of Hopeful Redemption.
C-9PO was glad that he wasn’t programmed to experience pain.
*   *   *
“It was a stupid thing to do,” Leia said firmly.
“Wurth thought he was helping us,” Jaina reminded, but Leia wasn’t buying that argument.
“Wurth was trying to find his own thrills,” she corrected.
“And that hotshot attitude of his will reinforce the ring of truth to Nom Anor’s diatribes against the Jedi,” Mara said. “He’s not without followers on Osarian.” As she finished, she looked down at the table, at the pile of leaflets Commander Ackdool had given them, colorful propaganda railing against the New Republic, against the Jedi, and against anything mechanical and technological, and somehow tying all of these supposed ills to the cultural disease that engulfed the society of the planet Osarian.
“Why does Nom Anor hate the Jedi?” Jaina asked. “What do we have to do with the struggle between Osarian and Rhommamool? I never even heard of these planets until you mentioned that we’d be coming here.”
“The Jedi have nothing to do with this struggle,” Leia replied. “Or at least, they didn’t until Wurth Skidder’s antics.”
“Nom Anor hates the New Republic,” Mara added. “And he hates the Jedi as symbols of the New Republic.”
“Is there anything Nom Anor doesn’t hate?” Leia asked dryly.
“Don’t take him lightly,” Mara warned yet again. “His religious cry to abandon technology and machines, to look for truth in the natural elements and life of the universe, and to resist the joining of planets in false confederations resonates deeply in many people, particularly those who have been the victims of such planetary alliances, like the miners of Rhommamool.”
Leia didn’t disagree. She had spent many hours before and during the journey here reading the history of the two planets, and she knew that the situation on Rhommamool was much more complicated than that. While many of the miners had traveled to the inhospitable red planet voluntarily, there were quite a number who were the descendants of the original “colonists”—involuntary immigrants sent there to work the mines because of high crimes they had committed.
Whatever the truth of the situation, though, Leia couldn’t deny that Rhommamool was the perfect breeding ground for zealots like Nom Anor. Life there was tough—even basics like water could be hard to come by—while the prosperous Osarians lived in comfort on white sandy beaches and crystal-clear lakes.
“I still don’t understand how any of that concerns the Jedi,” Jaina remarked.
“Nom Anor was stirring up anger against the Jedi long before he ever came to Rhommamool,” Mara explained. “Here, he’s just found a convenient receptacle for his wrath.”
“And with the Jedi Knights scattered throughout the galaxy, and so many of them following their own agendas, Nom Anor might just find plenty of ammunition to add to his arguments,” Leia added grimly. “I’m glad that my brother is thinking of reestablishing the Jedi Council.”
Mara nodded, but Jaina seemed less convinced. “Jacen doesn’t think that’s such a good idea,” she reminded her mother.
Leia shrugged. Her oldest son, Jaina’s twin, had indeed expressed serious doubts about the course of the Jedi Knights.
“If we can’t bring some sense of order to the galaxy, particularly to isolated planets like Osarian and Rhommamool, then we’re no better than the Empire,” Mara remarked.
“We’re better than the Empire,” Leia insisted.
“Not in Nom Anor’s eyes,” Jaina said.
And Mara reiterated her warning to Leia not to take the man lightly. “He’s the strangest man I ever met,” she explained, and given her past exploits with notorious sorts like Jabba the Hutt and Talon Karrde, that was quite a statement. “Even when I tried to use the Force to gain a better perspective on him, I drew …” Mara paused, as if looking for some way to properly express the feeling. “A blank,” she decided. “As if the Force had nothing to do with him.”
Leia and Jaina looked at her curiously.
“No,” Mara corrected. “More like he had nothing to do with the Force.”
The perfect disconnected ideologue, Leia thought, and she expressed her feelings with a single sarcastic word: “Wonderful.”
He stood on the platform surrounded by his fanatical Red Knights. Before him, ten thousand Rhommamoolians crowded into every open space of the great public square of Redhaven, once the primary trading spaceport of the planet. But those facilities had been leveled in the early days of the uprising, with the Rhommamoolians declaring their independence from Osarian. And more recently, since the coming of Nom Anor as spearhead of the revolution, the place had been renamed the Square of Hopeful Redemption.
Here, the citizens came to declare freedom from Osarian.
Here, the followers came to renounce the New Republic.
Here, the believers came to renounce the Jedi.
And here, the fanatics came to discredit progress and technology, to cry out for a simpler time, when the strength of a being’s legs, and not the weight of his purse, determined how far he could travel, and the strength of his hands, and not the weight of his purse, allowed him to harvest the gifts of nature.
Nom Anor loved it all, the adulation and the fanatical, bordering on suicidal, devotion. He cared nothing for Rhommamool or its inhabitants, cared nothing for the foolish cries for some ridiculous “simpler time.”
But how he loved the chaos his words and followers inflicted upon the order of the galaxy. How he loved the brooding undercurrent of resentment toward the New Republic, and the simmering anger aimed at the Jedi Knights, these supercreatures of the galaxy.
Wouldn’t his superiors be pleased?
Nom Anor flipped his shiny black cape back from his shoulder and held his fist upraised into the air, drawing shrieks of appreciation. In the center of the square, where once had stood the Portmaster’s Pavilion, now was a huge pit, thirty meters in diameter and ten deep. Whistles and whines emanated from that pit, along with cries for mercy and pitifully polite words of protest—the voices of droids collected by the folk of Rhommamool and dropped into the hole.
Great cheers erupted from all corners of the square as a pair of the Red Knights entered from one avenue, dragging a 9PO protocol droid between them. They went to the edge of the pit, took up the poor 9PO by the arms and the legs, and on a three-count, launched him onto the pile of metal consisting of the astromech and mine-sniffer droids, the Redhaven street-cleaner droids, and the personal butler droids of the wealthier Rhommamoolian citizens.
When the hooting and cheering died down, Nom Anor opened his hands, revealing a single small stone. Then he clenched his fist again, squeezing with tremendous power, crushing the stone in his grasp so that dust and flecks of rock splinters slipped out the sides.
The signal to begin.
As one the crowd surged forward, lifting great chunks of stone, the debris from the wreckage of the pavilion. They came to the edge of the pit one after another and hurled their heavy missiles at the pile of droids.
The stoning went on for the rest of the afternoon, until the red glare of the sun thinned to a brilliant crimson line along the horizon, until the dozens and dozens of droids were no more than scrap metal and sparking wires.
And Nom Anor, silent and dignified, watched it all somberly, accepting this great tribute his followers had paid to him, this public execution of the hated droids.
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The Yuuzhan Vong have been defeated, but the galaxy has been slow to recover from their depredations, with powerful worlds chafing at the economic burdens and military restrictions put upon them by the nascent Galactic Alliance, once-powerful species seeking to rise again, newly prosperous worlds testing their influence, and long-buried secrets coming to light. The result of all this instability is civil war. Faced with a Galactic Alliance that has fallen away from its values, Luke and the Jedi Order must decide where their loyalties lie—and so, too, must the heroes of the Rebellion.
While hostilities spread across the Core Worlds, lurking in the shadows is a Sith adept who wastes no time in taking advantage of the galactic chaos to wage a very personal war against the Skywalkers and the Solos. Luke will face terrible loss, Han and Leia will be tested as never before, and their daughter, Jaina, will learn just what it means to fulfill her destiny as “the Sword of the Jedi.” And even as the Galactic Alliance pulls the galaxy back from the brink of total disaster, the Skywalker–Solo clan will never be the same again.
The mop-up is difficult. Luke Skywalker is exiled from Coruscant, and while he and his son, Jedi Knight Ben Skywalker, set out on a quest to discover what caused such darkness to befall the galaxy and their family, Han and Leia are left to raise their granddaughter, Allana, and help shepherd the government back into some semblance of order. But little do any of them know that a long-lost tribe of Sith is making its way toward the Core, determined to fulfill their destiny of dominance over the galaxy … and that both Sith and Jedi are about to run headlong into a terrifying creature of untold Force abilities and an insatiable appetite for power …
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• Legacy of the Force: Betrayal, by Aaron Allston: The first in the nine-book Legacy of the Force series, setting the stage for galactic civil war and a fall to darkness.
• Millennium Falcon, by James Luceno: Han Solo’s famous freighter becomes a character in her own right as Han, Leia, their granddaughter Allana, and the droid C-3PO set out on an adventure that brings to light the ship’s colorful, mysterious past.
• Crosscurrent, by Paul S. Kemp: A remnant of the Old Republic comes into Luke Skywalker’s time in a tale of insane clones and time-traveling Jedi and Sith.
• Fate of the Jedi: Outcast by Aaron Allston: The nine-book Fate of the Jedi series blasts off with the new adventures of Luke and Ben Skywalker—Jedi Master and apprentice, father and son—in search of answers to a terrifying question.
Read on for excerpts from Star Wars novels set in the Legacy era.







chapter one
CORUSCANT
“He doesn’t exist.” With those words, spoken without any conscious thought or effort on his part, Luke Skywalker sat upright in bed and looked around at the dimly illuminated chamber.
There wasn’t much to see. Members of the Jedi order, even Masters such as Luke, didn’t accumulate much personal property. Within view were chairs situated in front of unlit computer screens; a wall rack holding plasteel staves and other practice weapons; a table littered with personal effects such as datapads, notes scrawled on scraps of flimsi, datachips holding reports from various Jedi Masters, and a crude and not at all accurate sandglass statuette in Luke’s image sent to him by a child from Tatooine. Inset into the stone-veneer walls were drawers holding his and Mara’s limited selection of clothes. Their lightsabers were behind Luke, resting on a shelf on the headboard of their bed.
His wife, Mara Jade Skywalker, had more personal items and equipment, of course. Disguises, weapons, communications gear, falsified documents. A former spy, she had never given up the trappings of that trade, but those items weren’t here. Luke wasn’t sure where she kept them. She didn’t bother him with such details.
Beside him, she stirred, and he glanced down at her. Her red hair, kept a medium length this season, was an unruly mess, but there was no sleepiness in her eyes when they opened. In brighter light, he knew, those eyes were an amazing green. “Who doesn’t exist?” she asked.
“I don’t know. An enemy.”
“You dreamed about him?”
He nodded. “I’ve had the dream a couple of times before. It’s not just a dream. It’s coming to me through currents in the Force. He’s all wrapped up in shadows—a dark hooded cloak, but more than that, shadows of light and …” Luke shook his head, struggling for the correct word. “And ignorance. And denial. And he brings great pain to the galaxy … and to me.”
“Well, if he brings pain to the galaxy, you’re obviously going to feel it.”
“No, to me personally, in addition to his other evil.” Luke sighed and lay down again. “It’s too vague. And when I’m awake, when I try to peer into the future to find him, I can’t.”
“Because he doesn’t exist.”
“That’s what the dream tells me.” Luke hissed in aggravation.
“Could it be Raynar?”
Luke considered. Raynar Thul, former Jedi Knight, presumed dead during the Yuuzhan Vong war, had been discovered a few years earlier—horribly burned during the war, mentally transformed in the years since through his involvement with the insectoid Killik race. That transformation had been a malevolent one, and the Jedi order had had to deal with him. Now he languished in a well-protected cell deep within the Jedi Temple, undergoing treatment for his mental and physical afflictions.
Treatment. Treatment meant change; perhaps, in changing, Raynar was becoming something new, and Luke’s presentment pointed toward the being Raynar would someday become.
Luke shook his head and pushed the possibility away. “In this vision, I don’t sense Raynar’s alienness. Mentally, emotionally, whoever it is remains human, or near human.
There’s even the possiblity that it’s my father.”
“Darth Vader.”
“No. Before he was Darth Vader. Or just when he was becoming Vader.” Luke’s gaze lost focus as he tried to recapture the dream. “What little of his face I can see reminds me of the features of Anakin Skywalker as a Jedi. But his eyes … as I watch, they turn a molten gold or orange, transforming from Force-use and anger …”
“I have an idea.”
“Tell me.”
“Let’s wait until he shows up, then crush him.”
Luke smiled. “All right.” He closed his eyes and his breathing slowed, an effort to return to sleep.
Within a minute the rhythm of his breathing became that of natural sleep.
But Mara lay awake, her attention on the ceiling—beyond it, through dozens of floor levels of the Jedi enclave to the skies of Coruscant above—and searched for any hint, any flicker of what it was that was causing her husband worry.
She found no sign of it. And she, too, slept.
ADUMAR
The gleaming pearl-gray turbolift doors slid open sideways, and warm air bearing an aroma that advertised death and destruction washed over Jacen Solo, his cousin Ben Skywalker, and their guide.
Jacen took a deep breath and held it. The odors of this subterranean factory were not the smells of corrupted flesh or gangrenous wounds—smells Jacen was familiar with—but those of labor and industry. The great chamber before them had been a missile manufacturing center for decades, and no amount of rigorous cleaning would ever be quite able to eliminate the odors of sweat, machine lubricant, newly fabricated composite materials, solid fuel propellants, and high explosives that filled the air.
Jacen expelled the breath and stepped out of the turbolift, then walked the handful of steps up to the rail overlooking the chamber. He walked rapidly so that his Jedi cloak would billow a little as he strode, so that his boot heels would ring on the metal flooring of this observation catwalk, and so his apprentice and guide would be left behind for a moment. This was a performance for his guide and all the other representatives of the Dammant Killers company. Jacen knew he was carrying off his role quite well; the company officials he’d been dealing with remained properly intimidated. But he didn’t know whether to attribute his success to his bearing and manner, his lean, brooding, and handsome looks, or his name—for on this world of Adumar, with its history of fascination with pilots, the name of Jacen’s father, Han Solo, went a very long way.
His guide, a slender, balding man named Testan ke Harran, moved up to the rail to Jacen’s right. Contrasting with the dull grays and blues that were common on this factory’s walls and its workers’ uniforms, Testan was a riot of color—his tunic, with its nearly knee-length hem and its flowing sleeves, was the precise orange of X-wing fighter pilot uniforms, though decorated with purple crisscross lines breaking it down into a flickering expanse of small diamond shapes, and his trousers, belt, and scarf were a gleaming gold.
Testan stroked his lustrous black beard, the gesture a failed attempt to conceal the man’s nervousness. Jacen felt, rather than saw, Ben move up on the other side of Testan.
“You can see,” Testan said, “ar workars enjoy very fan conditions.”
Ben cleared his throat. “He says their workers enjoy very fine conditions.”
Jacen nodded absently. He understood Testan’s words, and it had taken him little time to learn and understand the Adumari accent, but this was another act, a ploy to keep the Adumari off-balance. He leaned forward to give the manufacturing floor below his full attention.
The room was large enough to act as a hangar and maintenance bay for four full squadrons of X-wing snubfighters. Tall duracrete partitions divided the space into eight lanes, each of which enclosed an assembly line; materials entered through small portals in the wall to the left, rolled along on luminous white conveyor belts, and eventually exited through portals on the far right. Laborers in gray jumpsuits flanked the belts and worked on the materials as they passed.
On the nearest belt, immediately below Jacen, the materials being worked on appeared to be compact visual sensor assemblies. The conveyor belt brought in eight such units and stopped. Moving quickly, the laborers plugged small cables into the units and turned to look into monitors, which showed black-and-white images of jumpsuited waists and worker hands. The workers turned the units this way and that, confirming that the sensors were properly calibrated.
One monitor never lit up with a view from the sensor. The worker on that unit unplugged it and set it on a table running parallel to the conveyor belt. A moment later, the other workers on this section unplugged their sensor units and the conveyor belt jerked into motion again, carrying the remaining seven units to the next station.
One lane over, the conveyor belt remained in constant motion, carrying sensor unit housings along. The workers on that belt, fewer in number than the sensor testers, reached out occasionally to turn a housing, to look inside, to examine the exterior for cracks or warping. Some workers, distributed at intervals along the line, rapped each housing with a small rubber-headed hammer. Jacen assumed they were listening for a musical tone he could not possibly hear at this distance over the roar of noise from the floor.
Another lane away from him, the workers were clad not in jumpsuits but in full-coverage hazardous materials suits of a lighter and more reflective gray than the usual worker outfit. Their conveyor belt carried white plates bearing irregular balls the size of a human head but a nearly luminous green. The belt stopped as each set of eight such balls entered the lane, giving the workers time to plunge needlelike sensors into each ball. They, too, checked monitors for a few seconds before withdrawing the needles to allow the balls to continue on. Jacen knew that poisonous green—it was the color of the high explosive Adumari manufacturers used to fabricate the concussion missiles they exported.
While Jacen made his initial survey, Ben kept their guide occupied. “Do you wax your beard?” he asked.
“I do not.”
“It just seems very shiny. Do you oil it?”
Testan’s voice was a little more irritated in tone. “I do not oil it. I condition it. And I brush it.”
“Do you brush it with butter?”
Jacen finally looked to the right, past Testan and at his cousin. Ben was thirteen standard years of age, not tall but well muscled, with a fine-featured freckled face under a mass of flame-red hair. Ben turned, his face impassive, to look at Jacen, then said, “The Jedi Knight acknowledges that this factory seems to meet the minimum, the absolute minimum, required safety and comfort standards of a Galactic Alliance military contractor.”
Jacen nodded. The nod meant Good improvisation. He was exerting no Force skill to communicate words to Ben; Ben’s role was to pretend to act as his mentor’s translator, when his actual function was to convince the locals that adult Jedi were even more aloof and mysterious than they had thought.
“No, no, no.” Testan drew a sleeve over his brow, dabbing away a little perspiration. “We are wall above minimam standards. Those duracrete barriars? They will vent any explosive farce upward, saving the majority of workars in case of calamity. Workar shifts are only two-fifths the day in length, unlike the old days.”
Ben repeated Testan’s words, and Jacen shrugged.
Ben imitated his motion. The gesture caused his own Jedi robe to gape open, revealing the lightsaber hanging from his belt.
Testan glanced at it, then looked back at Jacen, clearly worried. “Your apprentice—” Unsure, he looked to Ben again. “You are very young, are you not, to be wearing such a weapon?”
Ben gave him a blank look. “It’s a practice lightsaber.”
“Ah.” Testan nodded as though he understood.
And there it was. Perhaps it was just the thought of a thirteen-year-old with a deadly cutting implement at hand, but Testan’s defenses slipped enough that the worry began to pour through.
It was like the game in which children are told, “For the next hour, do not think about banthas.” Try as they might, they would, within minutes or even seconds, think about a bantha.
Testan’s control finally gave way and he thought about the banthas—or, rather, a place he wasn’t supposed to go, even to think about. Jacen could feel Testan try to clamp down on the thought. Something in the increased potency of that worry told Jacen that they must be nearer to the source of his concern than during previous parts of their factory tour.
When Testan turned back, Jacen looked directly at him and said, “There is something here. Something wrong.” They were the first words he’d spoken in Testan’s presence.
Testan shook his head. “No. Evrything is fan.”
Jacen looked past him, toward the wall to the far right of the chamber. It was gray and regular, a series of metal panels each the height of a man and twice as wide stacked like bricks. He began a slow, deliberate scrutiny, traversing right to left. His gaze swept the walls, the assembly lines, the elevated observation chamber directly opposite the turbolifts by which they had entered, and continued along the wall to the left.
As his attention reached the middle of the left wall, along the observation balcony, he felt another pulse of worry from Testan. Ben cleared his throat, a signal; the boy, though nowhere near as sensitive in the Force as Jacen, had gotten the same feeling.
Jacen set off along the balcony in that direction. This time the ringing of his boots and billowing of his cloak were a side effect of his speed rather than an act.
“You wish to see the observation chambar?” Testan hurried to keep up. His anxiety was growing, and there was something within it, like a shiny stone at the bottom of a murky pond.
Jacen reached into that pond to draw out the prize within.
It was a memory of a door. It was broad and gray, closing from above as men and women—in dark blue jumpsuits, the outfits of supervisors in this facility—scurried out ahead of its closing. When it settled in place, it was identical to the wall panels Jacen saw ahead of him in the here and now.
Jacen glanced over his shoulder at Testan. “Your thoughts betray you.”
Testan paled. “No, there is nothing to betray.”
Jacen rounded the observation balcony corner, took a few more steps, and skidded to a halt in front of one of the wall sections.
It was here. He knew because he could feel something beyond.
Conflict. He himself was there, fighting. So was Ben. It was a faint glimpse of the future, and he and his apprentice would be in peril beyond.
He jerked his head toward the wall.
Ben brought out his lightsaber and switched it on. With a snap-hiss sound, its blue blade of coherent energy extended to full length.
Ben plunged the blade into the wall panel and began to drag it around in a large circle.
Testan, his voice pained, said, “He told us it was a practice weapon.”
Jacen gave him an innocent look. “It’s true from a certain point of view. He does practice with it.” In his nervousness, Testan didn’t seem to notice that Jacen was understanding him clearly now.
Ben completed his circle and gave the meter-and-a-half-high section he’d outlined a little kick. It fell away into a well-lit chamber, clanging on the floor beyond; the edges still glowed with the heat the lightsaber had poured into them.
Ben stepped through. Jacen ducked to follow. He heard Testan muttering—doubtless an alert into a comlink. Jacen didn’t bother to interfere. They’d just been within clear sight of hundreds of workers and the observation chamber. Dealing with Testan wouldn’t keep the alarm from being broadcast.
The room beyond Ben’s improvised doorway was actually a corridor, four meters wide and eight high, every surface made up of the same dull gray metal rectangles found in the outer chamber, greenish white light pouring from the luminous ceiling. To the left, the corridor ended after a few meters, and that end was heavily packed with tall plasteel transport containers. They were marked DANGER, DO NOT DROP, and DAMMANT KILLER MODEL 16, QUANTITY 24.
To the right, the corridor extended another forty meters and then opened up; the rail and drop-off at the end suggested that it opened onto another observation balcony above another fabrication chamber.
Now making the turn from the balcony into the corridor and running toward them were half a dozen troops armed with blaster rifles. Their orange jumpsuits were reminiscent of X-wing pilot uniforms, but the green carapace armor over their lower legs, torsos, lower arms, and heads was more like stormtrooper speeder bike armor painted the wrong color.
And then behind the first six troops came another six, and then another eight …
Jacen brought his lightsaber out and snapped it into life; the incandescent green of his blade was reflected as highlights against the walls and the armor of the oncoming troops. “Stay behind me,” he said.
“Yes, sir.” Ben’s sigh was audible, and Jacen grinned.
The foremost trooper, who bore gold bars on his helmet and wrists, shouted, his voice mechanically amplified: “Stop whar you are! This saction is restricted!”
Jacen moved forward at a walk. He rotated his wrist, moving his lightsaber blade around in front of him in a pattern vaguely reminiscent of butterfly wings. He shouted back, “Could you speak up? I’m a little deaf.”
Ben snickered. “Good one.”
“You may not entar this saction!”
They were now twenty meters from the ranks of troopers ahead.
Jacen continued twirling his blade in a practice form. “Fewer people will be hurt if you just get out of my way.” It was a sort of ritual thing to say. Massed enemy forces almost never backed down, despite the reputation of the Jedi—a reputation that became more widespread, more supernatural, with each year the Jedi prospered under Luke Skywalker’s leadership.
The phrase was ritual in another way, too. Once upon a time, Jacen would have felt tragedy surround him when his actions resulted in the deaths of common soldiers, common guards. But over time he’d lost that sense. There was a wearying inevitability to leaders sending their troops to die against more powerful enemies. It had been happening as long as there were violent leaders and obedient followers. In death, these people became one with the Force, and when Jacen had accepted that fact, his sense of tragedy had largely evaporated.
He took another two steps and the trooper commander called, “Fire!”
The troopers began firing. Jacen gave himself over to the Force, to his awareness of his surroundings, to his sudden oneness with the men and women trying to kill him.
He simply ignored most of the blaster bolts. When he felt them angling in toward him, he twirled his lightsaber blade in line and batted them away, usually back toward the crowd of troopers. In the first few seconds of their assault, four troopers fell to blasts launched by their friends. The smell of burned flesh began to fill the corridor.
Jacen felt danger from behind; felt Ben react to it. Jacen didn’t shift his attention; he continued his march forward. He’d prefer to be able to protect the inexperienced youth, but the boy was good at blaster defense practice. Hard as it was to trust a Jedi whose skills were just developing, he had to. To teach, to learn, he had to trust.
Jacen intercepted the next blaster shot that came his way and batted it toward the trooper commander. It struck the man in the helmet and caromed off, burning out against the ceiling; a portion four meters square of the ceiling’s illumination winked out, darkening the corridor. The commander fell. The shot was probably not fatal—protected by his helmet, the man would have forehead and scalp burns, probably a concussion, but he was unlikely to die.
The strategy had its desired effect. The troopers saw their commander fall. They continued firing but also exchanged looks. Jacen never broke pace, and a trooper with silver stripes on his helmet called “Back, back.” In good order, the troopers began a withdrawal.
Behind him, Jacen heard more blasterfire and the distinctive zap of a lightsaber blade intercepting it, deflecting it. Within the flow of the Force, Jacen felt a shot coming in toward his back, felt it being slapped aside, saw and felt it as it hit the wall to his right. The heat from the shot warmed his right shoulder.
But the defenders continued their retreat, and soon the last of them was around the corner. Jacen’s path to the railing was clear. He strode up to it.
Over the rail, a dozen meters down, was another assembly-line pit, where line after line of munitions components was being assembled—though at the moment all the lines were stopped, their anonymous jumpsuited workers staring up at Jacen.
Jacen’s movement out of the corridor brought him within sight of the orange-and-green defenders, who were now arrayed in disciplined rows along the walkway to Jacen’s left. As soon as he reached the railing they opened fire again. Their tighter formation allowed them to concentrate their fire, and Jacen found himself deflecting more shots than before.
He felt rather than saw Ben scoot into position behind him, but no blaster bolts came at him from that direction. “What now?” Ben asked.
“Finish the mission.” Jacen caught a too-close bolt on his blade near the hilt; unable to aim the deflection, he saw the bolt flash down into the assembly area. It hit a monitor screen. The men and women near the screen dived for cover. Jacen winced; a fraction of a degree of arc difference and that bolt could have hit an explosives package. As inured as he was to causing death, he didn’t want to cause it by accident.
“But you’re in charge—”
“I’m busy.” Jacen took a step forward to give himself more maneuvering and swinging space and concentrated on his attackers. He needed to protect himself and Ben now, to defend a broader area. He focused on batting bolt after bolt back into the ranks of the attackers, saw one, two, three of the soldiers fall.
There was a lull in the barrage of fire. Jacen took a moment to glance over his shoulder. Ben stood at the railing, staring down into the manufacturing line, and to his eye he held a small but expensive holocam unit—the sort carried by wealthy vacationers and holocam hobbyists all over the galaxy.
As Jacen returned his attention to the soldiers, Ben began talking: “Um, this is Ben Skywalker. Jedi Knight Jacen Solo and I are in a, I don’t know, secret part of the Dammant Killers plant under the city of Cartann on the planet Adumar. You’re looking at a missile manufacturing line. It’s making missiles that are not being reported to the GA. They’re selling to planets that aren’t supposed to be getting them. Dammant is breaking the rules. Oh, and the noise you’re hearing? Their guys are trying to kill us.”
Jacen felt Ben’s motion as the boy swung to record the blaster-versus-lightsaber conflict.
“Is that enough?” Ben asked.
Jacen shook his head. “Get the whole chamber. And while you’re doing it, figure out what we’re supposed to do next.”
“I was kind of thinking we ought to get out of here.”
With the tip of his lightsaber blade, Jacen caught a blast that was crackling in toward his right shin. He popped the blast back toward its firer. It hit the woman’s blaster rifle, searing it into an unrecognizable lump, causing her green shoulder armor momentarily to catch fire. She retreated, one of her fellow soldiers patting out her flames. Now there were fewer than fifteen soldiers standing against the Jedi, and their temporary commander was obviously rethinking his make-a-stand orders.
“Good. How?”
“Well, the way we came in—no. They’d be waiting for us.”
“Correct.”
“And you never want to fight the enemy on ground he’s chosen if you can avoid it.”
Jacen grinned. Ben’s words, so adult, were a quote from Han Solo, a man whose wisdom was often questionable—except on matters of personal survival. “Also correct.”
“So … the ends of those assembly lines?”
“Good. So go.”
Jacen heard the scrape of a heel as Ben vaulted over the rail. Not waiting, Jacen leapt laterally, clearing the rail by half a meter, and spun as he fell. Ahead of and below him, Ben was just landing in a crouch on the nearest assembly line, which was loaded with opalescent shell casings. As Jacen landed, bent knees and a little upward push from the Force easing the impact, Ben raced forward, reflexively swatting aside the grasping hand of a too-bold line worker, and crouched as he lunged through the diminutive portal at the end of the line.
Jacen followed. He heard and felt the heat of blaster bolts hitting the assembly line behind him. He swung his lightsaber back over his shoulder, intercepting one bolt, taking the full force of the impact rather than deflecting the bolt into a neighboring line.
No line workers tried to grab him, and in seconds he was squeezing through the portal.








GALACTIC ALLIANCE DIPLOMATIC SHUTTLE, HIGH CORUSCANT ORBIT
ONE BY ONE, THE STARS OVERHEAD BEGAN TO DISAPPEAR, swallowed by some enormous darkness interposing itself from above and behind the shuttle. Sharply pointed at its most forward position, broadening behind, the flood of blackness advanced, blotting out more and more of the unblinking starfield, until darkness was all there was to see.
Then, all across the length and breadth of the ominous shape, lights came on—blue and white running lights, tiny red hatch and security lights, sudden glows from within transparisteel viewports, one large rectangular whiteness limned by atmosphere shields. The lights showed the vast triangle to be the underside of an Imperial Star Destroyer, painted black, forbidding a moment ago, now comparatively cheerful in its proper running configuration. It was the Gilad Pellaeon, newly arrived from the Imperial Remnant, and its officers clearly knew how to put on a show.
Jaina Solo, sitting with the others in the dimly lit passenger compartment of the government VIP shuttle, watched the entire display through the overhead transparisteel canopy and laughed out loud.
The Bothan in the sumptuously padded chair next to hers gave her a curious look. His mottled red and tan fur twitched, either from suppressed irritation or embarrassment at Jaina’s outburst. “What do you find so amusing?”
“Oh, both the obviousness of it and the skill with which it was performed. It’s so very, You used to think of us as dark and scary, but now we’re just your stylish allies.” Jaina lowered her voice so that her next comment would not carry to the passengers in the seats behind. “The press will love it. That image will play on the holonews broadcasts constantly. Mark my words.”
“Was that little show a Jagged Fel detail?”
Jaina tilted her head, considering. “I don’t know. He could have come up with it, but he usually doesn’t spend his time planning displays or events. When he does, though, they’re usually pretty … effective.”
The shuttle rose toward the Gilad Pellaeon’s main landing bay. In moments, it was through the square atmosphere barrier shield and drifting sideways to land on the deck nearby. The landing place was clearly marked—hundreds of beings, most wearing gray Imperial uniforms or the distinctive white armor of the Imperial stormtrooper, waited in the bay, and the one circular spot where none stood was just the right size for the Galactic Alliance shuttle.
The passengers rose as the shuttle settled into place. The Bothan smoothed his tunic, a cheerful blue decorated with a golden sliver pattern suggesting claws. “Time to go to work. You won’t let me get killed, will you?”
Jaina let her eyes widen. “Is that what I was supposed to be doing here?” she asked in droll tones. “I should have brought my lightsaber.”
The Bothan offered a long-suffering sigh and turned toward the exit.
They descended the shuttle’s boarding ramp. With no duties required of her other than to keep alert and be the Jedi face at this preliminary meeting, Jaina was able to stand back and observe. She was struck with the unreality of it all. The niece and daughter of three of the most famous enemies of the Empire during the First Galactic Civil War of a few decades earlier, she was now witness to events that might bring the Galactic Empire—or Imperial Remnant, as it was called everywhere outside its own borders—into the Galactic Alliance on a lasting basis.
And at the center of the plan was the man, flanked by Imperial officers, who now approached the Bothan. Slightly under average size, though towering well above Jaina’s diminutive height, he was dark-haired, with a trim beard and mustache that gave him a rakish look, and was handsome in a way that became more pronounced when he glowered. A scar on his forehead ran up into his hairline and seemed to continue as a lock of white hair from that point. He wore expensive but subdued black civilian garments, neck-to-toe, that would be inconspicuous anywhere on Coruscant but stood out in sharp relief to the gray and white uniforms, white armor, and colorful Alliance clothes surrounding him.
He had one moment to glance at Jaina. The look probably appeared neutral to onlookers, but for her it carried just a twinkle of humor, a touch of exasperation that the two of them had to put up with all these delays. Then an Alliance functionary, notable for his blandness, made introductions: “Imperial Head of State the most honorable Jagged Fel, may I present Senator Tiurrg Drey’lye of Bothawui, head of the Senate Unification Preparations Committee.”
Jagged Fel took the Senator’s hand. “I’m pleased to be working with you.”
“And delighted to meet you. Chief of State Daala sends her compliments and looks forward to meeting you when you make planetfall.”
Jag nodded. “And now, I believe, protocol insists that we open a bottle or a dozen of wine and make some preliminary discussion of security, introduction protocols, and so on.”
“Fortunately about the wine, and regrettably about everything else, you are correct.”
At the end of two full standard hours—Jaina knew from regular, surreptitious consultations of her chrono—Jag was able to convince the Senator and his retinue to accept a tour of the Gilad Pellaeon. He was also able to request a private consultation with the sole representative of the Jedi Order present. Moments later, the gray-walled conference room was empty of everyone but Jag and Jaina.
Jag glanced toward the door. “Security seal, access limited to Jagged Fel and Jedi Jaina Solo, voice identification, activate.” The door hissed in response as it sealed. Then Jag returned his attention to Jaina.
She let an expression of anger and accusation cross her face. “You’re not fooling anyone, Fel. You’re planning for an Imperial invasion of Alliance space.”
Jag nodded. “I’ve been planning it for quite a while. Come here.”
She moved to him, settled into his lap, and was suddenly but not unexpectedly caught in his embrace. They kissed urgently, hungrily.
Finally Jaina drew back and smiled at him. “This isn’t going to be a routine part of your consultations with every Jedi.”
“Uh, no. That would cause some trouble here and at home. But I actually do have business with the Jedi that does not involve the Galactic Alliance, at least not initially.”
“What sort of business?”
“Whether or not the Galactic Empire joins with the Galactic Alliance, I think there ought to be an official Jedi presence in the Empire. A second Temple, a branch, an offshoot, whatever. Providing advice and insight to the Head of State.”
“And protection?”
He shrugged. “Less of an issue. I’m doing all right. Two years in this position and not dead yet.”
“Emperor Palpatine went nearly twenty-five years.”
“I guess that makes him my hero.”
Jaina snorted. “Don’t even say that in jest … Jag, if the Remnant doesn’t join the Alliance, I’m not sure the Jedi can have a presence without Alliance approval.”
“The Order still keeps its training facility for youngsters in Hapan space. And the Hapans haven’t rejoined.”
“You sound annoyed. The Hapans still giving you trouble?”
“Let’s not talk about that.”
“Besides, moving the school back to Alliance space is just a matter of time, logistics, and finances; there’s no question that it will happen. On the other hand, it’s very likely that the government would withhold approval for a Jedi branch in the Remnant, just out of spite, if the Remnant doesn’t join.”
“Well, there’s such a thing as an unofficial presence. And there’s such a thing as rival schools, schismatic branches, and places for former Jedi to go when they can’t be at the Temple.”
Jaina smiled again, but now there was suspicion in her expression. “You just want to have this so I’ll be assigned to come to the Remnant and set it up.”
“That’s a motive, but not the only one. Remember, to the Moffs and to a lot of the Imperial population, the Jedi have been bogeymen since Palpatine died. At the very least, I don’t want them to be inappropriately afraid of the woman I’m in love with.”
Jaina was silent for a moment. “Have we talked enough politics?”
“I think so.”
“Good.”


HORN FAMILY QUARTERS,
KALLAD’S DREAM VACATION HOSTEL,
CORUSCANT
Yawning, hair tousled, clad in a blue dressing robe, Valin Horn knew that he did not look anything like an experienced Jedi Knight. He looked like an unshaven, unkempt bachelor, which he also was. But here, in these rented quarters, there would be only family to see him—at least until he had breakfast, shaved, and dressed.
The Horns did not live here, of course. His mother, Mirax, was the anchor for the immediate family. Manager of a variety of interlinked businesses—trading, interplanetary finances, gambling and recreation, and, if rumors were true, still a little smuggling here and there—she maintained her home and business address on Corellia. Corran, her husband and Valin’s father, was a Jedi Master, much of his life spent on missions away from the family, but his true home was where his heart resided, wherever Mirax lived. Valin and his sister, Jysella, also Jedi, lived wherever their missions sent them, and also counted Mirax as the center of the family.
Now Mirax had rented temporary quarters on Coruscant so the family could collect on one of its rare occasions, this time for the Unification Summit, where she and Corran would separately give depositions on the relationships among the Confederation states, the Imperial Remnant, and the Galactic Alliance as they related to trade and Jedi activities. Mirax had insisted that Valin and Jysella leave their Temple quarters and stay with their parents while these events were taking place, and few forces in the galaxy could stand before her decision—Luke Skywalker certainly knew better than to try.
Moving from the refresher toward the kitchen and dining nook, Valin brushed a lock of brown hair out of his eyes and grinned. Much as he might put up a public show of protest—the independent young man who did not need parents to direct his actions or tell him where to sleep—he hardly minded. It was good to see family. And both Corran and Mirax were better cooks than the ones at the Jedi Temple.
There was no sound of conversation from the kitchen, but there was some clattering of pans, so at least one of his parents must still be on hand. As he stepped from the hallway into the dining nook, Valin saw that it was his mother, her back to him as she worked at the stove. He pulled a chair from the table and sat. “Good morning.”
“A joke, so early?” Mirax did not turn to face him, but her tone was cheerful. “No morning is good. I come light-years from Corellia to be with my family, and what happens? I have to keep Jedi hours to see them. Don’t you know that I’m an executive? And a lazy one?”
“I forgot.” Valin took a deep breath, sampling the smells of breakfast. His mother was making hotcakes Corellian-style, nerf sausage links on the side, and caf was brewing. For a moment, Valin was transported back to his childhood, to the family breakfasts that had been somewhat more common before the Yuuzhan Vong came, before Valin and Jysella had started down the Jedi path. “Where are Dad and Sella?”
“Your father is out getting some back-door information from other Jedi Masters for his deposition.” Mirax pulled a plate from a cabinet and began sliding hotcakes and links onto it. “Your sister left early and wouldn’t say what she was doing, which I assume either means it’s Jedi business I can’t know about or that she’s seeing some man she doesn’t want me to know about.”
“Or both.”
“Or both.” Mirax turned and moved over to put the plate down before him. She set utensils beside it.
The plate was heaped high with food, and Valin recoiled from it in mock horror. “Stang, Mom, you’re feeding your son, not a squadron of Gamorreans.” Then he caught sight of his mother’s face and he was suddenly no longer in a joking mood.
This wasn’t his mother.
Oh, the woman had Mirax’s features. She had the round face that admirers had called “cute” far more often than “beautiful,” much to Mirax’s chagrin. She had Mirax’s generous, curving lips that smiled so readily and expressively, and Mirax’s bright, lively brown eyes. She had Mirax’s hair, a glossy black with flecks of gray, worn shoulder-length to fit readily under a pilot’s helmet, even though she piloted far less often these days. She was Mirax to every freckle and dimple.
But she was not Mirax.
The woman, whoever she was, caught sight of Valin’s confusion. “Something wrong?”
“Uh, no.” Stunned, Valin looked down at his plate.
He had to think—logically, correctly, and fast. He might be in grave danger right now, though the Force currently gave him no indication of imminent attack. The true Mirax, wherever she was, might be in serious trouble or worse. Valin tried in vain to slow his heart rate and speed up his thinking processes.
Fact: Mirax had been here but had been replaced by an imposter. Presumably the real Mirax was gone; Valin could not sense anyone but himself and the imposter in the immediate vicinity. The imposter had remained behind for some reason that had to relate to Valin, Jysella, or Corran. It couldn’t have been to capture Valin, as she could have done that with drugs or other methods while he slept, so the food was probably not drugged.
Under Not-Mirax’s concerned gaze, he took a tentative bite of sausage and turned a reassuring smile he didn’t feel toward her.
Fact: Creating an imposter this perfect must have taken a fortune in money, an incredible amount of research, and a volunteer willing to let her features be permanently carved into the likeness of another’s. Or perhaps this was a clone, raised and trained for the purpose of simulating Mirax. Or maybe she was a droid, one of the very expensive, very rare human replica droids. Or maybe a shape-shifter. Whichever, the simulation was nearly perfect. Valin hadn’t recognized the deception until …
Until what? What had tipped him off? He took another bite, not registering the sausage’s taste or temperature, and maintained the face-hurting smile as he tried to recall the detail that had alerted him that this wasn’t his mother.
He couldn’t figure it out. It was just an instant realization, too fleeting to remember, too overwhelming to reject.
Would Corran be able to see through the deception? Would Jysella? Surely, they had to be able to. But what if they couldn’t? Valin would accuse this woman and be thought insane.
Were Corran and Jysella even still at liberty? Still alive? At this moment, the Not-Mirax’s colleagues could be spiriting the two of them away with the true Mirax. Or Corran and Jysella could be lying, bleeding, at the bottom of an access shaft, their lives draining away.
Valin couldn’t think straight. The situation was too overwhelming, the mystery too deep, and the only person here who knew the answers was the one who wore the face of his mother.
He stood, sending his chair clattering backward, and fixed the false Mirax with a hard look. “Just a moment.” He dashed to his room.
His lightsaber was still where he’d left it, on the night-stand beside his bed. He snatched it up and gave it a near-instantaneous examination. Battery power was still optimal; there was no sign that it had been tampered with.
He returned to the dining room with the weapon in his hand. Not-Mirax, clearly confused and beginning to look a little alarmed, stood by the stove, staring at him.
Valin ignited the lightsaber, its snap-hiss of activation startlingly loud, and held the point of the gleaming energy blade against the food on his plate. Hotcakes shriveled and blackened from contact with the weapon’s plasma. Valin gave Not-Mirax an approving nod. “Flesh does the same thing under the same conditions, you know.”
“Valin, what’s wrong?”
“You may address me as Jedi Horn. You don’t have the right to use my personal name.” Valin swung the lightsaber around in a practice form, allowing the blade to come within a few centimeters of the glow rod fixture overhead, the wall, the dining table, and the woman with his mother’s face. “You probably know from your research that the Jedi don’t worry much about amputations.”
Not-Mirax shrank back away from him, both hands on the stove edge behind her. “What?”
“We know that a severed limb can readily be replaced by a prosthetic that looks identical to the real thing. Prosthetics offer sensation and do everything flesh can. They’re ideal substitutes in every way, except for requiring maintenance. So we don’t feel too badly when we have to cut the arm or leg off a very bad person. But I assure you, that very bad person remembers the pain forever.”
“Valin, I’m going to call your father now.” Not-Mirax sidled toward the blue bantha-hide carrybag she had left on a side table.
Valin positioned the tip of his lightsaber directly beneath her chin. At the distance of half a centimeter, its containing force field kept her from feeling any heat from the blade, but a slight twitch on Valin’s part could maim or kill her instantly. She froze.
“No, you’re not. You know what you’re going to do instead?”
Not-Mirax’s voice wavered. “What?”
“You’re going to tell me what you’ve done with my mother!” The last several words emerged as a bellow, driven by fear and anger. Valin knew that he looked as angry as he sounded; he could feel blood reddening his face, could even see redness begin to suffuse everything in his vision.
“Boy, put the blade down.” Those were not the woman’s words. They came from behind. Valin spun, bringing his blade up into a defensive position.
In the doorway stood a man, middle-aged, cleanshaven, his hair graying from brown. He was of below-average height, his eyes a startling green. He wore the brown robes of a Jedi. His hands were on his belt, his own lightsaber still dangling from it.
He was Valin’s father, Jedi Master Corran Horn. But he wasn’t, any more than the woman behind Valin was Mirax Horn.
Valin felt a wave of despair wash over him. Both parents replaced. Odds were growing that the real Corran and Mirax were already dead.
Yet Valin’s voice was soft when he spoke. “They may have made you a virtual double for my father. But they can’t have given you his expertise with the lightsaber.”
“You don’t want to do what you’re thinking about, son.”
“When I cut you in half, that’s all the proof anyone will ever need that you’re not the real Corran Horn.”
Valin lunged.



The STAR WARS Novels Timeline
OLD REPUBLIC 5000–33 YEARS BEFORE STAR WARS: A New Hope
Lost Tribe of the Sith*
Precipice
Skyborn
Paragon
Savior
Purgatory
Sentinel
3650 YEARS BEFORE STAR WARS: A New Hope
The Old Republic: Deceived
Lost Tribe of the Sith*
Pantheon
Secrets
Red Harvest
The Old Republic: Fatal Alliance
1032 YEARS BEFORE STAR WARS: A New Hope
Knight Errant
Darth Bane: Path of Destruction
Darth Bane: Rule of Two
Darth Bane: Dynasty of Evil
RISE OF THE EMPIRE 33–0 YEARS BEFORE STAR WARS: A New Hope
Darth Maul: Saboteur*
Cloak of Deception
Darth Maul: Shadow Hunter
32 YEARS BEFORE STAR WARS: A New Hope
STAR WARS: EPISODE I: The Phantom Menace
Rogue Planet
Outbound Flight
The Approaching Storm
22 YEARS BEFORE STAR WARS: A New Hope
STAR WARS: EPISODE II: Attack of the Clones
22-19 YEARS BEFORE STAR WARS: A New Hope
The Clone Wars
The Clone Wars: Wild Space
The Clone Wars: No Prisoners
Clone Wars Gambit
Stealth
Siege
Republic Commando
Hard Contact
Triple Zero
True Colors
Order 66
Shatterpoint
The Cestus Deception
The Hive*
MedStar I: Battle Surgeons
MedStar II: Jedi Healer
Jedi Trial
Yoda: Dark Rendezvous
Labyrinth of Evil
19 YEARS BEFORE STAR WARS: A New Hope
STAR WARS: EPISODE III: Revenge of the Sith
Dark Lord: The Rise of Darth Vader
Imperial Commando 501st
Coruscant Nights
Jedi Twilight
Street of Shadows
Patterns of Force
The Han Solo Trilogy
The Paradise Snare
The Hutt Gambit
Rebel Dawn
The Adventures of Lando Calrissian
The Force Unleashed
The Han Solo Adventures
Death Troopers
The Force Unleashed II
REBELLION 0–5 YEARS AFTER STAR WARS: A New Hope
Death Star
Shadow Games
0
STAR WARS: EPISODE IV: A NEW HOPE
Tales from the Mos Eisley Cantina
Tales from the Empire
Tales from the New Republic
Allegiance
Choices of One
Galaxies: The Ruins of Dantooine
Splinter of the Mind’s Eye
3 YEARS AFTER STAR WARS: A New Hope
STAR WARS: EPISODE V: THE EMPIRE STRIKES BACK
Tales of the Bounty Hunters
Shadows of the Empire
4 YEARS AFTER STAR WARS: A New Hope
STAR WARS: EPISODE VI: RETURN OF THE JEDI
Tales from Jabba’s Palace
The Bounty Hunter Wars
The Mandalorian Armor
Slave Ship
Hard Merchandise
The Truce at Bakura
Luke Skywalker and the Shadows of Mindor
NEW REPUBLIC 5–25 YEARS AFTER STAR WARS: A New Hope
X-Wing
Rogue Squadron
Wedge’s Gamble
The Krytos Trap
The Bacta War
Wraith Squadron
Iron Fist
Solo Command
The Courtship of Princess Leia
A Forest Apart*
Tatooine Ghost
The Thrawn Trilogy
Heir to the Empire
Dark Force Rising
The Last Command
X-Wing: Isard’s Revenge
The Jedi Academy Trilogy
Jedi Search
Dark Apprentice
Champions of the Force
I, Jedi
Children of the Jedi
Darksaber
Planet of Twilight
X-Wing: Starfighters of Adumar
The Crystal Star
The Black Fleet Crisis Trilogy
Before the Storm
Shield of Lies
Tyrant’s Test
The New Rebellion
The Corellian Trilogy
Ambush at Corellia
Assault at Selonia
Showdown at Centerpoint
The Hand of Thrawn Duology
Specter of the Past
Vision of the Future
Fool’s Bargain*
Survivor’s Quest
NEW JEDI ORDER 25–40 YEARS AFTER STAR WARS: A New Hope
Boba Fett: A Practical Man*
The New Jedi Order
Vector Prime
Dark Tide I: Onslaught
Dark Tide II: Ruin
Agents of Chaos I: Hero’s Trial
Agents of Chaos II: Jedi Eclipse
Balance Point
Recovery*
Edge of Victory I: Conquest
Edge of Victory II: Rebirth
Star by Star
Dark Journey
Enemy Lines I: Rebel Dream
Enemy Lines II: Rebel Stand
Traitor
Destiny’s Way
Ylesia*
Force Heretic I: Remnant
Force Heretic II: Refugee
Force Heretic III: Reunion
The Final Prophecy
The Unifying Force
35 YEARS AFTER STAR WARS: A New Hope
The Dark Nest Trilogy
The Joiner King
The Unseen Queen
The Swarm War
LEGACY 40+ YEARS AFTER STAR WARS: A New Hope
Legacy of the Force
Betrayal
Bloodlines
Tempest
Exile
Sacrifice
Inferno
Fury
Revelation
Invincible
Crosscurrent
Riptide
Millennium Falcon
43 YEARS AFTER STAR WARS: A New Hope
Fate of the Jedi
Outcast
Omen
Abyss
Backlash
Allies
Vortex
Conviction
Ascension
Apocalypse
*An eBook novella



Table of Contents
Cover
Title Page
Copyright
Dedication
Acknowledgments
Prologue
Chapter One
Chapter Two
Chapter Three
Chapter Four
Chapter Five
Chapter Six
Chapter Seven
Chapter Eight
Chapter Nine
Chapter Ten
Chapter Eleven
Chapter Twelve
Chapter Thirteen
About the Author
Also by this Author
Introduction to the Star Wars Expanded Universe
Excerpt from Star Wars: Clone Wars Gambit: Stealth
Introduction to the Old Republic Era
Introduction to the Rise of the Empire Era
Introduction to the Rebellion Era
Introduction to the New Republic Era
Introduction to the New Jedi Order Era
Introduction to the Legacy Era
Star Wars Novels Timeline


cover.jpeg
KAREN TRAVISS
\#1 New York Times bestseliing author





images/00014.jpg





images/00009.jpg





images/00008.jpg
=T AR,
WARS

.WARS GAMBIT
(SSTEALTH

\

\ KAREN MILLER

Author of Star Wars: The Clone Wars: Wild Sj





images/00011.jpg
SEAN WILLIAMS

Ny,
; NeuwYork m bestse e of Star Wars: The ForceUnlemian





images/00010.jpg





images/00013.jpg
STAR.
WARS'

THE CLONE WARS™
NO PRISONERS

—0O—

KAREN TRAVISS

Based on the groundbreaking TV series.
from Lucasfilm animation

&






images/00012.jpg
~
"o

=2

‘;'

J N\
= ’*\TIMQ%E\S-ZAHN





images/00002.jpg
AARON ALLSTON

ew T Taes estsel St Wrs: Lepacy o he Face: Betraal






images/00001.jpg
PRIME |





images/00006.jpg
NEW YORK TIMES'B'EﬁS

“The thrilling
launch of an
epic new Star War
series, featuring
the heroes of the 1
New Jedi Order!

BETRAY.

-~ AARON ALLSTO!






images/00005.jpg
‘The official tie-in to the exciting new Star Wars video game!

<o e
Wik .

nEPllBLll:" uMMANnu

/

REN l!Rp\VISS





images/00007.jpg





