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CHAPTER ONE

Ran.

Some hate, it.

Someloveit.

Some, like Boba Fett, can hardly. remember atime without it.

Supposedly, freewater israrein the gadlaxy, but" you would never



know it on his planet. It comes down in sheets, day and night, covering

thisworld, whichisal seas except for afew citieson platforms.

Theworldiscaled Kamino. The city where Bobaand hisfather liveis

cdled Tipoca City.

Lived, rather. For thisisthe sory of how they left, and why, and

what happened after that:.

Y ou may have heard of Boba Fett's father. He was a bounty hunter. The

fiercedt, fastest, and most fearless bounty hunter in the galaxy.

Boba Fett wasthe kid standing in his shadow or by hisside. Or

usudly, both.

When he was lucky, that is. When his dad took him dong. Which was
amost aways. Bobawasten, nearly but not quite old enough to be on his

own.

Bobaliked going with hisfather. Seeing new worlds, experiencing the
cold thrill of hyperspace, and even getting to try hishand at the controls

of hisfather'ssmdl but deadly starship, Savel, fromtimetotime.

A bounty hunter isan outlaw, atracker - and sometimes akiller - for
hire. He doesn't care who histargets are, or who they're running from, or

why. Heworksfor the highest bidder, which meansthe richest and the most



ruthless beingsin the galaxy. No questions asked.

Being abounty hunter's son means keeping your mouth shut and your

eyes open.

No problem. Boba Fett was proud of hisfather and proud of what he

did.

"I'm abounty hunter's son," hewould say to himsdf proudly. The

reason he said it to himsdf, and to no one dse, wasthat he had no one

esetosay it to.

He had no friends.

How can you have friends when you live and travel in secret, snesking

on and off planets, avoiding police and security and the dreaded, nosy,

Jedi Knights?

A bounty hunter must aways be ready to go anywhere and face any

danger. That was from Jango Fett's code, the rule by which he lived.

Boba Fett had his own, smaller, more persond code: A bounty hunter's

kid must dways be ready to go with him.

At age ten, Boba had seen more of the gdaxy than most grown-ups. What



he hadn't seen was the inside of a schoolroom (for held never been to
school). What he hadn't seen was amother's smile (for he had no mother).

What he hadn't heard was the laughter of afriend (for he had no friends).

Just because he hadn't been to school didn't mean Bobawas supid or

ignorant.

There were dways books. Books to take on trips; books to read at home
on Kamino. He could get dl the books he wanted (“Two & atime, only,

pleasel") from thelittlelibrary at the foot of his sireet in Tipoca City.

Thelibrary was just adot in adoorway, but when Bobarang the bdl
the librarian passed out new books and took back the ones thet were due,

the ones Boba had read (or given up on, or decided were boring).

Thelibrarian, Whrr, was almogt like afriend. A friend Boba had never

actualy seen.

Boba had no ideawhat Whrr looked like - or even if he was a person.

Hewasjugt avoicethrough adot in the library door. In fact, Boba

figured Whrr could be a droid, snce he could hear him whirring and

clicking when he was getting books or hologames.

Mostly books.

Whrr didn't like hologames. "Use your imagination!" he would say.



"Find the picturesthere! Find the music there!”

Boba agreed. He liked books because the pictures they made in hismind

were better than the onesin the hologames.

Boba knew about friends from books.

Lots of books are about friends. Friends having adventures, meking

discoveries, or just hanging ot.

Sometimes Boba pretended to have friends. (Pretending is a form of

wishing.)

But hisfather's voice was dwaysin his head: "Boba, stay unattached.

Remember: No friends, no enemies. Only dliesand adversaries.”

That saying was from Jango Fett's code. Boba's father had lots of

sayings, and they were dl from his code.

Jango Fett had one friend, though. She was a bounty hunter hersdif.

Her namewas Zam Wesdll.

Zam could be beautiful but bad. Sheliked to be bad. She someatimes

read books about famous outlaws and bloody battles.



It was Zam who first mentioned that Boba should read, even though she
hersdf didn't read much. "Want adventure? Read books," Zam said. "Then
when you get tired of the excitement, you can close the book. Better then

red life"

Bobasfather didn't read much. "Books? A waste of time" he sad.

"Read maps, Boba Ingructions. Warnings. Important stuff.”

Bobaread dl that - but he liked books better. Especially books about

droids and starships, stuff he knew he could use someday.

Sometimes Bobathought Zam had told him to read books just because his

dad thought it was awaste of time. Zam liked to tease Jango.

Zam was a changeling, a Clawdite. She changed the form of her body

back and forth, depending on the Situation.

Mothersdidn't do that, Boba was pretty sure. He had read about

mothersin books, even though he had never met one.

A mother seemed like anicething to have.

Once, when hewasllittle, Boba asked hisfather who his mother was.

"Y ou never had one," said hisfather. "Y ou are aclone. That meansyou

aremy son. Period. No one else, no woman was involved.”



Bobanodded. That meant he was exactly like his father, Jango Fett.

That meant he was special.

Stll, sometimes, in secret, he wished he had amother.

Boba and hisfather lived on Kamino because Jango Fett had ajob to do
there. He was training aspecid army of super-soldiers for a men named

Count Tyranus.

Bobaliked to watch the soldiers, lined up in long ranks, marching in
therain. They never got tired and they never complained and they dl
looked exactly dike - - - exactly like hisfather, only younger. Exactly

like Boba himsdlf, only older.

"They areadso my clones" Jango Fett told him once when he was

little.

It was what Boba had expected to hear. But it still hurt. "Jud like

me?'

"Not likeyou," said Jango Fett. "They arejust soldiers. They grow up
twice asfast and only live hdf aslong. Y ou are the only true clone. You

aremy red son."



"| see," said Boba. Hefdt better. Still, he didn't go waich the

clones march anymore. And he didn't feel quite as specid asbefore.

Tyranus was an old man with along, lean face and eyes like ahawk.

Boba had never seen him in person - only on holograms when he gave

instructions to Jango Fett, or asked about the progress of the clone army.

Jango called him " Count" and was aways polite. But that didn't mean

he liked him, Bobaknew.

Always be paliteto aclient. That was part of Jango's code.

One night Boba heard hisfather and the Count talking about anew job

on afaraway planet.

The Count told Jango Fett that the job would be very dangerous.

That didn't slop Bobas father, of course. Later on, Bobawondered if

maybe the Count had played up the danger to make sure Jango took the job.

Y ou never knew, with grown-ups.

Jango agreed to do the job. He told the Count he would have to meet up

with Zam Wesdl| and take her dong with him.



Boba grinned when he heard that. If they were both going, that meant

he might get to go, too. No such luck.

The next morning, Jango Fett strapped on his battle armor and told

Bobathat he and Zam were going on atrip.

"Metoo?' Bobaasked hopefully.

Jango shook his head. "Sorry, son. Y ou're going to have to stay home

done"

Boba groaned.

"A bounty hunter never complains,” said Jango, in that specid voice

he reserved for hiscode. "And neither does hisson."

"But.."

"No buts, son. Thisisagpecia job for the Count. Zam and | have to

travel fast and light." "I'm fast," Bobasaid. "And I'm light!"

Jango Fett laughed. "A littletoo light,” he said, patting Bobaon the

head. "But big enough to stay here on your own. It will only be afew days.



The next morning Bobawoke up aonein the apartment. Home aone - but

not entirely done.

Hisfather had left him abowl with five ssa-miceinit. And a note

Well be back when these are gone.

Sea-mice can livein either air or water. They are incredibly cute,

with big brown eyes and little paws that turn to flippers when you put them

into the water.

They aredso incredibly good to edt... if you areaseaed.

Jango's pet seaed lived in atank in the bedroom.

CHAPTER TWO

Bobawas surprised to find that he liked being home alone.

The apartment was dl his. Three squares came out of the cookdot

every day, heated to perfection.

Boba could come and go as he liked. He could hang around the
spaceport, admiring the deek fighters and imagining himsdf a the
controls. He could pretend he was a bounty hunter and "track” unsuspecting
people on the street. Or, when he grew tired of the endlessrain, he could

curl up and read on the couch.



It wasn't even lonely. When Boba was with his father, Jango Fett
hardly ever talked. But when Bobawas aone he could hear his father's

voicein hishead dl thetime. "Bobado this. Bobado, that."

It was as good as having him actualy around. Better, in fact.

The first two days were easy. And in three more days, Jango and Zam

Wesdll would be back. How did Boba know?

There were only three seaemiceleft. Theed ae one aday. Every

morning Boba took a sea-mouse out of the bowl and dropped it into the edl's

tank.

Theed had no name. Just "ed."

Bobadidn't likeits narrow eyes and huge mouth. Or the way it

swallowed thelittle see-micein one gulp - then digested them dowly,

taking al day.

It was creepy.

Jango Fett usudly fed the edl. But now it was Boba's job. The note



had said it al: Well be back when these are gone.

Boba knew that his dad thought it wasimportant for hisson to learn

to do what was necessary, even when it was creepy. Even when it was crudl.

Thebounty hunter isfree of attachments was one of his sayings

Another was; Life feeds on death.

On the third morning, when Bobawoke up and heated his breskfast,

there were three sea-mice left

He decided to spare one. He fdlt sorry for the sea-mice with their big

brown eyes. What if he gave the edl his own breskfast - or, say, hdf of

it?

He could hear hisdad'svoicein hisear: Vary your routine. Petterns

aretraps. (JFC)

"Okay, Dad," Babasaid.

Boba broke his breakfast roll in two and dropped hdf into the edl’s

tank. It was gonein an ingtant.

Then he reached down into the bowl and picked up one of the searmice.

The sea-mouse made it easy, grabbing Boba's fingers with histiny paws.



Maybe he knows I'm not going to feed him to the edl, Bobathought. But
no, each of the others had looked at him in exactly the same way, right

before he had dropped them into the ed's tank.

Thisone hasit right, though, Bobathought. / have to make him gone,

but | can do it another way. | am going to give him hisfreedom.

That wasthe plan, anyway.

Bobatook the sea-mouse into the hall, down the turbalift, and out to

the courtyard behind the gpartment building.

He set him down in the weed garden. "So long, litle sesesmouse,” he

sad. "Yourefree"

The sea-mouse looked up a Boba, more terrified than happy. Maybe he

doesn't know what freedom is, Boba thought. Boba gave him a push with his

fingertips, and thetiny creeture disappeared into the tal, rain-wet

grass. A littlewave of movement in the grass showed where he was going.

Then abigger wave intersected it.

Boba heard atiny scream - then silence.

CHAPTER THREE



That afternoon Bobawent to the library. It dways made him fed

better to go to the library. Wdll, not dways, but often.

He stuck the books he was returning into the dot. The light came on,

and Whrr whirred and clicked. "Bobal" he said, "How're you fedling?'

"Not gresat," said Boba. He told Whrr what had happened with the sea-

mouse.

"Not great," agreed Whrr, "but at least you tried. Lifeishard on the

weak and thesmall, | guess.”

"What do you mean, you guess?' asked Boba. "Don't you know?"

"Not redly," said Whrr. "That'swhy, | say in here, out of the way."
Hewhirred his change the subject noise. "Ready for some new books? Did you

actualy finish thess?"

"Moglly," said Boba. "l liketo read about navigation and sarship

flying."

"You arereading fagter," said Whrr, passing the new books through the

dot. "That'sgood!" "Why isthat good?'

"Y ou can read more bookd! "



Boba had to laugh.

"Why are you laughing?' Whrr asked. He sounded alittle offended.

"My dad says, if you are apilot, everything looks likeaship,” sad

Boba.

"So, Whrr, if you had your way, everybody would read books.”

"S07?| don't understand what's so funny about that,” Whrr said, with a

disapproving click.

"Never mind, seeyalater!" Boba said, and he took his books and ran.

Timeto get rid of another seas-mouse.

Bobawoke up determined to try to do the right thing thistime. He

gavetheed dl hisbreskfast. Theed ateitin one gulp.

There were only two sea-mice left in the bowl. They both |ooked up a

him with their little brown eyes pleading.



"l have to make you gone," Boba said as he picked one up. "But I'm not

going to feed you to the edl. I'm going to set you freefor red.”

He locked the apartment door and took the turbalift down to the

street. He stuck the sea-mouseinside his shirt so no one could seeit.

It seemed to like it there. When Boba pulled it out it was degping.

Hehdd it out intherain ashewaked toward the edge of Tipoca

City. He wanted to watch its paw turn into aflipper, but it only turned

hafway.

| guessit takes seawater, Boba thought, heading toward the sound of

thewaves.

Tipoca City isbuilt on aplatform over the sea. Huge waves boom and

bang and crash, day and night. Kamino is called the "Planet of Storms.”

Boba hung onto the railing and leaned over the edge of the platform.

Helooked down, waiting for alull in thewaves.

Findly, thereit was- along green dtretch of smooth water. It

looked perfect for alittle sea-mouse!

"You'refree, little buddy," Boba said as he dropped the tiny creature

into the water. The sea-mouse stared up asit fdl, as if it wanted one



last look at its benefactor, its protector, the great giant Boba who had

rescued it from its bowl....

It hit the water with alittle plunk.

Then Boba saw adark shape in the water, and a flash of teeth from

bel ow.

And the see-mouse was gone.

Not even astain on the water was | ft.

Boba spent the rest of the day playing hologames and staring out the

window into the rain. He wastired of books. Hewastired of reading about

happy families and kidswith friends. And pets.

Hewastired of being home aone.

He missed Zam'sjokes (even the dumb ones). He missed his father's

sayings (even the ones he had heard amillion times).

The next morning he picked up the last sea-mouse out of the bowl.
"Sorry, buddy,” he said as he dropped it into the edl's tank. "It's just

the way the world works."



Then he sat down to eat his own breakfast and wait for hisfather and

Zam to get home.

CHAPTER FOUR

All day Bobawas excited, waiting for a certain sound.

Or abunch of sounds.

Finaly, late in the afternoon, there they were: asymphony of little

clicksand clacks, al coming from the locksthat hung on the apartment

door.

Then the door did open, and there was Jango Fett, looking strong and

bold in hisManda orian battle armor, standing in a puddle of rainwater in

thehall.

"Dad!" Bobasad. "WheresZam?'

"Later," hisfather said.

Jango Fett took off his battle armor and laid it out on the floor of

the bedroom while Bobawatched. He cdled it "the quit." He was much

smdler without it.

Jango's face under the helmet was sad and grooved with old scars. The



face on hishamet was ruthless and crudl. Boba never wondered which was

hisfather's"red" face. Both werered to him: the worried father, the

fearlesswarrior. "Wheres Zam?' Boba asked again.

"Why are you asking al these questions, son?"

"l have ajoketotdl her." Hedidn't realy, but he figured he could

awaysthink of one,

"Youll haveto saveit for somebody ese.”

Somebody else? There wasn't anybody else! But Boba knew better than to

argue with hisfather.

"Okay," hesaid. He hung his head to hide his disgppointment and

dtarted to leave the room. He could tdl hisfather wanted to be aone.

"Zam won't be around anymore,” Jango said. Boba stopped at the door.

"Ever?'

"Ever," sad Jango.

Only theway hesaidit, it sounded like never.

When Jango Fett wasn't wearing the Manda orian battle armor, he wore



regular clothes. Without the helmet, few recognized him as Jango Fett, the

bounty hunter.

The armor was old and scarred, like Jango Fett himself. He dways took

it off and cleaned it after returning from ajob, but he never polished it.

Heleft the scratches aone.

"Y ou don't want it to shine," he told Boba as they worked together

cleaning the armor later that afternoon. "Never cal attention to yoursdlf.

"Yes, dr," Bobasad.

Jango Fett's face seemed even sadder and older than usud. Boba

wondered if it had to do with Zam.

Finaly he got up the courage to ask.

"She was about to betray us," Jango said. "It couldn't be dlowed.

There are pendties. She would have done the sameif it were me."

Bobadidn't understand. What was hisfather trying to tel him? "Did

something bad happen to Zam?"

Jango nodded dowly. "Being abounty hunter means you don't dways

make it home. Someday the inevitable will happen. And when it does..”



"What doesinevitable mean?' Boba asked.

"Inevitable meansasurething. Desthisasurething.”

Suddenly Bobagot it. "Zam isdead, isn't she, Dad?!

Jango nodded.

Boba fought back tears. "How - how did it happen?’

"You don't want to know."

Boba fdt sadness wash over him like awave. Followed by a colder wave

of fear. If it could happen to Zam, could it happen to hisfather?

Bobadidn't want to think about that. His dad was right: He didn't

want to know.

After he had finished helping hisfather clean the battle amor and
reload the weapons systems, Bobawent out and walked dl the way down to

the end of the street and back.

Zam, dead. No more dumb jokes. No more bright laughter. Boba Fett's

lonely world had just gotten even lonelier.



Kamino isagood planet for feeling sad becauseit's dways raining.

When you've been in therain, nobody can tell you've been crying.

When Boba got back to the apartment, he saw that hisfather had been

waking intherain, too.

Funny, thought Boba. | didn't see him out there.

After supper, Jango Fett said, "Boba, listen up.” Boballistened up.

"What happened to Zam could happen to any of us. To any bounty hunter.

Do you understand?’

Boba nodded - but his nod was alie He was determined not to

understand. He had promised himself not to think about it. He couldn't

imagineit, anyway. Who or what could get the best of hisfather ina

fight?

"Good," said Jango Fett. "So, son, | want you to teke this."

Jango handed Boba a book.

Boba was shocked. My dad? A book?!

Jango seemed to know what Boba was thinking. "It's not a book, son,”



he said. "It'sa message unit, from me. For you, when the time comes.”

Not abook? It looked like an ordinary book, about two fingers thick,
with ahard cover. It was black, with nothing on the cover. No words, no

pictures. Nothing, front or back.

Bobatried to open it but the pages seemed stuck together. He pulled

harder on the cover, and hisfather shook his head.

"Don't openit,” Jango said. "Because when you open it, your childhood
will beover. And it istoo soon for that. | want you to have what | never

hed: achildhood.”

Boba nodded. Though he was confused. Why had hisfather given im a

book if he didn't want him to open it?

Then hisfather told him:

"If something happensto me, you should openit. It will tel you what
you need to know. Who to ask for. Who to avoid. What to do. What not. Until

then, keep it closed, and keep it hidden. Understand, son?"

Boba nodded. He tossed the black book (that was not redly a book)
into the pile with hislibrary books. Hewasn't going to need it. Ever. No

way. Like, something bad was going to happen to hisfather, the fierces,



fastest, most fearless bounty hunter in the galaxy?

No way. Unthinkable. Which smply meant that Boba was not going to

think about it.

CHAPTERHVE

The next day, Bobaand hisfather went fishing. Therain waslight, so
they sat on arock at the edge of the sea. Boba took potshots at rollerfish
with his pocker, alaser-aimed spear-thrower. Jango made him turn the laser

off and sight by eye.

Bobaknew that the fishing trip was hisfather'sway of trying to make
him fedl better, so held forget about Zam's death. Boba did his best to

concentrate.

He kept on fishing even when Taun We, one of the Kaminoans, stopped by
to talk with Jango. She wastal and white, like aroot that hasjust been
pulled out of the ground. Her dark eyes were as big as saucers, her neck

long and thin.

Bobausudly liked Taun We, but today it was business, business,
business. Something about the clones. Bobatried not to listen. He didn't
want to hear about the clone army - histen thousand twin brothers. It made

him fed creepy just thinking about it.



He was glad when Taun We left, and to proveit, he speared afew more
rollerfish. Hetried to act excited to please his dad, but the fun had gone

out of it.

Boba couldn't stop thinking about the clones. He couldn't stop

thinking about Zam.

Boba did get excited again, though, when they passed the spaceport on
their way back to the gpartment. There was a new ship on the landing pad.

It was adeek starfighter he had only seen in pictures before.

"Wow!" hesaid. "It'saDdta7!"

"And what of the droid?' Jango asked, pointing to the nav unit behind

the cockpit.

"It'san R4-P," said Bobaexcitedly. While his father listened, he
listed the Sarfighter's features. Extra armaments, extra speed - the
Ddta-7 with the R4-Pwas the kind of ship only afew, select pilots could

handle,

"Likewho?" Jango asked.

"Likeyou!" Bobasaid asthey hurried homein therain. He was happy

to show off what he had learned from his reading. And even happier to bring



asmileto hisfather'sface.

But the smiledidn't last. Jango seemed thoughtful. Preoccupied. Even

worried.

He went into the bedroom to take a nap while Boba sat down with a
reference - Starfighters of the Galaxy. He was curious to know how such a
deek ship asthe Ddta-7 had found its way to out-of-the-way Kamino, where

nothing important or exciting ever happened.

Boba had bardly started to read when he heard the door buzz. He and

hisfather didn't have any friends, especialy with Zam gone, so he was

surprised.

It was Taun We again. And thistime she wasn't dlone. The man standing

next to her wore asimple robe and no jewelry. Under his robe Boba could

seethe outline of alightsaber.

A Jedi.

All of asudden, Boba knew where the star-fighter had come from.

Cautioudy, he opened the door.

"Boba, isyour father here?' Taun We asked. "Yes."



Say no more than necessary. That was afavorite saying of Jango Fett.

And Bobaknew that it especidly applied when the Jedi were around.

"May we seehim?'

The Jedi said nothing. Just stood there, watching and listening. Cool

and collected. But dso alittle scary.

Bobatried to be cool himsdf. "Sure" he said. Always be palite.

Especidly to your enemies.

And the Jedi, as keepers of the peace, were the naturd enemies of

bounty hunters, who operated outside the law.

Boba stepped back to let them in. The Jedi was looking around asif he
had never been in an gpartment before. Nosy! Bobathought. He decided to

ignore him.

"Dad! Taun We'sherel"

Jango Fett came out of the bedroom. He looked at both of the visitors,

and he didn't seem to like what he saw.

"Welcome back, Jango,” Taun We said, pretending she hadn't just seen

him. "Wasyour trip productive?’



"Fairly."

Bobalistened carefully. Taun We was sounding friendly, as usud.
Meanwhile hisfather was|ooking the Jedi up and down. To say that Jango
didn't seemto like what he saw would be obvious, like saying Kamino is

rainy. It was more than that.

Bobawondered if they had met before. He wondered if the Jedi hed

anything to do with the desth of Zam.

"Thisis Jedi Master Obi-Wan Kenobi," Taun We said. "Hes come to

check on our progress.” "That right?* Jango said.

The two men stared at each other. It was like a battle fought without

words or weapons.

Bobawatched, fascinated. It was obviousto him that hisfather could
have whipped the stupid Jedi with one finger. But something was holding him

back.

"Your clones are very impressive,” said the Jedi with a dight bow.
"Y ou must be very proud.” "I'm just asmple man,” Jango Fett said, bowing
back. "Trying to make my way inthe universe" "Arent we dl?' sad the

Jedi.



It waslike afight to see who could be most polite!

Meanwhile, the Jedi was looking into the bedroom, where the

Mandalorian battle helmet and armor were lying on thefloor.

Jango moved in front of the door to block the Jedi's view.

"Ever make your way asfar into theinterior as Coruscant?' the Jedi

asked.

"Once or twice," Jango answered coolly. "Recently?"

Thisisone very nosy Jedi! Bobathought. He wondered why his father

wastaking to him at al. "Possbly,” said Jango, and Bobaknew from the

tone of the answer that hisfather had been to Coruscant.

And the Jedi knew it, too.

Now Bobaknew for sure that the Jedi and Jango had encountered each

other before, and that the Jedi had had something to do with Zam's desth.

How he hated the Jedi's smug little smile!

"Then you must know Master Sifo-Dyas,” the Jedi said.

"Boba, close the door," said Jango in Huttese, a language they both



knew wdl.

Bobadid what hisfather asked, never taking his eyes off the Jedi. He

wanted him to fed hishate.

Meanwhile Jango Fett was fencing. Using wordsinstead of a sword to

block the Jedi's moves. "Master who?' he asked.

"Sifo-Dyas. Isn't he the Jedi who hired you for thisjob?

"Never heard of him," said Jango.

"Redly!?" said the Jedi. For thefirst time, helooked surprised.

"l was recruited by aman cdled Tyranus," said Jango. "On one of the

moons of Bogden." "No?1 thought..."

Taun We stepped in then. "Sifo-Dyas told us to expect him,” she said
to the Jedi, pointing to Bobas father. " And he showed up just when your
Jedi Magter said he would. We have kept the Jedi's involvement a secret

until your arrival, just as your Master requested.”

The Jedi seemed surprised by al this. And trying not to show it.

"Curious," hesad.

"Do you like your army?" Jango Fett asked. His cold amile seemed to



Bobalike asword thrust straight toward the nosy Jedi's heart.

"l look forward to seeing themin action,” said the Jedi. A pretty

good parry, Boba had to admit.

“They'll do their job well, I'll guaranteethat,” said Jango.

The Jedi gave up. "Thanksfor your time, Jango.” "Always a pleasure to

meet aJedi," said Bobas father with adight, sarcagtic smile.

The door did shut and the locks began to snap closed. Boba was
thrilled. After winning an encounter like thet, he figured hisfather would
looked pleased, even triumphant. Instead, Jango Fett's face was creased

with lines of worry, and he seemed deep in thought.

Boba began to wonder if hisfather had really won the battle. "What is

it, Dad?' he asked. "Pack your things," Jango said. "We're getting out of

herefor awhile"

CHAPTER SIX

While Jango Fett put his battle armor on, Boba threw everything the

two owned (which wasn't much) into an expandabl e flight bag.

"Get amove on, Bobal"



Bobaknew his father wasn't afraid of anything. But after the
encounter with the strange Jedi, Jango seemed nervous. Worried. Not

frightened, but... concerned, at least.

And hewasinaBIG hurry.

After he had filled the bag, Bobathrew dl the dirty dishesinto the
cleaning dot. He didn't haveto be neat at dl. If it hadn't been s0

scary, it would have been fun.

"Leavetheres,” Jango said. "We don't havetime."

Be careful what you wish for! How many times had Boba dreamed of
having timeaway from sormy Kamino and living somewhere dse, with

sunshine - and maybe even friends?

Now it was happening. The having time away part, anyway. Boba was
glad, and yet... There was the bed where he had dept and dreamed. The
windowsil where he had sat and read and watched the endless rain. The box

where he had kept hisbooks, clothes, and old toys, al in onepile.

It's hard to leave the only place you've ever lived, epecidly when
you don't know when you'll be back. It'slike leaving behind little pieces

of yoursdf. It'slike...



Boba caught himsdlf. Thiswas no timeto get sentimenta. His father

wasinahurry. They had to get going.

And there was one last thing he had to do before leaving Tipoca City.

"Whoa! Where are you going?' Jango asked. His battle armor was on,

helmet and all. He was holding what looked like a whip. "Where are you

taking that Suff?"

"Uh, Dad... library books?'

Boba hoped his father would understand that he had to return them. Who

knew when they were coming back? And Boba didn't want Whrr to be charging

him for overdue books.

"Makeit fast, son," Jango said. "And whileyou'reat it - "

He handed Bobathe "whip." It wasthe edl. "Turn him loosein the sea.

Let him try feeding himsdlf for achange.”

"Yes, sr!" Bobawas out the door before hisfather could change his

mind. The ed was coiled around one arm, and he carried the books in the

other.

Heran through the rain asfast as he could. He stopped at the edge of



the platform where he had taken the sea-mouse. He leaned over the raling

and dropped the edl into the waves.

Plunk.

Bobasaw adark shape, aflash of teeth. And the edl was gone.

"Good riddance!" he muttered as he ran toward the library. "Life is

hard for the smdl and thewesk. Andit'sdl rdative”

Boba hurriedly shoved the booksinto the dot. One, two, three...

Whrr whirred happily. "How about this batch?' he asked from behind the

door, in histinny voice. "What did you think? Any good?"

“Not too bad," Bobasaid. "But | don't have timeto talk now."

"No? Why not? Don't you want to check out some more books?"

Usudly Boballiked talking about books. But today there was no time.

"Haveto go!" hesad. "Solong!"

"Hurry back, Boba," Whrr said. "But wait, here's..”

"No timeto wait!" Bobadidn't have the heart to tdll hisfriend thet

he didn't know when he would be coming back.



So hejust turned and ran.

Jango Fett, fiercelooking in hisfull baitle armor, was waiting with

theflight bag in front of the apartment. Boba could tell his father was

mad at him for taking so long. But neither of them said anything.

Thetwo waked quickly to thetiny landing pad where Save |, the

bounty hunter's small, swift starship, was parked. Jango stowed the bags

while Boba checked out the ship for takeoff.

Boba had just completed the preflight "walk-around” when he heard

footsteps. At first he thought it might be Taun We, coming to say goodbye.

No such luck.

It was the Jedi, Obi-Wan Kenobi. The one who had been at the apartment

asking dl the questions.

And hewas running.

"Stop!" he shouted.

Y eah, right! thought Boba.



Jango clearly had the same thought. He drew his blaster and fired,

while ordering, "Boba, get on board!"

Boba didn't have to be told twice. He got into the cockpit and watched

as hisfather fired up his battle armor's jet-pack and rocketed to the top

of anearby building. There, Jango Fett knelt and began to fire down at the

Jedi with his blaster rifle.

KA-WHAP!

KA-WHAP!

Though he had never flown Save | done, Bobaknew dl the controls

and weapons systems by heart. Reaching over his head, he switched the main

systems on, so the ship would be ready to go when his father got through

whipping the Jedi.

Then he got an even better idea. He activated the blaster cannon

controls.

Boba had practiced this so many times, he knew just how to do it. He

got the Jedi in the sights and pressed FIRE.

SKA-PLA NG!

A hit! Or dmogt.



The Jedi wasthrown violently to the ground, his lightsaber knocked
out of hishand. Bobawas about to fire again and finish him off when his

father gotin theway.

Jango rocketed down from the building and stood face-to-face with the

Jedi.

The Jedi charged.

Jango charged back.

Cool! thought Boba. He had never seen his father in hand-to-hand

combat before, and it was awesome.

The Jedi's mysterious Force was no match for Jango Fett's Mandaorian
body armor. The Jedi waslosing - badly. He got desperate and made a grab,

but Jango used his jet-pack to blast up and kick him away.

"Go!" shouted Boba, even though he knew no one could hear.

The Jedi fdll and did toward the edge of thelanding pad, where it
projected out over the crashing waves. He seemed to be using his so-cdled
Forceto get hislightsaber back, but Jango Fett spoiled that plan. From

hiswrigt gauntlet, he shot out arestraining wire, which wrapped around



the Jedi'swrists.

Then Jango fired up hisjet-pack again, dragging the Jedi toward the

edge of the platform - and the water.

"Go, Dad!" Boba shouted.

But the Jedi was able to catch the wire on acolumn. It stopped his

dide and pulled him to hisfeet. Then he yanked on the wire....

SPROINNGG!!

Jango hit the platform, hard. His jet-pack flared, spat... and

exploded.

BARRROOOM!

Oh, no! Boba saw the whole thing. Hetried to get a shot with the

laser, but now both men were diding toward the edge of the platform - and

the huge waves crashing below.

"Dad!" Bobayelled. "Dad!" He banged on the cockpit canopy, asif his

fisgsand his cries could somehow stop hisfather's dide toward certain

desth

But it wasn't over yet. Jango Fett gected the wire from hiswrigt



gauntlet, freeing himsalf. Then he used the gripping dawsbuilt into his

battle armor to stop his dide at the last ingtant.

Meanwhile, the Jedi did right over the edge.

Bobafdl back in his seat, shaking with relief: Hisfather was safe.

And triumph: The Jedi was gone!

Over the edge. Into the sea.

Good riddance! Bobathought.

The ramp was opening.

Boba scrambled out of the pilot's seet justintime.

Hisfather legped into the seat. The enginesroared to life, and the

garship lifted off into the storm, which wasraging dl around.

Bobalooked down at the waves. There was no sign of the Jedi, and no
wonder. Who could swim in that stupid robe? It had dragged him under, for

Sure.

"Lifeishard for the smal and theweak!" Bobasaid under his breath,

and they hurtled upward, into the clouds.



"What, Boba?"

"l said, 'Good going, Dad!™

CHAPTER SEVEN

Boba had been in space before, traveling with hisfather. But when you

arered little, you don't notice alot.

Now that he was ten, he understood what he was seeing. Everything

looked new and exciting.

On Kamino it was dmost dways cloudy. The clouds were gray on the

bottom, and black as night on theinsde. But from above, they were as

white as the snow Boba had seen in vids and read about in books.

The sky above was bright, bright blue.

Then, as Save | rose higher and higher, the sky grew darker - blue-

black, then inky black. Then Boba saw something even more beautiful then

the clouds.

Stars.

Bobaknew what they were, of course. He had read about the stars, he



had seen them in vids and pictures, and observed them persondly on trips
with hisfather to other planets. Y et he had never redly paid attention.
Littlekids don't notice thingsthat are that far awvay. And the stars were
amost never visible from cloudy Kamino, even a night. But now he wasten,

and now...

Bobasaw amillion stars, each light-years away. "Wow," he said.

"What isit, Boba?' hisfather asked.

Bobadidn't know what to say. The galaxy was made of a million suns

burning fiercely. Around each sun were planets, each made of amillion

rocks and stones, and each stone was made of millions of atoms, and...

"It'sthegadaxy,” Bobasaid. "Why isthere...?" "Why is there whd,

Boba?'

"Why isthere so much of it?"

Jango Fett let hisson "fly" Savel, which meant just Sitting in the

pilot's seat while the autopilot flew the ship. He was busy fitting his

battle armor with a new jet-pack to replace the one that had blown up in

the fight with the Jedi.

When he was done, he got into the pilot's seat, and Boba asked, "Are



we moving to another world, Dad?'

"For now."

"Which one?'

"Youll see"

"Why are you asking so many questions?' That was Boba's sgnd to shut
up. Hisfather had hisreasonsfor everything, but he usudly kept them to

himsdf.

"Y ou don't want to know," Jango Fett said as he hit the button marked

HY PERSPACE.

If space was awesome, hyperspace was double awesome.

Double awesome strange.

As soon as Save | shifted into lightspeed and dipped into
hyperspace, Boba's head started to spin. The stars were flying past like
raindrops. It was like adream, with far and near twisted together, time

and space mixed like oil and water, in swirls.



Boba dozed off, because even strange becomestiring when everything is

strange....

Boba dreamed he was meeting the mother he had never had. Hewas & a
big receptionin apaace, and he was aone. It was like a story in abook.
There was someone coming toward him, making her way through the crowd. She
was beautiful, in awhite dress. She waswalking toward Boba, fagter and

faster, and her smilewasasbright as...

"Boba?'

"Yed?'

"Wake up, son."

Boba opened his eyes and saw hisfather at the controls of Save .

They were out of hyperspace, back in "norma," three-dimensiona space.

They werefloating. Directly ahead of them was ahuge red planet with

orangerings.

It was beautiful, but not as beautiful asthe vison Bobahad seen in
his dream, coming toward him across the ballroom floor. Not as beautiful

as... Bobafdt himsdf dipping back into his dream.



"Geonos's,” said Jango Fett.

"What?' Bobasat up.

"Name of the planet. Geonosis.”

As Save | approached Geonos's, it headed toward the rings. Only from
adistance were they smooth and beautiful. Up close, Boba could see that

the rings were made out of asteroids and meteors, lumps of rock and ice -

space rubble.

Up close they were dangerous and ugly.

Jango's hands were dancing over the star-ship's controls, switching
them from autopilot to manud. Flying under the ringswould be tricky. As
he expertly eased the ship into approach orbit, he said, "Next time, when
we get to aplanet that's easier to land on, I'll let you fly the approach

on your own, son."

"Redly, Dad? Doesthat mean I'm old enough?' Jango patted his son on

the shoulder. "Just about, Boba. Just about."

Bobaleaned back, smiling. Life was better than dreams. Who needed a

mom when you had adad like Jango Fett?

Suddenly Boba caught aglimpse of something on the rear vid screen. A



blip. "Dad, | think we're being tracked!"

Jango's smile disgppeared. The blip was matching their every turn. A

ship ontheir tail.

"L ook at the sensor screen,” Boba sad excitedly. "Iant that a

cloaking shadow?'

Jango switched the sensor screen to higher res. It showed a tracker

attached to the hull of Savel.

Bobacouldn't bdieveit. Hadn't he watched the Jedi dide into the

stormy sea of Kamino? How could the Jedi have survived to follow them?

"He must have put atracking device on our hul during the fight,”

said Jango, with the stedl of determination in hisvoice. "Well fix that!"

Bobawas just about to ask how, when his dad pushed him back into his

seat.

"Hang on, son. Well move into the asteroid field. Hewon't be able to

follow usthere. If he does, well leave him a couple of surprises.”

CHAPTEREIGHT



Into the asteroid fidd! Bobafdt acold touch of fear as his father

pulled back on the controlsand Save | did upward, into the ring itsalf.

Jagged rocks zipped past, on either side. It waslike flying through a

forest of stone.

Boba couldn't look. And he couldn't not ook, either. He knew that if

they hit one, they were dead. Obliterated.

Erased.

They wouldn't even leave aripple on the gdaxy.

Then Bobatold himsdlf: Stop worrying... Look who's at the controls!

Boba kept his eyes on hisfather. The asteroids were dill zipping

past Savel but they didn't seem quite as scary.

Jango Fett was at the controls.

Boba relaxed and checked the rear view-screen. "He's gone™ he told

hisfather.

"He must have gone on toward the surface," Jango replied.

Suddenly the image on the viewscreen wavered with arogue Sgnd. In



the static Bobasaw afamiliar outline.

The Ddta-7.

"Look, Dad, he's back!"

Jango camly hit a button on the wegponry console marked SONIC CHARGE:

RELEASE.

Boba looked back and saw a canigter drifting toward the Jedi

sarfighter.

He grinned. So long! The Jedi was doomed....

And so was Boba. Because when he turned back around in his seat and

looked forward, he saw nothing but stone. Slave | was heading straight for

ahuge, jagged asteroid!

"Dad! Watch out!"

Jango's voice was quiet and cold as he pulled Slave | into a steep

climb, barely missing thekiller rock. "Stay calm, son. Well befine. That

Jedi won't be ableto follow usthrough this.”

That wasthe plan, anyway. But the Jedi had other ideas. Ashisfather



deftly guided Save | through the asteroid field, Boba kept his eyeson the

rear screen.

"Thereheid" hecried.

The Jedi starfighter was il there, right on their tall. It was as
if it weretied to Savel. Jango shook his head grimly. "He doesn't seem
to be ableto take ahint. Well, if we can't lose him, well haveto finish

him."

Hitting a button, he turned the starship and headed graight toward

another asteroid, even bigger than the last one.

Only thistime, hedidn't pull up. Instead, he flew draight toward

the jagged surface.

Bobacouldn't believeit. Was his own father trying to kill them both?

"Watch out!" hecried.

He closed his eyes, waiting for the explosion. So this iswhat it's

liketo die, he thought. He felt amazingly cam. He wondered how badly it

would hurt when they hit. Or would it just be like aflash of light?Or..

Or nothing.

With Jango Fett & the controls, Save | never dowed, never



hesitated.

It looked like certain desth.

The ship dove straight down into anarrow canyon on the asteroid's

surface.

At the bottom was a cave, with an opening just big enough for a sl

garship turned onitssde.

Just barely big enough...

Something waswrong.

Nothing had happened. Bobawas il alive. He opened his eyes.

He saw rock everywhere. His dad had flown full speed into ahale in

the asteroid, and now Slave | was speeding through a narrow, winding

tunnd.

But going dower and dower.

At least were dill dive, thought Boba But if the Jedi is chasing

us, why are we dowing down?



He soon found out. The tunnd went al the way through the asteroid.

When Save | emerged from the stone passage, it was right behind the Jedli

darfighter.

The hunted had become the hunter. Save | was on the Jedi's tail.

It was the coolest maneuver Boba had ever imagined. He could hardly

control hisexcitement. "Get him, Dad! Get him! Firel"

Bobadidn't haveto tdl hisfather. Jango Feit was aready blagiing

away. On every sde of the Jedi starfighter deadly lasers were ditching

streaks of light through the blackness of space.

"Y ou got him!" Boba cried, when he saw the Jedi starfighter rocked by

an explosion.

A near-miss, but not akill.

Not yet.

"WEell just haveto finish him!" said Jango. He reached up to the

wesponry console and, with two quick flicks of hiswrig, hit two switches:

TORPEDO: ARM and then

TORPEDO: RELEASE



It was Slave I'sturn to rock as the torpedo kicked out of the hull

and locked onto the Jedi starfighter.

Bobawatched, fascinated. The Jedi was good, he had to admit. He

Zigged, he zagged, hetried every kind of evasive maneuver.

But the torpedo was locked on, and closing. Then the Jedi sarfighter

flew gtraight into the path of ahuge, tumbling asteroid

Anditwasdl over.

There was no way to avoid the collison. Caught between the torpedo’s

blast and the unforgiving stone, the Jedi starfighter disappeared. Only a

trail of debrisremained.

"Got him..." Boba breathed. "Y eaaaah! "

Jango's reaction was more subdued. "Wewon't see him again,” he said

quietly as he guided the ship out of the asteroids and puit it into a

descent pattern, down toward the giant red planet.

CHAPTER NINE

Boba had thought Geonosis might be different from Kamino with schools,



other kids, and lots to do.

It was different, dl right, but that wasall.

On Kamino it rained dl thetime; on Geonosisit hardly ever rained.
Kamino was al sea; Geonos's, was asea of red sand, with big rock towers
caled staagmites sticking up like spikes, here and there, from the sandy

desert.

In fact, the planet looked deserted. At least that's what Boba thought

when hefirg arrived.

Jango Fett landed Save | on a ledge on the sde of one of the

stalagmites, or rock towers.

Arewe going to camp here on thisrock? wondered Boba as the ship

settled on itslanding struts and the engines died.

Then adoor in the stone did open, and Maintenance Droids appeared to

sarvicethe ship.

Bobawas wide-eyed as he followed his father through the doorway,
which turned out to be the entrance to avast underground city, with long
corridors and huge rooms, dl connected and lighted with glow tubes,

echoing with footsteps and shouts.



Yetit gill ssemed empty. The only inhabitants were hurrying, distant
shadows. No one greeted them; no one even noticed a ten-year-old tagging

aong after hisfather.

Asthey dimbed the airs toward the gpartment they had been
temporarily assigned, Jango explained to his son that the Geonosians
themselves were drones who worked dl the time. Their planet was a
manufacturing center for Battle Droids. "And the people who make the droids
aren't much smarter or more interesting than the droids themselves," Jango

sad.

"So why are we here?' Boba asked. "Business," said Jango Fett. "Hewho

hiresmy hand.."

"... hiresmy whole sdf," finished Boba, grinning up at his dad.

"Right," said Jango. He rumpled his son's hair and smiled down a him.

"I'm very proud of you, son. Y ou're growing up to be a bounty hunter, just

likeyour old man.”

The gpartment was high in the stone tower, overlooking the desert.

Jango went off to meet with his employer, leaving Boba with a stern

warning: "Be herewhen | get back.”

After acouple of hours donein the gpartment, Boba knew that his



first impressions had been right. Geonosis was boring. Even more boring

than Kamino.

Boredom iskind of like amicroscope. It can make little things ook
big. Boba counted al the stonesin thewalls of the gpartment. He counted

al thecracksinthefloor.

Bored with cracks and stones, he stared out the narrow window,
watching the dust sormsroll acrossthe plains and watching the rings

wheel acrossthe sky above.

Boba wished he had brought some books. The only one he had was the

black book hisfather had given him, the one he couldn't open. It wasin a

box with his clothes and old toys, not even worth looking for.

He'd have to make his own excitement. But how?

Be herewhen | get back. That didnt mean he couldn' leave the

gpartment. Just that he couldn't go very far.

Boba stepped out into the halway, closing the door behind him. The

stone corridor was dim and quiet. In the distance Boba could hear abooming

noise. It sounded amost like the sea on stormy Kamino.

Could there be an ocean here, on this desert planet?



Bobawalked to the end of the corridor and stuck his head around the

corner. The booming was louder. Now it sounded like a distant drum.

Around the corner there was a stone stairway, leading down. At the

bottom the stairs, another hal. At the end of the hall, another stairway.

Stone steps, leading down, into the darkness. Boba followed them,
feding hisway, one sep at atime. The farther he went, the darker it

got.

The darker it got, the louder the booming. It sounded like a giant

besting adrum.

Boba had the feeling he had gone too far, but he didn't want to turn
back. Not yet. Not until he had discovered what was making the booming

noise.

Then alast, long spird staircase ended in a narrow hdlway. The
halway ended at a heavy door. The booming was so loud that the door itself

was shaking.

Bobawas damost afraid to look. He was about to turn back. Then, in
hismind, he heard hisfather'svoice: Do that which you fear mogt, and you

will find the courage you seek.



Boba pulled the door open.

BOOM

BOOM

BOOM

There was no wild ocean storm, no giant beating adrum. But Boba was

not disappointed. What he saw was even more amazing.

He waslooking into avast underground room, lighted by glowing lamps,
and filled with moving shapes. As his eyes adjusted to the dm light, he
could see along assembly line, where huge metal machines were stamping out
armsand legs, wheds and blades, heads and torsos. The noise was
thunderous. The heavy, rust-colored parts, once stamped, were carried on
clattering beltsto a centra area, where they were assembled by grim-faced
Geonosiansinto warlike Béttle Droids, which snapped to attention as soon

astheir heads were screwed on.

The assembled droids then marched inlong lines out of the cavern,

through ahigh, arched doorway, into the darkness.

Boba watched, fascinated. What was the purpose of all these weapons of
war? It was hard to believe that there was room in the galaxy for so many

Battle Droids and droidekas bristling with blades and blasters.



Heimagined them al in action, fighting one another. It was excting

to think about - and alittle scary, too.

"Hey, you therel”

Bobalooked up. A Security Droid was hurrying his way, across a

catwalk toward the open door.

Rather than explain who he was and what he was doing, Boba decided to

do the sensible thing. He dammed the door and ran.

Be here when | get back, Jango had said. Bobawas jugt shutting the

gpartment door behind him when he heard footstepsin the hal outside.

Barely madeit! thought Boba as his father opened the door.

Two men werewith him. One of them was a Geonosian, wearing the

elaborate finery of ahigh officia over itsbranchlike body and barrel-

shaped head. The other was more smply dressed, but somehow familiar.

"And s0 you see, Count Dooku, we have made gresat progress,” sad the

Geonosan.

It was the Count that did it. Boba recognized the other men. "Ian't



that Count Tyranus?' Boba asked hisfather, who was hanging up his bettle

helmet beside the door.

"Sssshhhhh," said Jango. "We are the only oneswho know him by that

name."

"Ah, so thisisthe young one?" the Count said. "Youll be a great

bounty hunter someday."

He patted Boba on the head. The gesture was affectionate but the hand

was cold, and Bobafedt achill.

"Yes gr," hesad, pulling away.

Hisfather shot him a stern, disgpproving look as the three men walked

into the apartment's kitchen for their conference.

Boba fdt ashamed. He had been rude. The chill mugt have been his
imagination. Count Tyranus was Jango Fett's main employer. Boba owed him

not only respect, but trust.

You'l be agreat bounty hunter someday. The Count's words rang in

Boba's head. He hoped someday they would come true.

Hisfather's battle helmet was hanging by the door. Bobatook it down

and carried it into the bedroom.



He wanted to see what it looked like from inside. He wanted to fed

how it felt to be Jango Fett.

He shut the door behind him and pulled the helmet over his heed He

opened hiseyesand - "Wow!"

Boba had expected it to be dark insde the hdmet, but it wasn'.

Therewere dl sorts of displays scralling down the ingde of the

faceplate. Mogt of them were for wegpons and surviva systems.

ROCKET DARTS

SONIC BEAM

WRIST GAUNTLET

JET-PACK

BOOT SPIKES

COMLINK

RANGEFINDER



It waslike being in the control room of avery samdl, compact,

efficient ship. But it was too heavy. Boba could hardly move his head. He

wasjut lifting it off when

Click.

Boba heard the bedroom door open. Uh-oh. Now hewasin big trouble!

But no - Jango Fett was laughing as he lifted the hdmet off Bobas

head. "Don't worry, son, your own armor will fit you better.”

Bobalooked up into hisfather's eyes. "My own?"

"When you are older," Jango said. "This battle armor was given to me

by the Mandaores. Y ou will have your own someday, when you become a bounty

hunter."

"And you will teach meto useit?' Bobaasked "When that day comes, |

may not bethere," Jango said. Y ou may be on your own."

"But..."

"No buts," said Jango. He attempted asmile. "Don't worry. Your time

isyet to come.”

He reached out and patted Boba on the head. Thistime, there was no



chill.

Later that night, Boba heard a strange noise. It was not the booming
he had heard before. It was not his father's snores, which came from the

next bed.

00wW0000!

It was something far away and incredibly [onely.

He went to the narrow window and looked out. The night on Geonosiswas

as bright as day had been on cloudy Kamino. The planet's orange rings shed

asoft light over the desert sands.

Therewas ared mesa right below the stadagmite city. It was

crisscrossed with faint trailsthat glittered, asif they were paved with

diamonds.

The mesalooked interesting but it was gtrictly off-limits. Jango Fett

had said that there were fierce beasts called massffs that prowled the

rocks and cliffs.

00wW0000!

Thereit was again - that lonesome, mournful howl. A massiff, thought



Boba. It sounded more forlorn than fierce.

He knew the feding.

He wanted to howl back.

CHAPTER TEN

When Bobawoke up, his father was gone. On the table there was

breakfast and anote: Be here when | get back.

Bobawas out the door.

He heard the distant booming but he went the other way, down to the
landing platform. Save | was no longer the only starship. It looked tiny
compared to the other, which camein al shapes and sizes, but were mogtly

bigger.

Boba made sure no one was looking, then climbed up the ramp into the
cockpit of Savel. The seat was alittle low, but other than that, it felt
right. He had dready memorized the flight controls for both space and
atmosphere. He aready knew the weapons systems, the multiple lasers and
torpedoes. His dad had taught him most of it, and he had figured out the

res for himsdf.

Bobaknew how to start the ship, program the navcomputer, and engage



the hyperdrive. He was sure that before long hisfather would let himtry a

complete takeoff and landing. He wanted to be ready.

Heimagined he was pilating the ship while hisfather was mowing down

hisenemieswith the laser.

"Bewarethewrath of the Fetts" he cried in triumph ashe zigged and

zagged through the enemy fighters....

"HQ/- n

Bobasat up - he must have falen adeep! He must have been dreaming.

"Hey, kid!"

It was a Geonosian guard.

"It'sokay," Bobasaid. "It'smy dad's ship.”

He got out of Save 1 and closed the ramp.

The Geonosian had a stupid but amiable expression.

"How come ther€'s nothing to do around here?' Boba asked, just to be

friendly.



The Geonosian guard smiled and twirled his blaster. "Oh, plenty to do!

"hesad. "Therésarenal Redly cool!"

"What happensin the arena?'

"Kill things!" said the Geonogian.

Interesting, thought Boba. It was something to do. "Every day?' he

asked eagerly.

"Oh, no," said the Geonosian. "Only specid occasions.”

Rules.

Rules are made to be broken.

That was not part of Jango Fett's code. But it ispart of the Kids

Code, thought Boba. Anyway, it oughta be.

Boba was making excuses. He was getting ready to break hisfather's

Off-LimitsRule.

He was preparing to dip out of the stalagmite city, to the red mesa.

Hewastrying to pretend it was dl right, that it was something he



had to do.

He waslooking for adventure.

And hewas about to find it.

Thefirst part was essy.

The main door to the st agmite city was on ground level, down below
thelanding pad. It was guarded by a drowsy Geonosian sentry, whose job was

to watch for intruders, not escapees.

It was easy to dip past him.

As soon as he breathed the outside air, Boba redized how much he

hated the musty smell of the stalagmite city. It was greet to be outsde!

He wanted to explore the glittering trails he had seen from above. He
followed thefirst one he saw. It led down the sde of thered rock mesa.
The glitter was chips of mica- rock as smooth and shiny as glass thet

marked thetrall and madeit easy to follow.

Bobawasjust rounding acorner on a steep diff when he heard a

Scream.



Then agrowling noise.

He stopped - then proceeded more cautioudy, step by step.

On the narrow trail ahead, two spike-backed beasts were fighting. They

were growling, each pulling at one end of what |ooked like afurry rope.

The rope was hissing in a high-pitched tone.

The rope was aten-foot snake, covered with fur. Its mouth and eyes

werein the center of itslong, furry body.

Thelizards, which Boba assumed were the dreaded massiffs, were about

to tear it in half with their long, razor-sharp teeth.

Then they saw Boba - and dropped the snake. Boba backed up one step.

The massiffs both moved forward one step. Growling.

Boba backed up another step. The dliff wasto hisright. To his Ieft,

and behind him - nothing but air.

The massffs moved forward again. Two stepsthistime.

Snaling.



Boba kept his stare locked on the massiffs red eyes. He fdt that if

he looked away for even an instant, they would charge.

They moved forward again, side by sde.

Bobaknelt down and, feding with one hand, picked up adice of mica.

Without looking, he tested it with hisfingers. It was as sharp as aknife.

Suddenly he jumped up and threw it, spinning, toward the massff on

theright.

YELP

A hit! But the other massiff wasintheair, legping toward Boba. He

heard asnarl, and felt hot breath on hisface, and ducked his head, and...

00wW0000!

The massff missed him and flew off the diff, howling asiit fell

toward the jagged rocks below. Boba straightened up.

The other massiff was bleeding over onered eye. It was backing up,

dinking away.... Thenit turned and ran.

The snake lay on thetrail, nursing itswounds.



Boba's heart was pounding.

Maybe breaking the rulesis not such agood idea, he thought. He was

lucky to bedive.

He considered turning back - but decided that would be pointless. He

was aready hafway around the mesa. So he stepped over the dazed snake and

continued on the path.

He had seen the path from above. He knew it would lead back to the

entrance. He would sneak back in, and his father would never know he had

been outside.

Then he heard something behind him. Something on the path.

Thewounded massff?

Bobafdt asudden chill. Helooked back over his shoulder. It wasthe

snake.

It was dithering dong after him.

Boba stopped.

The snake stopped.



Its mouth in the middle of itsbody was smiling - a least it seemed

to be amiling. And it was Singing, asort of rushing sound, like water

faling. It sounded strange out here in the desert. It reminded Boba of the

rain on Kamino, or the waves.

"Go away," said Boba.

The snake kept singing. It dithered alittle closer.

Boba backed up. "Go away!"

The snake dithered il closer. Bobapicked up arock - asharp

piece of mica.

"Go away."

The snake looked sad. It stopped singing. It dithered away into the

rocks.

Bobawas making hisway up the path, toward the top of the mesa, when

he saw something strange.

There, on aflat ledge under acliff on the Sde of the mesa, was a

smdl ship. A starship. A Ddta-7! Could it be...?



Just then Boba heard someone - or something - behind him on thetrail.

He ducked behind arock just in time.

The man who hurried past him dong the trail was as familiar as the

garship. Asfamiliar, and as unwelcome.

It was the Jedi who had pursued them through the asteroid rings The

Jedi the torpedo had blasted. Obi-Wan Kenobi. Back again!

Boba watched from behind his rock asthe Jedi opened his sarfighter's

hatch and climbed into the cockpit. Boba thought he was about to take off,

but he didn't bother to close the hatch.

Whatever the Jedi was up to, Bobaknew it was no good. He had to stop

him. But how?

From where he was hiding, Boba could see over the rim of the mesa, dll

the way to the entrance to the sdagmite city. There was the drowsy

Geonosian sentry he had dipped past.

The Jedi's starship was hidden from the sentry - but Boba wasn't.

But how could Bobarase an det?



Boba picked up the biggest piece of micahe could find and wiped it on
hisdeeve until it shined like glass. Then he used it to reflect the light
from Geonosiss sun, which was just peeping over therings. He tilted the
micadab back and forth until he could see aflash of light across the

sentry's eyes.

Thenhedidit again. And again.

Had the sentry seen it?

He had! He was coming down the path, toward the mesas edge. Boba
couldn't risk being seen, so heleft thetrail and scrambled up a steep
ledge to the top of the mesa. When he got to the top of the mesa, he saw
the Geonosian guard at the edge of the cliff, looking down. Boba knew he
had sighted the Jedi Starfighter, because he wastalking excitedly on his

comm.

Success! Or s0 it seemed. Bobaran toward the base of the tower - then

skidded to a stop.

The gate was closed. He was stuck outside. How could he get ingde

without being discovered?

Then he got lucky again. The gate suddenly swung open and out came a

sguad of droidekas. They were in such ahurry to capture the Jedi that they



didn't notice Boba, flattened againgt the rock wall.

Hewas ableto dip through the door just before it closed behind the

droidekas.

Safel Bobawas just about to bresthe asigh of relief when he fdt a

strong meta gauntlet on hisshoulder. It felt gentle, yet stern.

"Where you heading, son?" asked Jango Fett. "Where have you been?"

"Uh, outsde. Sir."

"Come upstairs. We need to talk.”

Bobafollowed hisfather up the stairs and into the apartment. There

was nothing he could say. There was nothing he could do. He was found out,

and he knew it.

He sat down on the couch and watched while his father took off his

battle armor and laid it carefully on the floor.

"Another adventure?' Jango Fett asked with adight smile as he brewed

himself a cup of nasty Geonosian grub-tea.

"I'mredly sorry,” Bobasaid. "Redly redly sorry.”



"Sorry for what?' hisfather asked. " Disobeying you."

"And that'sdl?"

"I-1 guess," Bobasaid.

"What about lying to me?'

"l didn'tlie" said Boba. "l admitted | was outside.”

Hisfather's smile was gone. "Only because you were caught. If you

hadn't been.."

"l guess| would have," said Boba. "I'm sorry for that, too."

"| accept your apology, then," said Jango. "Asa punishment you are

confined to quarters until | say otherwise."

"Yes, 9r." Boba breasthed asigh of relief. Confined to quarters meant

grounded; it meant he had to stay in the gpartment. It wasn't as bad as he

had expected.

"It would beworse," said Jango Fett, "except that | owe you one.”

"You do?"



"Sure. For our Jedi friend The one who somehow managed to escape usin
the asteroids. He's been captured now, thanks to you. You derted the

sentry, even though it meant you might get introuble. Y ou did the right

thing."

"Yes, sr. Thank you, Dad. | am sorry | disobeyed you.”

"l am, too, Boba," said Jango Fett with asmile. "But I'm proud, as

wdl."

"You ae?"

"1 would beworried if you didn't disobey me at least once in your

life. It'spart of growing up. Part of the process of gaining your

independence.”

Bobadidn't know what to say. Did hisfather redly beieve he had

only disobeyed him thisonetime?

S0 hetried to hide hissmile, and didn't say anything.

CHAPTER ELEVEN

Confined to quarters.



It could have been worse. But it was still pretty bad. Boba's londy

life got londlier now that he was stuck in the apartment.

"Jango; Fett was very busy; talking businesswith the Count and the
Geonosian they called Archduke, among others. Boba knew better than to try

to sneak out.

Confined to quarters.

Bobamissed hislibrary friend, Whrr.

He wastrying to construct amodel starfighter from bits of wire when

the door suddenly opened.

Therein hisbattle armor stood Jango Fett. "Come, son,” was dl he

sad.

That was dl he had to say!

Boba scrambled to hisfeet and followed hisfather down the stairs, He
was glad to get out of the apartment, for any reason. And he dways fdt

proud, following his dad. He knew that anyone who saw them was thinking:

That's Jango Fett. And that's Boba, hiskid. Hell be a bounty hunter,

too, someday.



Therewas ahush in the dm underground hdls. Boba could tdl

something important was happening. He wondered what it was.

He knew better than to ask. He was lucky enough just to be out of the

apartment.

At the end of along corridor, they encountered a milling crowd of
Geonosians. Some had wingson their backs; others didn't. A uniformed
sentry waved them through, to the head of the line, and into a huge room
with tall cellings. Though the room wasfilled with Geonosians, it was so

big it seemed dmost empty. Every footstep and every cough echoed.

The Archduke and some other officials were seated in a sort of high
box at one end of the imposing room, with about a hundred Genosianslooking
on. Two people stood looking up at them. Something about the way they stood

told Boba they were prisoners. But proud, rebellious prisoners.

Jango and Boba squeezed into a crowd of Geonosians at the side of the

room.

Somebody banged on something and the room got quiet. Almogt, anyway.

Everybody turned to look at the prisoners. Boba had to stand on tiptoe to

get agood view.

One prisoner was dressed like a Jedi. He was alot younger then the



Jedi called Obi-Wan.

Maybe he's an apprentice, Boba thought. Though why anybody would want

to be a Jedi was beyond him.

The other prisoner was awoman. And not just any woman. She was the
most beautiful woman Boba had ever seen. She had akind, gentle face - the
sort of face he had dwaysimagined his mother might have had, if hed had

amother.

"Y ou have been charged and found guilty of espionage,” said one of the

Geonosans.

Another chimed in: "Do you have anything to say before your sentence

iscarried out?"

The woman spoke up proudly. "You are committing an act of war,

Archduke. | hope you are prepared for the consequences.”

The Archduke laughed. "We build weapons, Senator. Thet is our

business. Of course we are prepared.”

Senator. Boba was shocked. He pulled his father's am. "What's a

Senator doing here, as a prisoner?'



"Shhhhhh!" Jango hissed.

"Get onwithit!" demanded another official, aNeimoidian with mottled

green skin and bright red eyes. "Carry out the sentence. | want to see her

uffer.”

It was the other Jedi that Boba wanted to see suffer, not the wannabe

- and certainly not the woman. The persistent Jedi. The one they had killed

again and again. Jedi Obi-Wan Kenobi.

But where was he?

The Archduke answered Boba's question. "Your other Jedi friend is

waiting for you, Senator. Take them to the arena.”

Thearena Finally they were going to get to see some action. It was

what Boba had been waiting for.

And yet, somehow, he dreaded it.

CHAPTER TWELVE

Like amost everything else on Geonosis, the arenawas carved out of

solid rock. Y et because it was open at the top, the arena was the brightest

placein the entire underground city.



The seatswerefilled with excited Geonosians, dl flapping ther

wings and screaming with excitement, even though nothing was happening yet.

Vendorsin bright costumes worked their way through the stands,
singing and whigtling to advertise their trays of live insects and other
Geonosian treats. Boba loved it, even though he wasn't tempted by the
squirming tidbits, He could hardly believe hisluck. He was out of the
gpartment, no longer confined to quarters. Hewasin the arena, about to

see ashow. Plus, he and his father had the best seatsin the house.

They were stting with the Archduke and the other officas Jango
Fett and Boba followed the Count into the officia box. The crowd started
cheering wildly, and, at first, Bobathought it might be for hisfather, or

even for the Count.

Then helooked down toward the center of the arena and saw the

entertainment.

The Jedi prisoners.

They were chained to three posts: the young Jedi to one; the Jedi

cdled Obi-Wan to another; and the beautiful woman to the third.

A fat Geonosian officid cleared histhroat and stood up to make a

Speech.



"The felons before you have been convicted of espionage agand the
sovereign system of Geonosis. Their sentence of death isto be carried out

inthis public arena henceforth.”

The crowd was cheering like crazy, and the fat Geonosian sat down,

amiling, asif he thought the cheering werefor him.

Thelittlest Geonosian officia stood up and waved his subby arms.

"L et the executions begin!™

Boba had mixed fedlings. He hated the older Jedi, Obi-Wan, who had

gotten lucky and humiliated Jango Fett by escaping twice.

Bobawanted to watch him die.

The apprentice Jedi, he didn't care about one way or the other. The

problem was the woman. Boba didn't want to watch her die. Not at al.

One of the Neimoidians did, though. He was rubbing his chubby hands

together so hard that they were starting to get red.

Bobalooked away, disgusted. It's guys like him who give executions a

bad name, he thought.

The crowd suddenly roared even louder.



And no wonder! Three barred gates down in the arena were opening.

Ridersinfancy costumes, mounted on orrays, were poking a monsters with

sticks and spears, driving them into the central ring.

And what monstersl Boba recognized them al from books.

Thefirst was areek, asort of killer steed with razor-sharp horns.

The second one was a golden-maned nexu with claws and sharp fangs.

And the third was an acklay, amongter with large, denching claws,

big enough to cut an orray in haf with one pinch.

The crowd loved it, and why not? Thiswas what the execution arenawas

al about. Death for fun.

Bobawas even garting to get into it, alittle bit.

The prisoners weren't, though. The woman had gotten out of her chains

somehow and climbed to the top of her post.

Go! Bobathought. Even though he knew it was wrong, he hoped she would
escape. He even had afantasy that he would help her. Then she would join

him to enjoy watching the two Jedi get killed.



Of course, Boba knew such a fantasy was ridiculous. No one would
escape. What was happening down in the arenawas an entertainment, but it

was aso an execution.

The reek was running around the arena, dashing at the ar with its
horn and, it seemed to Boba, enjoying the wild cheers of the crowd. Then

the great beast got serious. It charged the young Jedi's post.

WHAM! Thereek hit the post asmashing blow, while the Jedi dodged
Sdewaysasfar as his chain would let him. Then the Jedi jumped up, chain
and dl, onto the reek’s back, which was, for him at least, the safest spot

in thewhole arena

Cool move! Bobathought, in spite of himself.

Then the young Jedi did something even cooler. He wrapped the chain

around the reek’s horn, so that when the beast backed up and shook its

head, the chain was torn free from the post.

Now the Jedi had a chain he could swing like awhip.

Boba cheered. Like the rest of the crowd, he was chearing for the

reek.

The other Jedi, Obi-Wan, shifted deftly as the mongter knocked the



post flat, sngpping it in two - and breaking the chain a the sametime.

The nexu was after the woman. Itslong fangs were bared, and it was

trying to claw itsway to the top of the post where she was perched, barely

holding on.

Boba closed hiseyes.

This one he did not want to watch.

The crowd groaned. AAAAAWWWWWW!

Boba opened his eyes. The Jedi Obi-Wan had grabbed a spear somewhere.
Hewas using it to pole-vault over one of the orray riders. The acklay
chasing him rammed into the rider and his orray, knocking them both flat.

The acklay opened its huge claw, and then -

CRRRRRRUNCH!

It was the rider, an employee of the arena, who-had been pinched in

half. But the crowd of Geonosiansdidn't care. They just wanted to see

blood. They didn't care whose blood it was.

Meanwhile, the young apprentice Jedi wasriding the reek. Hewasusing

the chainfor abridle, controlling the beast.



Thewoman was till trying to get away from the nexu, which had ripped
her shirt. Using her chain like aswing, sheflew through theair, kicking
the nexu into the sand and injuring itsleg. Then she landed back on top of

the post, out of reach.

Go! Babathought again. Only to himsdf, of course.

The apprentice Jedi rode up on the reek, the beast completely under
his control. The woman jumped on behind him. The nexu spat and snarled with
rage - and then was attacked and killed by the reek. The Jedi called Obi-
Wan jumped up behind the woman, so there were three of them on the reek,

charging around the arena.

The crowd went wild. They weren't exactly cheering the gang of

criminds- but they loved the excitement.

Boba cheered, too. He was glad to see the woman get avay. So far,

anyway.

It was al too much for the Neimoidian, though. He turned to Jango

Fett. Hisbeady little eyes werefilled with rage.

"Thisisn't how it is supposed to be. Jango, finish her off!"

Bobawatched, wondering what his dad would do. Jango didn't move.



The Neimoidian stared.

Jango Fett stared back.

The Count broke the silence.

"Patience, Viceroy," hesad. "Shewill die"

A cheer went up and Boba looked down toward the arena.

The gates were opening again, al four of them this time. Droidekas

rolledin, unfalding as they surrounded the prisoners, their blades

gleaming wickedly in the light from the hole above the arena.

Before Boba could even blink, the droidekas had completely surrounded

the three prisoners on their reek.

It wasover.

Boba closed his eyes. He didn't want to watch. Then he heard a noise

behind him.

A very dight clicking sound. He opened his eyes and turned, and saw a

terrible sght. A Jedi, standing behind hisfather.



The Jedi's face was dark, like fine wood. His eyes were narrow and

crud. His purple lightsaber was drawn, and ignited.

And held across Jango Fett's neck.

CHAPTER THIRTEEN

The' Geonosians stopped cheering. The droidekas stopped advancing.

The regk, with the two Jedi and the beautiful woman on' its back,

stopped prancing and bucking and rearing. A hush fell over the entire arena

and dl eyesturned away from the Jedi and the droidekas. All of a sudden

the show was not in thering, but in the stands.

Everyone was Saring at the officids box, wherethe Jedi hdd the

lightsaber to Jango Fett's neck.

We are the show! Bobarealized with horror.

Jango Fett stood perfectly ill. His Manddorian battle armor Was

useless againgt a Jedi lightsaber. Oneflick of the Jedi's wris and he

would be decapitated.

Bobawas scared.



Asusud, the Count kept calm. Boba had noticed that he liked to turn
everything into agame, even abad stuation. Even an emergency. The Count

seemed to know the Jedi.

"Magter Windu," he said, inasmooth, oily voice, "how pleasant of you

tojoinus. Yourejud intimefor the moment of truth. | would think

these two new boys of yours could use alittle moretraining.”

"Sorry to disgppoint you," said the Jedi. "This party'sover."

The Jedi gave alittiehand signd. It looked to Boba as if lights

were coming on dl over the arena.

Lightsabers.

Therewere at least ahundred of them - somein the corners down by

thering, others up high in the stands. They came on dl at once.

And each was in the hands of a Jedi.

Where had they come from?How had they dl gottenin?

Bobawas amazed a how bad the Geonosians security was. And he was

beginning to understand his father's grudging respect for the Jedi. They

had their ways.



The Count, as aways, tried to seem unimpressed. That was hisstylein

acrigs.

"Brave but foolish, my old Jedi friend,” he said. "Y ou're impossibly

outnumbered.”

"I don't think s0," said the Jedi called Windu.

He scanned the crowd with his hooded eyes. "The Geonodans aren't

warriors. One Jedi hasto be worth a hundred Geonosians."

But the Count cameright back at him. "It wasn't the Geonosians| was

thinking about.”

It was the Count'sturn to give ahand signd, even dighter and more
subtle than the one the Jedi had given. Boba heard a sound like astorm on
Kamino - alow rumble. Suddenly al the doorsin the arena opened and every

adeinthe sandswasfilled with Battle Droids.

The Battle Droids ran down the aides with ther lasers flashing,

firing a the Jedi and scorching whatever esewasin their way.

Lasers flashed overhead, and Boba ducked. The Jedi cdled Windu hed
gone from offense to defense in an ingtant. He was deflecting the droids

laserswith hislightsaber; it waslike fencing with the air.



That was al Jango Fett needed. He crouched and fired the flamethrower

that was built into his battle armor.

WHOO000SH!

Windu was engulfed in atorrent of orange flame, and his robe caught
fire. It flared behind him like the exhaust of arocket asthe Jedi jumped

out of the tandsinto thering.

Jango let him go. He turned and went into action with the Battle

Droids and the Geonosian troops, toasting the Jedi with vicious laser fire.

The Jedi dl began to clump in the center of the arena, back-to-back,
around the reek with the apprentice Jedi, Obi-Wan, and the beautiful woman

gill onits back.

Thefight wason!

The reek wanted no part of it. It legped into the ar, throwing the

three off itsback. Thenitraninwild circles, snaling and snorting,

somping and samping, crushing droids, Geonosian troops, Jedi, and

bystanders under its hooves.

"Go!" Bobashouted, out loud thistime. It didn't matter which sde he



was on - it was exciting to watch. Blood and bodies were flying. And the
only person down therein thering that he liked, the pretty women, was

unhurt, at least so far.

She was standing in the middle of the ring with the Jedi. Somebody had
tossed her ablaster rifle. She was pretty good with it, too, blaging

droids and Geoson al sides.

Jango was standing right beside Boba, taking a heavy tall from the
gtands, firing with deadly accuracy into the Jedi. It was the firg time

Boba had ever been in such abig battle with hisfather.

And helovedit!

"Stay down, Bobal" Jango ordered, and Boba knew better than to

disobey. But he was able to peek over the railing and see down into the

rng.

Inthemiddle of al the confusion, Boba saw the Jedi caled Mace
Windu, the one his dad had scorched. He was mowing down droids and

Geonosian troops with hislightsaber, rallying the Jedi with his boldness.

The reek saw him, too. The big, horned beast sngled hm out and
started chasing him around the arena. Boba had to laugh. The Jedi had gone

from hound to harein about one second.



Mace Windu tried to make a stand. He skidded to a stop and dashed out
at the reek with hislightsaber. But the reek kept coming - and knocked the

lightsaber out of hishand.

It went flying, and the Jedi took off running again.

Jango Fett put hisbig, gloved hand on his son's head and growled,

"Stay here, Boba. I'll be back!"

That turned out to be the last thing he ever told his only son.

CHAPTER FOURTEEN

Jango Fett used the jet-pack on his Manda orian battle armor to rocket
down into the arena. He landed right in the middle of the fighting. The
runaway reek, which made no distinction between friend and foe, tried to

somp him.

From the stands, Boba saw hisfather dodging and ralling, trying to
get out of the way. He bit histongue to keep from screaming out. Those

hooves were as sharp asknives.

But Boba needn't have worried. Hisdad rolled free, jumped to his
feet, and proceeded to kill the beast. A couple of blasts and the reek was

No More.



Then Jango Fett and the Jedi, Mace Windu faced off, one-on-one, while

the fight raged dl around them.

Boba stood on tiptoe, trying to see, and at the same time dodging the

boltsthat werefilling theair like angry insects. Super Baitle Droids,

more powerful than the Battle Droids, were now dominating the battle.

Thedust rosein acloud. The arena was filled with screams and

shouts, the clash of lightsabers and bolts of laser fire. Bobaydlled "Dad!

" ashetried to see.

And then he saw.

He saw.

He saw the Jedi's lightsaber swing in a deadly arc. He saw his

father's empty helmet go flying. He saw his father's body drop to its

knees, asif in prayer.

Bobawatched in breathless horror as Jango Fett fell lifeless onto the

bloody sand.

“No!" Bobacried. No, it can't bel

The concussion from anearby blast of laser fire knocked Boba down. He



sumbled to hisfeet, earsringing, and saw tha the arena below was

littered with bodies and pieces of droids and droidekas.

The acklay and the reek both were dead. The Jedi were outnumbered but
il fighting. And the beautiful woman wasright inthemiddle of it dl,

blasting droids and Geonosians dike.

Boba couldn't see hisfather or the Jedi he had been fighting. Had he
dreamed it dl? The swing of the lightsaber, the hdmet flying off; the

warrior faling to his knees, then toppling over, like atree.

A bad dream, Boba decided. That wasit! His father was somewhere back

up inthe stands.

Bobaknew that he didn't like to fight dongside droids. Jango Fett
scorned the droids because they had no imagination. Imagination, he often

said, isawarrior's most important weapon.

A bad dream, Boba thought, pushing hisway down the stairs, toward the

arena

Even without imagination, the Super Battle Droids were winning. They
were programmed to win, or at least to never give up. And even with dl

their losses, they far outnumbered the Jedi.



The droidsin the stands kept firing, and the droids in the arena kept

advancing, and soon there were only twenty or so Jedi | eft.

They stood in aclump in the center of the arena, back-to-back,

lightsabers and lasers drawn. Trapped!

The adeswerefull, so Boba climbed down from seat to seat, toward

the arena. The Geonosians were cheering as the droids moved in for the

kill. Then the Count raised his hand.

"Magter Windu!"

Silence

Boba stopped. What's this? He watched as the Jedi hisfather had been

fighting stepped forward, covered with dust and swest.

"Y ou havefought gdlantly,” said the Count. "Worthy of recognition

Bobadidn't wait to hear more. Heknew it was dl alie. It had to be.

He continued to jump from seet to seat, down toward thering, pushing

and shoving hisway through the crowd.

He couldn't think. He didn't want to think. He just wanted to get into



thering and find hisfather, Jango Fett, who would tell him: Don't worry,

Boba, it was dl adream. A bad, bad dream.

"Now itisfinished,” said the Count. " Surrender, and your lives will

be spared.”

"We will not be hostages for you to barter with, Dooku."

"Then I'm sorry, old friend," said the Count. "Y ou will have to be

destroyed.”

The Count nodded and the droids were just about to fire into the

little clump of Jedi, ending the whole thing, when dl of a sudden the

woman looked up.

All around the arena, the Geonosians started |ooking up.

Boba stopped and looked up, too.

Gunships were descending from the sky,

One, two, three gunships... Six atogether.

They landed around the Jedi survivors. Doorsin the ships opened and

troops poured out, running down the ramps, firing at the droids. Boba knew



the troopswell, athough he was surprised to see them. The Jedi began

backing into the ships, still blocking laser blastswith their lightsabers,

The battle was on again, but Boba hardly noticed. He was running
again, jumping from seat to seat, down toward the arena, as the gunships
took off, with the Jedi il running up the ramps. Some were bardy

hanging on by their fingertips asthe shipsrose.

They were getting away. Not only the beautiful woman, but the Jedi he

and hisfather hated. The Obi-Wan Jedi; the apprentice Jedi; the dark-faced

fighter called Mace Windu. They were dl escaping!

Bobadidn't care. All he cared about was finding his father. He ran

down thelast aide, pushing hisway through the stunned crowd.

He climbed over the wdl and jumped into the arena.

"Dad! Dad! Where are you?"

The dirt and sand under hisfeet were soaked with blood. Bodieslay in

hegpson al sdes.

A droid that had been blasted in hdf was thrashing around in a

circle, kicking weapons, droid pieces, and bodiesin every direction.

One piecerolled toward Bobs, hit hisfoot, and stopped.



Boba looked down and saw - Jango Fett's battle helmet.

Dad! With its narrow eye-dits, it was as familiar as his father's

face. Morefamiliar, in fact,

It was bloody. It was empty. It was as blank and as find as the

period at the end of a book.

Over. End of story.

Ashefdl on hisknees and picked up hisfather's battle helmet, Boba

knew that the nightmare he had seen from the stands had been no dream.

Itwasred. All of it.

CHAPTER FIFTEEN

No one notices aten-year-old kid especidly in the midst of a battle.

Especidly when heiswandering in adaze, Stepping over bodies and

trails of blood, obliviousto thelaser boltswhining through the air near

his head or spinning into the bloody sand at hisfest,

Especidly when heisignoring the shouts of the living and the



screams of the dying; ignoring even hisown cries.

Bobswasinvishle.

Hewasinvisible even to himsdlf. He didn't know what he was thinking
or what he was fedling or what he was doing. He was numb. It was like

walking through somebody else's dream.

He carried hisfather's empty battle hdmet cradled in both arms,
while he sumbled around the arenaiin the remains of the bettle; while the
troops were fighting the last of the droids and the gunships were departing
with the rescued Jedi; while the panicked Geonosians were evacuating the

arenain astampede.

He carried the broken piece of hisfather's armor through the broken

pieces of hisworld.

Did hethink he could put hisfather back together?

Did hethink he could put hislife back together?

Bobadidn't think anything. He was numb. It was dl gone, &l

shattered.

It had al cometo pieces. Pieceslay everywhere. Pieces of droids,

body parts, the dead and the dying. Those who were still dive, and some of



those who weren't, werefiring their blasterswildly.

Bobawaked past aspinning droid, itsright leg shot off. It was
firing around and around as it spun, spraying the upper tiers of the arena

and the panicked crowd of Geonosians.

Laser balts hit the ground around him, throwing up geysers of sand.

Boba didn't care. Bobawalked on.

Crouching troopsin battle armor hurried by, firing asthey ran. One

grabbed Boba's arm and threw him to the ground. " Get down!"

WHARROOOMM!

An explosion ripped through the air where Boba had been. He hit flat

on hisbdly.

W HA R ROOOM M!

Another explosion - and Bobafelt sand stinging his cheeks. He buried
hisfacein hisarms, next to the empty helmet. When he opened hiseyesand

looked up, he saw -

Dad! It was hisfather, Jango Feit, looking down at him! Boba reached

up for hisfather's hand, and -



Then, suddenly, Boba saw how wrong he was. It was not his father. It
was the trooper who had saved hislife, or one of the others. For they dl
looked exactly alike beneath the armor. It was histwin, only older. It was

hisfather, only younger.

It was one of the clones.

Ashe stumbled to hisfeet, Bobaredized clearly - and with horror -
that the troops that had poured out of the gunships were the clone amy
that hisfather had trained on Kamino. Here they were, in action for the
first time, on Geonosis. And unbeatable, just as hisfather had predicted.

But they were fighting on the wrong side. Fighting for the hated Jedli!

No! Bobathought, clenching hisfists. His disgppointment was replaced

by fedings of betraya and rage.

"Just akid!" the trooper said. "Thought you were one of us." He ran

with the other clones toward a departing gunship.

"I'm not one of you!" Bobamuttered angrily. "And | never will be. |

am Jango Fett'sred son.”

The arenawas dmost empty. The Archduke was nowhereto be seen. The
Count was nowhere to be seen. The fighting was dmost over. The last

gunship was leaving, blasting upward through the opening over the arena.



Boba hardly noticed. He was looking down, not up. He didn't care about

the clones anymore. He had ajob to do. Onelast job for Jango Fett.

It was getting dark. Therings of Geonosisfilled hdf the sky with an
orange glow. With the hdmet in hisarms, Boba was waking in circles,
stumbling through the blood-damp sand. Findly, he found what he was

looking for. Stumbled acrossit, in fact.

It was hisfather's body, till clothed in the remaining pieces of

Manda orian battle armor, scuffed and bloodied.

Boba placed hisfather's helmet on hisfather's chest, then sat down
beside him. Hewastired and it wastimeto rest. He noticed atear dowly
making its way down through the gritty sand on his cheek. Hewiped it away

with hisfid.

It was too soon to cry. Boba gtill had ajob to do.

It was dark, or asdark asit gets on the ringed planet. The bettle

had moved out of the arena and had covered awide part of the land.

The Geonosians - now under the control of the victorious Jedi - sent
in squads of dronesto pick up the dead. They weretossed on afire The

smashed and broken droids were luckier. They were picked up by a scoop to



be taken outside to a scrap pile, for recycling.

Bobawas sitting by hisfather's body when the scoop rolled by, onits

second pass through the bloody arena.

Boba knew what he had to do. He was not like the clones. He was Jango
Fett'sreal son. It was hisjob to take care of hisfather'sbody. And as
long ashedid hisjob, he could put off feding the fedings that he

didn't want to fed.

The scoop whined and jerked as it moved from place to place, blindy
scouring the sand for more parts. Boba dragged his father's body into the
scoop's path, where it would be picked up. In his Mandal orian battle armor,

Jango Fett felt to the scoop just like adroid. A broken droid.

Boba got on the scoop and sat beside hisfather. He hdd the battle

helmet in his arms as the robot scoop headed out of the arena, down a long

passage |eading out to the desert.

Bobawas doing hisjob. That was al that mattered.

For now.

The droid scrap yard was under the mesawhere Boba had spotted the

Jedi in his gtarfighter. It was an immense heap of broken circuits, busted

arms and legs, wheedls and heads and stedl knives and torsos.



The scoop made its dump and headed back into the sdagmite city,
through an underground passage. Boba dragged his father's body off the

scrap pile and onto the rocky mesa.

The mesa seemed a better resting place. More peaceful, and certainly

more beautiful.

Bobaremoved hisfather's battle armor and set it aside. He took one

last look at the strong arms and legs that had protected him. Then, using a

broken droid arm for ashovel, Boba buried his father in a sandy grave

overlooking the desert.

The broken droid arm made a"J," and Boba found another that he bent

to make an "F." He arranged them on top of the grave.

Jango Fett. Gone but not forgotten.

Boba suddenly felt very tired. He sat down beside hisfather's bettle

armor. He wished he had something to edt.

He shivered. The wind off the desart was cold.

Bobaleaned back against the helmet and looked up at the great orange

ringsthat encircled the planet. It wasif they were holding it in ther



arms. It was a peaceful sight....

Boba dept peacefully dl that night. His dreams (and he forgot them)
were of the mother he had never had, and the father he had been lucky
enough to have. He awoke in the morning, rested and surprisngly
comfortable. Then he saw that afurry sand snake had wrapped itsdlf around

him as he dept, keegping him warm.

Startled, Bobajumped to hisfeet. The sand snake yelped in darm and

dithered away in apanic.

The same one? Boba wondered.

It didn't matter. What mattered was that hisjob was done, for now.

Hisfather was buried. Thelittle grave with the JF on it was proof of

thet.

Looking at it, Bobaredized how much he was going to missthe father

who had protected him, guided him, watched over him - and loved him. Now he

wasdone, dl alone.

And for thefirgt time, and for along time, he wept.

CHAPTER SIXTEEN

It wastimeto think clearly, time to make plans. Timeto swing into



action.

First thingsfirst, Jango Fett dways said.

First was taking care of the Manda orian battle armor: the suit, the
helmet, the jet-pack, and al the weaponry. 1t will be yours someday, his

father had said.

But for now, Bobawastoo small to wear it or even carry it around. So
he cleaned it, then hid it inasmall cave under acliff. Hewould redam

it later.

Second was the black book hisfather had left him; or rather, the

message unit that was not-a, book.

It will tell you what you need to know.

Boba had to get back into the gpartment to get it. That presented a
problem, given the chaos created by the battle that had spread from the
arena. He had been confined to quarters by hisfather, which meant that his

retind print might not open the door.

Boba got the baitle helmet out of the cave to bring with him, just in

case. Since Jango almost dwaysworeit, it would contain unlocking codes.



The next problem was getting into the stalagmite city. | candoit, he
thought, hearing the crash of broken droid parts being dumped below the

mesa

First load of the morning.

So far so good, thought Boba as he rode the scoop through the

underground passage. Dad would be proud.

Hefdt a sad thought approaching but he waved it away. There would be
timefor al that later. For now, the best way to honor hisfather was to

learn and live by Jango Fett's code.

That would take some doing, but it would be worth it. It had been

Jango's plan for hisson. Now it was Boba's plan for himself.

Carrying the battle helmet, Bobaran up the long sairs toward the
apartment. He passed only two or three Geonosians, and they hardly noticed

him.

There are certain advantages to being ten. Oneis that no one ever

thinks you are doing anything serious.

The door clicked open as soon as he touched it. The gpartment was
amost empty. Jango Fett had dwaystraveled light. Boba looked for the

black book in the box where he kept hisfew clothes and old toys.



It wasn't there,

Suddenly, he remembered hislast trip to thelibrary in Tipoca City.
He redlized, with horror, what he had done. He had gotten the black book
mixed up with hislibrary books. It looked just like abook, after al. He

had returned it with them!

That'swhy Whrr had tried to call him back. But Boba had been in too

much of ahurry to listen.

The information Boba needed was on Kamino!

Bobathrew afew clothes and the battle hdmet into his father's

flight bag. Trying not to be noticed, he made hisway adong the vast hdls

of the stalagmite city, toward the landing pad where Slave | was parked.

He had learned that the best way not to be noticed was not to worry

about being noticed. That was easy. He had something €l se to worry about.

Could hefly the ship done, without his father watching over his

shoulder?

Therewas only oneway to find out.



Bobahurried on.

There was aguard at the door to the landing pad. Even though the Jedi

had taken over the plandt, the Geonosians were dill guarding ther

property.

It was easy enough to dip past the guard while he was busy shooting

the breeze with another Geonosian.

Or so Bobathought.

"Where are you going?' The guard blocked the door with hisblaster.

"My dad,” Bobasaid. He held up the flight bag. "He told me to put

thisinto the ship for him." "Which one?'

Bobapointed to Savel. It wasthe smalest ship on the landing pad.

Its scarred and pitted surface belied its great speed and maneuverability.

"Okay, okay," said the guard, turning back to his friend and his

gossip. "But you only get five minutes. Then I'm running you off."

There was no time to check to seeif Slave | was loaded and fuded.
Jango had schooled Bobain dl the flight checks, but he had dso let hm
know that there are times when they had to be overlooked. Times when one

had to trust to luck.



Bobahurried. The guard might come looking for him at any moment now.

Once hewasin the cockpit, Boba pulled the helmet over his head and

sat on theflight bag. To an outsde observer, he looked like an adult. He

hoped.

He kept hisfingers crossed as he started the engines and engaged the

drive, just as he had been taught.

So far so good. The guard at the door even flipped him a lazy "good-
bye" wave asBobalifted Savel off the plaiform and soared into the

cloudless sky of Geonoss.

The ship fdt familiar, amost like home. Bobawas thenkful for dl

the time he had spent practicing, and even pretending. Pretending isakind

of practicing.

Thefuel waslow, but sufficient to get him to Kamino. Hewas on his

way. Wish Dad were here to see me, he thought. | know he would be proud.

That thought, instead of making Boba happy, brought a sudden sadness.

Hetried to shake it off.

He had other things to worry about.



Liketheblip in hisrear viewscreen.

It was a Jedi sarfighter, on histail.

The Jedi must have left him behind to waich for stragglers, Boba

thought. Is he here to follow me, to force me down, or to blast me out of

the sky?

Bobawaan't about to find out.

He knew he couldn't outrun the starfighter. And since he bardy knew

Save/'swegponry, he couldn't outfight him. That |eft only one option.

He had to outsmart him.

Instead of heading for space, Bobadoveinto the canyons and mesas
that surrounded the stalagmite city. Using dl the maneuverability of the
craft, he diced through the narrow canyons, turning right, then left, as

fast ashe could.

The garfighter was gaining. But that was okay. That was part of

Boba's plan.

He remembered atrick his dad had told him about. A trick that had

been used on Jango Fett once, and once only. (No trick ever worked on Jango



Fett twice))

Boba dowed where the canyon forked, left and right. He fired a

missile at the canyon wall on theright, then turned left and landed on a

narrow ledge under the shelter of adliff.

Bobashut off his engines and waited. And waited.

If the trick worked the Jedi starfighter would see the marks of the

explosion of thewall, and turn back. If it didn't...

If it didn't, the starfighter would appear around the corner, lasers

blazing. Or cdl for backup, and the sky would fill with garfighters. Or..

Findly, Bobaquit waiting and restarted hisengines. The trick hed

worked. The Jedi starfighter had seen the explosion and turned back.

Bobagrinned with satisfaction as he took off again. Hethought | hit

thewdl!

Boba pushed Slave 1 up into the rings and beyond. He had never been

aonein space before.

He had fet done on the planet after his father's death, and



particularly after burying him. But thiswas different. Thereisaone and

thereisaone.

Thereisno place more lonely than the vacuum of space. Because space

isNo Place.

In space, thereis only Not. Zero. Absence. And the absence of

absence...

Wecometo TheBig Ian't.

Boba shivered at the thought of the emptiness around him-then pushed
the thought aside. He had no time for The Big Isn't. He thought of his
father and his code: A bounty hunter never gets distracted by the big

picture. Heknowsit'sthelittle things that count.

Boba had ajob to do. He had to find the black book.

Bobadipped into high orbit, above therings.

Geonosis below looked amost peaceful. It was hard to believe it had

just seen the fierce fighting that had killed hisfather - and hundreds,

perhaps thousands, of others.

It was abeautiful sght, but Boba didn't intend to spend time

enjoying the view. He was dready preparing the ship for a hyperspace jump.



For areturn, thiswas asmple process. Since Kamino was the last

place Savel had been, dll

Boba had to do was reverse the coordinates on the navcomputer.

The ship would take care of therest. So hedid.

Andsodidit.

CHAPTER SEVENTEEN,

In hyperspace, dl sectors of the galaxy are connected. Near isfar

and far isnear.

The ship wasfdling into ahole. No, out of ahole.

Bobawas back in "norma" space.

He wasfloating in orbit around what looked like a bl of clouds

dtitched together with lightning.

Stormy Kamino!

Home. Or as much of ahome as Boba Fett had ever known.



Boba rubbed his eyes, stretched, and put Save | into descent
trgectory. Gray clouds whipped past like torn flags. Lightning flashed on
al sdes, thunder boomed. Asthelittle starship dowed below supersonic

speed, rain splattered the cockpit's transparisted.

Boba adjusted his speed and circled down dowly toward the lights of
Tipoca City. He had watched hisfather do it severd times, but this was

hisfirs time at the controls.

The funny thing was, he didn't feel done. It wasamogt as if Jango
Fett were right there behind him. Boba could dmost fed the big hand on

his shoulder.

Smooth! He cut the engines and eased onto the landing pad with hardly

abump.

Theweather in Tipoca City was norma, which meant there was a big
storm in progress - which was al right with Boba. He didn't want to be

noticed.

He had worn the battle heimet, so that anyone watching Save | landing

would think there was an adult a the controls. But he needn't have

bothered.

Thelanding pad was deserted. There was no one around.



Boba threw on a poncho and scrambled out of the cockpit, after setting

the ship's environmentals on INPUT to take on air and water, both plentiful

on Kamino.

Especidly water - it was pouring rain!

Thelittlelibrary &t the end of the Street corridor was dark. Boba

banged on the door.

"Whrr, are you there?'

Was hetoo late? Or too early? Boba was warp-lagged from hyperspace,

and heredized he had no ideawhat timeit wasin Tipoca City.

"Whrr, please. Open up!”

Thelight behind the dot came on.

Boba wished the door would open so that he could go in, out of the

rain, but the library was only a branch.

An awning did out, though, to protect him from the rain. And he heard

thefamiliar whirring and dickingingde.



"Whrr, it'sme™

"Boba? Y ou're back! Where have you been? What happened?”

A short question with along answer. Bobatold Whrr the whole story,

from the time he and hisfather had |eft the planet in a hurry, to the

horrible scenein the arena, where he had seen hisfather killed.

"Oh, Boba, that'sterrible. Y ou are an orphan, at only ten. Do you

have enough to est? Do you have any money?'

"Not exactly,” said Boba. "A few crackers. An extrapair of socks."

"Hmmmmmm," whirred Whrr.

"Il be okay," said Boba. "But | have to get something my father left

with me. By accident | left it with you.”

"A book?'

"Yes! Youremember! It looks like abook, anyway. It's black, with

nothing on the cover. | returned it by mistake, with the lagt books |

brought back right before | left.”

"1 will beright back."



Therewas awhir and aclick, aclank and a clatter. Soon Whrr was

back - with good news!

"Hereyou are," he said, passing the black book through the dot. "But

thereisafine, you know."

"A what!?'

"Therés money due on thisbook. Quite abit."

"It'snot even redlly abook. Besides, | didn't check it out. It's

mine! | left it with you."

"Exactly,” said Whrr. "Which meansthelibrary owes you, let's see,

two hundred and fifty credits.”

"That'simpossible - " Boba began.

"Sorry," said Whrr, passing the money through thedot. "A fine isa

fine and must be paid. Now go on about your business, Boba, and good luck.

Come and see me sometime. If you're ever around.”

| get it, Bobathought. I'm alittle dow, but | get it.

"Thank you, my friend," he said. "Someday | will come back to Kamino.



I'll come by and see you then, | promise.”

"Good-bye, Boba," Whrr said through the dot. The light went off and

Boba heard astrange snuffling sound.

Must be the rain, he thought, because everybody knows thet droids

don't cry.

Bobacould hardly believe hisluck! Two hundred and fifty credits
would buy groceries and supplies, even clothing, with some left over for
fue. Thiswasvita - ance he didn't know how to access his father's

accounts.

And he had the black book! He patted it under his poncho, where he was

carrying it out of therain.

Before heading off-planet, Boba wanted to make one stop.

He wanted one last look at the apartment where he and his father had

lived, where he had spent the first ten years of his life (dthough, of

course, he didn't remember most of it).

Fortunately, it was on the way back to the landing pad.

AsBobarode up in the turbolift, he wondered about the locks. Had

they been changed?Would they dill recognize his finger and retinad



prints?

He never found out. The door was wide open.

The gpartment was dark. It was spooky. It no longer fdt like home a

dl.

Boba closed the door and was just about to turn on the lights when he

heard avoice behind him.

It was Taun We.

Boba could barely see her in the dim light from the window. She was

gtting on thefloor with her long legsfolded up out of sght under her

long body.

"| saw Savel comein,” shesad.

Boba crossed the room and stood in front of her.

Taun We looked up, startled. "Bobal ? Is that you? Wher€'s your father?



Boba had aways regarded Taun We as afriend. So he sat down and told

her.

"Y ou poor child," she said, but her words were cold and mechanicd.

Bobaredized shewasn't such afriend after dl.

"What were you about to tel my father?" he asked.

"The Jedi," she sad. "They came and took the clone army, after you
and your father left. They aso wanted to question Jango Fett further. Now

that heis dead, they will want you."

"My father hated the Jedi.”

"l have no fedingsfor the Jedi," sad Taun We. "Of course, we

Kaminoans have few fedingsfor anything. It is not in our nature. But

fairnessrequiresthat | tell you that they are after you. Just as | have

told them that Slave | haslanded in Tipoca City, and thet you and your

father would probably be coming here."

"Y ou did what! ?"

"I mugt befartoadl,” sad Taun We. "Itisin my nature.

"Thanksalot!" Boba said, heading for the door. He didn't bother to

shut it after him. He couldn't believe Taun We had betrayed hm to the



Jedi. And he had thought she was afriend. Then he remembered his father's

code: No friends, no enemies. Only dliesand adversaries.

But what about Whrr? he thought as he pressed the button for the

turbolift. Wasn't Whrr afriend? It was dl too confusing to think about!

Bobawas il lost in thought when the turbo-lift arrived. Then the

door did open, and

It wasaJedi. A woman, young and tall.

Boba ducked aside and let her walk past. He kept calm, kept walking.

"Siri? You'retoo late," said Taun We from inside the gpartment.

"Y ou bet I'm gone!" said Boba as he opened the garbage chute and dove

in. He closed hiseyes and held his bregth as he fell - down, down, down...

It wasn't thefal hefeared, it wasthelanding. The trash pile a

the bottom would either behard or...

O000OM PH!

Soft! Luckily, it wasdl old clothes and paper.



Bobawas surprised to find himsalf grinning as he brushed himsdlf off

and ran out the door, toward the safety of Savel - and flight!

CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

One good thing about stormy Kamino - there are lots of dectricd

disturbances to cover your tracks, even from radar.

Boba Fett knew that once he had lifted off the landing pad, he would
be hard to follow. He buried Save | inthe thick, gray clouds, changed
course afew timesjust to be sure, then punched up through the atmosphere

into the quiet of space, and along, dow orbit.

Back into The Big Isnt.

At lagt it wastime to check the black book. The message that his

father had promised would guide him after he was gone.

He grasped the cover tightly, prepared to pull hard. But the cover

opened easily. Instead of pages and print, Boba saw a screen.

It was just as Jango had said. It was not abook at all, but a message

screen. Animage was coming into focus, aplanet..

No, aface. Becoming clearer.



Bobasfather'sface.

It was dim but it was him. Jango Fett's eyes were wide open. He looked

sad, though; sadder than ever.

"Boba"

"Fether!"

"Listen up, Boba. Y ou are only seeing this because | am gone. Because

you are on your own. Alone."

Bobadidn't have to betold that. He was fedling very aone.

"That istheway. All thingsmust end. Even aparent'slove, and | am

even more than a parent to you. Remember me, and remember that | loved you.

"1 will, Fether," Bobawhispered, even though he knew hisfather could

not hear. "l will never forget you."

"There are three things you need, now that | am gone. | can only point

you toward them. These three things you must seek and find on your own."



Onyour own. The words had acold, familiar sound.

"Thefirg issdf-aufficiency. For this you mus find Tyranus to
access the credits I've put aside for you. The second is knowledge. For
knowledge you must find Jabba. He will not giveit; you must take it. The
third and the most important is power. You will find it al around you, in
many forms. But beware, sometimesit is dangerous. And one lagt thing,

Boba..."

"Y es, Father! Anything!"

"Hold onto the book. Keep it close to you. Open it when you need it.

It will guide you when you read it. It isnot astory but a Way. Follow

this Way and you will be agreat bounty hunter someday. | was sure of it

when | wasdive, and | am sureof it ill.."

The picturewasfading. "Father!"

The screen was blank. Jango Fett was gone. Boba closed the black book.

The cover seded with asoft click.

Wow.

Bobadidn't know whether to smile or cry, so he did both, while he sat

with the black book on hislap. It was just a message screen, just a

recording. But to him it was something very precious. It was his only



connection with hisfather.

It was home and family.

Hefdtlessaone.

Boba gave the black book alittle pat and dipped it into the flight

bag for later.

Then he stretched, and looked around.

Savel wasin high orbit. The planet Kamino was covered with sorms
far below. It looked like amarble made of mud and snow. On dl sdes,

above and below, the stars beckoned.

Boba scanned through Save /'s energy and environmentd systems.
Enough for one more hyperspace jump. Then he would have to refud and

refit.

Bobaleaned back and planned his next step.

First thingsfirst, Jango dways said. And according to Jango, or

Jango's memory, Bobasfirg task wasto find Tyranus. The Count. The man

for whom Jango had created the clone army.



Bobahad seen him in person, for thefirst time, on Geonosis. But he
was sure that Tyranus had fled in the chaos of the battlein the arena He

didn't seem like the sort who would submit to being captured by the Jedi.

Wherewould he have gone?

Boba closed his eyes and remembered hisfather'svoice, talking to the

Jedi in Tipoca City: "1 was recruited by aman called Tyranus on one of the

moons of Bogden...."

The moons of Bogden. That was a start.

Boba did a search in the ship's database. Bogden was a swvampy,

uninhabited planet in afar sector, surrounded by "numerous tiny

sadlites"

The moons of Bogden...

Boba punched in the coordinates. Then he hit the hyperdrive switch,

and hoped for the best.

The stars started to dance as hyperspace wrinkled around the starship.

Bobaleaned back and crossed hisfingersfor luck.

"Here goes, Dad," he breathed as he closed hiseyes. "I'll do my best

to make you proud of me."



CHAPTER NINETEEN

Even though Boba had looked up Bogden in the database, he wasn't
prepared for what he found when. Save | came out of hyperspace. "Numerous

sadlites" indeed!

He was orbiting what looked like a handful of pebbles someone had

tossed into the air.

Bogden wasasmdl, gray planet, surrounded by aswarm of tiny moons.
Boba counted nineteen before he quit. It was hard to keep them draight.
They were al shapes and szes. The smallest was bardly big enough for a
ship to land on, while the largest had room for mountains, acity or two,

and even adry sea.

Day and night were erratic on thesetiny circling worlds. Somewerein
darkness, somein light. Severd had atmospheres; mogt did not. Boba
scanned them all, looking for acity with a spaceport; or at least atown

with a spaceport; or at least atown.

Many of the moons seemed uninhabited. Boba rejected one pear-shaped
lump that oozed volcanic fumes, and another that was covered from pole to
pole with gravestones. He decided against one that was covered inivy that

looked carnivorous. He passed on one that was dl ice and one that was dl



ash and smoldering embers.

Finally Bobalocated amoon that was roughly spherica, half in light

and haf in darkness. At least it looked occupied.

Heamedfor the largest clugter of lights he could find. The

atmosphere was thin and shalow, and soon Save | was in an approach

trgjectory over what looked likeasmall aty scattered through severd

rocky valeys.

The ID-scan gave the moon's name as Bogg 4.

Bobaamed for awedge of lights that looked like a landing pad. He

clicked Save 1 out of auto and began to set her down.

Smoothly and eadily, and then...

Whoal Something was rocking the ship, dmost like awindstorm.

Boba fought the controls, trying to dow the descent.

Later he remembered ajoke that went, "It wasn't the fdl that was

bad. It wasjust the last centimeter.”

So it was with Boba. He made a perfect landing except for the very

last part.



CRUNCH!

Slave| wastipped over onitsside. Bobatried to right it, but it
wouldn't move. According to his damage control panel, he had bent one of

the landing struts.

At least no one was watching. The landing pad seemed deserted. Boba

got out of the cockpit to survey the damage.

Hefelt dizzy. It looked bad. Two struts were good but the third was

bent dmost double.

He had no ideahow to fix it. He got the flight bag down from the

cockpit and looked through it for arepair manual. But there was only the

black book hisfather had left him.

Boba pulled the black book out of the flight bag. Maybe there would be

something init that he could use. If he ever needed it, it was now!

The book opened easily. On the screen insde were two lines, looking

like something out of Jango Fett's code:

Never tdl thewholetruth in atrade. A favor isan investment.



Darn! Nothing about landing gear, Bobathought, closing the book.

He was putting it back into theflight bag when he heard a high-

pitched voice behind him: "Whaose ship?'

Boba turned.

A smal humanoid was approaching. He had beady eyes, along snout, and

narrow, hooved legs. Boba recognized him by his chin beard and purple

turban asaH'drachi from the planet M'Hadli. But modified: His right am

had been replaced with a multipurpose tool extension.

He wore coverdls with words stitched over the pocket:

HONEST GJON

STARSHIP SERVICE

"wewill warp you"

"My ship,” Bobasaid. Then he remembered that he was just ten, and

looked it. "I mean - it'smy father's.”

"And where mmight this father of yoursbe?" asked the H'drachi.

"Unavailable a the moment,” said Boba. "But you can talk to me."



"Honest Gjon at your service," said the H'drachi. "Thisismmy landing
pad. Which mmeansyou owe me alanding fee. And it looks like you mmay need

repairsaswell.”

"Lookslikeit," Bobaadmitted. Still feding dizzy, he checked in his

pocket for the credits Whrr had given him. He had planned to spend them on

food and fudl. But now...

"How much to fix astrut?"' he asked.

"How mmuch you got?"' asked Honest Gjon. Bobawas just about to say two

hundred and fifty credits, when he remembered the black book:

Never tdl thewholetruth in atrade. "Two hundred credits," he said.

Honest Gjon smiled a him. "Mmy mmy, what a coincidence. That's

exactly how mmuch it cogts.” So maybe the book helps with repairs after

all, Bobathought as he gave Honest Gjon two hundred credits. He till had

fifty for himsdif.

Plus, as a courtesy, the H'drachi agreed to waive the landing fee.

Boba gave Honest Gjon the access codes to Save 1 and headed toward

thelights of thelittle town. As soon as he started walking, he understood



why the landing had been so difficult. Something was shaking Bogg 4. He had

hardly gone ten steps before he ended up in aditch.

He scrambled to hisfeet - then fdll to his knees again. He fdt

dizzier than ever. It was asif the ground were rocking under his feet -

and yet everything looked stable.

The rocks stayed stationary. The ground didn't move.

Boba stood up again, carefully. He took astep, then another. So far

30 good. The dizziness came and went, and, finally, Bobarealized what it

wasthat felt so strange.

It wasthe gravity itsdf! It was strong one moment, weak the next;

now tilting him forward, now back. It came and went in waves.

Bobagarted off again, uneasily, holding onto astonewall that ran

aong theroad. By the time he got to the edge of the town, he was walking

inamoreor lessgraight line.

Or s0 he thought.

"| seeyou're anewcomer,” said avoice from behind him."A newcomer,

yes”

Bobaturned and saw a skinny malein a long black coat. He looked



amaost human except that he had white feathersinstead of hair on his head,
and hislong fingers were dightly webbed. His face had a pinched, worried

look, asif it had been shrunk.

"I cantdl by your walk," said the being in the long black coat. "By

your walk, yes."

"Sowhat?' Bobasad. The dizziness was meking hm sck to his

stomach, and he wasn't feding too friendly. "And why doesthe gravity here

come and go like the wind?'

"Why, you haveit exactly," said the man, or whatever he was. "It's

the moons crisscrossing, now cancelling one another, now doubling ther

pull. It makes walking hard. That'swhy we locals prefer to soar, yes."

Bobalooked for wings under the long coat, but he didn't seeany. "You

areanative, then, of thisworld?'

"Bogg 4? No. Of dl themoons, of al the moons, yes. Say, you're

pretty good, kid. Pretty good, yes."

IIHlmI

"At thewdking. Y ouveadmost got it down, yes."



They introduced themselves to each other and walked together into the

town.

Aia(for that was his name) explained to Bobathat the moons of Bogden
were akind of outlaw heaven, where no warrants were served and no

questions were asked.

"What does that mean?' Boba asked.

"It meansthat no one wonderswhy a ten-year-old boy is wandering

around on hisown. No one, yes."

And it was true. Boba was even moreinvisible here on Bogg 4 than he
had been on Kamino or Geonosis. The streetsin the town were crowded with
creatures from every corner of the gdaxy, dl waking with the same
rolling gait, and none paying the dightes atention to Boba and his

companion.

The gravity came and went in waves as the moons overhead (and unseen

"below") did in and out and around one another, sometimes dark, sometimes

bright. Bobawas till dizzy. But he was getting used to it.

"Sotell me" said Aia "Why areyou here, yes?'

"A short vist," said Boba cautioudy. He wasn't sure who he could

trust and who he couldn't. "I'm looking for a certain man who hired a



certain bounty hunter."

"Lotsof bounty hunterson Bogg 4," said Aia.

"Dangerous characters, yes. They come here to hang out and trade info.

To get new jobs. They usudly only associate with one another, yes. Never

with their prey. Y ou don't have a bounty on you, do you, yes?'

Bobalaughed. "No way. I'm the son of abounty hunter.”

"Here, then," said Aia, sopping in front of alow tavern that fronted

on the narrow street. A wooden sign said THE BONNY BOUNTY . "This iswhere

the bounty hunters hang out, yes."

Bobalooked in the window. The place was almost empty. He could see

long tables, guttering candles, and asmoky fire. "I will wait here, then,”

said Boba, "while my ship isbeing repaired by Honest Gjon."

"Honest Gjon?' said Aia. "Oh dear, yes." "'Is something wrong?'

"l mean, no, nothing. Never mind. I'll leave you here, yes."

"Y ou're not coming in?' Boba asked. Aiawashisonly guide. The last

thing he wanted was to be alonein this strange place.



"No, my, uh... rdigion forbidsit, yes."

"Religion, my reptilian foot!" Suddenly two figureswere sanding in
the open door of the Bonny Bounty. "He's not coming in because he's a

thief!" said one. "And he knows that we know it!" said the other.

Ontheright was a birdlike humanoid with lesthery skin and a broad

beak. Bobarecognized him as a Didllan. On the Ieft was a green and

reptilian Rodian. Boba knew that members of both species often became

bounty hunters.

"Thisman iswanted for picking pocketd" the Diollan said.

"He stolefrom me, too," said the Rodian.

They grabbed Aig, each taking one of his skinny arms. "Oh, no, yes,

no!" cried Aia, excitedly. He twisted and turned but couldn't get free.

Bobathought of the black book: A favor isan investment. Maybeif he

did Aiaafavor, it would pay off. At least he would have a guide. "How

much does he owe you?'

"Twenty credits” said the Diollan. "Same here," said the Rodian.

"Here." Boba counted out forty credits, twenty for each. That left him

ten. He wondered if it would be enough to buy something to eat.



The Rodian and the Diollan let go of Aia while they counted ther
money. As soon as hisarmswere free, Aiaopened his black coat like a

kite, bent hisknees

And jumped. Straight up. He soared up, over the rooftop, and out of

aght.

Bobawatched, dismayed. There went hisinvestment.

The Rodian and the Diollan barely noticed. They turned and went back

ingde the tavern. Bobafollowed them. Surely they owed him something. He

had done them afavor, after dl, by giving them their money back. "Maybe

you can help me," he said. "Are you bounty hunters?*

"Sureare," said the Rodian, with alaugh. "Are you bounty?"

"l am Jango Fett's son," said Boba. "' Perhaps you knew him?”

The Diollan and the Rodian both |ooked at Bobawith new interest. They

took him to atable and sgnaed for the innkeeper, who brought food and

tea. Theteawas bitter but it made Bobafed less dizzy.

In fact, the more he drank the less dizzy he fdt. "We knew your

father," the Rodian said.



"A grest bounty hunter and agreat man,” said the Diollan.

Bobatold them the whole story of how his father had died and
everything that had happened since. He hoped he could trust them because

they were his dad's colleagues.

Somehow, talking about his father's death made Boba fed better. It
made it seem lesslike atragedy and more like astory. Boba wondered if

that was why people told stories - to get over them.

"My father mentioned adlient,” Bobasaid. "I thought I might find him

here"

"Hisname?'

"Count, uh.. " Bobasuddenly remembered that Tyranus was a name no one

was supposed to know. "Count Dooku,” he said, using the name the Count hed

used on Geonosis.

"Dooku?' said the Diollan.

"Not herel" said the Rodian.

"Y ou must go to - Coruscant!" they both said together.



"Areyou sure?' Boba asked, confused. Coruscant was the planet where
the Republic and the Jedi had their headquarters. Why would Tyranus be

there?

"Yes, yes, absolutely surel” said the Rodian. "Pogtively. Go to the

Golden Cuff tavernin Lower Coruscant,” said the Diollan.

"Tdl the bartender who you arelooking for," they both said together.

"Hell know immediately what to do!"

"Thanks!" said Boba. Hetried to pay hishill but the bounty hunters
inssted on tresting him. Boba thanked them again and headed back to the

landing pad where he had lft his starship with Honest Gjon.

As s00n as he had |&ft, the Diollan and the Rodian turned to each

other and grinned.

"That'sthe best kind of bounty," said the one. "The kind thet

ddiversitsdf and savesusthefud... and thetrouble!" said the other.

The teawas wearing off, Boba could tell, as he headed back for Honest

Gjon'slanding pad. Hefelt dizzy again. Not as dizzy as before, but a

little bit

The moons of Bogden were whedling acrossthe sky. Some were amdl,



some were large; some were dark, and some were bright.

Boba could hardly believe hisluck. He had picked the right moon, Bogg

4. He had found the right bounty hunters, the Diollan and the Rodian. And

on hisvery first try, he had located Tyranus. He had even egten dinner,

and it hadn't cost a credit!

A favor isan investment. He had meant to do the favor for Aia

Instead he had doneit for the bounty hunters, and it had paid off.

Now al he had to do was get in his starship and go to Coruscant.

Therewas only one problem. The landing pad was empty.

Slavel wasgone.

CHAPTER TWENTY

Boba sat down on the ground, under the wheding, soinning Bogden

moons. He was dizzy again. The tea had worn off completely.

His starship was gone. So wasthe black book thet contained Jango

Fett's code. So was his father's battle helmet - hislegacy.

Even hismoney was gone, except for ten credits.



Gone, al gone. How could he have been such afool? How could he have

let hisfather's memory down? How could he have trusted Honest Gjon? He put

his head in his hands and moaned in dismay and self-disgust.

Then he heard aclucking sound. "Tut, tut, yes."

It was Aia "l was drad of this" the skinny moon-being said.

"That'swhy | ran back. But | wastoo late. That Honest Gjon is a crook,

yes”

"So areyou," Bobapointed out. "Y ou sted things."

"Only my fingerssted," said Aia, holding up both webbed hands. "And

only what | need, yes.

To proveit, | will help you find Honest Gjon. Not so honet, yes."

Bobafdt aglimmer of hope "Where did he go?' "His shop. He tears

ships down for parts. So they can't be traced, yes."

"Then we mugt hurry," said Boba, jumping to his feet. "Before he

beginsto tear Save 1 gpart. Whereisthis shop of his?'

Aiapointed straight up, toward ajagged, pinning moon.



"Oh, no!" Boba sat back down. "He hastaken it to another world."

"Yes, of course. He thinks you can't follow, yes." "But hesright! |

cant!"

"But you can," said Aia "Come. Come with me, yes." And hetook Boba's

hand and pulled him to hisfet.

"If you were any older or any bigger, thiswould be a problem, yes"

said Aiaasheled Bobaup the path. "Asit is, we may just makeit, yes."

"Makewhat?' The path twisted and turned up arocky hill overlooking

the landing pad.

"Youwill e, yes."

Boba saw - and didn't like what he saw. The path ended at acliff.

Boba gripped Aids big hand and leaned out, looked up, looked down.

Above, he saw darkness, afew moons, and many stars. Below, he saw only

darkness.

Hewasdizzy again.

"The gravity wavesrise and fal with the moons, yes," said Aia "If

you get high enough, and if you know what you are doing, you can ride them.



Likeabird onthewind, yes"

All of asudden, Bobagot it. And hedidn't likeit.

He backed away from the edge of the cliff, but not fast enough. Aia

was dready stepping off into thin air - and pulling Bobawith him.

Bobawasfdling.

Then he wasn't.

Hewasrisng, soaring, dowly a firg and then faster, faster,

fagter. Rigng up through the air.

"Y ou haveto ride the vectors, yes," said Aia, whose coat was spread

wide like akite, like wings. He squeezed Boba's hand. "\WWhen one vector

gives out, we cross to another, yes."

L et's hope so, thought Boba.

Aiapulled Bobawith him. They plummeted down, then started to rise

agan.

They were heavy one moment, welghtlessthe next.



Bobaignored the lump rising in histhroat for aslong as he could.

Thenhelogt it.

"Yu-ck!" said Aia. "If | had known you were going to do that... |

would have... yes..."

"Sorry," said Boba

Hewasfeding lessdizzy. The higher they soared, the eesier it got.

All Boba had to do was hang on to Aias hand and follow. Other figures

darted in and out of the clouds. All of them weresmall like Aia

Aiawaved at them.

"We arethe couriers, yes," he said to Boba. "We are the only ones
light enough to travel from world to world. Y ou too, yes. As long as you

Say withme."

Don't worry, Bobathought, squeezing Aids hand. I'm gticking with

you!

It was getting cold. Boba looked down. He immediatdy wished he

hadn't.

Bogg 4 was atiny lump of stone and dust, far away. The stars were too



bright. It was hard to breathe.

We're almost in space! Boba thought. We have soared too high!

"There, Bogg 11, yes," said Aia, pointing up ahead to whereasmdler,

darker moon was about to cross Bogg 4's orbit. Gravity was pulling a both

moons, tangling their clouds together in long streams, like seaweed.

"The foam is where the amospheres brush one another,” Aiasaid. "That

iswhere we make the jump, yes."

"Andif wemiss..."

"Spaceiscold,” said Aia. "Eternity is cold. Hang on, hold your

breath, yed"

Boba held his breath. But he couldn't hold on. Hisfingers were numb

and giff with cold. Hefdt Aias hand dipping away.

"No!" cried Bobaslently, snce there was no air with which to shout

Oor scream.

No air to breathe.

He closed hiseyes. He was spinning, weightless, drifting away into



The Big Isn't. The nothingness of space. Of degth.

Herel come, Dad, he thought. It was almost a peaceful feding...

Then hefdt gravity pulling & him likefingers, gently. Sowing his

spin. Pulling him down.

Boba could hold his breath no longer. He gulped, expecting the cold

rip of vacuum in hislungs.

Instead, hetasted air. It was hardly sweet but it tasted greet to

Boba.

He opened hiseyes.

Aiahad him by the hand again.

They were soaring in the sky of adifferent world. A smaller, smokier

world.

"Bogg 11, yes" said Aia

They circled down toward Bogg 11 in long loops. Boba sawv Save |

parked in arocky little valey, surrounded by piles of spaceship parts.

"Luckily he'sjust getting Started,” Aiasaid. "We madeit, yes."



They landed on the Sde of asmall, steep hill. Bobafel and rolled
to astop. He got up, dusted himsdlf off, and started running down a rocky

path, toward Savel.

Honest Gjon saw them coming and stared. "What if he won't give it

back?' Boba asked.

He picked up arock. He wished he had a blagter. "Dont be glly,"

said Aia "Put down the rock.

Thieves have honor, yes?'

Yes. It seemed so. Sort of, anyway.

"Can't blameaguy for trying!" said Honest Gjon, throwing up his

hands. The bearded H'drachi's smile seemed genuine.
Boba shook his head in exasperation and looked into the cockpit. The
flight bag was till there. The baitle hdmet and the black book were

ingdeit. Maybe there was honor among thieves after dl.

Boba tried the book, and it opened.

Money is power.



Not much help, Bobathought, sincel don't have any. He closed the

book and put it back into the flight bag.

Honest Gjon was watching Bobas every move.

"What doesit say?'

"It says you're supposed to give me my money back."

"No way!" said Honest Gjon. "I fixed your strut, didn't 17"

"Hedid, yes," said Aia.

"Can't blame aguy for trying," said Boba They dl shared alaugh.

But while Bobalaughed, hetried to think of hisnext move.

CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE

Bobafound that he liked these outlaws of the moons of Bogden. Crime

was just agameto them. They were like bounty hunters, in away.

"Coruscant's adangerous place," said Honest Gjon, when Bobatold him

where he was going.



"And expendve," said Aia. "Y ou have no money, yes?'

"l haveten credits” said Boba. "I guessthat'll have to be enough.”

"There are waysto get money, yes," said Aia. "Such as?'

"Such ascrime,” said Honest Gjon. "I happen to know of some mmoney
being smuggled from Bogg 2 to Bogg 9. A few felowswith agood shipand a

little luck could take what they needed.™

"Y ou could be one of those fellows, yes,” said Aia.

Bobawasintrigued. Money is power. "Y ou're talking about a hijacking?

A robbery?!

"Aninterception,” said Honest Gjon. "Not exactly arobbery, sSince it
isn't reel mmoney, yes. It's counterfeit credits. They are made on Bogg 2,
then sent by light-air balloonsto Bogg 9 when the dignment of the mmoons

isjust right.”

"The atmospheres brush together and the balloons pass from world to

world," said Aia. "Likewedid, yes."

"A smugglers trick," said Honest Gjon. "And if we pick off one

baloon on theway, no onewill mmissit."



"They will think onejust got away, yes" sad Aia "Of course,

catching it on the fly requires avery good pilot with a very good ship.

Y ou may betoo young, yes."

"l want athird,” said Boba. "When do we go?'

"In about ten minutes," said Aia. Helooked at Honest Gjon and winked.

"| told you hewould do it, yes?'

From space, Bogg 2 looked like adry dirt clod, spiked with mountains.

Boba cruised over dowly, then put Savel into adow holding orbit just

above the atmosphere.

"No lights, no dectrics, no radio,” said Honest Gjon. "That way we

can't be seen. Thetrick isto try to catch the balloon asit rises. If you

get close, | will hook it into the hatch.”

"We should let thefirst one go, so they don't suspect anything, yes,"

sad Aia. "Then grab the next one."

"Soundslikeaplan,” said Boba

"Look," said Honest Gjon. "Here comes number one."

He handed Bobaaviewfinder. Boba saw ared baloon risng out of a



mountainvaley.

He handed the viewfinder to Aia. The baloon rose swiftly in the low

gravity. It streaked padt, into the Sormy space between the moons. A

gondolahung below it, packed with baes of credits.

Money! thought Bobawith agrin. Money ispower! If only his father

could see him now. He knew he would be proud.

"Hereit comes," said Honest Gjon. The second balloon was on its way.

It had an even larger gondola hanging beneeth it. Even more money, Boba

thought.

Aiatracked it with the viewfinder and then with his naked eye, while

Boba operated the ship. "Back up ahair, yes. Now forward. Now up, yes.

Whoa!"

Honest Gjon opened the ramp and pulled in the balloon. "Got it!"

"Greet," said Boba. "Now let's close the ramp and get out of here.”

"Onemore" said Aia

" thought two wasthe plan,” said Boba. "They will see usif we say

too long. They'll send someone up after us.”



"One mmore can't hurt,” said Honest Gjon. He hed up afigful of

brand-new credit notes.

Why not? thought Boba. Moreis better. If the black book didn't say

thet, well, it should!

He pulled the ship back into place and held it steady, adjusting for

the varying gravity of the spinning moons.

"Number three!" said Aia. Honest Gjon went to open the ramp.

The red balloon was getting closer and closer. Honest Gjon went down

to open the ramp and pull it in. The gondola underneath it was even bigger

than the one before.

More money! Moreis better, Boba thought, with agrin.

"0O000ps," sad Honest Gjon. "Sight problem.” "Y ou're dl under arrest

for counterfeiting,” said agruff voice.

Bobaturned and saw Honest Gjon in the doorway. He was not aone.

Standing beside him was atrooper in a security uniform, holding ablaster.

Oh, no! thought Boba.



"It'snot our money," said Aia. "It'sal amistake, yes. Well gve

it back!"

"Who cares about the money?' said the trooper, with acruel smilethat

wasdl tegth. "I'm officidly confiscating thisship in the name of the

law. It's contraband."”

Bobawasthinking: No way! Giveup Savel, hisfather's ship? But

what could he do with ablaster pointed at hisface?

Then he remembered atrick Jango had taught him.

"Move over, kid," said the trooper. "And put your hands up where| can

see them. Now!"

"Yes, gr." Bobaset the power on FULL AHEAD and punched in DELAY 4.
Then he stood up with his hands over his head and dowly backed away from

the controls. He counted silently: four, three

Thetrooper grinned. "That's better,” he said, motioning with his

blaster toward the open hatch. "Now grab someair, al three of you."

Two, one

Boba lunged, grabbing the back of the pilot's seat as the engines



roared to life and Save | suddenly sprang forward. The trooper, Aia, and

Honest Gjon dl flew through the air and hit the back wal in aclump.

WHACK!

THUMP

Boba held onto the seat and threw the ship into a sharp turn. Honest

Gjon and Aiagrabbed the dazed trooper, one on each arm. They dragged him

to the still-open hatch - and shoved him out!

Boba grimaced as he brought the ship back under control. "Murder of a

security trooper. Now we'rein big troublel™

"He's got aparachute, yes," said Aia

"He's no trooper, anyway,” said Honest Gjon. "That uniform was as

counterfait asthe credits. That was a hijacking thet failed.”

"Wedidit!" said Bobaas he st the ship down on Honest Gjon's
landing pad. His heart was till pounding, but he had saved Save |. And

made some money, too.

"How many credits do we have?' he asked. "Let's divide them three



ways, S0 | can get out of here.”

"That'sthe bad news, yes," said Aia. "They dl flew out the door when

we shoved him out."

"All but one," said Honest Gjon. He handed Boba a hundred-credit note.

"Takeit, you deserveit al. And you're going to need it on Coruscant.”

Boba put the money into his pocket with the pathetic little ten. Even

though he had only made a hundred credits, he felt that Jango Fett would

have been proud.

He had found out what he needed to know on the moons of Bogden. He had

even made afew friends (or, as Jango would have caled them, dlies. No

friends, no enemies. Only allies and adversaries).

Now it wastimeto head for Coruscant and find Tyranus.

He shook handswith Honest Gjon, but Aiainssted on giving him a big

hug. "Boba, continue your quest, yes. But take care. Y ou are too trugting.

Watch your back, yes?'

"Yes" said Boba "Thanks, Aia"

They hugged again, then Bobagot into Save | and took off. It was



only after he wasin deep space, preparing to shift into hyperdrive, theat

he noticed that the hundred-credit note was missing from his pocket.

And so wasthe ten.

CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO

In the endless, intricate web of civilized and haf-civilized worlds

that make up the Galactic Core, some planets are obscure and hard to find.

And, others are hard to miss.

Coruscant isin the second category.

The coordinates are easy to remember and even easier to punch into a

darship's navigationad computer:

Z&XY0 Zero Zexo.

Itisherethat civilization begins. At the heart of the Core Worlds.

At the very center of the Known Universe.

Coruscant. The planet that isacity; the city that isaplanet.

Boba awoke when Save | shuddered out of hyperdrive and did into

normal space.



He shook his head to clear it of the dreams that dways crowded in

during hyperspace jumps.

Andthereit was. Thelegendary city planet, covered by pavements and
roofs, towers and balconies, parks and artificial seas. Coruscant was one

immense metropolis from poleto pole.

Not agreen spot nor an open field; no wilderness, no forests, no ice
caps. Coruscant was one enormous planetwide daty, covered by dums and
palaces, parks and plazas. It spun below in dl itsglory, welcoming Save
| asit had welcomed pilgrim and pirate, politician and petitioner,

wanderer and wayfarer snce the Republic'sfirst beginnings millenniaago.

And now it awaited Boba Fett. An orphan seeking only to please his

father's ghodt.

Hopeful again at last, Bobaeased Slave | into suborbitd approach,
past the big orbiting mirrors that gathered and focused the light of

Coruscant's faraway sun.

The starship hit the atmosphere and began to dow. Boba descended in
big looping turns, past the towers of the wealthy and powerful, past the
hanging gardens, and into the commercia zones reserved for uninvited
vigtors. With traffic crowdinginon al sides, this was a much more

harrowing approach than on Kamino or the moons of Bogden. Boba's heart



tightened in his chest. Would they find him here?

Hefdt adight bump and let go of Save/'s controls. The ship was
locked into autopilot, being flown "by wire' on amicrobeam. It would land

itself.

That was fine with Boba. He had other thingsto worry about. Money,
for sarters. He would need to pay hislanding fees before he could take
off again. Then there wasthe problem of the Jedi. If they were redly
after him, as Taun We had warned, they might have awarrant out on Savel.

He could be arrested as soon as he touched down.

He needed some guidance. Maybe the book would help. It seemed to open

when he needed it, or at least when it had something to say.

Hepulled it out of the flight bag. Sure enough, it opened. But the

message Was even more mysterious than usud:

Watch out for thingsthat go too well.

That's hardly my problem! Boba thought. He closed the book, disgusted,

and put it away. He watched nervoudy as the ship eased in toward the

spaceport, dipping smoothly between the towers and under the lighted

walkways and gardens of Coruscant.

Slave | bumped down, light and easy. No darms went off.



Bobalowered the ramp. He scanned the landing pad, ready to run if

need be.

Nobody was watching. Nobody was around.

Thiswas Coruscant. Nobody cared about an indgnificart little ship

like Savel. Or itsinggnificant little ten-year-old pilot.

Bobasfirs emotion on landing was rdlief.

His second wasfear. The Jedi had eyes and ears everywhere. And

especialy on Coruscant. Would they find Boba before he found Tyranus?

Bobadidn't fear the Jedi as much as he feared falure Would he

disgrace hisfather'smemory by falling in hisfirst test, the search for

Tyranus - and sdf-sufficiency?

"We cometo Coruscant,”" said adisembodied droid voice.

"Sure, whatever," muttered Boba.

Carrying hisflight bag with the black book and the baitle hdmet,

plus afew extra pairs of underwear and socks, he climbed down out of the

ship. He started down the escalator toward the streets.



Boba had read enough about Coruscant to know that it was arranged in

layers according to class and function.

The upper levelswerefor therich and powerful. Looking up, Boba

could seetheir towers and gardens reaching up into the clouds.

The middle levels, where he had landed, were for both business and
pleasure. The streets were filled with creatures from al over the gdaxy,

rushing around, buying and sdlling, or just Sghtseeing.

The lower levelswere said to be dangerous. They were the outlaw
zones, filled with fugitives, pirates, and criminds- dl the denizens of

the underworld that |ay beneath the Imperium.

Boba hoped al would go well on the lower levels when he went to find

the Golden Cuff. Hed had quite enough adventure, thank you. He just wanted

tofind Tyranus.

Bobawasin luck.

The Golden Cuff wasalittle hole-in-the-wall on the upper layer of

thelower levels, just under the lower layer of the middielevels.

It wasfar enough down that the light was dim and the neon signs could

glow al day. But not so far down that one had to hire a posse of armed



guardsto cross the street.

Bobawalked in through the diding door.

The bar was deserted except for the bartender, afour-armed being who
was using two of hisarmsto wash glasses, one to count credits, and oneto
wipe the bar with awet rag. His skin was adark crimson, and a proprietor

sgn named him as Nan Mercador.

Boba put hisflight bag on the floor and sat on a bar stool.

"No kids dlowed!" said Mercador, wringing out the rag and tossing it

onto the bar. "And that meansyou!"

"I'm not acustomer,” said Boba. "I'm not looking for adrink. I'm

looking for a- uh, relative. Named Dooku."

The bartender's face brightened. "Dooku!" He looked at Boba with new
interest. "Dooku. Oh, yes, of course. Absolutely. He's a good friend of

mine. Let megivehimacal.”

Mercador tarted punching numbersinto acomm unit. "Dooku? Is that
you?' he said. "Somebody hereto seeyou." Static came up on the comm
screen behind the bar, asif it were along-distance planet-to-planet call.

The bartender smiled at Boba. "How about ajuice while you are waiting?'



"| don't exactly have any money," said Boba

"It'sokay," said the bartender, wiping the bar with one hand and

filling amug with two others. "It's on the housa!"

Thejuice was cold and tasted great. Boba could hardly bdieve his
luck. He had only been in Coruscant for an hour or so, and aready he had
met afriendly bartender who actudly knew Tyranus (excuse me, Dooku!), and

now he was drinking afreejuicel

Suddenly he remembered the black book: Watch out for things that go

toowdl. Could it bethat - ?

The static on the comm screen went away, and Boba saw two familiar
faces. Neither was Tyranus. The one on the right was the Diollan; the one
on the left was the Rodian. The two bounty hunters from the moons of

Bogden.

"That'shim!" said the Rodian. "Grab him! 'Y ou can bring hm to the

Jedi for the reward." Bobatried to dide down off the stool and run. But

it wastoo late. Strong hands grabbed hisright arm.

And hisleft aam.And hisleft leg.

And hisright leg.



Nan Mercador came out from behind the bar and lifted him off the

goal, intotheair.

"Hey!" Bobayedled. "Let mego!"

"Not achance," said the bartender, holding Boba over his head.

"Y ou'reworth money!" "Thisisamistake!" Boba said.

"No mistake, kid," said the Rodian on the comm screen.

"Y ou're bounty,” added the Diollan.

"The Jedi know you're coming,” said the Diollan to Mercador.

"They will give you your sharein cash," said the Rodian.

"| should get half," said the bartender as he started toward the door

holding Boba over hishead with dl four arms. "I saved you both the

trouble of coming here.”

"Too latefor that," said the Rodian.

"It'saready been arranged,” said the Diollan asthey hung up.



The screen went black.

Think fast, thought Boba, squirming and kicking heplesdy near the
celling. And if that doesn't work, think faster! He stopped sguirming.
"Don't beafoal," he said. "Count Dooku will pay twice as much as the

Jedi. And you won't haveto split it with anybody.”

"l won't?' Nan Mercador stopped. But he didn't let go of Boba. "Are

you sure?"

"Pogitive," said Boba. "Set me down, and | will cal him mysdf. You

canask him."

"You must think I'm adope," said Mercador, till holding Boba so high
above his head that he dmost scraped the ceiling. "Besides, you don't know

his number. Y ou asked meto find him, remember?"

"] wasjudt testing you," said Boba, looking &t the ceiling light near
hisleft foot. It was only centimeters away. "But you don't haveto believe

me. Y ou can cal him yoursdf. The number is..."

Heraitled off asiring of numbers, hoping they would sound right.

Apparently they did. The bartender let go of Boba's left foot and began

punching them into the comm unit on the bar.

Bobawas ready to move. As soon as hisfoot was free, he kicked the



light as hard as he could.

CRASH! It shattered, showering glass down onto the bar, the stoals,

thefloor....

Mercador lifted his handsto protect his head from thefalling glass.

Bobafdl, straight down, headfirst. At the last moment he managed to twist

intheair like adiver and land on hisfeet. He scrambled toward the door,

which did open

And revedled two gleaming boots, blocking hisway. Above them were two

shapely legs. And above them

It was awoman, holding avicious-looking blaster. She grabbed Boba's

arm with one hand. She raised the other hand and fired.

Z77Z-AAA-PPP!

The bartender howled with pain and sat down on thefloor inthe middle

of the broken glass.

"It'sset on stun,” she said. "But onefase move and it goesto kill.

"Cool," said Boba, looking up a hisrescuer. She looked dangerous.



That made her even more beautiful to him. "Who are you?' he asked.

"AurraSing," shesaid. "But never mind that. Let's get out of here.”

Boba didn't have to be asked twice. He grabbed hisflight bag and

followed her out onto the street, toward a parked hovercraft thet was

idling quietly on the narrow strest.

"Bounty hunters," he explained breathlesdy. "They betrayed me. |

never should have trusted them!"

"Bounty hunters can dways be trusted,” AurraSing said. "Trugted to

do what they are paid to do." She opened the door of the hovercraft. "I

know, because | am a bounty hunter mysdlf. Get in, young Boba Fett.”

"Y ou know my name?'

"Of course. The bounty hunter ways knows the bounty's name.”

Boba backed up, ready to run.

"Get in!" Aurra Sing patted the blaster in the gleaming holster thet

matched her boots. "It's very painful, even set on stun. Don't make me try

it onyou."

Boba gave up and got in. He groaned as the hovercraft lifted off. Hed



thought he had been rescued. Instead, he had been captured again!

Asthe hovercraft rose higher and higher, winding through the towers

and hanging gardens of Coruscant, Boba sat back in his seat and sulked,

disgusted with himself.

"Watch out when things go too well." | should have known better, he

thought. | will never trust anybody ever again!

He was surprised when Aurra Sng landed the hovercraft a the

spaceport, right next to Savel.

"Aren't you taking meto the Jedi?' he asked. "I thought you were a

bounty hunter.”

"l am," shesaid. "But | would never work for the Jedi. My dient

lives on another planet dtogether. That'swhy we are taking your ship. You

canfly it, cant you?"

"What if | say no?"

She patted her blaster again.

Boba opened the ramp and checked out Save /'s sysems. To his

surprise, AurraSing paid off the landing fees, and even tipped the droid.



"Low orbit firgt," she said. "Then hyperspace. And no funny business.

I'm not known for my sense of humor.”

"No kidding," Boba said under his breath. Then he asked, "Do you mind

telling me who put out abounty on me, and where we're going?"

"Y oull find out the who soon enough,” she said. "The where isan

outer rim world called Raxus Prime."

"Excuse me? | must have heard you wrong, | thought you said Raxus

Prime”

"You heardright."

"But - that'saserioudy uninhabitable planet.” "1 know. And we're

late. So drop usinto hyper-space, and let's go."

CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE

Boba had read about Raxus Prime, but he had never seeniit, not evenin

pictures. Few had. Who would want to?

Raxus Prime was the mogt toxic planet in the galaxy. It was the dump

for dl the debris and detritus of athousand civilizations.



It didn't look so bad from a distance. Sort of like Kamino, Boba
thought, as he dropped out of hyperspace, into orbit. It was dl clouds.

Beautiful, swirling clouds, dl tinged with scarlet, green, and yellow.

But as Save | descended through the clouds, Boba saw that they were
actually made of smoke and steam and toxic gas. The smell was so bad that
it even penetrated the ship's systems. The gink was terrible but the
colorswere beautiful as Slave | crossed the line from the dark side of the

planet into thelight

Pollution makesfor great sunrises.

The, smell didn't seem to bother Aurra Sing. Nothing seemed to bother
her. "Fly dow and low," she said. It wasthe first thing she had said in

hours. The entire trip from Coruscant had been silent.

That suited Bobafine. He had nothing to say to her, either. She was

not hisaly but his adversary.

As Savel dropped lower, Boba saw the surface of Raxus Prime for the
first time. It was covered with rubble, trash, junk, and garbage, piled in
huge twisted hegps and rows like grotesque mountain ranges. Rusted, busted
starships, scorched wesgponry, mangled machinery, gobs and stacks of glass
and stedl lay half buried under hegps of dag. And dl of it oozed and

steamed and smoked, fouling the air above and the water below.



Thoughit dl looked deed, it was dive. Boba saw tiny brown-robed
creatures scurrying through the oily wasteland. He saw birds the color of
dirt, like smears againgt the sky. There were no dities, but every few
kilometers a smokestack belching fumes marked the Site of a refinery or

recycling plant, run by scurrying oil-smeared droids.

"Sower, kid."

Aurra Sing consulted a code on her wristwatch. "It should be dong

here somewhere. Look for alopsided hill and alake - thereit igl”

The"hill" was aheap of foul refuse athousand meters high. Twisted,

leafless, mutant trees grew from its ravaged dopes, fed by the continud

rain that oozed from the stinking clouds.

The"lake" was a pool of iridescent liquid the color of bile

Following Aurra Sing'singtructions, Boba set the ship down on aflat spot

between the [ake and the base of the hill.

"Don't shut it of f."

"Huh?'

"The ship. Leaveit running. I'm getting out of here. Y ou're staying.

Thisisit."



"Y ou can't leave me here! Y ou can't edl my ship!" said Boba.

"Who says? The shipismy pay," said Aurra Sing. She opened the hetch
and lowered the ramp. "Thereisadoor in the Sde of the hill. Assoon as
| leave, it will open for you. My dlient iswaiting for you insde. Don't

forget your flight bag.”

Shetossed it out, onto the stinking, Seaming "ground.” Boba ran

after it. She closed the ramp behind him.

"You can't just leave me here!” Bobayelled, banging on the hul of

the ship. "I'll run away!"

"Look around - | don't think so!" sheyelled back. "I'm gone. Good
luck, Boba Fett. | hope you can live up to your father's reputation. He was
the genuine article. Who knows, maybe someday you will be, too. | liked the

way you handled that bartender.”

Boba could hardly bdieveit. She had rescued him, then betrayed him,
then robbed him, and then complimented him! And now she was about to leave
him aone on the foulest planet in the gdlaxy. He banged on the hatchin a

rage, but instead of opening, it sealed with ahiss.

Hefdt truly done now. There was no one he could trust.



Save/'sengineswhined. Boba knew that sound. He stepped back, out
of the way. He watched helplesdy asthe starship - hisstar-ship! - rose

into the noxious clouds and disappeared.

Once again, hefelt dangeroudy closeto tears. At the same time, he

could barely breathe. Suddenly, he heard a sound behind him.

Heturned. A door in the hillsde was diding open. Insde, Boba could

seeabrightly lighted hal, leading to a carpeted Stairway.

Bobadidn't wait to be invited. Coughing and gagging, heraninsde.

Now what? Boba thought as the door did shuit.

Before he had achance to answer his own question, he heard a voice

behind him. "We come to Raxus Prime, Boba Fett."

Thevoicewas familiar. So were the lean, lined face and the hawk like

eyes.

"Count Tyranus! | mean, Count Dooku!"

"Y ou are among friends now, Boba," said the Count. "Y ou can cdl me

anything you please. Count will do."



"My father told meto find you," said Boba

"And | made sure it happened,” said the Count. "1 seethat Aurra Sing

did asuperb job and delivered you here safdly.”

"Yes, dr," said Boba. "I mean, no, gir. Y ou see, she stole my ship,

andit's..."

The Count smiled and raised hishand. "Don't worry. Y our ship is safe.

Everything will befinefrom now on. Y ou must be very tired.”

Boba nodded. It was true.

"Don't worry about athing,” said the Count, placing his cold hand on

Boba's head. "Come, let me show you to your room. Let me carry your bag."

Bobafollowed him up thelong stairs. The carpets were deep and soft.
Who would have imagined that there was such an eegant palace on the planet
of garbage? Even the air was sweet. Therewas only avery faint foul sl

from the planet outside.

"l have big plansfor you, Boba," said the Count. "Plans that would
have made your father proud. But first you need to rest. Y ou must be tired

after dl your travels."



Boba nodded. He had packed alot of adventuresinto just a few days.
The escape from the Jedi starfighter on Geonos's, the escape from the Jedli
woman back on Kamino, the recovery of his ship and the robbery gone wrong

on the moons of Bogden, the struggle with the bartender on Coruscant...

He had lost the ship, but he would get it back. The Count had

promised, hadn't he? Something like that.

A lot of stuff for aten-year-old, heredlized. Hewastired. But he
was also confused. He knew he should be happy. He had been lucky. He had
completed thefirst part of hisquest. He had found Tyranus. Now he would

find Wisdom.

So why had he felt acold chill when the Count put his hand on top of

his head?

Probably just nerves, Boba thought as he followed the Count up the

dairs, toward hisroom. And his unknown future.



