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CHAPTER ONE

"Hdlo!"

Slence

"Hdlol?'

No answer. The halway outside his door was quiet;

Boba Fett was dl done.



That was okay. Bobawas used to being aone.

Ever since he had buried hisfather, he had been by himsdf - - aten-
year-old againg the gdaxy. He missed hisfather but he didn't mind being

aone. Sometimes.

Sort of.

whr..

Movement! Bobaran to abend in the:corridor. "Hey! Hey!"

.whrrr...

It wasjust adroid. A small, shoe-sized house droid, the custodia
kind that dusted and cleaned continualy. While other creatures bustled in
other corridors of the Count's underground lair, only the custodid droids

cameinto this halway.

That explained why Bobafdt so isolated. But it didn't explain why he
had been brought here, and what was going to happen to him. Only the Count

could do that.

The Count, atal, thin, powerful man with acold smile, wasknown as

Tyranus - or Dooku, depending on whom you were talking to. Boba's father,



Jango Fett, had left ingtructionsthat Boba was to find the Count if

something happened to him.

Something had happened to Bobas father. He had been killed ina
battle with a Jedi. Boba had buried hisfather on the planet Geonosis. He
had gone to his home planet of Kamino only to find thet it wasn't home
anymore. With hisfather gone, there was no security. With hisfather gone,

there was no safety. There was only the need for escape.

Boba'sfather had left him abook. Find Tyranus, it had told him, to

access Jango's credits and find self-sufficiency.

That suited Boba. He wanted to learn how to become a great bounty
hunter like hisfather. To start out he'd need credits - then held earn
more. But Boba hadn't had time to find the Count. The Count had found him
firgt, sending abounty hunter named Aurra Sing to capture him on Coruscant
and bring him to this underground hideout on Raxus Prime. Sheld taken his
ship, Slave | as payment. But she hadn't explained why the Count wanted

Boba.

Only the Count could answer that, and Boba couldn't find him. The
Count had welcomed him to this hideout - sort of - and had given him aroom
with atable, achair, and abed. Boba had immediately gone to deep,

exhausted. Now that he was awake, the Count was nowhere to be found.



"Helo?'

No answer.

Waking around, Boba had seen rooms hdf-empty or filled with
mysterious equipment, some of it fill in crates. He had heard strange
soundsin the distance. V oices, many languages. He passed figures half-seen

asthey scuttled down dimly lit corridors, hurrying around corners.

There was something going on. But what?

Clearly, the Count wanted to keep him separate from others. Boba hoped
this was because the Count was going to train him, was going to employ him

like he had employed Bobasfather.

That was his hope.

The room Boba had been put into was painted white and lighted by glow
pandssetinthe cdling. Like everything hed seen <o far inthe
compound, it was thrown together, ramshackle. Clearly the Count had just

moved in. And he might not be planning on staying for long.

Bobaknew the lar was underground - he had entered through a
hillside, after being dropped off by AurraSing - but that was dl he knew.
Hewasfar from the outside world, and even farther from any place he had

ever known. Hewasisolated. The Count controlled everything.



Boba knew he couldn't stay in the room dl day. If hed learned
anything from the terrible days following hisfather's degth, it was that
he couldn't hesitate to take action. Boba kept walking down the hdlway,
which led to another dim hdlway, the far-off voicesalittle closer. How
will I find my way back to my own room? Boba wondered. The room where he
had dept was where he had left hisflight bag. It was his only property,

the legacy from hisfather.

Hewould worry about that later. Firgt thingsfirst. That was alesson
hisfather had taught him. First he had to find the Count and figure out

what was going on.

"Hello?' Another empty room. But wait... thisroom was different.

It had awindow.

The window overlooked alake, surrounded by woods. A blue sky overhead

was flecked with white clouds. But how could that be?

Raxus Prime was the most toxic planet in the entire galaxy. Boba had
seen the skies, thick with smoke; the hillsides piled high with wreckage
and garbage; the oily waters choked with debrisand waste. Everything on
Raxus Prime was foul and filthy. So what was thislake out the window? Had

it al been cleaned up while he dept? Or had he been moved somewhere else?



Boba crossed the room toward the window. He was just abouit to try to

open it when he heard astern, forceful voice behind him.,

"Not alowed."

Boba turned. Someone - or something - was standing in the doorway to
the room, making the empty space seem suddenly filled. He was huge, his
bald, reptilian head crowned with a daw like crest. He wore a gray
jumpsuit with gold braiding and buttons. His broad mouth was filled with

too many big square teeth, and histiny eyeswere cold.

"Not dlowed,” the giant in the doorway said again, thistime with a

stomp of histal, heavy boots. The ground shook benesth his statement.

Bobafdt achill of fear, and remembered hisfather's words: Welcome

your fear asafriend, but never show it to others. He made his voice sound

casud, dmodt friendly. "What's not alowed?' he asked.

"The unpermitted,” wasthe terse reply. "Now come with us, young Sir."

Us? Therewasjust him, just the one giant. But that was enough. "Come

- where?' Boba asked.

"The Count, ready to see you. Follow us, please.”



Boba knew he had no choice. The creature wasn't going to move uniil

Bobadid ashe said.

CHAPTER TWO

Boba followed the giant, past more closed doors, to an ornately carved

door at theend of along hdll.

The giant knocked, then entered to asignal Boba hadn't heard. Inside,
the room was larger than the others. It had furniture, too. A desk with
carved legs had a holoprojector oniit. A holographic comm unit was ready

for transmissionsin the corner of the room.

Behind the desk was atdl picture window. The window faced a
different direction than the window in the other room, but overlooked the

same view, surrounded by the same woods. What's going on? Boba wondered.

A maninalong cloak was standing at the window, looking out. He
turned when Boba entered the room. A smile asthin and as sharp as adagger
creased hislong, narrow face, dicing hiswhite beard in two. Ina sngle
glance, Boba could fed hisdark presence. This was something more then

srength. It was power.

"Y oung Boba Fett," the Count said in asonorous voice. "l hope you

dept well. | see you found the clean clothing that was left beside your



Boba nodded, fingering the coarse tunic. "Yes, Sr.”

" And the accommodations?"

Boba nodded again. The breakfast hadn't anounted to much, only a

shuura. But he wasn't about to complain.

"Excdllent,” said the Count. "And | believe you have met Cydon Prax.

Heassgsmewith dl things."

The hideous giant bowed and Boba bowed back. Hisfather had taught him
to spot akiller when he saw one. And Prax looked like he could easily be a
killer, if pushed the wrong way. Boba felt atinge of anger, too. Prax now

stood where Boba's dad had stood before, at the Count's side.

"Prax will ook after you and take care of your needs" the Count
continued. "Y ou must let him know if thereisanything you desire. Anything

adl"

Boba nodded. "Yes, sir. Thank you, sir." He wanted to seem agreesble -
amost subservient. He wanted Prax to think of him as an obedient little
kid. That way, neither Prax nor the Count would know what wasredly going

through his heed.



"Since the unfortunate deeth of your father, | have been pleased to
take on the respongbility for your care and upbringing,” said the Count.

"Asyou no doubt know, that was Jango Fett's last and fondest wish.”

It was? Boba thought. The Count's words were kind, but why was his

voice so cold?

"I have many obligationsthat may, unfortunately, prevent me from
giving you my totd attention,” continued the Count. "However, | welcome
you to my quarters here on Raxus Prime. Y ou may find them allittle
primitive. We are engaged in an important archaeologica project here. |

will expect you to respect my rules and stay out of theway."

"Yes, dr," said Boba. It was easy enough to please adults. All he had

to do was nod and agree.

"Good." The Count's smilewas as bright and cold asan icicle. "Cydon,

leaveus”

Cydon Prax gave anod and lumbered out of the room. The Count dowly

approached Boba and asked, "Have you ever heard the name Tyranus?'

Boba nodded. It was a smple question, but the Count's tone was

ominous.



"Y our father may have mentioned it to you in connection with his work
on Kamino, developing the clone troopers. | believe I've heard you say that
he and | were the same person. When you were on Geonos's, you looked at me

and sad, 'lsn't that Tyranus? Do you remember that?"

"l remember," said Boba. Whereisthis going? he wondered.

"Y ou might ask, why would someone have two names, Tyranus and Dooku?"

the Count suggested mildly.

"I learned from my father not to ask too many questions,” Boba said.

He could see from the Count's eyes that this was the right answer.

"Excdlent," said the Count. ™Y our father was very discreet. | believe

you will be, too."

"Yes," said Boba, wanting to reassure the Count.

"A useful man, your father," said the Count. "And | seeyou are your
father's son. | am sure that with the proper training, you will be as

useful someday.”

"Yes, dr," said Boba Training! Now they were getting somewhere.
"Also, my father left amessage about some credits that belonged to him. He

said you would givethemto me."



"Ah, yes, Jango Fett's savings. | suppose, if you prove worthy... but

wewill discussdl thet later, thisevening.”

"I will prove worthy!" said Boba eagerly. "'l want to be agreat bounty

hunter like my dad.”

But the Count was no longer listening. He was sudying some strange
images on his holomap. He had turned dl of his attention away from Boba,

asif Bobahad never been there.

Boba heard the door open and felt agrip on his shoulder. "Come with
us," saild Cydon Prax. Ashewas being led out the door, Boba heard the
Count behind him, talking on hiscomm device. "Keegp digging,” he sad in
hisicy voice. "Expand the search. Spare no expense. What we are looking

for ismore powerful than you can possibly imagine.”

CHAPTER THREE

As Bobafollowed Prax down thelong hals, back to hislondy room, he
thought of the Count's cold dismissdl. Can | trust him? Do | have a choice?
Maybe the Count wasn't going to turn out to be such agood friend after all
Jango Fett had dways said: that in abounty hunter'slife, there was no
such thing as afriend. Bobaknew thiswas probably true. But ill he

hoped...



"Stay, here," said Prax, when they arrived at the room. "No wandering.

Unpermitted.”

Boba nodded his agreement and closed the door. His origind clothes
were back, clean, folded. at the foot of the bed. He changed into them,

glad to shed the rough tunic.

Hisflight bag sat on the floor beside the bed. It contained
everything Boba owned except his father's ship, Save |. Boba fuly
intended to get it back. Meanwhile, the bag contained dl his worldly

possessons.

A hdmet and abook.

When Boba had buried hisfather with hisarmor on Geonosis, he had
kept his scarred and pitted battle helmet. It was Manda orian. Bobatook it
out of theflight bag and looked at it longingly. The faceplate of the
helmet was asfamiliar, as stern, and, in its own strange way, asloving as

hisfather's actud features.

In fact, Bobawas beginning to fear he would forget hisfather'sface.

Thiswould become morefamiliar - thisharsh visage, likea T, with an eye

dit at thetop.

Boba put the helmet beside him and took out the book.



The black book contained Jango Fett's find messages to his son.

Sometimes they were the same, from day to day. Sometimes they changed.

The most recent message had been about the Count, credits, and sdf-
sufficiency. Boba opened the book to seeif it had changed. It had, but

only alittle. Today it read:

Sdf-aufficiency you will learn from the Count.

Sometimes the book wasn't much help. How was he going to learn sdf-

sufficiency from the Count, who wasn't even interested in talking to him?

Boba had lots of questions. Why was the Count so cold and mistrustful ?
What was he digging for? But it was clear that if he wanted answers, he was
going to haveto find them himself - even though wandering was unpermitted,

according to Prax.

He closed the book and put it back into the flight bag. It wastimeto

explore.

Boba clenched hisfist and held it in front of hisface, making avow.
"Sdf-aufficiency meansdo it yoursdf!" he muttered. He picked up his
father'shelmet - it was his only possible disguise, just in case he needed

one. Carefully, as quietly as possible, he opened the door....



CHAPTER FOUR

Bobalooked right.

Boba looked |€ft.

No Cydon Prax

Good - - all clear!

He garted his exploration, staying close, to thewall, so he could
duck out of sght if necessary. He followed the halway to the end, then
rounded a corner; then. another corner - ways heading ‘toward' the noises

and commoation he could hear in the distance.

The hals around his room were empty, but those farther away were
filled with noise and activity. Soon Boba found himsdf sharing the
corridors. Droids of al shapes and sizes bustled about, carrying equipment
in and out of the small sorage rooms. Thear whirrs and dlicks sounded

amogt like speech.

There were other creatures, too. Boba saw a Geonosan warrior armed

with asonic blaster at adistance and a Nemoidian in colorful robes,

looking angry and harassed.

Thewhole place had atemporary, provisond air, like a congtruction



ste. Therewasdirt on the floor and scars on thewalls, where they hed
been bumped and scraped. There was asharp smell, either of the outside air

or of the ail-like swest glistening on the limbs of the busy droids.

The equipment in some of the roomslooked like it wasfor digging or
drilling. Mogt of it was covered with muck, but some was bright and

gleaming, asthough it hadn't yet been used.

And under it dl wasalow hum, a constant buzz of activity. Boba
heard two Nemoidianstaking about "the dig" and "the harvester,” but they

turned a corner and were gone before he could hear more.

Boba made hisway down the hals and around the corners, trying to
remain as inconspicuous as possible. He had learned that it was easy for a

ten year-old to beinvisible, aslong as he stayed out of the way.

Thedroids and workerswere dl intent on their tasks. And none of
them knew or cared who Bobawas, except for Prax. All Boba had to do was

avoid him.

Theair inthe corridor was growing colder. The toxic amdl was
stronger. Ahead, Boba saw a large opening to the outside. Droids and
workers streamed in and out, some carrying strange-looking tools, others

riding on square al-terrain vehicles.



Hewastrying to get a better look when he heard a familiar voice

"Giveusresultd"

That harsh, booming sound was familiar. Cydon Prax? Bobawasnt taking
any chances. He ducked into a nearby room and flattened himself against the

wal.

To hissurprise, hewasfacing awindow. The view was just like the
ones he had seen earlier. The window overlooked alake surrounded by woods,

with aclear blue sky overhead.

Again, Bobawondered how such aview could exist on Raxus Prime. And

why was the view exactly the same every time he saw it? How could three

roomsin different places have the same view?

He approached the window and reached out to touch it. It was soft,

like aplastic curtain. As soon as he touched it, the scene changed. Now he

saw bright blue-green water lapping againgt slvery sands.

He touched the window again.

Snow-covered peaks watching over anicy planet.

Now | get it! Bobathought. It was al a display, a virtud window

showing avirtud scene. A seriesof illusonsingaled by the Count.



Boba touched the viewscreen one last time and saw toxic steam belching
from piles of trash and dag, under areddish, smoke-stained sky. This was

the red world - Raxus Prime. The beautiful viewswere just fabrications.

In the distance was atower with huge arms, moving up and down. It
looked like agiant robot. Wasit redl, or an illuson? Boba couldn't tell.

Hereinthe Count'slair, it wasimpossbleto tdl thetruth fromalie.

Suddenly, Boba heard adistinctive set of footstepsin the hdlway -
the heavy tread of Prax patrolling. In the blank room, there was nowhere to
hide. Boba held himself closeto thewall, next to the doorway. If Prax

peered in, Bobawould befine. If Prax walked inside, held be caught.

The footsteps came closer. Then stopped. Right outside the room. Boba

held his breath. The door opened. Prax stuck his head into the room.

Thewindow iswrong, Bobaredized. Too late. There was no way to hide

the scene of Raxus Prime.

Prax was no more than ameter away from Boba. If he turned his head,

itwould al beover.

For along second, everything remained still. Then Prax grunted and

pulled his head out of the room.



Bobawaited afew minutes, until he was sure Prax was gone again. Then
he dipped back out into the hall and headed toward the other crestures

near the exit.

Boba stood to one side and |ooked out the giant doorway. Through the
swirling mists he saw the tower he had seen through the "window." The tower
was definitely red. It wasthe focus of al the activity; a crude dirt
road from the door to the tower's base was crowded with vehides, droids,

and workers carrying equipment, some coming and others going ot.

Bobawas fascinated. This must be the Count's"dig."

What was he digging for? The Count had made it sound like something

very powerful... which would make it something abounty hunter should know

about.

There was oneway to find out the truth.

CHAPTERHVE

Whew! What atink! The sky was dark, with swirling smoke; the ground

was hegped with the trash, and garbage from thousand planets. The twisted

wreckage of hundreds of crashed ships stretched into the distance. The ar

was amost too foul to breathe.

Luckily, Boba had brought his father's battle helmet. He put it over



his head as he started out on the road, toward the tower, The hdmet was
surprisngly light, and it made bregthing easier; though it had no
independent air supply, itsfiltersremoved the worst of Raxus Prime's

poi SoNs.

Sdf-aufficiency, thought Boba, beginswith the right equipment.

The road angled up aridge of oozing dag. Boba dogged dong, his
boots dipping in the soft terrain. At the top, where the road crested the

ridge, he stopped to rest.

From here he could see the tower much better. It wasacrane. Thearms
were equipped with drills and vats, which dipped deep into the muck of
Raxus Prime. Lights from the top of the tower illuminated a great pit,

where droids and workerstoiled in and out of the vapors and the darkness.

All around were ruined wals and arches, liketheremainsof a great

city that had been buried and forgotten, and was being dug up again.

Boba descended the ridge until he was at the edge of the enormous pit
and looked down. Remote diggers and sdlvage droids rattled and bumped
through the muck, far below. Well-armed "spider" droids stood watch at the
perimeter of the pit, and Boba saw AAT tanksidling nearby, hovering off

the ground. But none of them seemed interested in him.



A lot of firepower for a hole in the ground, especidly on the
gdaxy's garbage planet. Bobawondered again what could be so vauable,

buried in the mire and muck of Raxus Prime?

Asif in answer to his unspoken question, agruff voice said, "Getting

cdosetoit, huh?

Boba jumped. He hadn't seen the Givin driver, who had stepped out of

hisdrilling vehicle and walked up to stand beside him.

"Guess 0," Boba asked. He didn't want to admit that he didn't know

what "it" wes.

"About time." The driver bit off apiece of radni root, and offered it
to Boba. "Have achaw?' Bobaredlized that in his hdmet, he was beng

taken for an adult. Another advantage of hisfather'slegacy.

"No, thanks, | don't chew," he said. Then he ventured: "So that's it -

the treasure?'

"Treasure?' The Geonosian laughed and spat into the pit. "Not unless
you call death atreasure. No one's supposed to know, but the Count is

after something called a Force Harvester."

Boba had heard about the Force. The Jedi used it, his father had told

him. But the Count wasn't a Jedi.



"But don't mind me," he said, heading back to his mud-laden craft. "I

just work here.”

"Security check!" said agruff, familiar voicein the near distance.

Boba ducked behind arock just as Cydon Prax strode into view.

"All systems secure?' Prax asked. "No intruders?’

"Who'd intrude on this planet?' asked the driver, swinging up into his

seat. "Not exactly aresort.”

"Keep an eye open,” growled Prax. "The Count does not want anyone

nosing about hisdigs. Got it?"

"Got it, got it," sad the driver.

I'd better get out of here, fast! Boba thought. Prax might recognize
him, evenin hishemet, because of his size. He waited until Prax was out

of sight, then started back down the road.

The problem was, the road was too exposed, too narrow. Prax could come
aong at any moment. Boba decided to take what he hoped was a shortcut. A
path veered off through the wreckage, but Bobathought he saw it emerge

back by the Count's base.



After getting off the road and rounding a few bends, Boba redlized

he'd aready gonefar. Like most shortcuts, it turned out to be the long

way.

CHAPTER SIX

It was hard going. Up one stinking dag heagp, and down another.

Bobatried to keep the big tower straight behind him, and the distant
light of the door ahead, That would be the shortest, fastest route back to

Dooku's underground lair.

The stinking ground sucked at his boots where it was wet, and crumbled

Into toxic dust whereit wasdry.

Raxus Prime was dl ruins and debris. Boba passed through forests of
broken machinery and shredded wire. He climbed cliffs of soggy, discarded
fabric and did down steep mountainsides of muck. Brown steam spewed from

the steep piles, while foul smdling liquids oozed down their Sdes.

The helmet helped him bresthe but it couldn't mask the smdl of the
noxious atmosphere. Still, Boba pushed on. He had no choice; he had to beat
Prax back to the Count'slair., Otherwise, the Count might find out he hed
broken his rules and gone outside. Even though Boba wasn't sure what he had

discovered. The Force Harvester? What was that?



"Ugh!" Bobadipped on aparticularly foul-smelling piece of refuse
and did to astop. Hewas at the edge of awide pond of bubbling,
greenish-brown liquid. It looked very nasty. A mist rose from the surface

that smelled like rotten rikknit eggs.

Unless Boba turned around, the only way through was by way of the
pond. He walked straight into the liquid - first one step, then another.
The nasty goop doshed over the tops of his boots, but what did he care?
Bobawas not going to let anything get in hisway. A bounty hunter was not

delayed by revulsion.

Boba shook the dime off his boots and trudged up another steep ridge
of dripping dag. Even through his helmet, the smell wasterrible. But from
the top, he could seethat the brightly lighted doorway of the Count'slair

was only afew hundred meters awvay. He was dmost there!

There was only another pond to cross, and this one waslong and narrow

- just afew meters across. Boba did down another dope dick with ocozing

dime, to the edge.

The pond was ringed with foul-amdling ferns. It was a brighter green

than the last one, and it looked deeper. A lot deeper.

Boba summoned up his courage and stepped off the edge, into the ferns.



His boots sank into the ground. He took another step and sank up to his

boot tops. Bobatried to pull hisleft leg free; it sank even deeper.

Another step, and it was up to his knees. Bobawas more than hafway

across, but he was stuck. The ooze felt like hands, pulling him down deeper

and deeper.

Bobatried to take a step back, but he couldn't. Instead, he dipped

farther into the greenish muck. Now it was up to hiswai <.

Hetried again to pull hislegsfree, but thrashing around only sank

him deeper into the gtinking, glue like mud.

He quickly sank in up to his neck.

Themigt wasrising into hismask, and he could hardly breathe. He
could fed aburning sensation in hisknees and feet. It fdt asif hewere

being dissolved by the acid gunk.

| am being digested!

Only the helmet alowed him to bresthe, to survive. It seemed to have
stopped the sinking and the digesting for some reason. But for how long?
His chin sank into the muck. Ina moment his mouth and nose would be
covered, too. The mask was clearly being regjected by the horrible mass...

but how long would that last?



Boba searched frantically for ameans of escape. He saw acoil of wire
sticking out of adag hegp on the other side of the pond, but it was too
far awvay. A gtick lay closer, on the bank below the wire, but still out of
reach. Thereedswere al around, but they were too thin and frail to hold

hisweight.

Then Bobaremembered: salf-sufficiency. It meant usng whatever was

avaldie

He managed to get one arm out of the muck and grabbed the longest reed
he could find, pulling it up by theroots. It felt dimy, even through his
gloves. He used it like along flexible hook to snag the wire, inching it

across the mud until it was within the reach of his hand.

Yes Thewirefdt plenty strong. Bobawrapped it around his hand and

began to pull.

It was dmogt too late. His eyes were burning and he could hardly

bresthe. His arms were weak. He gathered al his strength and pulled...

The wire was coming loose from the dag pile. It didodged a tiny
clod, garting asmal landdide down the dippery dope of dag and

garbage. Then it jerked tight again. It had snagged on something.



Boba pulled again, but more carefully thistime. Thewire was bardy
caught on the edge of an old piece of machinery. If it dipped off, he was

agoner.

Thiswas hislast chance. Hardly daring to breathe, he pulled himsdf

toward the shore of the pond. One leg wasfree... then the other...

Boba grabbed a handful of reeds and pulled himsdlf out of the tinking
liquid, onto the dimy shore. "Whew!" Plain old dime had never fdt so

good before.

Hewasfree.

Bobablended in with the crowd of droids, warriors, and workers
sreaming in the wide, brightly lighted doorway. No one noticed him, and

Prax was nowhere to be seen.

Even thefilth that covered him didn't give him away. Many of the

otherswerefilthy aswdll, fromthe dig.

Bobatook off his hemet and wiped it clean. It had saved hislife,
that was for sure. He now redlized why it was so important to hisfather...

and why it would be important to him.

Bobajoined the "dig" workersin the shower that steamed the worst of

the dime off his clothes and his boots, and then dried them instantly. Now



al he had to do was make it back to his room and no one would know he had

been outside.

He stepped out of the shower, his clothes aready dry - and grimaced

in pain asarough, strong hand gripped his shoulder.

"Come!" The voice was unmistakable. Boba opened his mouth to explain

that he hadn't meant to break the rules, that it was dl a mistake. But

what was the point?

Cydon Prax wasnt listening as he dragged Boba down the corridor,

toward the Count's inner sanctuary.

CHAPTER SEVEN

The Count wrinkled hisfinely arched nose.

"We shdl haveto clean you up,” he said dismissvely.

Bobatried to keep from shaking. He knew it was best never to show

fear. He gripped hisfather'shelmet in his hands.

"Y our father didn't teach you very wdll," said the Count. "You have

been sticking your nose where it does not belong.”



"I didn't see anything,” Bobasaid. He could fed the Count's power

turning steadily into wrath.

"Oh, redly?' The Count was scornful; He stood behind his desk, in
front of the "window" that showed a blue lake under a blue sky: Anything

but thered filth of Raxus Prime.

"Redly," said Boba. "I just stepped outside the door. | didn't go

far

"Perhgps| should take on your training, after dl," said the Count:
Boba felt amoment's hope. But the hope was dashed by the Count's next
words. "If | did, thefirst thing | would teach you ishow tolie. You are

not very good at it."

"I am sorry | broke your rules," said Boba. And especidly sorry that

| got caught.

"Sorry?" said the Count with asmooth, cold grin. ™Y ou have broken my

rules. And that isnot dl..."

Not all? Wasn't that enough?

"I've decided that you know too much a atime when information isa

va uable commodity.” He turned to Cydon Prax, who stood by the doorway.

"lsn'tit ironic that one small boy should be the only one who knows such a



great secret?"

Prax didn't answer, of course. Boba wasn't sure what the "greet
secret” was that he was supposed to know about. But the Count's remark gave

him an ideathat he hoped just might save hislife.

"What makes you think I'm the only one who knows?'

The Count raised his eyebrow - the most surprise Boba could imagine

the Count betraying. "What do you mean?'

"Just what | said," said Boba. Hetried to keep hisvoice calm, coal,

Jango Fett-gtyle. "'l have dready told someone ese.”

He had the Count's attention now... barely. "May | inquire who?" the

older man asked.

"That's my secret,” Bobabluffed. "And she knows who to tdl if

anything happensto me."

"She?' Bobacould hear adight undertow of uncertainty. "Might you be

indnuating the bounty hunter AurraSing?"

Bobawas making it up ashewent along. "1 do mean Aurra Sing," he

sad.



"Y oung fool. Areyou threatening me?"

"No, gr. | smply want what ismine. My freedom - and my father's

credits.”

"Freedom? Credits?' The Count's eyes blazed like cold fire. "'l do not

bargain with children. Especidly those who are anuisance.”

| went too far! Bobaredized. Hislast chance waslogt.

"Cydon Prax, you know whét to do with him."

Boba knew it was usdlessto resist. He closed his eyes as Cydon Prax

picked him up. Boba dropped his hdmet as his arms were pinned. His

father's voice cameto him. If you must die, do so with vaor. That iswhat

Jango Fett had done, fighting to the last moment.

The memory inspired Boba. He was done with pleading and pretending.

Whatever was coming, he would face it with the courage of the son of Jango

Fett.

Suddenly the Count raised hishand. For the fird time, Boba saw

genuine concern cross hisface. "What isit, Sir?' Prax asked.

"The Jedi have found us," the Count answered. Boba strained to hear



something beyond the silence of the room. How did the Count know?

"Finish him off, then join me" the Count said tersdly as his hand
seemed to ingtinctively find the curved lightsaber handle that glistened

benesth his cloak.

BAR-RO00M! An explosion shook thefloor.

Quickly picking up aholopad from his desk, the Count left the room.
Asif on cue, asecond explosion rocked the room. This one was closer.

Smdll rocks started to fall from the cailing.

Cydon Prax hesitated for amoment and his grip on Bobaloosened just a
little as he looked after his master. Boba saw his chance. He kicked out
withdl his srength againd the nearest wal. Prax was propelled

backward, into the desk. Boba's e bows dammed into him asthey landed.

"Youlittle..."

Prax'swordswerelost in aseries of explosons outsde. The floor

pitched up like the deck of a ship being tossed by a giant wave. The door

cracked and fdll to the ground. The sound of blagter fire and confused

voicesfilled theair.

Boba lunged and twisted free from Prax's grip. He scooped up his



battle helmet from the floor where he had dropped it. And then he did what
hisfather had taught him to do whenever he was in a bad stution he

didn't expect to get any better.

Heran.

CHAPTEREIGHT

The once dim corridor wasfilled with light, and no wonder!

The Count's underground hideout had been blown wide open. Large parts
of the roof were missing, and Bobawas sanding on, top of a pile of

smoking rubble.

Helooked up. Thefilthy Sky of Raxus Prime was even filthier than

usud. It wasfilled with explosions, blossoming like deadly flowers.

The noise was desfening. A battle wasraging. Blagter fire screamed
past. The Count's automatic defense system wasfiring into the ar rapid-
firelasarsfilling the dreedy smoky ar with bursts and clouds of

brightly colored smoke.

Through the clouds, Boba saw the gpproaching gunships. They bore the
eight-spoked insgnia of the Republic. The Count had beenright - it was a
Jedi-led attack! Republic assault shipswere unloading done troopers in

their gleaming white battle armor. They fanned out in impressve military



order through the dag hegps, smashing the Count's defenses.

My brothers! Bobathought scornfully. Hisfather had helped creste the
clonetroopers, the Kaminoans had used his dad's genetic materia to make
millions of them. So why were they fighting on the side of the hated Jedi -

agan?

Battle droids followed what Bobainstantly recognized as GAT tanks,
closing in on the clone troopers from behind - until a Jedi on a speeder-
bike streaked over the horizon, mowing them down with deadly laser fire
And here came what |ooked like a new kind of tank, its telltale red
markings sgnifying it belonged to the Jedi, lurching through the same

dimy ponds that Boba had survived.

Jedi gunshipswere closing in on the ruinsthat surrounded the crane
tower and the pit. One gunship dodged a missile's stregk; another was hit

and spiraed down to crash unseen over the horizon.

Y esl Bobawatched, fascinated. He hated both sides - the Jedi and the

Count. But heloved the action.

It was chaos, and it was just the diversion he needed to hdp him
escape. He looked down and saw hisreflection in a puddle. His face was

streaked with dirt again, but he was grinning from ear to ear.



Anything was better than being the Count's prisoner. He was free!

Boba heard anoise behind him and turned just intimeto see a huge

gtarship rise from the other end of the Count's hideott.

It was the Count, making his escape. Bobawondered if he had managed

to rescue the dark treasure that he had come to Raxus Prime to find.

Two Jedi sarfightersraced over the horizon, zeroing in on the
Count's starship. The pursued and pursuers both vanished into the thick

clouds.

KABOOM!

KABOOM!

Even though the Count had fled, his defense system was till working.
It would keep firing until his dave droids were dead and the lasers ran
out of energy. Boba kept his head down as he crawled through the rubble,
looking for an opening that would lead back down into the hdlways of the

abandoned hideout where he had to go to get hisfather's book.

Wearing his helmet for protection, Boba crawled through a smashed
opening in awall. The halwayswere choked with smoke and rubble. The

dust, the explosions, the noise, made everything difficult to see.



As he grasped hisway through the abandoned corridor, Bobafound thet
he felt very little fear. He had escaped the worst fate imaginable, and now
he felt like anew man, or a least anew boy. What could happen to him

worse than what he had escaped?

He saw afamiliar-looking door. Hisroom!

There was his bed, turned on its Sde by an explosion. But where was

the flight bag that had been under it?

Frantically, Bobadug in the rubble with hishands until he fdt the
familiar curve of ahandle. He pulled, harder and harder, urtil it came

free.

Safel Hethrew the helmet into the bag and sedled it. With the

troopers around, it was best to keep Jango Fett's mask out of sight.

CHAPTER NINE

Boba crawled toward the Open air - and found himself face-to-face with

asguadron of clone troopers bursting through the wreckage. As soon asthey

saw Boba, they leveled their blagters at him.

"Comewith us," the trooper said, extending awhite-gloved hand.



Bobawondered if the trooper knew who he was. The trooper soon

answered that question with his next words:

"Areyou one of the orphans?’

"Uh, sure," Bobareplied. He was an orphan, after al.

"Name of missing or deceased parents.” "Oh, uh - Teff," said Boba

"Orphan Teff, age, please?"

"Ten"

"Under guidelines,”" said the clone trooper. "'Follow me for food and

shdter.”

Food and shelter? That didn't sound so bad. Boba didn't trust the
Jedi, but this clone trooper was not a Jedi, even though he was probably

working for them.

"Surething,” said Boba, picking up hisflight bag and naticing the

trooper's number - CT-4/ 619.

Explosionstill rocked the building. Even though the Count had
escaped, the battle raged on. The Count's dave droids were continuing the

fight - and Bobawas now caught in the crossfire.



The clone troopers paid little attention to the explosions as they
lifted their blastersto repel the super battle droids. For a split second,
Bobafet an echo of the past - the clone troopers movements were dmost
exactly the same as Jango Fett's. The way they held their blaster rifles
The way their heads turned to takein the full scope of the battle. The

fierce stedlth of their steps. He trained them aswell as hetrained me.

No, better.

Boba knew he had to snap out of these thoughts. The battle droids were
pushing forward against the troopers ranks, rdentlesdy firing thar
blasters. They had been programmed to kill or be destroyed. There would be

no surrender, no retrest.

They aimed their fire at the troopers and at the top of the rubbl€e's
entrance. Boba dashed out into the open just as the doorway began to cave
in. The troopersinsde died without a sound. The air was suddenly choked

with dust. The other troopers did not |ook back.

An eruption of blaster firelanded at Bobasfeet. A dose cdl. A
trooper a his sde was knocked off hisfeet, crashing into the rubble. The
droids, too, were being torn apart by the shooting. A bloodbath - without

the blood.



There was nowhere for Bobato hide. No way to get out of this.

He picked up afalen trooper's blaster and chose aside. The clones

were hisonly chance of getting off the planet. He had to help them win.

Boba had never fought in a baitle before. Whenever héd hdd a

blaster, hisfather had been at hissde. Watching. Checking. Instructing.

Boba looked again at the troopers, the echo of hisfather. He raised
hisriflelike they raised theirs. He amed at the controls of one of the

battle droids. Without hesitation, he fired. The droid exploded into parts.

Another trooper fdll - there were only four |eft with Boba. He could
hear the sound of other battles close by. Who iswinning? CT-4/619 |esped -
with Jango Fett's dexterity - toward a fdlen excavation rig. Boba
understood at once - protection. As the second and third troopers ran for
cover, Bobakept in their shadow. The fourth trooper followed and was cut
down by arapid barrage of blaster fire. His mask went flying as he hit the
ground. Bobaknew if helooked he would see hisfather's face, replicated

once more in death. He did not look back.

Instead he positioned himsalf at CT-4/619'sside, aiming his blaster
rifle as the troopers made their last stand. One battle droid down. Then

another. Still, it wasn't enough. There were at least a dozen |eft.

CT-4/619 did not falter. He did not look at Boba. He did not say a



word. He kept hisfocus. He kept his am. Boba knew this concentration

wdl.

Bobafired again. A miss. Thedroid returned hisfire, tearing a hole

into the excavation rig - the only protection left.

Two more droids down. But the remaining droids were not deterred. They
turned dl their fire onto the third trooper the next time he moved into

blasting postion. He didn't have achance.

Thisisit, Bobathought. Theré's no other way out.

Out of the corner of his eye, he could see another form gpproaching.
Not aclone. Not adroid. A female Bothan, bearded and small. Wearing the

robes of aJedi.

With one sharp, quick movement, the Jedi activated her lightsaber and
began to repel the droids fire. Asthe droids turned their attack on her,

Boba and the two remaining clone troopers had an open shot.

Thedroids began to fal. The Jedi expertly destroyed them with ther
own fire. The remaining clonesrallied with cold precison. And Boba did
his part. He was not as experienced or asfocused as his cone brothers.

But he had adesireto survive that they couldn't match.



Thefiring from the droids dowed... then stopped. There were none
left. Bobalooked over to see the Jedi's reaction - but she was dready

gone. Off to the next skirmish in order to complete thisinvasion.

Eventudly, thelaser cannonsfel sllent. Some of the gunships left
the perimeter, their mission complete. A few more circled, the remains of
the attack force. Jedi and clone troopers combed the ground for survivors -
and prisoners. CT-4/619 led Boba forward. There was no time to stop and
mourn for the dead. There were no congratulations, no expressons of
relief. Just the task at hand - getting back to the ship, finishing the

mission.

They walked across the smoking rubble toward adeek gunshipidling in
the swirling, stinking mists. Bobafollowed resolutely. Even though he was
walking into the hands of the Jedi, it wasworth it to be waking out of
the grasp of Raxus Prime. CT-4/619 took away Boba's blagter rifle as he
walked on board the gunship - but luckily he was allowed to keep his bag.
Boba followed the trooper into the pilot area. The trooper gat into the

pilot's seat and Boba sat in another seat.

"Not for seating,” said the trooper. "For my partner, CT-5/501.

Detainees st on the floor. We'll wait here for the others.”

Bobawasn't about to protest. He sat on his flight bag while the

trooper powered up the vehicle.



Where's the food? Boba wondered. He suddenly redized how cold and

hungry and tired he was.

The gunship seemed awfully comfortable, even on the durasted floor.
He could till hear the last gasp of explosons and commands being given
over the gunship's comm unit, but for some strange reason, he felt safe. He

knew he had survived.

"Impossible”

Boba opened his eyes. Had he dozed off?

There was aface on the viewscreen. Angry, violet eyes peered out from

under long ash-blond hair and over a cream-colored beard that had been

braided into points. But it wasn't the face that bothered Boba, or even the

harsh, demanding voice.

It was the uniform.

Even though this Jedi had just saved Bobaslife, she was dill the

enemy. Boba knew he had to remember that.

"Impossible!™ the Jedi said again. "There are no humanoid orphans on

Raxus Prime, only Jawas. The planet is nothing but atoxic dump.”



"Neverthdess, Generd Glynn-Beti," said CT-4/619. "I rescued one and

brought him into the gunship, as per intructions.”

"Bring him up and stick him with the others, then. We will check on

himjust liketheres.”

Bobatried not to show the emotion in hisface. The troopers were easy
enough to fool; or perhapsthey didn't care. But the Jedi would see through
his deception. They were looking for him; he had dmaost been apprehended on
Coruscant. He was starting to think it was better to stay on Raxus Prime,

foul asit was.

But wait! Boba's new wisdom took over. The Jedi thought he was awar
orphan. He would be put with other orphans, as she had said. If he kept his
mouth shut, he would get food, shelter - and transportation to another

planet, where he could begin the search for AurraSing and Savel.

Sdf-aufficiency was dl about using the opportunitiesthat presented

themselves. The Jedi wanted orphans - so Boba Fett would be Orphan Teff!

CHAPTERTEN

Boba stared out the narrow viewscreen as the powerful gunship rose

above the dag hegps of Raxus Prime and into the clouds. He was glad to see

then last of the galaxy's most toxic planet!



A droid fighter closed in on them, but the craft's automated turret
targeted it and annihlated it with withering turbo fire. Below, skirmishes
continued as clone troopers cleaned out the dave droids and continued

their work in the Count's compound.

As he watched the clone troopers work together to fly the ship, Boba
felt pangs of jedlousy: He yearned to get his hands on the controls of a

ship. He missed flying; it was al he had ever cared about or wanted to do.

"Entering high orbit," said CT-5/501. "Request permission to approach

Candasari."

"Permisson granted.”

The clones worked wdl together, executing the smdl tasks of
maneuvering and communications with hardly aword among them. They flew the
ship skillfully, avoiding fire and making precise judgments, but without

any paticular joy or style.

Bobafound them fascinating, but dightly repelent. It was just too
weird. They were his brothers, though they didn't know it. Like him, they
were clones of Jango Fett, but they had matured at twice the normd rate.

They looked and acted twenty years old, not ten.

Thelr rushed maturity and other engineering meant thet they were very



narrow in their interests and enthusiasms. They seemed to have no fear, and

no excitement, either. They weren't the least bit interested in Boba, which

auited Bobafine.

Theless| see of these guys, the better.

Boba retreated to aback corner of the cockpit and he opened the black
book hisfather had left him. He needed some advice. He needed to fed that

he wasn't entirely aone.

But there was no new message. Only the message that hed brought him

here

Sdf-sufficiency you will learn from the Count.

The Count who had wanted to kill him? Who had solen his father's

credits and cheated and betrayed him?

Y es. Boba suddenly understood what his father's cryptic message meant.

The Count had taught Boba never to trust anyone again. The Count hed

taught him that he could rely only on himsf.

The Count had taught hm sdf-aufficiency. And with that came

confidence.



Bobareturned to the viewscreen. Stars! He greeted them like old
friends, with afierce joy. He hadn't realized how much he had missed them

on Raxus Prime, which was so polluted that the stars were never visible.

Space, cold and empty asit was, fdlt like home.

The gunship soared in slence through the void until an assault ship
cameinto view - first as asngle far-off dot of light, one among
millions; then asagdaxy, spinning dowly; then as adagger shape, larger
and larger, festooned with dozens of turbo lasers. "Awesome," said Boba.

"What'sits name again?'

It was the biggest ship he had ever seen - asbig asacity, floaing

in space.

"Starship Candasearri," CT-4/619 reported. "Republic troopship,

Acclamator-class. Seven hundred fifty-two meterslong. Crew seven hundred,

military and support personnd fifteen thousand five hundred.”

"And Jedi?' Boba asked.

"Only afew. They arein command, usualy on the command bridge."

"Any names?' Bobawondered if they would indude the hated Obi-Wan

Kenohi, or Mace Windu, who had killed hisfather.



"Glynn-Beti isthe Jedi generd who works with us" said CT-4/619.

"Y ou will meet her or her Padawan, who isin charge of the orphansaswell.

"Padawan?"

"A Padawan Learner is an apprentice Jedi."

Oh, thought Boba, remembering the young Jedi, Anakin Skywalker, who

had a so been present at Jango Fett's death.

Boba felt amixture of excitement and gpprehension asthey drew closer

to the Candasarri's rear docking bay.

Tiny figures could be seen behind the ports and windows: crew members

going about their duties, clone troops drilling.

And somewhere, on the bridge perhaps, the hated Jedi.

Soon, Boba knew, hewould face astern test. If he could conced his

trueidentity, the Jedi could help him by taking him far away from Raxus

Prime. He could then begin the task of tracking down Aurra Sng and

recovering the solen Savel.

After afew more maneuvers, they wereready to land. Airlocks hissed,



ramps dropped, doors did open. Boba followed the two clone troopers out
into a huge enclosed space. The rear docking bay wasfilled with gunships
and gtarfighters, lined up in neat rows. Clone troopersin foursand sixes
walked among them, guarding them or servicing them - it was hard for Boba

totdl.

Boba heard footsteps approaching. "Whereis the orphan?' a serious

voicecalled out. "Let's seel™

"Over here," said CT-4/619.

Boba saw two robed Jedi approaching. Both were small, no tdler than

hewas.

Thiswasit. Bobaturned to CT-4/619 and CT-5/501. They had saved hm

from Raxus Prime. He wanted to say good-bye, and thanks.

But they were dready gone. Was that them, in the clone group

servicing a Cord-class sarfighter? Or were they among the four walking out

the door in formation?

There was no way to tell; the troopers al looked exactly aike.

"Orphen Teff?'



Boba nodded, looking down.

The Jedi who stood in front of him was only about ameter and a hdf
tall, but radiated power and command. Bobawould have fdt it even if he
hadn't seen her in action on the battlefield. She had violet eyes and a
pointed beard. Bobawas not surprised by the beard. He knew her as a

Bothan, and dl Bothans, mae and fema e dike, were bearded.

The younger Jedi, the Padawan, had three eyes and horns, but a

friendly look.

"Wedidn't expect to find orphans on Raxus Prime" said the elder

Jedi. "1 am Glynn-Beti. Thisismy Padawan, Ulu Ulix."

The younger Jedi bowed. Boba bowed back.

"Y ou sure you're an orphan and not a Separatist py?"* asked Glynn-Beti
gruffly. She didn't seem to expect an answer. "Teff, hun? Account for

yoursdf, Teffl How did you get on Raxus Prime?’

Boba put his hands behind his back, so she wouldn't see them

trembling. Thiswas harder than he had thought!

"Speak up, Orphan Teff! What are your parents names? What's in the

bag there? Open it, please.”



Boba panicked. If he opened the flight bag and the Jedi saw the
Mandal orian battle hedmet, they would know he was Jango Fett's son. They
would arrest him immediately. He didn't know what to do. Sdf-aufficiency,

don't fail me now!

Instead of opening the bag, Boba decided to burt into tears. He

covered hisface with his hands and began to sob.

"Oh, bother!" said Glynn-Beti, visbly uncomfortable. "Ulu, take hm

to the Orphan Hall. But stop by the bacta bathsfirst - he stinks of Raxus

Prime, and who knows what contagion breeds there.”

Sheturned on atiny, pointed hedl, and was gone.

"Comewith me, Teff," said the Padawan, putting a gentle arm around

Boba's shoulder. "Don't cry. Let's get you some clean clothes and something

to eat. You'll fed better then, | promise. Y ou don't seem likea spy and

well hear your sory later.”

Bobasniffled as hefollowed Ulu Ulix. He kept his face covered to

hide histrue fedings. It worked! he thought.

CHAPTER ELEVEN

Bobafigured that taking a bacta bath was one of the gdaxy's most



intense experiences. He breathed through. amask while he was submerged in
asynthetic gd that did asearch and repair over every centimeter of his

body, ingde and out, hedling, restoring, and refreshing every organ.

It took hours.

It made himtingledl over.

And it got rid of the gink of Raxus Prime.

Much better, Boba thought as he alowed the air scrubber to dry him.

He put on the clean coverallsthat had been set out for him by Ulu.

He was glad to see that no one had opened hisflight bag.

"You look likeanew person,” said Ulu when he returned. "As you can
see, Teff, thereés no need to cry. Lots of kids have been separated from
their parents during thiswar. Most of them will be reunited, | an sure.
Meanwhile, dl you orphans, temporary orphans - are being taken to a

temporary clearing stein the beautiful Cloud City of Bespin."

Bespin! Boba perked up. The gas giant wasfairly remote but a minor

hub of the gadlaxy, and agood placeto start his search for Aurra Sng.

Things are looking better aready.

Bobaand Ulu walked through the halls of the vast ship. It was like



Coruscant, levels and levelsinterlocked with |adders and chutes. But the
halls were not teeming with hangers-on and tourigts from dl over the
gaaxy, dl indifferent brightly colored outfits. Rather, there were only
two basic types: the crew, who represented every sentient race or life-
form. Diversein color, Sature, and shape, they were united by ther
magentatunics. And the clone troopers, al looking dike, whether they
werein their white baitle armor or their red coverdls. With their helmets
off, their blank faces showed neither emotion nor interest in anything

outsdethair own ranks.

| hope | don't look that blank when I'm twenty, Boba thought with a

shudder.

Ulu Ulix wasvery friendly, for a Jedi. He seemed to lack that

aggressive arrogance that Boba associated with the order.

Hell probably flunk out, Boba thought.

They went into what must have been one of many small kitchens set up

to feed the around-the-clock patrols. "The other kidswill be & dinner,”

sad Ulu Ulix. ™Y ou must be starving. What would you like?"

All thefood was unfamiliar. Boba pointed to what |ooked like a meat

piethat was Sitting behind a pane of glass.



Ulu pressed his pam againgt the glass, and the mest pie made itsdf
inaswirl of laser light, then floated out, released temporarily from the

shipsatificid gravity.

"Thanks!" Boba said, catching it. It tasted better than good - it had

been along time since hed had afull medl.

Bobadidn't like Jedi - at dl! - but it was hard to hate Ulu. He was
different. Almost cordid. "Aren't you going to eat some?' Bobaasked. "You

can have abite of mine"

"Not hungry. | just ate the day before yesterday.”

At the end of along halway in the depths of the ship, they found a

dormitory. It was empty of people, but filled with beds, all of them short.

"Grab an empty bed, Teff," said Ulu. "The other kidswill be back from
dinner soon. They'll tell you the drill. It mainly involves staying out of

theway."

"Thet'sit?'

"That'sit,” said Ulu. "I'min charge of the Orphan Hall. It's part of

my training. | try to makethings as easy for you kids as possible. If

theres anything you need, just let me know."



Ulu smiled and |l eft, and Bobalay down on abunk by thewall. Thiswas
going to be something new: aroomful of kids. Was hefinaly going to have
achance to make some friends? That would be something new for surel His
father had warned him about friendships and meking himsdf week to so-

cdled friends. But Bobawas sill curious.

For now, Bobawas too tired to think about it. He lay down and closed
his eyes. It seemed that his head had bardly hit the pillow when he was
awakened by ahideous cackling noise, asif hewere bang attacked by a

flock of birds.

He sat up, terrified. A nightmare?

He opened hiseyes. No nightmare. It was kids - shouting, screaming,
laughing, jumping on and off the beds. Boba looked & them and groaned.
They wereincredibly loud, and diverse. The only older kids (his age) he
saw were separated into two groups, a smdl group of girls, looking

suspicioudy a asmall group of boys.

Therest of the kidswere squadling, laughing, and crying. The chaos
was unbdlievable. Boba groaned again. This was fa worse than he had
imagined. Boba Fett, the bounty hunter's son, who could fly astarship and

survive a Count's attack... stuck with a bunch of underage brats!

| don't belong here! Boba put his pillow over his head, hoping he



would go to deep before he went crazy.

And hegot lucky.

Hedid.

In dreamsthereisno past and future, only a shining endless now. In

dreamsthereis no gravity, no hunger, no cold...

"Hey."

Boba groaned. In hisdream hewasriding a great beast around and

around in an arena, trying to catch up with his father, but he kept

dipping off...

"HQ/!"

"l am," said Boba

"Youamwhat?' avoice said with alaugh. "Holding on," said Boba. But

there was nothing to hold on to. The beast was gone.

Boba sat up and opened his eyes.

Hewasin the dorm, the Orphan Hall. The noise was now alow hum,

gtill obnoxious but bearable.



Most of the kids were playing games or Stting and rocking their toys

or dolls. All but one, who was Sitting at the foot of his bed.

"Wake up," hesaid - or washeashe? It was hard to tell. Thekid a

the end of the bed was a humanoid, like Boba, but with darker skin and

shorter hair - and very merry eyes.

Boba amiled. He couldn't helpit. "Who are you?'

"The only reasonably mature kid in thiszoo. And I'm exactly what you

"Whichiswhet?'

"A friend"

CHAPTER TWELVE

"I'm Garr," said the vigtor Stting at the foot of the bed, extending

ahand.

Bobatook it cautioudy. ""Teff" he said, remembering the name he had
conjured up for the Jedi. (He wished he had been more cregtive,) He sat up

and rubbed hishead. "I must have falen adeep. How long was | deeping?’



"Days," sad Garr. "A standard day, anyway, according to the ship's
chronos. We dl notice when there's someone new: Y ou had been in the bacta

bath, but you gtill smelled alittle ripe. Where did they pick you up,

anyway?"

"Rexus Prime," said Boba

"Ugh. Isit asbad asthey say?"

"Worse," Boba confided. He decided to change the subject. "Where were

you, uh, picked up?'

"Excarga," sad Garr. "My parents are ore traders. When the
Separatists arrived to take control of our ore-processing facilities, they
took everyone prisoner, so my parents hid me. Later, when the Republic
counterattacked, they picked me up, but | couldn't find my parents. What

about your parents?'

"My parents?’

Garr pointed around the Orphan Hall. "All of us are here because we

were separated from our parents. Sometimes | think that's why they cdl

them Separatists. What about your parents? Were they captured or, you know.



Garr was reluctant to say the word. Bobawasn't. "Killed," he sad.

"My father waskilled. Cut down. | saw it. | watched it."

Bobalooked down and saw that hisfists were clenched. He wondered if
he should tell his new friend that it wasn't the Separatists who had killed

hisfather - but the Jedi.

"I'm sorry," said Garr. "What happened to your mother? If you don't

mind my asking."

"I don't mind your asking,” said Boba, "if you don't mind my not

answering.”

"Fair enough." Garr got up and pulled at Bobas hand. "Let's go get
something to eat. The commissary closesin afew minutes, and most of the

gpace brats arefinished, so well have alittle peace and quiet.”

For the next few days, and for thefirgt timein hislife, Bobahad a
friend. He could hardly believeit. He decided not to quedtion it, but
amply accept it as one of the surprises life was throwing a him. By
nature - and by teaching - he was suspicious of anyone who cametoo close.

But now hewas... enjoyingit.

Garr was good at having fun. When they weren't exploring the ship, the

two played sabacc or amply lay on their bunks and talked, trying to ignore



the chaos and craziness of the other orphans.

There were afew other kidstheir age, but Garr avoided them, and Boba
did, too. They might ask too many questions. Because most of the orphans
were much younger, Ulu wastoo busy with the "space brats' (as Garr cdled

them) to worry about what his older orphans were up to.

All orphanswere prohibited from roaming the ship unattended, but
that's exactly what Garr and Bobadid, telling Ulu that they were going to
one of the ship'slibrariesfor abook (not likely, sincedl they had were
boring military manuas) when in fact they were exploring the ship's

seemingly endless corridors.

Boba shared his discovery with Garr - that no one notices a ten-year-
old. And it wastrue. The troopers or crew membersthey ran into in the
corridors smply assumed that the two friends were someone dse's

responsibility, if they noticed them at all.

Politicsdidn't interest Garr, but starships did. "This is the mogt
advanced assault ship in the Republic's flegt,” Bobas new friend
explained. "There are over fifteen thousand troopers, dl with the most

advanced weaponry. They aredl dike - | think they're clones.”

"Imaginethat," said Boba. He wondered what Garr would think if he

knew the clones true origin.



Garr'sfavorite place was the rear docking bay, where the starfighters

were lined up to be armed and serviced by busy tech droids.

"I could fly one of those," Boba said once. He regretted saying it

immediatdy; it gave too much away.

"Redly?' Garr asked. "Who taught you? Y our father?"

Boba nodded.

"My mother would have had afit," said Garr. "What did your mother

think about you flying astarfighter so young?'

"I don't honestly know," said Boba. "'l never asked her.”

Boba knew hiswords sounded hollow. They felt hollow, too.

Boba's favorite spot on the ship was its rear observation blister, or
ROB. A smdll, cold room under aclear plexi dome, it was usudly empty,
since the crew was too busy to look at the stars and the troopers didn't

care about anything except war and discipline.

The ship wastraveling through norma space, which meant that the
stars didn't streak by (or appear to streak by) asthey did in hyperspace.

Even though the ship was traveling at thousands of kilometers per second,



it seemed asthough it were standing till, space was S0 huge.

Standing or gitting on abench under the dome, Boba saw a sea of stars
in every direction. There were no planetsvisible, only gas giants, dwarfs,
quasars, and the occasional smudge that marked the location of a black

hole. Distant galaxies were pinwhed s of fire.

"Okay, we've seen space, and it's boring!" Garr was dways more

interested in adventure than astronomy. "L et'sfind something to do.”

"Just afew minutes..." Bobaliked the view, but heliked the dreams

he had while staring into space even more. He was dways dreaming of the

day hewould get Slave | back, and experience the stars on his own.

Asthey explored the ship's corridors, Boba and Garr often hed to

stand aside for formations of clone troopers marching to the mess hdl or

to the main docking bay for a battle sortie.

"| think they are creepy,” said Garr.

"Metoo," said Boba

"If you see them without their hdmets, they dl look dike" sad

Garr.

The troopers marched from place to place, or sat intheir dorms



polishing their Tibanna-gas blasters. They never taked with anyone outside
their ranks, and rarely talked to one another; and never noticed the two
ten-year-olds who walked among them. They aways traveled in groups of

four, six, ten - dways even numbers. They didn't liketo be done.

They paid no attention to Boba and Garr as they continued to go
everywhere together. They saw the vast hydroponic farms, tended by droids,
that turned waste into air and water, just like the forests and kelp beds
on the planets. They saw the immense plasmaengines, tended by droidsand a
few harried crew members. They saw the clone troopers, never excited, never

bored, endlesdy cleaning their wegpons.

After afew daysof exploring, they had covered dmost every part of

the vast assault ship, except for one area.

Thebridge.

"I would give anything to seethe bridgel" said Garr. "'l eventried it
once, but | couldn't sneak in. No kids alowed! The bridge is where the

Jedi hang out, you know."

"Who cares?' said Boba. Theless he saw of the Jedi, the better.
Luckily, they seemed to havelost interest in him after their surprise &

finding him on Raxus Prime,



"l carel" said Garr. | admire the Jedi. They are the guardians of
civilization, willing to sacrifice al so that others can livein pesce. |

wish I'd be found to be Force-sengitive and trained as Jedi. Don't you?'

"Not me," Boba said. He thought about telling Garr the truth - that he

hated the Jedi, and wanted to be a bounty hunter, like hisfather.

But he decided againgt it. Therewasalimit to how much you could

trust anyone, even your best friend.

Garr had a secret too, at least asfar as Bobawas concerned. Or a

least, amystery.

The mystery was whether Garr was aboy or agirl. Boba had gone so
long without figuring it out that now he was almost embarrassed to ask. But
he knew enough not to let embarrassment hold him back. (That was part of

wisdom, too.)

"Garr," he said one day asthey were strolling down a long corridor,

"do you mind if | ask you aquestion?"'

"Not at adl," Garr sad. "Aslong asyou dont mind if | don't answer.

"Fair enough,” said Boba, recognizing what hed sad when Garr had

asked about hismother. "Are you aboy or agirl?"



"Like, maeor femde?'

"Y eah, you know."

"I don't know, actudly," said Garr. "1 mean, | know what you mean,

but | don't know yet whether | am mae or femae. On my planet, it's not

determined until age thirteen.”

"Determined?"

"Somewhere around our thirteenth birthday, our bodies change, and

become one or the other. Until then, it's sort of, you know, up intheair.

"Cool," said Boba "l wasjust wondering."

"Doesit make adifference?' Garr asked.

"Not to me."

"Good. | wish everybody was like you, Teff. Did you ever wonder why |

don't hang out with the other ten-year-olds? They want to treat you one way

if you're aboy, and another way if you're a girl, and theré's no in-

between. No way to bejust akid, just a person.”



"Stupid,” said Boba. But he wasn't surprised. He had dways thought

most people, including most kids, were alittle dow. "Can't they treat

somebody asjust afriend?’

"Nope," sad Garr. "But come on! Let's find something to do!™

They were off again.

The troopship cruised dowly (under light speed) through norma space,

on the lookout for Separatist forces. There were no more battles, though

they heard rumors of other battles taking place throughout the Republic.

"The ship will bewarping into hyperspace soon,” said Garr one day.

"It will take usto one of the centra worlds, probably Bespin, where we

will be offloaded at some orphanage. | hope we will till be together.”

"Metoo," said Boba Hedidn't want to tdll hisfriend that it wasn't

going to happen. Boba had no intention of going to an orphanage.

CHAPTER THIRTEEN

"Hey, Garr; check thisout!"

They werein the rear docking bay, alone except for afew service

droids humming and buzzing busily on thefar sde of the vast room.



"What?' Garr said. "It'sjust adoor.”

The door was marked EMERGENCY ONLY.

"I'll bet | can openit,” said Boba. The system looked very smilar to

the one hisfather had used to teach him to hot-wire locks.

HS)?I

"So thisisour chance. Y ou are dways talking about wanting to see

the bridge, the command center of the ship, right?’

"Yeah, sure,” said Garr. "But this door doesn't lead to the bridge.

Thisisan emergency airlock door. It leadsto the outside of the ship. To

outer space."

"Exactly,” said Boba. "Come on. Follow me."

With adeft crossing of wires and smulation of code, Boba opened the
door. On the other sde wasasmall airlock, lined with space suits on
hangers. It was like a closet with two doors. Boba knew that once the inner
door was closed, and the outer door was opened, the air would rush out and

the door would open into space.



The anti-grav plates were off insde the airlock. Bobaand Garr both

floated free, past the space suits.

"Yikes," said Garr. "I'm not used to this. What if | get sick and

throw up?'

"Just don't think about it," said Boba. "Pick a space suit and let's

g)lll

All the suitswere dightly too large for ten-year-old bodies. The
suitswere for emergency evacuation only, so they carried only amdl ar

tanks and battery-powered heaters, enough for an hour and a half.

"One hour will belong enough,” said Boba. "Areyou sure?' asked Garr,

picking asuit. "What if something goeswrong?'

"What could go wrong?' Boba asked as he helped zip Garr into the suit.

He put on his own suit, and selected two helmets from the rack nearby.

He spit on his helmet's faceplate and wiped it with his deeve before

putting it on. "Keepsit from fogging,” he said.

"Whatever you say," Garr said, spitting on the faceplate and wiping it

dry.

When both suits were on, secure and sealed, Bobatried the comlinks.



He showed Garr the switch built into the wrist gauntlet.

"Can you hear me?'

"You'reshouting!" said Garr. "Turn the volume down.”

"Sorry..."

Boba made sure the inner door was closed and sedled. Then he pushed

off thewall and floated across the tiny room to the outer door, which was

thicker. Instead of aknob it had awhed.

Helooked at Garr, questioning. Garr gave him athumbs-up.

Bobaturned the whed to the I &ft.

Oneturn, two.

Hewasjust beginning to think nothing was going to happen when, dl

of asudden, there was a WHOOOOOOSH of air. Boba shivered astheicy dill

of gpace rushed into the room.

Boba started to push the door open, then stopped. "Almost forgot!” He

grabbed aten-meter coil of safety line from thewall. He clipped one to

Garr's belt and the other end to his own.



Then he opened the door and floated out into the emptiness of space.

Garr watched for amoment, swallowed hard - And followed.

They werefloating in an endless sea of gars.

It waslikefaling, down down down, into a hole as deep as dl

eternity. A hole so deep, they would never hit bottom.

The stars went on forever, and Boba and Garr floated among them like

specks of dudt.

No, thought Boba, it was the stars that were dust.

And Garr and | are dust's dust

"Better now," said Garr, svalowing bravely. "Now what?"

"Now we find the bridge," said Boba. "We have over an hour. But we

haveto be careful "

"I'mfeding very, very careful!" said Garr. "Good. We have to keep

secured to the ship. If wefloat away fromit..."

"What will happen?' Garr asked.



"Nothing will happen.”

"Nothing?"

"Nothing forever. Wewill float forever, spinning off into space until

we die. Theré's no way back, since these emergency suits don't have jet-

packs. But don't worry, we have our safety line."

"Do | sound worried?' Garr asked.

Bobalaughed. "Yed"

"Good!" said Garr. "If | weren't worried, | would be crazy!"

Boba made sure Garr had agood hold on the hull of the ship. Then he

floated forward ten meters until the line stopped him, and he found a

handhold on the ship.

Then he secured the line while Garr went ahead.

They took turnsthat way, climbed "up” the ship toward the bridge,

belaying for safety while the other forged ahead, finding the route;

Over and around the huge ion engines, each trailing a kilometers-long



exhaust of ghostly blue photons, like smoke.

Up the sheer long cliff of the Candasarri'sdorsd fin, being careful

never to look back and "down" into thewell of stars.

Acrossthe traverse of the sheer hull Sde, Saying on the sed

strips between the rows of lighted windows.

"Securel”

"Going ahead!"

The suit comlinks made the two friends voices seem closer then when
they werein atimaosphere. They pulled themsaves dong, usng every bolt,
antenna, edge, and knob of the hull. Sometimes, through the windows, they
saw crew members hurrying along a corridor, or clone troopers marching in

formation toward the mess hall or the dorm.

"Careful,” said Boba, tucking himsdf into a niche whenever they

passed awindow. "If anyone sees us, werein big trouble.”

"They'll rasethedarm,” said Garr. "They'll think it'san attack!”

Boba and Garr were too close to the ship to see the shape or the sze

of it. Eachridge, fin, or bulgein the hul was a surprise, and hid

another.



Findly, they saw the deek pod that was the bridge tower module,
perched atop adorsd fin. It looked dmost like asmaller ship hitching a
ride on the Candaserri. It was windowless except for the wide plexi bubble-

window at the front.

"They will havedarms™ said Boba. "Well haveto move carefully.”

The two made their way up the fin, then to the top of the pod.
Standing roped together, and secured by their magsoles, they cautioudy
worked their way forward until they had reached the top edge of the wide

forward window.

Boba kndt, Garr beside him. They crept over the edge of the window
and looked down. Bobafelt totally exposed. If any of the crew looked up,

they would see two helmeted heads looking in from space!

Every darm in the ship would go off.

But no one waslooking up. The bridge was quiet. Crew members st &

their control consoles, while officers circulated among them, checking the

system coordinates.

"Awesome!" said Garr. "Thisisthe main command center. Everything

happens herefirg."



The captain and the firg officers, in their brightly colored
uniforms, were consulting with a robed Jedi a a holomap table. Boba

recognized Glynn-Beti, the Bothan Jedi who had questioned him.

I'm lucky she got distracted, he thought. If she had made me open that

flight bag, | would probably be a prisoner right now.

"I wonder what they aretalking about,” Garr said. "Maybe they got

word about some of the parents. | would like to see my parents again.”

Bobadidn't say anything. It was an awkward moment.

"Someday you will meet my parents,” said Garr. Y ou will likethem.”

"Maybe," Bobasaid. | doubt it, he thought.

Bobawas ready to go, but hewaswaiting for Garr - who liked watching

people as much as Boba liked watching stars.

Garr lay facedown, looking through the window at the crew on the

bridge.

Bobalay on hisback, staring up. He loved the dizzy feding he gat,

looking deep into asea of sarsand galaxies.



They had been on top of the bridge tower module for dmog twenty
minutes. Boba checked hisair tank and it was till over hdf full. But his
heater was running down. He could fedl the chill of space seeping into his

suit, especidly at hisfeet and hands.

"We should be heading back," he said to Garr. "Couple of more minutes,

" said Garr. "They'relooking at another holomap.”

"A map? Let'ssee.” Bobarolled over and looked down.

"That'saweird map!" said Garr. "1 can't tell anything about it."

"Uh-oh," said Boba.

"Wed better get back into the airlock, fast!" "What'swrong?' Garr's

voice was sharp with fear.

Just then asiren wailed. Thetwo could fed it reverberating through

thehull.

"That'sthe ten-minute darm!" Boba said. "That was a hyperspace mgp

they were looking at. The ship isabout to jump!"



CHAPTER FOURTEEN

Faster!

Down, down -

Faster!

Around, around

Bobawas no longer fedling the cold, even though the little; heater in

his suit was almost drained.

Garr was gulping air, spinning through the vacuum, grabbing a one

handhold and then another.

Neither spoke. There was no time for words. They hurried toward the

back of the ship wherethe big ion jets were staining the universe a pde

blue.

How much time do we have |eft? Bobawondered. Six minutes? Five?

"What happensif.?' Garr asked asthey made their way down the fin

from the bridge tower module.

"If what?'



"Y ou know what! If we don't get ingde the ship before the jump into!

hyperspace! 7'

"At best, we will seeaflash of light, and befriedto acrispin the

plasmaflare of the hyper-space warp.”

"That's best? What's worst?"

"At worst wewon't fed athing or even see aflash of light. We will
just look around and see no ship. It will be gone. And wewill drift here

al done, endlesdy, until wedie

Thedert dren ill wailed but they heard it only when they touched

the hull, through their hands or the soles of their boots.

At the steepest part of the wing, Garr missed a step, and spun off

into space. Boba grabbed a seam and held on for dear life. The safety line

snapped tight - yanking Garr back into Boba.

000MM PPHHHFF!

"Careful," Bobasaid. He wanted to say "dow down™ but he knew he

couldn't. If they dowed down, they werelost.



"Youidiot!" said Boba as he untangled the line and started down, over

the rear of thewing.

"I'm sorry!" Garr said. "'l missed ahold.”

"l wastaking to mysdf!" Bobasad. "Thiswholethingis my fault.

It wasastupid ideal"

| lost track of what was most important. A bounty hunter never does

thet.

Through the window Boba could see crew members running, security

droids clearing the hdls, and clone troopers scurrying in formation.

How much timeleft? Three minutes? Two?

Theairlock was il at least five minutes away ...

"Thisway!" Bobasad. It looked like a shortcui.

He plunged downinto a dark "canyon” - adaot between the rear

boogters and the ventral hull fin - making hisway hand over hand.

It was dark, and the handholds were far apart. Garr belayed Boba, and
then Boba belayed Garr, so that one of them was aways secured to the hull

of the ship.



Boba grinned when he emerged at the other end of the dot. His gamble
had paid off. There wasthe lighted airlock door, still open, waiting for

them - only a hundred meters away!

Two hundred metersif they went around on the hull. One hundred if

they took a chance and floated straight across.

"Let'stry it," Bobasaid. "Thislast jump can be madein onelegp if

we both let go.”

"But what if wemiss?"

"Then were dead. But we may be dead anyway if we don't try it. Were

running out of time."

Bobalooked at hisfriend. He wondered if he looked as frightened to

Garr as Garr did to him. Probably!

"Well, then," said Garr, gving a brave thumbs-up, "wha are we

waiting for? Let'stry it!"

Theairlock door a hundred meters away looked tiny.

Boba gathered the rope into acoil, took Garr's hand, and sad, "On



three. One... two..."

Hedidn't remember saying "three" but he redized he mugt have sad
it, for they were floating free in space, unbelayed drifting dowly, hand

in hand, toward the lighted square of the airlock door.

Both were slent. Boba was hardly even bregthing. It was asif aword,

abreath, might make them misstheir target, and spin them off into space.

Thirty meters, twenty, ten

Asthey got closer, Boba saw that the target was even bigger then he

had thought. The airlock door had handholds on either Side, so he didnt

haveto hit it dead center.

And at the end of the hull, just past the door, there was an antenna.

At thelast minute adight spin turned Bobaand he saw that he was,

infact, going to missthe airlock door.

No swest. "Y our move, Garr. Just grab at those handholds as we go by."

"Got it!" sad Garr. "Well, dmogt..." Another spin had pulled Garr

back, just short of the handholds. Now they were floating on toward the end

of the hull.



Luckily the antennawasright in reach. Bobalet go of Garr's hand and
uncoiled the rope. He reached out and grabbed the antenna as he floated

past.

"Got it!" hesaid doud, to himsdf and Garr. Just asit broke off in

his hand.

CHAPTER FIFTEEN

"0O000ph!"

The safety linewent tight, jerking Boba and Garr together, then

setting them spinning, like akid'stoy - agiant kid'stoy that had been

thrown away, down the degpest darkest hole in al the universe.

The deep dark hole that isthe universe.

For they were spinning away from the ship, attached to each other but

to nothing else doomed to float on forever while the Candaserri disappeared

into hyperspace.

They both were moving, faling, tumbling, heed over heds awvay from

the ship, toward the emptiness of space.

Deep into the Big Iant.



Redlizing the worst made Bobafed camer. His panic was gone. His
fear was gone. He remembered something his father had said: The worse
things are, the calmer you need to be.

Hefdt asif hewere standing still and watching the universe spin
around him. There was the Candaserri; then there was Garr, a the other end

of the safety ling; then just sars until the ship came up again.

Each time the ship was dightly smdler. How long before it's gone

atogether? Boba wondered. The hyperspace jump was due at any moment.

"Teff, you sill there?”

"Yesh"

"It's been greet, being your friend.”

"Same here" said Boba He aimost wished he had told his friend his

real name. Maybe it wasn't too |ate.

He caught sight of Garr, whedling through hisfield of view.

Then the stars again, white except for onetiny orange one.

Then the ship, dill there.



Orange star? Where had that come from?

Boba watched as the orange star came up again. It was exactly opposite

theshipin hisspin. If he had ajetpack, he could use the orange star for

afix: Aiming at it would stop his spin and guide him toward the ship.

No jetpack, though. And only afew minutes of air. When it was gone

And that was when he got the idea.

"Teff?Y ou dill there?'

"Y@,"

"What're you doing? | hear aclicking noise" "I've got anidea," Boba

sad.

"Can't tak. Gottasave air. Just hang on to the line - and hope for

the best."

Boba's emergency space suit had no jetpack, but it did have something

that might possibly be used for ajetpack.



Theair tank.

Boba disconnected hisair tank and pulled it from hisback. Now al he

had to breathewasthe air in his suit. It would last less than aminute.

Bobaheld the air tank againgt his ssomach and waited for the orange

sar to appear in hiswheding, whirling field of vison.

Thereit was! He pressed the release valve. SSSSSSSSSS

The universe dowed down, just alittle. Bobawaited until the orange

star appeared again. SSSSSSSSSSSS

Slowed more. And thistime the ship was closer when Boba saw it svim

into view. SSSSSSSSSSSSSS

Were moving! Garr was dill gpinning a the other end of the
lifline. But Bobawas stable. He could see the ship over his shoulder,
getting closer, asheamed the air tank at the little orange star and used

theair like arocket engine.

For every action - likethe air hissng out - thereis an equd and

opposite reaction - like Boba floating backward toward the ship. He fdt



thelinejerk tight, and knew he was pulling Garr with him.

"What's going on?" Garr asked.

Bobadidn't answer. All he had to breathe was the leftover air in his

auit, and it was getting stae.

The ship was getting closer. Closer. There at the bottom was the open

airlock door.

Bobaamed at the little orange star again. SSSSSSSSSSSSSSS

Closer and closer. SSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSS

Theair in Boba's suit was dmog gone. He gasped for breath.

SSSSSSSSSSSS. He sprayed the air into space, but he needed it in his suit,

inhislungs...

SSSSS SSSSSSS

The air was dmaost gone from the tank. Boba could see the ship over

his shoulder, getting closer and closer. But not quite close enough.



Bobafdt hishead spinning. Hislungs were burning, begging him for

ar.

Little orange Sar.

Garr at end of line.

Ship huge, close -

"Teff, are you there? Something is pulling ustoward the ship! They

must have seen ugl"

SS SS SSsssss

Last gasp of air. Did we makeit?

"Garr, grab handrail!"

Did Garr hear? Boba hit the side of the door and bounced back, into

space. He reached for the handhold by the airlock door, but it was out of

reach. Just out of reach!

Hewasfaling again, forever thistime



And that waswhen hisfather cameto him, out of the tomb of death,

out of the darkness of dream, grabbing hishand, and pulling.

Pulling and pulling...

Bobal

CHAPTER SIXTEEN

"Good Job, Teff!"

Bobasmiled Hisfather had covered him with ablanket made of stars,

and praised him, But didn't he know his name wasn't Teff? That was astupid

made-up namefor...

"Breathe, Taff!"

Who pulled the blanket away?

"Wake up."

Boba opened his eyes. He saw Garr'sworried face.

They werein the airlock. Boba's helmet was off. He opened his mouth,

took adeep breath, and was like shaking handswith an old friend.



Air! Wonderful air.

"What happened?' he asked.

"You passed out,” said Garr. "After you saved us. Using the ar tank

like alittle rocket. That was brilliant."

"Every action has an equa and opposite reaction,” said Boba. "1 think

that was one of my father's sayings. But what about the jump?’

"It happened. Fed it?' Garr placed Boba's hand flat againg the
bulkhead, and thereit was. the oscillating hum of the ship's null quantum
field generators. "Thejump came just after | grabbed the handhold and

pulled usinto the airlock. We barely made it!"

"Closecdl," said Boba as he hung up his space suit. "But | guess a

meter isas good as akilometer.”

"Another of your father's sayings?' asked Garr with alaugh.

"Where were you two?" asked Ulu Ulix when Garr and Boba got back to

the Orphan Hall. Histhree eyes were flashing fire; hewas angry. ™Y ou know

therésagenerd alarm before ajump. Y ou were supposed to report in."

"Sorry," said Boba. "It was my fault. We were at the rear observation



bligter. I, uh, wanted to see what the stars ook like from hyperspace.”

"| gppreciate your honesty, Teff," said Ulu Ulix, softening. "But
rulesarerules. Y ou two are redtricted to the Orphan Hall for oneday. No

more roaming around.”

"No, please!” said Garr. "We'reten! We can't spend al our time with

abunch of litlekids."

"Apparently one of the airlocks was opened,” said Ulu Ulix with a
teasing smile. "Y ou wouldn't know anything about that, would you? Y ou
should be more careful. If you get caught breaking the rules, you'll get me

introuble with Magter Glynn Beti. And that'sthelast thing | want!™

"That's dso the last thing we want,” Boba said quite honestly.

After that sullen day, if Garr ever wanted to find Boba, Garr knew

whereto look.

The rear observation blister. The ROB.

Bobawas watching and thinking. He knew he should understand what

secret Dooku thought he possessed. He remembered how bothered Dooku hed

been when Bobacdled him Tyranus. Why was that so important?



Then suddenly - finally - Bobaunderstood. Tyranus had hired his dad
to help create an army of clone troopers. But now Count Dooku was fighting
the army he'd helped create. Why would you make an amy and then fight
againg it? Bobagtill had apuzzle, but he was now sure he hdd an
important piece - the piece Dooku had wanted to destroy. As Count Dooku,
the man wasfighting against the Republic, but, as Tyranus, he had helped

cregte an army for that same Republic.

Boba decided to hide that information deep insgde him for the moment.

He had hisfather'singtinct for knowing it would comein handy later on.

It was part of hisfather'slegacy to him... for better or for worse.

"Boring," said Garr the next day, staring out.

Boba had to agree. Hyperspace looked like aclumsy child's drawing of

auniverse, afirs dreft.

"Those streaks are stars?' Garr asked.

"Stars smeared across space-time," said Boba. "When we drop out of

hyperspace, they will look more like stars.”

"Likethe orange one?"

Boba looked up from his book Operationa Starfighters. He had been

watching thetiny, flickering orange star for days, dmost lost amid the



snears.

"It'snot astar," Bobasaid to Garr. "If it's not a streak, that

meansit's matching our speed exactly. Following us, maybe."

Curious, he thought. He wished he could seeit better.

"WEelI find out soon enough,” said Garr. "Ulu Ulix sent meto get you.

We're getting ready to jump out of hyperspace, and were supposed to be

secured in our quarters.”

"Let'sgo, then," said Boba Thelast thing he wanted was trouble with

Ulu Ulix or his Jedi Master, Glynn-Beti. " Gotta keep them happy!"

The jump was uneventful. Just aweird lurch, amoment's dizziness.

The orphan kids moods improved immediately. Bobaand Garr went to the

commissary for their first untroubled meal. Lunch after hyperspace waslike

breakfast after along deep. Everyone was buzzing with excitement.

"We must be near Bespin.”

The announcement would come from the bridge soon. Hyperspace jumps

werealittle unpredictable, but only alittle.



After lunch, everyone went forward to the main observation blister, or
MOB, to seethe stars. Everyone except Boba. He went done, back to the

ROB.

That tiny star; there was something about it.. He picked up the viewer

and scanned the sea of starsfor thelittle orange light.

It no longer stood out, likeit had in hyperspace. But he found it,

just where he had thought it would be, directly behind the Candaserri.

Boba zoomed in for a better [ook. It wasaship. It wastiny, and it
was severd kilometers away, but clearly matching speed and course with the

Candasarri.

Following. Shadowing. What for?

The orange color came from the dlint of Sarlight on the rugty,

battered hull.

Thefamiliar hull.

Bobawiped hiseyes. Could it be that he was overtired, just seeing
things? He dided the zoom, bringing the little ship closer, until he could
see the stubby wings, the scratched cockpit, the pitted sides. He could
even seethe pitsthat had been put into the ship while flying through the

asteroid belt onitsway to Geonosis.



Helowered the viewer from his eyes. They werefilled with tears, &

the same time that hisfists were clenched with fury.

For the ship was one he knew well. It was hislegacy from his father,

and it had been stolen from him by AurraSing.

It was Savel.

CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

"Hey, Teff, what'sup?'

"Not much, Garr." Boba put down the viewer and turned to face his

friend, who had just entered the ROB. Keep your emotionsto yourself. "Just

dargazing.”

"Seeanything interesting?”

"Nothing much," said Boba. " Star dust, space trash, you know."

"Well, comeon, then," said Garr. "Ulu Ulix has been looking for you.

The Padawan wants us to help strap down the little onesfor arriva.”

"Arrivd?'



"We're going into orbit around. Bespin. Trip's over. Welcome to your

new home!"

Home? Not if | can helpit! thought Boba as he picked up his flight

bag and followed hisfriend.

Theforward observation blister was filled with crew members and

orphans, gazing with wonder at the planet the ship was orbiting.

It was huge. It glowed orangein the light of its distant sun.

"Bespinisagasgiant, with itsmetallic surface so far under layers

of atmosphere gunk that it's hardly been reached, much less explored!” Garr

sad excitedly. "The man indudry is mining Tibanna gas from the

atmosphere. Nothing lives on the surface. All the dities and mines and

factoriesfloat in the clouds, and... hey!"

"Hun?'

"Y ourenat lisening, Teff!"

"Oh, sorry,” said Boba

"Daydreaming?’



"l guess™"

Daydreaming? Not exactly. Bobas mind was racing; he was thinking
about the startling discovery he had just made in the rear observation

bliger.

Save 1! He had seenit. Thelittle starship he had inherited from his
father, Jango Fett, was following the Candaserri - and being careful, Boba
had noted, to stay in the shadow cone, where it would not be picked up by
the assault ship's approach sensors, which were probably tuned to pick up

flotillas, not solitary craft.

Bobawas pondering thisinformation silently while he stood beside

Garr in the crowded forward observation blister watching stormy Bespin spin

bel ow.

"Thereyou arel"

Bobaand Garr saw Ulu Ulix pushing through the crowd.

"Y ou two are determined to get meinto trouble, aren't you! Don't you

know you're supposed to stay near the Orphan Hall?'

"Sorry," said Garr, hiding agrin. While Ulu had been busy, they had

the run of the ship, and they had taken advantage of it.



Boba didn't like Jedi, but Ulu was an exception. He decided to ask the
Padawan about what he had seen - without, of course, reveding too much.

"Ulu, have you ever heard of abounty hunter called AurraSing?'

"AurraSing? Sure. She's- "

"Why do you wish to know?" asked a harsh, high voice. Bobaturned and

saw Glynn-Beti looking a him suspicioudy.

Boba groaned. If he had known she was around, he would have kept his

mouth shut. "Uh..."

"Speak up, orphan. Teff, isn't it? Why do you ask about Aurra Sing?”

"l wasjust wondering. |, uh, heard some crew members talking about

her."

"Sheisan enemy of civilization, of gdactic order,” said the Bothan
Jedi. "Sheiswanted for numerous crimes, high and low, induding murder.
That'sal you need to know. Ulu Ulix - " Glynn Beti glared at her Padawan.
"What are these two doing so far from the Orphan Hall? Are you forgetting

your duties? Take them thereimmediately.”

Ulu bowed. "Y es, Magter Glynn-Beti.”



"Gather the other orphans. And dl of you, meet mein the docking bay

as soon as you have packed your things. We're being ferried down to Cloud

City."

"Yes, Magter," said Ulu, bowing again to the departing Bothan's back.

"Whew!" said Garr, when Glynn-Beti had left. "What was that about?”

"AurraSing," said Ulu Ulix. "Don't mention her name around Glynn-

Beti. Glynn-Beti condemns her, and for good reason. Aurra Sing kills Jedi

for sport.”

"I thought bounty hunters only worked for money," Boba said.

"AurraSing isdifferent,” said Ulu Ulix. "Itis sad that she has
some sorrow in her past that causes her to hate the Jedi. Whatever it is

she attacks us every chance she gets.”

"Y ou mean, for fun?' asked Garr, shocked. "Sick fun," said Ulu Ulix.

"But come on, you two. Let'sget moving.”

That explainsit, thought Boba, as he followed Garr and Ulix back
toward therear of the ship. Aurra Sing istrailing the ship to get acrack

at aJedi or two. Good luck to her!



| wonder what she would think if she knew | was on board.

The ship's corridors were filled with crew members hurrying to ther
sations. Planetary approach was an exciting event to al hands-except, of
course, to the clone troopers. One planet or another, it was al the same

tothem.

Bobawouldn't missthem. His brothers - so much dike, and yet so
different. They had no interest in where they were going, or where they had
been. They wereinterested only in their wegponry, in their assgnments, or

inther chain of command. The cloneswere pure military.

So when he arrived a the docking bay, helping Ulu and Garr herd the

younger orphans onto the lander, Boba was surprised to see his old friend

CT-4/619 hard at work. He was painting out the emblems of war and the

military numbering on thelittle lander that was going to take the orphans

down.

"Remember me?' Boba asked.

"Not redly," said CT-4/619. "Should 7"

"No, just wondering,” said Boba. "What are you doing?"

"De-militarizing," said the clone.



"How come?' Garr, who was always curious, asked.

"Bespin," said CT-4/619. "They want no sgns of war.”

"Therulers of Bespin want to preserve ther planet's neutrdity,”
said Glynn-Beti. The Bothan Jedi had approached unseen. As dways, she made

Bobanervous. "We are alowed to bring you orphans down, but not to carry

any wegpons or engagein any military activities.

"Not even your lightsaber?' Bobaasked, indicating the Jedi's weapon

hidden under her robe.

"The weapons of the Jedi Masters are not subject to loca ordinances,”

Glynn-Beti said with a haughty scowl. "Now come aboard!™

CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

The Lander dropped free of the Candaserri and fired its retros,
dowing it for aamospheric entry. The twenty-one younger orphans, strapped
into their seat, shouted with glee and excitement as the lander encountered

thefirst wispsof air.

Thefaint whistling sound grew to aroar asthelittle ship dove into
the sea of clouds. It wasterrifying and exhilarating. The orphans oohed

and aahed as the clouds whipped by, dl reds and ydlows, oranges and



browns.

Far off, Bobasaw theflash of lightning. "A storm,” sad Garr, who

was, asusud, full of information. "The storms on Bespin are the deadliest

inthegdaxy."

But the storm was soon |eft behind asthe little ship sailed down,
down, down... into the middle levds of the atmosphere, where the

inhabitants of. Bespin dl lived.

Bobausualy liked planetfall - descending to anew planet. But this

time he had mixed fedings.

He was eager to begin the search for Aurra Sing, who could not be far

away.

At the same time, he knew he would misslife on the Candaserri. He had
beenforced tolivealie, as"Teff." But in return he had been granted,
for thefirgt and only timein hislife, afriend. Someone to spend time
with, to explore with, to talk to and share secrets with (only up to a

point, of course).

It had al been agreet pleasure - but now it was time for Boba to

return to hisred identity.

Hewas the son of Jango Fett, the toughest bounty hunter in the



gaaxy.

And he intended to get his ship back!

They landed at Portsde, in theteeming centra leves of the city.
Uniformed officias appeared at the opened ramps of the ship and asked

Glynn-Beti for documents.

Glynn-Beti handed over aholopad, pointing a the younger orphans who

were lined up at the doorway - and then at Boba.

She whispered something to the officials, and they looked a Boba One

shook his head; another nodded.

What is she tdlling them? Bobawas darmed. He had planned to wait and
make his escape from the orphanage as soon as no one was looking; but what
if he never got there? What if Glynn-Beti wastelling them to check his

identity first?

Boba edged toward the open ramp. The Jedi and the officiads had thar
backs turned. If he dipped out now he could disappear into the crowd
before anyone knew what was happening. It might be severa minutes before

they even noticed he was gone.

There was only one problem. How could he leave without saying good-bye



to hisfirg, and ill only, red friend?

The choice was between friendship and freedom.

Boba chose freedom.

CHAPTER NINETEEN

"Teffl"

He couldn't believeit - Garr "had betrayed him! His best friend was

ydling, derting the Jedi!

Bobaducked his head and ran, darting through the crowd.

Portside was amaze of narrow aleys, lined with shops where solen
goods and weapon's, illicit spice, and phony documents; al were on saleto

anyone with credits.

It was a perfect place to disappear.

Bobalooked back and saw an officia running after him. But she was
easy enough to lose - a couple of sudden reversals, aturn down a narrow
aley, and Boba had faded into the milling polyglot crowd, where a hundred

languagesfilled the air with alow buzz.



Madeit! He dowed, and forced himsdf to breathe easily so that no
onewould notice that he was on the run. Hewasinvisible, because nobody

(or no creature) notices aten-year-old.

Except another ten-year-old.

"Teff!" A hand caught his shoulder.

Bobaturned, fists up, in afighting stance, ready to defend himsdf
againg al the Jedi in the world, aswell astheir security droids, clone

troopers, officias, or...

It was Garr.

"Y ou forgot your flight bag,” Garr said, handing Boba the precious

legecy from hisfather.

Boba was amazed. Had he been that confused, that panicked? That was
breaking the bounty hunters code for sure, which was to remain cadm in

every stuation.

Boba dropped hisfiststo hisside. "Thanks," he said, taking the bag

from Garr.

"Why areyou running?' Garr asked. "They aregoing to send usto a



nice place, I'll bet.”

Bobadidn't say anything; he didn't know whereto start.

"Glynn-Beti isgoing to be mad now. Wed better get back, quick,

before-"

"Garr!" Boba grabbed hisfriend by the arm. "Come."

"Where? What for?'

"Jugt come. I'll explain!™

Cloud City's centrd levels were open, at the edges, to the wind and

air. Dragging Garr by the hand, Boba headed toward a park lodged up against

atransparisted barrier that looked down on a sea of streaming clouds.

From here it was easy to see why Cloud City was considered one of the most

beautiful citiesin the galaxy.

"What'sthisall about?" Garr asked as Boba parked himself on a bench

and pulled hisfriend down beside him. "Teff, talk to me!™

"Inthefirgt place," said Boba, "my name'snot Teff."

"It'snot? What isit then?'



Bobadidn't want to tell another lie, but he didn't want to tdl the

truth either. "Never mind that," he said. "'l have something more important

totdl you."

"Y ou're not an orphan?’ Garr guessed.

"I'm an orphan dl right. Just not a needy orphan wanting to be

rescued by the Jedi."

"But why not?If they want to help out..."

"| told you my father was deed, but | didn't tdl you how. He was

killed by the Jedi. | saw it happen.”

Garr gasped. "Was your father... bad?' "Bad? He was good,” said Boba,

hisvoicerisng.

"But the Jedi are good,” said Garr. "They are the guardians of peace

and..."

Boba began to see how hopdessit was. Garr would never understand.

"It was amisunderstanding,” said Boba. "But because of it, | cant

gtay with the Jedi."



"Y ou can stay with me!" said Garr. "My parentswill be returning for
me soon, | know they will! They will take you in. We can be brothers. Or

brother and sster. Or whatever."

Boba shook hishead. "Y ou aretruly my friend,” hesaid, "but | can't
afford to have friends. | have my own road to travel, alone. | must go my

ownway."

"But.." Garr'sbig brown eyeswerefilling with tears.

"Wemust say farewell," said Boba.

"Good!" came a voice thet was a the same time familiar and

frightening. For the second time that day, Boba fdt a hand on his

shoulder. Only thisonewas cold, with agrip like stedl.

"Boba Fett."

Bobaturned, dowly, because of the hand that pinned his shoulder. He

saw bone-white skin, black eyes rimmed with kohl, a muscular but womenly

figurein ared jumpsuit, and a shaved head topped with asingle long lock

of bright red hair.

And blazing angry eyes.

"AurraSing!" It was the bounty hunter who had captured him and stolen



hisship. "I knew it! | saw Save following the Candaserri."

Bobatried to twist away but AurraSing held his shoulder tight. Then

Garr gtarted kicking her. "Let go of him! Take your hands off him!"

"Who'sthis?' Aurra Sing asked, picking up Garr by the hair, o that
the kicksonly afflicted theair. "Do | kill it or just toss it over the

Sde?'

She held Garr out over therailing, suspended by alock of hair over a

thousand kilometers of empty air.

"Nether!" said Boba, findly twigting free. He put hishands on his
hips and faced Aurra Sing defiantly. "Garr ismy friend. As you are not.

What isit you want with me?’

"I want to make you an offer you can't refuse,” said AurraSing. With

aquick toss, she dropped Garr back on the bench.

"O000ph!" said Garr. "What's going on here? Who are you? Who is Boba

Fett?!

"Your littlefriend istoo nosy,” the bounty hunter said to Boba,
without looking at Garr. "Y ou and | have business, so tdl hm to meke

himsdf scarce”



"Go," Bobasaid smply to hisfriend. He tried to keep hisvoice cold.
That wasthe only way to get Garr to leave. "'l told you, | have no room for

friends. Y ou heard what she said. Disappear.”

Garr ressted. When Aurras hand moved to her blaster, Garr was

convinced.

"Good-bye," Garr said sadly infarewdll.

Bobaalowed himsdf to say a heartfet goodbye back. Though his heart

felt red pain, that wasit.

"What isthis offer?' Bobaturned to Aurra Sing and demanded as soon

as Garr wasgone. "All | want from you ismy ship back.”

"Then werein agreement,” said AurraSing. "That'swhat my offer is-

your ship back."

"Savel." Bobas eyeswere wide with hope and excitement. "Where is

it?'

"Not here." AurraSing's eyes scanned the other beings on the terrace.
"Too many eyesand ears. Thereisacity caled Tibannapolis, not too far

from here. Meget me there at noon tomorrow."



"Andif | don't?'

"Youwill, if youwant to see Savel again," said Aurra Sng. She
tossed Bobaacoin. "Here - agood faith offering. It will rent you acloud
car, which you will need to find Tibannapolis. Look for me near the ancient
refinery known as Revol Legp. If you show up with Jedi or officids, the
ded's off. You'll never see your precious ship again. Now | have to tend

to busness."

Then, with aflip of her topknot, and without aword of farewell, she

was gone.

CHAPTER TWENTY

One hundred credits.

Boba checked the prices, and found out that he had barely enough to
hire acloud car, with enough lft over for, amedl, aslong asit was g,
smdl one. He dragged it out aslong as possible, wondering what he was
going to do to passthetime until his meeting with Aurra Sing. He knew
hed have to avoid the Jedi who might be looking for him - and he wondered
why Sing would want to give him back his ship. She must want something in
return, or wasit atrap? And What if she were caught by the Jedi?

Unfortunately, he couldn't exactly turn her in himsalf.



Noon tomorrow - it seemed like along time away. But it wasn't. Bespin
turned so swiftly onits axisthat the days were only twelve hours long.

Boba barely had time to grab a nap on apark bench beforeit was time to

go.

The cloud car was a net little item: two open-cockpit cabs, or
nacelles, attached by athree meter-long shaft that held the repulsorlift
engines. Bobachoseto ride in the cockpit with the driver, a short and

prickly Ugnaught, a native of Bespin - or so Boba thought.

"Y ou from around here?' he asked, just to make conversation... and

maybe learn athing or two about the planet he was now stuck on.

"We were brought here by Lord Figg,” said the driver. "He gave us our
freedom, in return for our labor building Cloud City. We are eterndly

grateful to himfor..."

The Ugnaught driver droned on, but Boba was more interested in

studying the cloud car's smple controls: aring that was pushed in for

down and pulled out for up, or twisted for turns.

| could fly thisthing better than him!

As Cloud City dwindled into the distance, and the cloud car darted in



and around the multicolored towers of fog and vapor, Boba began to
appreciate the exotic beauty and appeal of Bespin. The atmosphere was
buoyant and thick, so it required little energy to fly or to float. Things

fell dowly, whenthey fell.

Evolution had produced thousands of forms of smdl, colorful life,
which fed on one another with happy abandon. Boba saw larger creatures,
too. Grest floating sacks, with amorphous forms and shifting colors. They

were herded by men on batlike creatures.

"Wing riders," said the cloud car driver. "Riding on Thrantas. Not
native to Bespin. But then few of us are. We Ugnaughts were actudly

brought here by..."

"Y ou dready told me," said Boba.

"Sorry," said the cloud car driver. "It'sjust that we have found our

freedom here, and we are eterndly grateful tothe..."

"You aready told me," said Boba. He looked out the window. "There.

What'sthat?"'

The cloud car was spiraing down through a srim of clouds. Below,
Boba saw ahuge, round, rusted wreck of metal and plagtic, flogting & a

tilt.



"Tibanngpolis" said thedriver. "I'm out here a least once aweek."

It looked to Bobaasif the entire abandoned city were scraps on a
plate, about to dide off into the garbage can. "Why would anyone come

here?' he wondered.

"Souvenir hunters," said the driver.

"Canyoutdl mewhere Revol Legpis?

"| can do better than that,” said the squat little Ugnaught. "l can
take you there." Instead of weaving in and out of the ruined buildings, he
dove under the city. Looking up, Boba could see rusted remains of the
Tibanna processing factories and mines. Theflat bottom of the floating
city was covered with agae, and plants that fed on the dgae, and floating
beasts that fed on the plants, and plants that fed on the beasts that fed

on the plants.

Thisisaharsh universe, Bobathought to himsdf. / mugt falow my

father's example and become harsh aso.

Revol Leap was at the city's edge - a section of tower asjagged as a

broken tooth that hung out over the emptiness.

Suddenly - aspot of orange, adeek nose, a stubby wing, a familiar



beloved shape...

Savel. Thereit was! Idling on a warpout deck under the twisted

spire of the Leap.

And standing next to it was Aurra Sing.

Shelooked asfierce as ever, with her red hair gleaming in the dm
light thet filtered through the clouds. Mad at the gdaxy, Boba thought.

But why? That kind of anger seemed more of ahindrance than ahelp.

Remain cam at adl costs was Jango'sway. And it will be my way, too,

thought Boba.

Asthe cloud car dowed, hovered, and landed, Boba was surprised to

redlize that he was glad to see Aurra Sing.

It had been niceto have afriend like Garr. But what good was a

friend you haveto hide the truth from?

AurraSing wasn't afriend, far fromit; but at leest she knew who

Bobawas.

"Want meto wait?' the driver asked as he landed, thelittle cloud car

scraping on the sted with aharsh sound.



"No," said Boba, pulling out hisflight bag and throwing the driver

hislast credits. "Keep the change.”

"Hey, thanks, pal," the Ugnaught said. Boba redlized he had overtipped

him. But what did it matter? Save | was back!

Hewaved at AurraSing. She of course didn't wave back. Too busy

scowling at the galaxy. Bobawondered what would happen if the gdaxy

scowled back

And suddenly it did.

CRACK! CRACK!

Two laser bolts hit near Aurra Sing. Another hit near the cloud car.

The Ugnaught driver jumped out of the cloud car and ran for the safety

of anearby building. Aurra Sing stood her ground and |ooked up. Boba ran

to her side and followed her glance.

A Bespin sky patrol skimmer was diving out of the clouds, firing &

Savel.

"Y ou betrayed me!" AurraSing cried. She reached under her robe and

drew out a blaster. Then she backed toward the Save 1.



"Wait!" Bobasad, running after her. "1 didn't tdl them anything.

How can you be so sureit'sthe Jedi anyway?"

Aurra Sing grinned as she opened the cockpit. "Who dse would be

trying to kill me? And failing so miserably?"

Boba scrambled up behind her. "Now we can get away."

"Sorry, kid, the dedl's off!" Aurra Sing said. "When you told the Jedi

where we were mesting, you blew it."

"I never told anyone anything! It wasn't me!" Boba threw his flight
bag into the ship. The engines were dready idling. Aurra Sing grabbed Boba
and hurled him from the vehicle. He hit the stedl deck of the floating city
s0 hard that it knocked the breath out of him. Before he could get back on

hisfeet, sheld closed the ramp, fired up the turbos, and taken off.

Boba barely had time to jump free, dodging the blistering exhaust.

"Come back!" Helooked up. Savel wasrising into the clouds, with

the sky patrol craft close behind. The battle was on. Both ships were

firing now, streaking the sky with tracer blasts.

Bobawanted to be part of the fight. He wanted to be at the controls



of hisship again. But how?

With hiseyes on the sky, he backed up, denching hisfigs in

frustration.

Then he remembered the cloud car.

Pull for UP, push for DOWN. Piece of cake.

Bobatook off in hot pursuit of the sky patrol craft, which wasin hot
pursuit of Slave 1. In space, he knew he wouldn't have a chance of catching
up. But in the thick atmosphere of Bespin, dl vehides were rdatively

dow.

The cloud car wasridiculoudy easy for im to fly. And swestly
maneuverable. Bobafelt hisblood drumming an excited beat. It was great to

be back at the controls of aship, even alittle tourist hauler.

Bobawasfalling behind, so he took a shortcut through a cloud. He had

guessed right: he came out above Slave 1, where Aurra Sing couldn't see

him. She had dowed to anear hover.

She was planning something.

Bobawatched as Aurra Sing dipped into abank of clouds, asif tolie

inwait. And soon he saw what she waswaiting for.



The sky patrol craft cruised into view, circling the cloud, scanning
the horizonsfor AurraSing. Little did its pilot know that the pursuer had

become the pursued, and that Aurra Sing was preparing an ambush.

Holding his breath, Bobawatched the sky patrol craft drift past the
cloud. Any moment now, therewould be ablast of laser fire, and the broken
pieces and shattered crew of the patrol craft would fall dowly into the
depths of Bespin's atmosphere, where they would all be crushed fla, logt

forever in the toxic soup of heavy gases.

Good riddance! Boba thought. Then, asthe craft drew nearer, he saw
who wasin it. There at the controls was a Bespin pilot while Glynn-Beti

gave orders. Beside her was Ulu Ulix, and beside him, Garr.

So it was Garr who betrayed me Garr mudt have told the Jedi

everything! But ill... my friend. No doubt thinking thiswould help...

A few more meters and they would al bein AurraSing'ssights.

There was no time to think. Boba pushed the ring forward and dove,

faster and fagter. He cut in front of the patrol ship, surprisng it and

throwing it off course, just as Aurra Sing's laser bolt fired

CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE



- and missed, by centimeters.

Thelittle cloud car might have been amdl, but it was dso amazingly
fast. With the sky patrol craft in pursuit, Boba dove down under the city
and threaded the cloud car into the forests of dangling algae, where it was
dl but invisble among the thousands of strands some of which were

hundreds of meterslong.

The patrol craft was right behind. After aquick look around, though,
it left, presumably to resume the search for Aurra Sing. Wonder if they
know | saved their lives, Bobathought. He didn't regret it, though he
wondered if it had been the smart thing to do. If he had let Aurra Sng

blow them to pieces, he would perhaps be with her now, in Savel.

Now, here he wasin the weeds. Nowhere, with nowhere to go. A ten-
year-old boy in astolen craft. No money, no friends; he didn't even have

his preciousflight bag. What was that?

Bobawasn't the only one hiding in the weeds. Save | was cruisng
through, dipping slently among the hanging fronds. Was Aurra Sing hiding

from the sky patrol craft or chasing it? 1t wasimpossible to tell.

The cloud car had no comm unit. But what did it matter? Bobawas sure
AurraSing wouldn't talk to him anyway. She was convinced he had betrayed

her - and even though she was wrong to think he had told the Jedi where to



find her, he had betrayed her by spoiling her ambush.

If she sees me, shelll run. Or worse, blast me.

If only I could snesk up on her, Bobathought. And then, watching her
drift dowly toward the edge of the platform, he thought of away thet he

could.

Keeping the cloud car hidden in the hanging fronds, hefollowed Save
| across the underside of the abandoned city. It was clear now that Aurra
Sing was hiding from the Jedi. She was hovering, barely using her jets. Had

shelost her nerve?

Boba knew that as soon as the Jedi were gone, she would be hitting her

turbos, blasting for space.

If thisisgoing to work, | have to make my move now, he thought. It

meant taking a chance, but Boba was getting good at taking chances.

Shewas drifting past. Bobawaited, with his hand on the edge of the

cloud car's open cockpit, until Slave | was directly undernesth.

Then he stood up.

And stepped over the edge, into the open air.



Ashefdl, dowly at first, then faster and faster, Bobawatched the

ship below.

It wastiny; Bespin was huge.

If hemissed, hewould fall for athousand kilometers, until his skull

cracked in on itsdlf like an egg.

If he missed, but he hadn't alowed for the Sdeways drift of Savel.
He only missed by afew meters. He saw the shock on AurraSing's face when
she saw him fal past. He could only imagine thelook of horror thet she

saw on his.

Then he heard the WHOQOSH as shefired her turbos, and dove underneath

him. He heard the click/whrrr as she opened the entryway and positioned

hersdf beneath him, like anet.

O00OMPH! Baba hit on theflight bag he had thrown in earlier; the

battle helmet and the book made it hard as arock.

The entryway closed.

Safel Boba grinned - until he saw Aurra Sing's scowl.

"If I didn't know you were the son of Jango Fett," shesaid, "1 would



swear you weretrying to keep the Jedi dive by spailing n little

urprises.”

"l just want my ship back," said Boba. "I don't care who you kill."

That wasasort of lie- Bobadidn't want her killing Garr, or even Ulu.

But it was close enough.

"Fair enough,” said AurraSing. "So let's switch seets.”

"Huh?'

"Y ou know how to fly thisthing, right? And I'm a better shot then

you. Werre going to have to work together to get out of here."

Boba didn't have to betold twice. Ficking up hisflight bag, he

scrambled forward to the pilot's chair. It felt good to have his hands back

on thefamiliar controls of Save 1.

"Now take usup and out. Let's seeif our friends are il there."

They were.

K-RANG! KA-RANG!

Boba dodged laser bolts from two sides. The sky patrol craft had been



joined by starfighters from the Candaserri. Thiswastheir chanceto catch

the bounty hunter who had attacked so many Jedi.

Aurra Sing fired back, but the shots were wild. Boba threw the little

shipinto aroll, and dove into acloud.

"Let'sgrab some vacuum!™ Aurra Sing said. "Head for space.”

"Not with those garfighters on our tail!" Bobashouted. "Therés no
placeto hide up there." He had counted at least four from the Candaserri.

The Jedi had cdlled for reinforcements, and gotten them.

"Well, were not exactly invisble herd™ Aurra Sng ydled back.
"We're surrounded - and there's a storm coming. These Bespin sorms are

deedly.”

Maybe that can work to our advantage, Boba thought.

He checked the radar imagery. There it was - amonster sorm, towering
from the bottom levels of the atmosphere, al the way to the lower reaches
of gpace. It was streaked with lightning, and it spun like a supersonic

top.

"Hang on!" Bobacried. He spun Save 1 out of the cloud, into the

middle of thewaiting Jedi sarfighters.



KA-RANG!

KA-RANG!

Boba threw the little ship into ashimmy, dodging laser bolts as it

streaked across Bespin's cloud-stacked sky, with four - no, Sx - no,

eight! - sarfightersand aCloud City sky patrol tight on itstail.

"Now you've doneit!" cried AurraSing. "They've al seen us”

"Not for long," said Boba, thinking of his fether as he headed

draight for thelightning-gtitched storm cloud. "Nobody fallows where

weregoing!”

CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO

Tota darkness.

Then blinding light.

Slave | shook and spun and creaked and groaned.

The turbos were usdless. Nothing could, match the power of the storm.

The ship went where the storm sent it, which was down, down, down - -



Save | was designed to withstand the high vacuum of outer space, not
the tremendous atmospheric pressures of agas giant like Bespin. A crack

appeared in the cockpit canopy; Boba smelled an acrid, toxic stench.

"We're breaking up!" cried AurraSing. "l thought we were heading for

"Metoo," answered Boba.

Both their voices were soon drowned out by, the screaming of the
wind. Boba stood the ship on end and hit the turbos, holding on for dear
life. Savel shook, it rattled, it rolled and spun and tumbled end over
end. The lightning crashed over them in huge breaking waves, like asurf of

light.

Boba saw: AurraSing's face reflected in the viewscreen, and for the

firgt time shelooked more terrified than angry. The sight scared him. He

knew that he looked even more scared.

Then, suddenly, it was over.

The silence was more terrifying than the noise. Boba knew that he was

dead - he saw stars everywhere.

Cold, tiny, slent sars.



"Wemadeit," sad AurraSing. "Good flying - for adumb kid."

Bobadidn't bother to answer. He was wesk with relief. They had made
it. Savel wasin space. The plucky little starship had dimbed the
spinning wals of the storm, dl the way into orbit around Bespin. No one

had dared follow.

"We need to talk," said Boba. He was exhausted, but he fdt a new

confidence. "Thisismy ship. | want it back. Now."

"Later," said AurraSing, laughing. "There are other planets in this
system where well be less consgpicuous. Unless you want to wait here for

the Candaserri to spot us?'

CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE

"Y our father and | were not exactly friends," said Aurra Sing, once

they were in orbit around dark planet; asister to Bespin which was il

vighleasatiny globe in the distance. "Bounty hunters don't have

friends. But | respected him. He was the redl thing. No sentimental

attachments, no loydties."

"Likeyou?' Bobaasked.

"Sort of - and sort of like, you," Aurra Sng went on. "You're



developing some of his better qualities. Not that | care. Our paths have

only crossed out of my necessity.”

Bobawondered what this meant. "Let's, uncross them, then," he said.

"Thisismy ship. Pick aplanet, and I'll put you off; well say farewdl,”

"And good riddance, too," said Aurra. Sing.

"But first we have ajob to do together. Y ou and me and your father,

Jango Fett.”

"My father?"

"He wasricher than anyoneredized. He It credits and treasure

stashed all over the galaxy. It'syours, Boba. All you haveto do is pick

itup.”

"Where?' Boba asked. His heart was pounding with excitement.

AurraSing smiled. "Severd places. | happen to know where they dl

are. That'swhy we're ateam. | have the coordinates and you have the

codes."

"Codes?| don't have any codes."

"Your DNA and retinal scans are the codes. Y our father made sure the

treasure could only be accessed by hisson.”



"Why should | trust you? How do you know all this?* Boba asked. "You

dready stole my ship once, and betrayed me to Dooku.”

"Trust me? You'd beafoal to trust me. Do you think | trust you?
Y ou're Jango Fett's son, after al. We're going to get the treasure and

split it, fifty-fifty. That'sit, kid. Then you're on your own.”

"Hfty-fifty? But itsmine!" Bobawondered if hewould even see the

fifty shewaspromising.

AurraSing smiled. "What choice do you have? Unless you want to wait

for someone dseto find the treasure.”

Boba a so wondered if Aurra Sing knew that Jango Fett had tens of
thousands of sons. Does she know that al she hasto do iskidnap a clone
trooper? But what was that his dad used to tell him? That he was the only

undtered clone?

"Okay," said Boba. "It'saded. We're ateam - for now."

"Everything's‘for now," kid," said AurraSing. "So let's head for the

first Ste. We can catch some shut-eye in hyperspace. Il punch in the

coordinates while you look the other way. And | mean the other way!"



As soon as the jJump was made and they were in hyperspace, Aurra Sing

went to deep, snoring loudly.

Boba sat on hisflight bag and watched the stars streak by. He was
tired too, but he felt cautioudy good. He had his ship back and hisflight
bag. He was on hisway to get the rest of hisfather'slegacy. He had made

afriend, evenif it was afriend he would never see again.

He had escaped Count Dooku... but for how long? And in Aurra Sing's

company, hewould be doubly pursued by the Jedi.

AurraSing was certainly no friend. But she was useful. And a least

he could trust her - to be untrustworthy!

Boba Fett knew he would have to remain on guard.



