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PROLOGUE

The Dream is dways the same. Boba Fett alwaysthinks of it as The

Dream, because it'sthe only one he ever remembers. The only dream he ever

wants to remember.

In The Dream, hisfather, Jango Fett, isdive. Heis showing Boba how

to handle ablagter. The dull gray weapon is much heavier than Boba thought

it would be.

"Likethis" Jango Says. Heis not wearing hisMandaorian hemet, so



Boba can see hisfather's brown eyes, coally intelligent but not cold, not
when heislooking & hisson. When hisfather holdsthe blaster it Iooks
weightless, adeadly extension of Jango's own hand. He hands the weapon to

Boba, who tries hard to keep his hand steady as he holstersit.

"Always make certain your grip istight,” Jango goeson, "or dse an

enemy can knock it fromyou. Likethis- "

A quick mation and the blaster fals from Bobas hand. Boba looks up
in dismay, expecting areprimand, but hisfather issmiling. "Remember, son

- trust no one, but use everyone."

That's when Boba wakes up. Sometimes his father's message is
different, and sometimes the wegpon is different. A dartshooter, say, or a

missile. But onething never changes.

Bobaawayswakes from The Dream. And hisfather is still dead.

CHAPTER ONE

"Bobal Downtime'sover! | need you - werein fina approach.”

Bobalooked up groggily from where he d been adeep in Save I's

cockpit. Beside him, where once hisfather would have st at the Starship's

controls, the bounty hunter, Aurra Sing was hunched over the console. She

was staring at the Screen. It wasfilled with symbol s that were meaningless



to Boba Fett - - the coordinates of ther precise destination remained

scrambled.

"Yed" Aurral Sing murmured triumphantly. "Werre dmost there.”

She looked aside at, Boba. Quickly he turned away. He wasn't supposed

to know where they were going.

That was part of the dedl. AurraSing would bring the two of them
here, following the coordinates she had discovered in Save I's databank.
The coordinates were part of acomplex system - atreasure map, redly -
that detailed where Bobas father had stored a vast fortunein credits and

precious metds, al acrossthe gaaxy.

Jango Fett had been a bounty hunter - an extremely successful bounty
hunter. He had been an extremely clever one, too. Trained as a great
Manda orian warrior, Jango had learned the most important lesson of dl:
Prepare for the worst. And so he had made certain that his young son, Boba,
would have access to his fortune after his death. The fortune could never
be obtained by anyone else, because the access code was programmed so thet
only Bobas retinal scan and DNA could obtain it. Since Bobawas the sole
unaltered clone of hisfather, he and he aone shared Jango's pure genetic

meaterid.

But Bobadid not know where the fortune was. Only Aurra Sng knew



that, because she had accessed the records on hisfather's ship. The ship

that should have been Boba Fett's now.

Bobalooked warily at the person next to him. Her topknot of flaming

red hair brilliant against dead-white skin. Her eyes blazing astwin suns.

"Sheisone of the deadliest fighters | have ever known," Jango had
told Boba once, years before. "She was trained as a Jedi, but for some
reason she hates them more than she hates anyone in the galaxy - and that's
saying something! Don't ever cross her, son. And above dl, don't ever

trust her."

Boba Fett certainly didn't trust her. Who would? Aurra Sng was as
thin and muscular and fine-boned as a Kuat aristocrat, but asdeadly as a

Mentellian savrip. She was asolitary hunter and aletha predator.

Likemy father. Likel could be, Boba thought. His glance turned

admiring - though he was too smart to let Aurra Sing see that!

"Get ready for descent,” she snapped as she punched in the find

landing codes. " Soon you'l start making yourself useful to me, kid!"

The coordinates were il scrambled. But earlier, while Aurra Sing
was momentarily distracted, Boba had peeked at the screen and solen a
glimpse of theitinerary data. They were somewherein the Core Worlds. A

long way from Bespin and Cloud City, where hed met up with Aurra. Boba



knew about the Core Worlds from overhearing hisfather's conversations. It
was agood place to buy weapons - agood place to buy anything, now that he
thought about it. Maybe a good place to outfit Save - once he got rid of

AurraSing.

He didn't know the name of their actual destination, and he couldn't
read the planet's coordinates, but he could see it on the monitor. A
medium-sized planet, as gleaming and faceted as a green-and-gold jewe. He
glanced at AurraSing, but she was busy with the landing program. He looked
back at the planet on the screen. A string of unintdligible numbers and
letters scrolled across it, and then a Sngle phrase that he could

understand.

AARGAU. LANDING ACCESS GRANTED.

Aargau. So that's where they were going.

Too bad I've never heard of it. Bobasighed. The landing restraints

chafed hisarms. When hetried to get more comfortable, Aurra Sng glared

ahim.

"Y ou want to get out now?" she said, and gestured at the dumping bay.

"It can be arranged!™

Boba gritted his teeth, fordng himsdf to amile gpologetically.



llwry'll

Don't trust her, hisfather had said. But Bobahad struck adeal with

her. He had agreed - reluctantly - to split the treasure with her, fifty-

fifty.

He had no choice. He had no money, no credits, no possessions except
for hisflight bag, hisfather's Mandal orian hedmet, and Savel. He had no
friends out here, wherever here was. And he had no friends anywhere. Even

when he had the chance of having afriend, he soon lost it.

He had only himsdf to rely on: an deven-year-old with his father's
training, his father's split-second reflexes, his father's fighting

ingtincts - and his own tdent for surviva.

"Ready?' barked Aurra Sing. It was a command, not aquestion.

"Ready," said Boba, and he readied himsdlf for their final descent to

Aargau.

CHAPTER TWO

Aargau wasn't thefirst planet Boba Fett had ever vigited, or even the
second. For akid, Bobahad seen alot of planetsin a short time. There
was gray, cloud-swept Kamino, his homeworld, where months could pass and

you'd never see anything but sheets of slvery rain, and hear nathing but



the pounding of wind and water. There was Geonosis, a vast desert planet
that glowed beneath its orange rings, where Boba had buried, his father;
and Bogden, asmall planet orbited by so many moonsit looked like part of

agigantic game of Wuur-marbles.

And there was the Candaserri The Republic troopship Candaserri wasn't
aplanet, of course, but it had seemed almost asbig as one to Boba. On
Candasarri hed run into the hated Jedi, though not Mace Windu, the Jedli

Might who had killed Bobas father.

Still, except for the Jedi, Candasarri hadn't been so bad. It
certainly wasn't as disgusting as Raxus Prime, the galaxy's toxic dumping
ground, where Boba Fett had last encountered the Count. He dways thought
of him as"the Count," because the Count had two names - Tyranus and Dooku.
Bobasfather had alwaystold his son, "If anything should happen to me,

find the Count. HEll know how to help you."

Asit turned out, the Count had found Boba firg. The Count hired
AurraSing to bring Jango Fett's son to him - for safekeeping, the Count
assured Boba. Aurra Sing had kept Slave 1 aspart of her payment, which
Bobadidn't think wasfair - it had been hisfather's ship, and by rights

it should be Boba's ship now.

But you didn't argue with the Count, any more then you argued with

AurraSing.



Not if you expected to live, anyhow, Bobathought as he waited for
Savel to makeitslanding on Aargau. The Count was atal, imperious men
withicy eyes. Like AurraSing, he had been trained as a Jedi - dthough
unlike Aurra Sing, the Count had finished histraining and had once been a
Master - which made him even more dangerous. And like Aurra Sing, the Count

now hated the Jedi.

When Bobafirgt heard hisfather talk about the Count, Jango referred
to him as Tyranus. It was Tyranuswho had recruited Jango Fett as the
source for the great clone army created on Kamino. In appearance, every

clone trooper resembled Jango Fett as an adullt.

But only Boba Fett resembled hisfather as ared boy. Unlike the
clone troopers, Bobas DNA had not been geneticaly enhanced. Hegrew a a
normal rate, not at the accel erated rate that the clones did. Boba thought
the clones were sort of creepy. They were cool, because they could fight
better than any droid army, but they were strange, too, because they looked

0 much likehisfather.

The Count was even creepier. Especidly since Bobaknew the Count hed

two identities.

Tyranus had created the clone troopers now used by the Republic, while
Dooku was on the side of the Republic's enemies: the Separatists. Two men

on opposing sides - but they were both the same person!



And only Boba Fett knew that. He smiled now, thinking of it. Knowing a
secret is power, hisfather had dwaystold him. But only if it remains

yOur Secret.

"Ready," muttered Aurra Sing. Around them the starship shuddered with

the force of reentry. "And - now!"

Through the screenin front of them he had his firs glimpse of
Aargau. The planet's surface was invisble. All he could see was one
sangle, impossbly huge pyramid, rising like an enormous shining stedl

gpike from the mists of cloud far, far below.

"What's that?' asked Bobain awe. He had never seen an atifact that

vad. "Isit - isthat where people live?’

Aurranodded. "Yes. Aargau isrun by the Inter-Gaactic Banking Clan.
They're gicklersfor organization and control. So alarge part of the
habitable portion of the planet is one gigantic pyramid. It'sdivided into
seven levels. The upper level isthe smalest, of course, so security can
check dl vidtors coming and going. Then as you go down, you find
administration, then the banks and vaults and treasuries. The merchant and

living levels are below these."

Boba peered down. He could see lines zigzagging across the stepped



levels of the pyramid. Therewere blinking lights, glowing canyons, and

brilliantly colored tunnels everywhere across the pyramid's surface.

"Wow! It'slikeabig maze" he said admiringly.

"That'sright. Droids are programmed to find their way around al the
levels, but people can spend years memorizing the access codes and charts,
and till get lost. They say that if you get off on the wrong leve, you
can spend your entire life wandering around and never find your way back to

whereyou started.”

Cool! thought Boba. He glanced furtively at AurraSing. Once he had
his share of hisfather's fortune, maybe he could lose Aurra in this
planetary labyrinth, regain control of Savel - and regain his freedom,
too. Hefdt in his pocket for the book hisfather had left him. It wasthe
possession that Boba treasured above al dse, except for his father's

Manddorian hdmet.

The hemet was safein Bobas degping area. But the book he had
recently decided to keep with him aways. It contained information and
advicethat hisfather had recorded for him. Inaway, it waslike having a

link to hisfather, even though Jango Fett was dead.

But Boba didn't want to think about that. Once he had made certain the

book was where it should be, he turned his attention back to the screen.



Save | was gpproaching the top of the glittering pyramid. Far below,

Boba could see flickers of light, green and red and blue. It made

everything look like part of agigantic circuit board. He pointed to where

the deepest reaches of the planet sparkled brilliantly.

"What's down there?' he asked. "At the very lowest level ?'

"That'sthe Undercity, kid. They say that anything goes down there -

if you can find your way."

She leaned back in the command seet, grinning asthe ship's computer

finally made contact with the planet's security force. On the screen in

front of her, green letters scrolled - not the scrambled coordinates, but

|etters that Boba could read clearly.

WELCOME TO AARGAU

YOUR ARE NOW ENTERING A

NEUTRAL ZONE

"Hah!" said Aurra Sing. She unfastened her safety harness and stood,

shaking back her topknot mane of red hair. "Neutral zone! No such thing!"

"What do you mean?' asked Boba. He did from his char and followed



her to Slave I's docking bay.

"I mean nobody's ever neutrd. Not redly. Everyone and everything has
aprice- you just haveto figurewhat it is." Reflexively she checked her
weapons, then glanced at Boba. "1 guessyou're ready - al we need is you,
after all. Let the bank check your identity and hand over the money!" She
grinned, then punched in the code to open the starship's outer doors. "Come

on, kid - let'sgo get rich!"

CHAPTER THREE

Bobaquickly decided that Aargau was definitely the cleanest planet
he'd ever been on. The docking zone was like the indde of a gigantic
holoscreen, with flashing lights and low, brightly colored buildings. The
streets were broad and empty of any vehicles, except for a couple other'
airspeedersthat had recently landed. There were few people or droids that
he could see. Not even hisfather's Spartan apartment on Kamino had been as

clean asthid

And everything was bathed in red light - a harsh light that made

Boba's eyes fing.

"|sthe atmosphere this color?' he wondered.

Aurra Sing shook her head. "No. That'sfrom specid infrared rays"

she explained, asthey clambered out of Savel. "Aargau has human-standard



aimosphere. Every level is color-coded. It's supposed to make it easier to

find your way around. It gives me aheadache.”

"Me, t00." Bobarubbed hiseyes. "So thislevel isred?’

"That'sright. Infrared rays hdp disnfect incoming ships - and

vigtors. Aargau hasalot of rules.”

Severd uniformed soldiers walked among the other ships at the docking
ste. Eveninuniform, with their faces hidden by ther hdmets, Boba
recognized them. They were done troopers, members of the clone amy
created by Count Tyranus. Aargau was part of the Republic, which would
explain why the clones were here. In one of the other docking bays, Boba

recognized a Republic gunship. That was where the clone troopers would have

comefrom.

But why was agunship here? Wasit refuding?

Boba watched as the troopers drew nearer. It was aweird feding,
seeing the clones again. Boba knew that every one of them had his father's
face. Hisfather's eyes, hisfather's mouth - but not his father's amile

Becausethe clonesrardly if ever amiled.

Boba could see Aurra Sing tensing as the troopers approached them. But

they only nodded politely. They gave acursory look at Save I, then moved



on.

"They didn't search us," said Bobain surprise. He glanced back at the
troopers. "Or the ship." Aurrashrugged. "Not redly ther job. They're
fighting battles, not checking cargo. Anyway, nobody bothers smuggling
anything into Aargau. Too affluent. They've got asaying - 'Better poor on
Aargau than wealthy anywhere e e’ Thisisthe bank for the whole galaxy.
There's enough precious metdsin vaults on Aargau to outfit an entire army

athousand times over."

"Redly?' Bobagrinned dyly to himsdlf. If the bank here was that

rich, would it even noticeif afew bars of gold were missing?

Asthough she could read histhoughts, AurraSing added, "It's easy
getting onto Aargau. Getting off ismore difficult - you don't want to know
what they do to peoplethey catch trying to smuggle stuff off-planet.” She
turned and gave him anasty grin. "Don't even think of double-crossng me,
kid. All they haveto do is suspect you of smuggling, and you're higory.

'‘Cause who isan officer going to believe? An adult or akid?'

Not just akid - abounty hunter's kid, thought Boba, and scowled. But

he sad nothing.

"Sojust you stay with me," Aurra Sing hissed as they headed toward a
large, shining console desk. An immense hologign flickered in the air above

it. The holosign had a scrolled message that repeated itself over and over



and over again in ahundred different languages.

WELCOME TO AARGAU,

JEWEL OF THE ZUG SY STEM!

OBSERVE THE FOLLOWING RULES:

I. NO UNLAWFUL REMOVAL OF PRECIOUSMETALS

[1. NO POSSESSION OF WEAPONS EXCEPT BY AARGAU CITIZENS

1. NOWILLFUL CONSPIRACY TO DEFRAUD, DISCREDIT, OR DECEIVE THE BANK

OF AARGAU

THE ABOVE CRIMES ARE PUNISHABLE BY IMMEDIATE EXECUTION

Bobaglanced at AurraSing. She would have alittle trouble with Rule

Number 1, he thought.

But Aurra Sing didn't bother to read the rules. She strode right

through the holosign and into Customs Central. Boba hurried to catch up

with her.

"Welcometo Aargau,” sad the attendant a the Customs Centrd



console. She was humanoid, with the telltale gauntness and pallid skin that
marked her asamember of the InterGalactic Banking Clan, from Muuniling.
She wore an expensve-looking, gold-and-slver plasted suit. Its buttons
looked likered platinum, with insets of blinking, emerad-colored gavril
eyes. She held up asmdll retinal scanner, directing it fird a Boba's

eyes, then Aurras. After the scan was complete, she glanced back down a

the device's readout. Her expression betrayed nothing.

"May | ask the purpose of your visit?' she asked.

"l am this boy's guardian, appointed by hisfamily to seethat he gets
the education he deserves," Aurralied. Bobawinced at the thought of being
related to her. "We're here to check on the atus of his High-Yidd

Universd Indtitutional Savings Account.”

"Very good." The attendant smiled blandly. "And may | see proof of

your invesment?'

For amoment Aurra Sing said nothing. Then shedid asmdl shiny card

across the desk toward the attendant. Boba's eyes widened: The card had to

be encoded with the access information to hisfather's secret fortune!

Aurra Sing looked at the attendant and said, "I think youll find

everything you need there.”

The attendant dipped the card into a new scanner. The scanner beeped



and blinked. The attendant read the information display.

"Yes" shesaid. Shelooked over at Boba "Y ou are Boba Fett?"

Boba nodded and the attendant smiled. "With this kind of card, I'd

guess you're quite awed thy young man!"

"Yes," Bobaagreed. But he certainly didn't fed - or look - wedthy!
He glanced down at what he was wearing. Blue-gray tunic over blue-gray
pants, knee-high black boots. Standard-issue stuff, not the way arich kid

would dress.

Would that make any difference to the security people here on Aargau?
The security attendant certainly didn't seemto care. She glanced again a
the shiny information card AurraSing had given her, dill inits dot on

her desk.

Shesad, "Asfird-timevistorsto Aargau, you are cleared to vist
Levels Onethrough Three. That is where off-world banking accounts and
precious metals are stored. Y our own credits will be on one of those
levels. Once you have withdrawn your credits or metalsfrom your account,
you may purchase clearanceto Levels Four and Five. Level Four iswhere you

can arrangefor lodging, and Leve Fiveiswhere you can buy supplies.”

"What'son Leve Sx?' asked Boba. "Entertainment and recreationd



fadlities”

Bobagrinned. "And Level Seven?'

The Customs attendant gave him a cool amile "Levd Seven isthe
Undercity. A young person like yoursaf would have no business there. We
encourage free trade, of course, so we don't restrict merchants or traders
from anywherein the gdaxy. Asaresult, you can find some very shady
charactersin the Undercity. It isterribly dangerous, especidly with the
recent skirmishes againd the Separatists. The Republic has sent a

peacekeeping force to make certain that itsinvestments remain protected.”

She continued to gaze at Boba, and went on. ™Y ou must aso be sure not
to exchange your money with anyone who isnot a licensed member of the
InterGalactic Banking Clan. There are black market money changers on
Aargau. Itisillegd to do businesswith them. If you're caught, you will

be deported immediately. And you will be caught. Do you understand?”

Boba nodded serioudy. "Yes," hesad.

Beside him, Aurra Sing fidgeted impatiently. "Thanks" she said. She

started to reach for the info card. "Now, if you don't mind - *

But before she could move, the attendant raised her hand. Seemingly
out of nowhere, several S-EP 1 security droids appeared and swarmed toward

the desk. They werefollowed by athird droid that made Boba's heart pound



in fear and amazement

An |G assassin droid.

CHAPTER FOUR

Boba heard Aurra suck her breath in sharply. Behind the desk, the
attendant made a 9 ashing motion with her hand. The n droid stopped.

Sowly it raised onearm.

Its lasers were pointed right at Aurra Sing!

Indinctively the bounty hunter went into adefensve stance. "Cdl!

it off!", she ordered the attendant.

But the attendant only shook her head. "I told you," she said in her
cdm voice. Shewas staring a Aurrasblaster. "Y ou'll haveto leave your

weapons here.

"Not on your lifel" AurraSing said. She reached for her blaster. But
she stopped abruptly when she saw the assassn droid reach for its

concussion grenade.

"Oh," said Aurra. Shewithdrew her hand from her blagter. "Sorry! |

guess overlooked that detail. | was so busy with everything dse | was



thinking about.”

Aurralooked at Bobaand smiled - a amile that was more like a

grimace. "Right, Boba?"

"Yeah," said Boba. He hoped the grin he gave the atendant didn't look
asfakeas Aurra Sing's."We were so excited about findly landing here, we

just forgot!"

The attendant turned away from Aurrato smileindulgently a him. "I'm

sureyou did."

Boy, are grown-ups dumb! thought Boba. He knew that the weapons check

was the only thing that could separate him from Aurra- right away.

"But you gtill must leave your weapons here,” the attendant went on.

Shelooked back at AurraSing - only this time she didn't smile "The

pendty isdeath. Thisisyour last warning.”

AurraSing scowled. "1 never go anywhere unarmed.”

"Didn't you read the planetary bylaws?' The attendant began to recite

inamonotone. "No unlawful remova of precious metals. No possession of

weapons except by Aargau citizens - "

Aurracut her off quickly. "Can | leave them on my ship?'



The attendant nodded. "Very well. But you will have to be escorted by
Security Personnd.” She gestured to the uniformed security guards who
stood watching from afew feet away. In the distance, Boba saw other
uniformed figures milling about. Some had their faces hidden behind

helmets; others were bareheaded.

"l need aSigmaRed escort,” the attendant announced into her comlink.
""She has permission to return to her ship,” shesaid to the droids, and

made another dashing gesture.

At the attendant's command, the droids retreated. At the same time,

two of the uniformed security guards walked over to the desk.

"Isthere trouble here?' one of them demanded. He looked suspicioudy

at AurraSing.

Bobafet his heart sart to pound again.

What if they were both forced to leave Aargau before he got the

fortune hisfather had left for him? He'd be as bad off as he was before.

Worse, actualy - because he'd be stuck with Aurra Sing!

But Aurraseemed to be thinking the same thing. Her expression

suddenly grew calculating. She gave the security guard the same fake amile



she had given the attendant aminute before.

"I'm cooperating, officer,” she said. But the look she gave Boba was

anything but glad.

The clone guard continued to watch Aurrasuspicioudy. The atendant

looked at her, too. She pointed at AurraSing.

"Please escort her back to her ship,” the attendant said.

The guards flanked the bounty hunter, one on either side.

"Seethat her wegpons are properly stowed away on board,” the

attendant went on. She looked at Aurra. "Once you have done that, the

guardswill escort you back to thisdesk. Then | will give you your find

clearance, and you can access the other levels here on Aargau.”

AurraSing glared at the attendant. She looked a the attendant's

uniform: Shewaswearing ablaster.

"What about you?' snapped Aurra. Y ou're armed!”

"Don't you lisgen?"' the attendant asked in disbelief. "Citizens may

cary ams. Infact, it isunlawful for citizensof Aargau to not carry

wespons.”



AurraSing turned to Stare at Boba. "What about hm?' she demanded.

Aurrapointed a Bobaangrily. "Why aren't the guards on him?"

The attendant |ooked at Boba. He made sure to appear as young and
Innocent as possible - thiswas the chance held been looking for. The

attendant shook her head, amost in sympathy for the boy.

"Heisnot armed,” shesaid in her cdm voice. "On Aargay, free
citizens may come and go asthey please, once they have received clearance.
Thisboy hasreceived clearance. And he has broken no rules. He can decide

for himsdf."

Sheturned to Boba. "Boba Fett. Do you want to accompany your guardian

to the ship? Or do you want to remain here?!

Freedom! "I'll wait here," he said, trying not to let his excitement

show.

For amoment he thought Aurrawould lunge a him. But then she seemed

to think better of it. After all, would ared guardian attack her charge?

"Y ou better wait!" she snapped. "I'll be right back, so you better not

movel"

The guards stood beside her, glaring. Aurraturned.



"Let'sget thisover with," she said. She started walking toward Slave

|, aguard at either Side.

But when they reached the docking bay she looked back at Boba one last

time. Her face was cam, but he could seetheragein her eyes.

Still, when shewas out of sght, Boba couldn't hdp grinning to

himsdf. At last. Hewas on hisown.

CHAPTERHVE

Boba stared at the shadow that was Save | waiting in the docking bay.

He could no longer see Aurraor the guards.

But he liked looking at the ship - - his ship The Manddorian hdmet
hisfather had left him was gtill on board, where Boba had stored it, safe
from Aurra Sing He wished now that he had thought to bring thee helmet with

him. It had saved hislife when he woreit, back on Raxus Prime.

And, with the hadmet on, he could be mistaken form adult. That could

be ussful, sometimes.

But other times - like now it was aso useful to be akid. No one
expected akid to be as smart as Bobawas, or as sdf-aufficent No one

expected akid to know that Dooku and Tyranus were the same person.



And no 'one expected akid might have plans that didn't indude a
parent or guardian. Especidly aguardian like Aurra Sng, who was only
using him - and would get rid of him the moment she didn't need him

anymore. He had no doubt about that.

Bobaknew he only had avery short time until Aurrareturned from the
ship. When she got back, he would have to go with her to one of the lower
levelsto get hisfather's fortune. Bobaknew she could not be trusted. If

she had the chance, she would double-cross him.

And she has no right to the money &t dl, Boba thought angrily. My
father intended that fortune for me! Not some other bounty hunter - and

especidly not AurraSing!

But without Aurra, he had no way of knowing whereto find hisfather's
treasure. It was somewhere here on Aargau - but where? The attendant hed
said it would be on one of the fird three levels-but each levd was
enormous. Without any credits, Bobamight aswell be back on toxic Raxus

Prime.

He sighed loudly. Then, remembering where he was, heturned allittle

worriedly and looked at the attendant in her boring Banking Clan uniform.

He expected her to be watching him. Isn't that what grown-ups did?



Weatched you dl the time, so you couldn't move, or even think, on your own?
Boba hated it, just as much as his father hed hated any kind of

supervision, by the Bounty Hunters Guild - or anyone else.

But the attendant seemed to have forgotten al about Boba Fett. She
stood behind the desk with her back to him. She was talking into a
communicator and scanning a computer screen. Boba had just started to turn

away again, when something shiny on the desk caught hiseye.

Theinfo card! AurraSing had forgotten to take it back!

It was till inits dot on the desk, gleaming softly in the harsh red

light.

"Wow!" Bobawhispered to himsdlf in excitement.

If he could get it, he might be ableto useit to locate his father's

fortune

Bobalooked around furtively. Acrossthe plaza, the security droids
hovered near abank of turbolift doors. On the other side of the plaza, a
group of uniformed guards stood at ease, talking. Severd people wearing
clothesthat identified them as members of the Banking Clan were waking

toward the desk.

In aminute they would be here. The attendant would turn to greet them



And Bobawould lose his chance! Quickly, he reached across the desk.
For an ingtant his hand hovered above the shining card. Then, quick as

lightning, he grabbed it.

That was easy! he thought. He glanced at the desk. The attendant il

had her back to him - but as he watched, she began to turn.

Quickly, Boba put his head down.

Don't run, he thought, even though every nervein hisbody was firing

RUN!

Don't look back - even though every second heimagined the attendant
noticing and shouting at him to stop. He began to walk away, asfast and as
slently ashe could. He crossed the plaza, his head ill down, his
swesting hand clutching the shining card. He headed toward the turbalifts

that descended to the lower levels.

Don't look back, he kept repesting to himsalf. Don't look back!

But more than anything, that was what he was dying to do - look back,

and seeif AurraSing wasleaving Savel.

Any minute now she would return.



He forced himsdlf to keep going. It was one of the hardest things he'd
ever done. Bobasingtinct, aways, wasfor action - to run, to fight, to
outwit anyone who tried to stop him. But right now, only silence and

sedth would save him.

And the ability to blend in. To not draw attention to himsdlf.

Boba stared at the floor beneath him, cold and red and gleaming, clean
as everything on Aargau was clean. Maybe twenty meters ahead of him wasthe
wall, and the rows of huge turbolifts. What wasit the attendant had sad

about them? Boba tried to remember.

Asfirg-timevigtorsto Aargau, you are cleared to visit Levels One
through Three. Thisiswhere off-world banking accounts and precious metals

are stored. Y our own creditswill be on one of those levels.

Boba's hand tightened around the shining card he had snatched from the

desk. If it gave him accessto hisfather's credits, he could get it dl

for himsdlf-and leave Aurra Sing out of the deal completely!

The thought made Boba hopeful. Then, suddenly, from behind hm came

footsteps.

"Hey," someonecdled. "You-!"



Bobasthroat grew tight. His hope faded. He had forgotten one of the

firgt rules of bounty hunters - stedth.

He had et himself be seen.

"You!" thevoice cameagain - afamiliar voice. "l sad, wait!"

Boba's heart was hammering insde his chest. He looked straight ahead,
to wherethe wall of turbaliftsloomed. They were just afew yards off now.
There were alot of doors, but one of them should open soon. If he
sprinted, he might makeit - or he might be captured by whoever was behind

him.

Bobadidn't look back. His hand clutched the shiny card - the key to
what was rightfully his. His heart was pounding so hard hischest hurt. A
few steps ahead of him he could hear the grinding sound of more turbolifts

moving upward. They dowed to ahdt as they approached the Security Levd.

"Hey - 1"

The voice came again, directly behind him! Run! thought Boba

He sprinted the last few steps. Immediately before of him, a line of

green lights blinked above another turbolift door.



"Approaching Security Leve One" a mechanized voice announced.

"Please stand back from the doors."

Bobajumped forward. In front of him, the green lightsturned to red.

Someone touched his shoulder. Boba stared sraight ahead, his heart

thumping. The turbolift doorsdid open.

"Security Level Onel™ the mechanicd voice repeated. "Please let

passengers out.”

Dozens of people hurried from the turbolift. Boba darted between them,

until hewasingde. Hewas breathing hard. But he was done in the

turbolift!

"You!" shouted the same, strangdly familiar voice.

Bobawhirled.

"Now leaving Security Level One," said the mechanical announcement.

The doors began to dide shut. There were only inches|eft before it

closed.

Bobalet his breath out. He was saf el

With acry asmdl figurelunged through the gap. The turbolift doors



hissed shut. Quickly, Boba shoved the shining card into his pocket. Then he

backed up againgt the wall and faced his pursuer.

He was trapped!

CHAPTER SIX

Boba had his back to thewall. His hands tensed to fight - -

But fight who? Or what? Boballet his breath out in shock.

Because for amoment, he thought he was staring into mirror. He saw

his own face, his own body, his own hands raised protectively. Even the

clotheswere the same - same gray-blue tunic, same high black boots. The

only difference was, that the boy staring at Boba Fett wore a helmet.

But it wasn't aclone trooper's helmet, or aMandalorian helmet. This

was atan hedmet with gold plated metd fittings. Bobahad seen thousands

likeit, back on hishomeworld of Kamino. It waslearning helmet, part of

the equipment clone youth wore to enhance their training.

Bobawas gtaring at his clonetwin!

The two of them looked warily at each other, keeping their ams raised

in afight posture. After aminute, the clone shook hishead. He hdd his



hand out to Boba. For thefirst time Boba saw that he held something.

"Y ou dropped this," the clone said. He offered it to Boba. "Up there,

by the security desk."

Bobalooked at it in disbdief. 1t was hisbook - the book his father

had |eft him. Boba shook his head. Finally he took it from the other boy.

"Thanks," Boba said. HEd been so busy trying to leave before Aurra
Sing returned that he'd forgotten he had the book with him. He looked &

the boy and ventured asmile. To his surprise, the boy smiled back.

"] thought it might be important,” the clonesaid. "I'm glad | caught

up with you."

Around them the turbolift descended smoothly, silently. Above the door
astream of blinking linesand numerasindicated that they were dowly
approaching Level Two, thousands of meters below thefirst level. Boba put
the book back into his pocket, beside the shining card. The boy cdlone

looked at him curioudly.

"Y ou're not wearing ahemet,” the clone said. He tapped a his own

helmet. "Areyou an odd or even?”

"An odd or an even?' Boba repeated. "What do you mean?"



Then he remembered.

All young cloneswere numbered. All young cloneswore learning helmets
like the oneworn by the boy in front of him. The only difference was thet
some of the learning helmets had gold-colored hardware. Others hed plan
black meta hardware. Odd-numbered clones wore gold. Even-numbered clones

woreplan.

Thisboy's hdmet had gold plating. He was an odd. He was 4ill

garing at Boba, patiently waiting for areply.

"Oh," said Boba et last. "'I'm, uh, same as you. Odd."

The boy clone nodded serioudly. "Isyour helmet getting repaired, too?

" Hetapped his own helmet, making aface asaburst of static came out of

the earpiece. The noise was loud enough that even Boba could heer it.

"That'swhy I'm here," the clone went on. *I should have remained on

board with the others. But my helmet has been mafunctioning. Our commander

said it would be faster to just get it repaired here, down on the Tech

Support Levd."

"Tech Support?’ said Boba.

"Leve Three. That'swhere dl repairsare done." He looked & Boba



and, for thefirgt time, frowned dightly. "You should know that. Y our

helmet redlly must have mafunctioned.”

Boba knew that the learning helmets provided a congtant stream of data
that the young clones absorbed. Some of the information was spoken through
the earpieces. Some of the information was visud, sreaming across the
small screen that protruded from the helmet to cover thisboy's Ift eye.
Clones developed at twice the speed of norma humans. They grew twice as
fasdt, and by using the learning helmets, their brains devel oped twice as

fadt, too.

"That'sright," said Bobadowly. "l wason my way down to seeif it's

been repaired.”

The clone nodded. He smiled again, and Boba wondered if his

friendliness might be aresult of hismafunction. Cloneswere usudly not

very emaotiond.

And even though there were hundreds of thousands of them, they were

dwaysaone.

Like me, thought Bobain mild surprise. For thefirst time he amiled

back.

"I'm 9779," said the clone. "What designation are you?"



Bobathought fast. "1313," he said.

"I'm from Generation Five Thousand,” the clone went on. "Isthat your

Generation, too?"

"Uh, yeah," said Boba. He hoped he wouldn't have to answer any more
questions. Still, hewas curious himsdf. He asked, "Why are dl the

troopers here on Aargau?”'

"Y ou mean us?' 9779 looked surprised. "You better get your hdmet
fixed if you forgot that! There arerumorsthat Separatists are here on
Aargau. Thisisaneutra planet, but we clone troopers are supposed to

keep an eye on them. Just in case of trouble.”

Just in case, Boba repeated to himsdf. He wondered why the amy
wouldve brought a clone whose training was not complete. This had to be
part of thetraining - going to ardatively stable world to learn how to

patrol and defend.

"We are now approaching Level Two," the turbo-lift's mechanical voice

intoned. "Please stand back from the doors."

9779 obediently moved aside. Boba started to head for the door before

it opened, but the clone stopped him.



"Did you forget?" 9779 asked, hisface serious. "Weregoing to Levd

Three. Got to get your helmet back!"

"Oh - " Bobasammered. "I, uh - "

But then the doors began to open. And Boba didn't have to worry about

justin case of trouble.

Because trouble had found him. Standing outside the turbolift was

AurraSing!

CHAPTER SEVEN

Boba darted to one side behind 9779. The clone stood, oblivious, as a

small group of people waited to get into the turbolift with them. In the

front of thelittle crowd stood Aurra Sing, her face dark with anger. When

she Jaw 9779 she gave low laugh of triumph.

"Gotcha" she crowed, and lunged for the clone.

"Hey - - 1" said 9779, confused, as Aurra Sing grabbed hisarm.

"Sorry," said Boba under his breath to the clone, "But thisis my

sop.”



Other people, were crowding into the turbolift now. Before Aurra Sing

could spot him; Boba squeezed between the newcomers, out onto Levd Two.

Behind him he could hear the clon€e's protests getting louder.

" - let go of me! I'll have you deported!™

" | told you to wait for mel" said Aurra Sing furioudy. "Did you

think you'd get that money for yourself?*

That'sright! said Bobato himsdf. He moved quickly away from the

turbolift. That's exactly what | thought!

The mechanized voice madeitsfinal announcement. Then the desk meta

doors closed, and the turbolift descended once more.

Bobawas on hisown again.

Just how helikedit!

He quickly checked to make sure he still had hisfather's book and the

data card.

He did. He smoothed his hair, wishing again that he had his
Mandal orian battle helmet to help disguise his appearance. He wasn't sure

if he wanted to be mistaken for aclone again - next time he might not be



50 lucky. He turned and began to ook around.

Hewasin along, shimmering green tunnd. As a maiter of fact,

everything around him had agreenish glow - thewalls, thefloor, even the

people.

And there were people everywhere. Thousands of them! He saw
representatives of every race he could imagine - Gotas, Twi'leks, Dugs,
Ithorians, and many more - aswell asbeings he didn't recognize a dl.
Mingled among them was an occasiona clone trooper. They were easy to
recognize in their deek white body armor. Even they had a green glow on

Leve Two.

But mostly, he saw members of the InterGalactic Banking Clan. They

weretdl, thinfiguresin distinctive drab uniforms. Their faces were

dead-white, their cheeks sunken like those of San Hill, who Boba had seen

on Geonosis. Bobaknew they never ventured outdoors. They spent their

entirelivesingde, managing their vast stores of currency.

If | wasrich, | wouldn't waste my life indoors, Bobathought.

No - not IF | wasrich

WHEN I'mrich!

He put his hand in his pocket. He touched the smooth card thet would



lead him to the treasure. If only he knew how to find it!

But whereto sart?

Boba frowned. Then he heard the mechanized turbolift voice behind him.

Now approaching Level Two.

Uh-oh. Thefirst thing he better do was get avay before Aurra Sing

discovered his deception. He looked around.

Level Two was much bigger than Level One. Therewasacentrd area -

that was where Bobawas standing now. And, extending out from this centrd

area, there were tunnels. Hundreds of them, shining green tunnds with

moving walkways. A nonstop stream of people went in and out of the tunnels.

They stepped onto the walkways, which led them away.

Where did they go?

Bobawalked a safe distance from the busy turbalift area. He went

toward one of the tunnel entrances. Therewasasign aboveit.

FIRST ROYAL BANK OF M'HAELI

Bobaturned and looked at the next tunnd.



BOTHAN INDEPENDENT TREASURY

"Huh," he said. Helooked at another tunndl, and another.

N'ZOTH BANKS ONLY

REGISTERED BANK OF AMMUUD,

CORPORATE HEADQUARTERS

"Banks," murmured Bobato himsdf. "They'redl banks."

That'swhat the tunnelswere. Every tunnel led to abank, or treasury,

that belonged to a particular planet. He turned dowly in acircle, looking

a dl thetunnes gretching in every direction.

There weren't just hundreds of them. The gdlaxy contained untold

numbers of planets. Even if only some of these had representative banks on

Aargau, there might be thousands of them!

How could he ever figure out which one held hisfather's treasure?

Boba fingered the card in his pocket. Around hm a steedy flow of

people went by. No one paid him any attention. After aminute he put the

card back into his pocket, and dowly took out hisfather's book.



It wasn't just a book, though. Bobawalked over to a quiet spot a

short distance from one of the tunnels. There he opened the black book.

Insde there were no pages. There was a message screen. Thefirst time
he had opened it, after hisfather's death, he had seen his father's face

and heard hisfather'swords.

"There are three things you need, now that | am gone" his father's
image had said. "Thefirg is sdf-aufficiency. For this you mug find
Tyranus to access the credits I've put asde for you. The second is
knowledge. For knowledge you must find Jabba. He will not giveit; you must
takeit. Thethird and the most important is power. You will find it dl

around you, in many forms.

"And one last thing, Boba. Hold on to the book. Keep it close to you.
Open it when you need it. It will guide you whenyouread it. Itis not a
story but aWay. Follow this Way and you will be a grest bounty hunter

someday.”

Hold on to the book. Boba bit hislip in remorse and anger. How could

he have l€eft it up on Level One?If it weren't for Clone 9779

Boba shook his head. No time for remorse now. But, he thought, if |

ever ssethat cloneagain, | owehim afavor. A redly, redly big one.



CHAPTEREIGHT

Bobalooked around. He could barely see the turbalifts from here - too
many crowds. That meant Aurra Sing would have trouble spotting him, at
least for alittle while. He glanced from one tunnd to the next, dl of

them,  dlver-greenintheeerielight of Leve Two.

Did one of them hold the treasure?

It waslikeapuzzle. Or no - - it was like alabyrinth. A maze. And
beneath thislevel, was another level, and then another, levels upon levels
extending for kilometersto the surface of Aargau, where the Undercity was.
Evenif he ever clamed his credits, how could he find his way around?

Would he be able to get back to Level One and his ship?

Mazes upon mazes. His father had told him once about being captured
and imprisoned in an underground labyrinth on Belsavis and ancther time on
Bamorra. A deadly scorpionlike kretch insect hunted him through the

tunndls.

"How did you escape?’ Boba had asked breathlesdy.

"By kegping my head," his father replied. "Mazes are designed to

confuse you. To disorient you. But mazes aways have an inner logic.

Someone had to design them, after dl. If you can stay cam and think, you



can dwaysfind your way out - if you have enough time."

Boba shook his head. He looked at the vast number of tunnds around

him.

No one had enough time to check out every one of them!

He glanced down at the book, still in hishands.

Open it when you need it, hisfather had said. Well, | sure need it

now! thought Boba. He opened it.

The message screen was gray and blank. But dowly, as he stared down

at it, letters appeared.

NEVER SEEK OUT HELP, the screen read.

Boba read the message over and over. Findly he closed the book and

put it back in his pocket.

Never seek out help. Helooked around at the thousands of silver-green

tunnds. If he didn't ask for help here, how would he ever find hisway?

"Excuseme" said asmall voice besdehim.



Bobajumped, hishandsthrust out in afighting posture. Next to hm
wasalittlefigure, not even astall ashewas. It had avaguely donkeyish
face, paleyellow in color, with large pointed ears that swooped out from
ether gde of its head like wings. It wore plain yellow homespun pants and
avest over amatching yellow shirt. Its hands and face were covered with

short, soft fur.

It wasaBimm, Bobaredized. A native of Bimmisaari.

"1 could not help noticing that you seem a bit confused,” the Bimm

went on initssingsong voice. "May | be of assstance?’

"Uh," sammered Boba. Then he remembered what his father's book had

sad.

Never seek out help.

Boba glanced nervoudy, across to where the turbadlifts were

discharging more passengers onto Level Two.

Could that flash of red and white, fast as crimson lightning, be Aurra

Sing? Or was hejust imagining it?

TheBimmsad, "l am Nuri. An independent money exchanger.” Nuri
gestured at the teeming crowds around them. "It is confusing, isit not?

Especidly when oneisafirg-timevisitor to Aargau. Might this be your



firg vigt?'

Bobalooked at Nuri suspicioudy. But the Bimm's Sngsong voice was
friendly, hissmal bright eyeswarm and welcoming. Besides, Boba was a
whole head tdler than thelittle dlien. Reluctantly, Boba admitted, "Y e-e-

es-itismy firg vigt."

The Bimm nodded wisdly. "I thought so. Much of my business consists of
hel ping people like yoursdf. Making their time here easier. Vigtors from

al over the galaxy cometo Aargau - "

Nuri swept hislittle hand out. A group of brightly dressed Mriss
swarmed past them, their brilliant feathers peeking from long robes. Close
behind them agroup of security guards paced watchfully in formation.

Behind the guards were more members of the Banking Clan.

This group, however, seemed different from the others of the Clan.
Boba stared at them, frowning. There were more heavily armed guards, for
onething. And anumber of security droids- lots of S-EP1s. In the middle
of them al waked avery tdl, very thin man with aface lean and sharp as

arazor. Two lieutenants flanked hissdes.

"That is San Hill," said Nuri in alow voice. "Heisthe head of the

InterGalactic Banking Clan.”



"Helookslikeabig stick insect," said Boba, not wanting the Bimm to

know held seen San Hill before,

Nuri tried to hide asmile. "Perhaps. But he is one of the most
powerful men in the galaxy. His presence here, now, is very interesing

indeed.”

The two of them turned and watched as the procession disappeared into

one of the eerie green tunnels.

When they were gone, Nuri said, "But enough of that!" The Bimm put a

small, furred hand upon Boba's shoulder. "Tell me, what is the nature of

your businesson Aargau?'

Boba started to reply. But the words stuck in his throat. From the

corner of hiseye he had seen another flash of red and white, darting

acrossthe far side of the crowded leve.

Thistime, there was no doubt that it was AurraSing.

CHAPTER NINE

The Bimm'sface creased with concern. "What isit?"' he asked.

Boba said nothing. He started to move very dowly back, going into a

half-crouch. Nuri turned and let his gaze flick across the crowds moving



everywhere around them. After, amoment he drew his breath in sharply

"Y ou have made an impressive enemy, young man,” said in his fluing
voice. On thefar side of the great space, Aurra Sng's Muscular figure
could be glimpsed. She was standing near the turbolifts, scanning the area
with her keen eyes. Nuri glanced at Boba then took a step back to stand

beside him. "A bounty hunter! And not just any bounty hunter, but the

legendary AurraSing!"

Bobalooked down at the Bimm. He was surprised to see that the little

aien did not look frightened. Instead, he looked impressed.

That made Bobafed abit better. "Yes," he sad.

"1, uh - |1 had some business with her. Y ou see, I'm a bounty hunter,

too. Or will be, when - "

The Bimm raised one smdl, furred hand. "'Y ou need say no more. My

businessisyour wefare. But | suggest we discussthat € sewherel™

Quickly, the Bimm gragped Bobas am. "Thisway," Nuri said. He

pointed to asmall, dark passage a short distance away.

Boba glanced back over his shoulder. Aurra Sing was gone. A security

droid now stood where she had been.



"Oh, no!" Boba said under hisbresth. He felt astab of panic. Aurra

could be anywhere, behind anyone....

He had been cardless. And his cardlessness could cost him his fortune

- or hislife.

"Quickly!" whispered Nuri. "Come- "

Boba hestated. He didn't know anything about this smdl, pointy-eared

dien. Nuri looked harmless enough, but -

But Boba had no choice. If he remained here, hed be playing hide-and-

seek with Aurra Sing, with abunch of clone troopers for an audience.

"Okay," said Boba. He followed Nuri toward the dark passage. "I'm

coming.”

Unlike the other tunndss, this one was narrow and dim. It had alow

ceiling and rounded walls.

Therewas no blinking Sgn overhead to identify it. A small pand was
st into one wdl beside the entrance. The panel had alot of buttons on
it. Nuri pressed the buttonsin a pattern Bobatried to follow. An indant

later thewall did open to revea asecond, hidden passage.



"Thisway," sad Nuri. He ducked into the passage, with Boba a his

heds.

The door closed behind them. Boba straightened, blinking. They werein
asmdl, circular room. Instead of the eerie green light that colored
everything on Level Two, thelight in here was soft and yellow. Soothing,

like Nuri'svoice.

"Where arewe?' asked Boba.

The Bimm stared up at him. His bright black eyes narrowed. "I will
answer your questionsin amoment, my young friend," he said in alow

voice. "But firgt, you will haveto answer mine."

Boba swallowed. His hand moved protectively toward his pocket. The
Bimm's gaze followed it. Boba fingered the card in his pocket, but did not

takeit out.

Hedidn't have to. Nuri had aready guessed what it was. He looked up

at Boba. A amilefilled the dlien's broad face.

"Ah! | see!" said Nuri. "Y ou have afilocard. Y ou have come here to
convert currency - or to get currency that you have stored in one of the

banks here. May | see your card?'



Bobashook his head. Hisfingerstightened around the card in his
pocket. He felt swesat beading on hisforehead. What was the dien redly

after?

He glared at Nuri. He was il bigger than the dien. Stronger, too.

But then Boba remembered where he was. in a strange tunnd, on a

strange planet. Even if he did escape from the Bimm, where would he go?

Asthough reading hismind, Nuri raised his hands. His expression was
mild. "Y ou misunderstand, young Sr! | am no thief! | am hereto provide a

sarvice, that isdl. | can help you get your credits!™

The Bimm looked pointedly at Boba's pocket. A shining corner of the

card stuck out. It glinted in the dim room.

"That iswhat | do,” Nuri continued. "I help vistors. For a fee, of

course.

Bobahesitated. If the dien tried to steal his card, Boba could knock

him down. He could force the dlien to do what he wanted.

Isn't that what bounty hunters did? Capture people?

Y et Nuri did not look dangerous. He looked friendly. He looked like he

redlly did want to help Boba To - how had the Bimm put it? - to provide a



avice,

Could Bobatrust him?

Bobaremembered the dream he had about hisfather. The Dream.

"Trust no one, but use everyone.”

Bobalooked at the Bimm's bright, friendly eyes. Slowly he pulled the

card from his pocket and nodded.

"Okay," he said. He held the card out. His own eyes were hard. "But
remember - I'm abounty hunter. Just like Aurra Sing. Y ou wouldn't make her

angry, right? Well, you don't want to even think about double-crossing me."

CHAPTER TEN

The Bimm stared at Boba. Then he bowed respectfully. " Of course young

ar, | am hereto help you - for thefee | mentioned earlier.”

Nuri took the card from Boba. The dien sfingers fdt soft, furry,

and very, very warm. Boba frowned dightly. "How much isthe-feg?"

Nuri held the card up to the soft yellow light of the passage. He

examined it carefully. "That depends,” he said.



Bobamoved closer to him. Hetried to figure out what the alien could

seein the card. "Depends on what?'

"On how much thisisworth." Nuri held up the card. "'l can arrange for

you to procure your currency, without, er, complications,”

The dien glanced meaningfully at the door leading back out onto Leve

Two. Bobaknew that by "complications," he meant Aurra Sing.

Boba asked, "How can you do that?"

Nuri shrugged. "By avoiding attention. As| am sure you have noticed,

there are many ruleson Aargau.”

Boba nodded. "I saw that," he agreed.

"Well, some of us- many of us- have made our own rules. Now, | have
shown trust in you, young sir, by telling you my name. But before | check
this- " Nuri held up the shining card " - | must be ableto trust you. |

must know you are not dangerous, or awanted man. | must know your name.”

Bobanodded dowly, thinking.

He had to admit it. He liked the idea that someone thought him

dangerous. It made him fed powerful. It made him fed that he had a



Secret.

Which, of course, he did. He knew that Count Tyranus and Count Dooku

were the same person. That was a dangerous secret - but it gave him power.

And he was the only one who knew.

Also, of course, he was wanted - wanted by Aurra Sing!

Bobalooked at Nuri. The Bimm till held his card up, waiting.

"My name," said Boba proudly, "is Boba Fett." The Bimm stared a him.

After amoment he bowed. "Boba, sir," he said. "'l am proud to meet you.

Boba bowed back, alittle awkwardly. "And you - Nuri."

The Bimm draightened again. Suddenly hewas dl business.

"Now," Nuri said. He opened his pae yellow vest. Under it he wore a
thick leather belt. On the belt was asmall rectangular object: a computer

of some sort.

Nuri fiddled with the computer, and it blinked to life. He held up the
card, then inserted it into the top of the computer. The computer beeped

and blinked. A small sllvery screen lit up. Therewere numbersand letters



on it which Boba could not understand.

Must bein Bimmsaarii, he thought.

Nuri peered down at the screen, reading it. Hisfurry eyebrows raised

in surprise. He looked up & Boba and said, "Wdl! You are quite a

fortunate young bounty hunter, Boba, sir! Y ou are worth agreat ded.”

Bobanodded. "I know."

"It saysthat thisfortune was acquired for you by someone named Jango

Fett," the Bimm went on. "Y our father?"

"Yes" said Boba

"Is he with you, then? Heisthe only other person alowed access to

thistreasure."

Boba shook his head. "N-no," he said. He could not keep the sorrow

from cregping into hisvoice. "He's - he's not with me."

The Bimm looked up & him. His eyes were sympathetic and

understanding. "'l see," he said. He seemed to think for a minute, garing

first at the card, then at Boba.

At last Nuri said, "This AurraSing. Sheisnot someone | would want



pursuing me. She haskilled many people. Many powerful people. Here on
Aargau, we are neutral. But we are not stupid. And we are not without

sympathy for thosein need.”

He smiled at Boba, then held out the card for him to take. "Here,
Boba, gr. | will help you retrieve your treasure. There will be afee for
my services, but you do not have to pay mein advance. | will deduct it

from your card.”

Bobalooked at him. "Thank you," he said. He took the card and puit it

back into his pocket. "Could you tell which bank hasthe treasurein it?’

"No." Nuri rubbed hischin. "To get that information, you would have

to go back to Level One, to the security desk.”

Bobas heart sank. He looked at the door that led onto Level Two.

Somewhere out there, Aurra Sing was looking for him.

And, knowing Aurra Sing, she would find away of obtaining awesgpon -

whether it was adlowed or not.

Bobaturned to Nuri. "lsn't there any other way?' he asked. "Besides

going back up there?'



Thelittledien smiled. He put a reassuring hand on Boba's am.
"Boba, gr, | havetold you that here on Aargau, some of us have made our
own rules. Well, we have made our own place, too. A place where the other

rules don't apply - and our rules do.

He turned and gestured toward the dim passage behind them. "I will

take you to this place now, if you wish."

Bobalooked at the Bimm, and then at the passage. He fdt his neck

begin to prickle with fear and excitement. "What isthis place called?' he

asked.

Nuri gazed down the passage and smiled - astrange, knowing smile.

"Itiscdled," hesad, "the Undercity.”

CHAPTER ELEVEN

"The Undercity?' Boba echoed Nuri'swords. "But - "

He stopped, remembering what he had been told on Level One.

Y ou can find some vary shady characters in the Undercity, the

attendant had warned him. It isterribly dangerous, especidly with the

recent skirmishes againgt the Separatidts.



And now Nuri wanted to take him therel

Just the thought scared Boba. But then he remembered what his father

used to say -

Fear isenergy, Jango had taught him. And you can learn to control it.
If you concentrate, you can change your energy, from fear to excitement.

Then you can use that energy, instead of being used by it.

Boba concentrated now. He closed his eyes. He could fed his heart

pounding. He could fed hisown fear.

He took adeep breath. He held it while he counted to three, then

exhded dowly.

Thisisenergy, hethought. And | can contral it. Breathe. Exhdle.

Already he could fed his heart dowing down. Growing more cam. More

in control.

Not afraid, but excited.

"Okay!" he said. He opened his eyes and saw Nuri afew feet ahead of

him. "I'm ready! What are we waiting for?"



Nuri smiled. "Thisway," he said, and pointed down the passage.

Boba followed him. The passage twisted and turned. Tubes of glowing
ydlow lit their way. Now and then he saw amdl holosigns, covered with
symbols he did not recognize. The images shifted and changed, from red to
green to blueto purple. They made his eyes hurt to look at them. After a

while he concentrated on staring at Nuri's back and nothing else.

After about five minutes the Bimm stopped. Set into the ground in
front of him was a heavy, round, metal door. Nuri stooped and, with an
effort, yanked the door open. He straightened, catching his breath, and

stared at Boba.

"In amoment we will begin our descent to the lowest level of Aargau,”
Nuri said. "The actud surface of the planet. It isthe remains of avast
city. It wasbuilt by the origind natives of Aargau millions of years ago.
The pyramid has grown out of it, layer by layer, levd by levd, over
thousands of years. Aargau isahighly civilized planet now. Asl told you,

it has many rules. But it was not aways s0."

Here Nuri's expression grew serious. "In the Undercity, individuds
are not as well-behaved asthey are up here. It is dangerous to vist

there. Sometimesfata."

Boba swallowed. Hetried to look brave - dthough he certainly didn't

fed brave.



But that was okay. He felt excited. He was doing something he had

never done beforel And he was doing it on hisown.

Wedl, dmost. Helooked at Nuri and smiled. "l can handle it he

sad.

Nuri cocked hishead. "Y ou are not frightened?' Boba shrugged. "Y egh.

| am. But | haven't changed my mind. | till want to go.”

Nuri looked pleased. "That isgood. To admit fear isagood thing. It

makes one careful. And carel essness has killed more vigtors to the

Undercity than anything dse"

Nuri rubbed his chin, regarding Bobathoughtfully.

"And besdes," sad thelittle Bimm. Hisamile grew even wider. "A

vigt to the Undercity isan important part of any bounty hunter's

education!"

That made Bobafed good. He grinned back.

"Well then - " Nuri gestured at the opening in thefloor in front of

him. Bobatook a deep bregth, then stepped dongside him.



"I'm ready," he said, and looked down.

"Ready for anything?' asked Nuri.

Bobanodded. "Ready for anything!"

CHAPTER TWELVE

As Boba looked down, he saw what had been hidden behind the round door
inthefloor. A capsule, big enough to hold two people. It had clear Sides,
S0 you could see out of it. It had a control pand but no steering
mechanism. It reminded him of the cloud car he had flown in Cloud City,

Only smaller, and with no way to change direction.

"What'sthat?"' he asked.

Nuri bent to press a button on the capsule's side. Its top hetch

opened. "Hop, in and find out," he said.

Nuri climbed into the front. Boba dipped in behind him. The top
closed again. Bobalooked around and saw that the capsule was indde yet
another tunnd - like a sort of tube, or dide, that curved and swirled and

twisted ever downward.

"Isthis how you get to the Undercity?" he asked.



Nuri nodded. "It isone of the ways. There are thousands. Many are
only known to ahandful of people. Many have been hidden for so long thet
they've been forgotten. Of course, there are offidd routes to the
Undercity - turbolifts and such - but one needs specia clearances for

those. And money."

With no warning Nuri flicked aswitch on the control board and the

capsule plummeted downward with a sudden whoosh.

"Whoa!" Boba shouted. It was as though the entire floor had dropped
away beneath them. The capsule shot dmog draight down, then curved
abruptly to the right. It corkscrewed around and around - like going down a
gigantic, kilometers-long dide. Bobabraced himsdf with his hands and

|looked out.

Everywhere he saw lights. Shimmering, blazing flashes of red and

orange and blue and violet.

"Those arethe other levels" Nuri explained. He had to shout to be

heard over the rush and roar of their descent. "We aretraveling a a rate

of kilometers per minute - but in redtime, not in hyper-space.”

"Cool!" said Boba. He wished thisthing had controls!

He stared out again. He had glimpses of huge legping flames, of



tunnelsthat seemed to befilled with molten gold. One levd was like a

giant aguarium, where huge dianogas floated, their tentacles waving.

Bobawrinkled hisnose. "Smdlsbad here," hesaid

"Sanitation levd," said Nuri. "Were dmost there”

Suddenly everything went black. Not the kind of black you see at night
when you go to deep. Not the kind of black insde acloset, or a darkened
ship. Not like the darkness of space, which was not darkness & dl, but

spangled with stars and planets and distant galaxies.

Thiswas darkness like Boba had never seen. Like he hed never
imagined. It waslike a huge, smothering hand pressed upon his face. Boba
couldn't see Nuri in front of him. He couldn't see his own hand. For a
heart-sickening second Bobaimagined that he himsdlf had disappeared. That

he had somehow been transformed into antimatter. That he was

"Herd" exclamed Nuri.

An explosion of light surrounded them. Purple, green, deep blue. Boba
blinked. The light flickered. It was not an explosion now, but flashes of
color. Shapes. Buildings. Moving waves that were people. The familiar
figures of droids, creatures, men, and women. Above them dl was that

terrible, strange darkness. It was like a cloud or ahuge black curtain.



The capsule began to dow down. Bobalet his breath out in rdief.

"That was great," he said. "Kind of creepy at the end, though."

Nuri nodded. "That was the emptiness between the Undercity and the

upper leves. Sunlight never comes here. Only atifidd light. And

darkness."

Boba shivered. The capsule cameto ahdt. He gazed out at ateaming

city. It was more crowded than anyplace he had ever seen. A disorderly mass

of living things, more like ahive than anything ese.

The capsule lid popped open. Nuri jumped out. He bowed to Boba

"Welcometo the Undercity,” he said.

Boba had thought that Level Two was crowded. He had thought that

Coruscant was crowded, and the Candaserri, too.

None of these compared to the Undercity. There were so many people, so

many beings, so many droids, so many everything, that his head whirled.

"Stay with me!” said Nuri. "If you get logt, you'll never find your

way out."

Boba scowled. "Don't bet on that,” he said. "I've got agood sense of



direction.”

"That might not be enough to help you here" replied Nuri.

Boba hated to admit it, but he had to agree with the Bimm. High above
them, the sky that was not a sky was crisscrossed with thousands of shining
objects. They looked like ribbons, or rainbows. But they were actudly
other chutes, or dides, like the one Boba had taken down here. He could
see cgpsules speeding through them, up and down. The air was filled with
bright airspeeders, swoop bikes, robo-hacks, even Podracers. On the ground,
dreets and sdewakswound around tal, crumbling buildings. The streets

were filled with rubbish, broken stones, mangled airspeeders.

And everywhere he looked, he saw people - nonhumans, mostly, but alot
of humans, too. None of them looked friendly. A lot of them looked

dangerous.

"Hey, waichit!" someone snapped & Boba A tal, angry-looking

Caridian glared down a him.

"Sorry," said Boba. The Caridian jostled past him. Bobalooked around:

Nuri was gone!

Ulp. Bobaswallowed. A group of swaggering space pirates went by him,

laughing. Boba stared back at them, trying to look unimpressed.



"Young Sr!" Nuri'svoice carried from afew metersaway. "Thisway!"

Boba hurried to join him. Past shops and markets, through abandoned
structures that looked like ancient starships, under a vast broken glass
dome. They passed food vendors, too. Some of what they were selling looked
disgusting - things with claws and tentacles and too many eyes. But some of
the food looked and smelled delicious. It made Boba's mouth weter. He
couldn't remember how long it had been since he had eaten. He was pretty

sureit hadn't been today.

At first hetried to keep track of the way they were going. But after
awhile, Boba gave up trying to keep track. Their path wound in and ot,
back and forth. Once he was certain they were backtracking. He wondered if
for some reason Nuri wastrying to fool him. Keep him from being able to

find hisway back on hisown.

And no matter where they went, there were crowds. Despite the rule
againgt nonnatives being armed, most of those he saw carried weapons of one
sort or another. Vibroblades, stun batons, blasters, wrigt rockets. Boba

was pretty sure most of them weren't citizens of Aargau.

And he was pretty sure he would not want to bump into any of them,

adone and unarmed.

"Where do dl these people come from?' Boba asked.



Nuri led him down the Street, toward an dley. "They come from dl
over thegdaxy," hesadin hishigh, sngsong voice. "They are drawn by
the fortunesto be made on Aargau, trading currency. And here in the
Undercity, anything goes. Betraya. Murder. The black market isbusy here,
Smugglerstrade and sl gold, credits, data, droids, jewels, weapons,

ships. But the angle most vauable thing isinformation.”

"Information?" Bobafrowned. "That doesn't seem very interesting.” Not

compared to weapons, or ships, he thought.

"Trust me," said Nuri. "I know what I'm talking about. And stay near

me- it'srisky just coming down here. Especidly for afirg-timer.”

| trust nobody, Boba thought angrily. At that instant, afigure rushed

fromthedark dley.

"Get back!" commanded Nuri.

"No!" said Boba. He reached for abroken brick to throw at the figure.

It had nearly reached them, its arms outstretched. It was too dark to make

it out clearly

But not too dark to seethat it was holding ablaster. And the blaster

was pointed right at Boba Fett.



CHAPTER THIRTEEN

Boba swung his arm back, ready to hurl the brick: But before he could,

Nuri stopped him

"Stop!" theBimm said. "Wait - - "

Thefigure drew up beside them and hated, panting. It was a fur

covered Bothan, her pointy ears pressed back agang her head in fear

"Nuri!" sheexclamed.

Nuri stared up at her in concern. "What isit, Hev'sn?' he asked.

"1 have been searching for you!" Sheturned and looked a Boba. Her

blaster was still pointed at him.

Whoishe?' she asked Nuri in alow, accusing voice.

Bobastared at hisfeet. Nuri glanced at him, then shook his head.
"Only aboy," he said to the Bothan quietly, ™Y ou will not need your weapon

with him. Tdl me, Hev'sn - what iswrong?"

The Bothan hesitated. Then she dipped her blaster back into her belt.
She stepped next to Nuri, and the two of them turned away dightly. It was

obvious they were not worried about Boba overhearing them.



After dl, Bobathought, I'm only aboy. Not a serious threst.

Or so you think.

Boba knew about Bothans. They were the greatest spiesin the gaaxy.
They It thar homeworld, Bothawal, and traveled everywhere. And
everywhere they went, they found work - a undercover jobs, as independent

operatives, or part of the Bothan Spynet.

And what wasit Nuri had just said?

The snglemost vauablething isinformation.

Boba pretended to stare at the dley nearby. But in fact he was

listening to what the Bothan was saying.

Bobawas spying.

Two can play this game, he thought. And maybe only one canwin - but

that onewill beme.

He could hear Hev'sn talking, inalow, urgent voice. "They sy he
has come here to raise currency for the Separatists. That iswhy heisdown
in the Undercity. Heis pretending to make a standard visit to the Banking

Clan officeson Levd Four, but hisred businessisdown here. He doean't



want to draw the attention of members of the Republic.”

"Areyou sure of this, Hev'an?' asked Nuri. He looked extremdy

interested, but not too alarmed.

"Pogtive," hissed the Bothan. "'l saw him with my own eyes. He is

surrounded by clone troopers - he never travels anywhere without a full

guard now. Besides, | would know San Hill anywhere."

San Hill! Bobaremembered - he had seen San Hill just a litile while

ago, up on Leve Two - the man who was skinny and ugly asa stick insect.

TheHead of the InterGalactic Banking Clan.

San Hill was a Separatist. Bobalearned this when he was on Geonosis,

and he had seen San Hill meeting with Count Dooku. Boba wondered if San

Hill knew that Dooku was the same person as Tyranus - Tyranus, who had

created the clone troopers that were now attacking San Hill's dlies!

I'll bet he doesn't know, thought Boba.

And then he had another thought.

Maybe he'd like to know... for aprice.

Information was very vauable here on Aargau. "Where did you see him?”



Nuri was asking Bothan.

"Near the Hutts gambling palace. Y ou can be certain San Hill isup to

no good, if heisdoing business with the Hutts."

Nuri nodded. "That iss0."

Boba's eyes widened. The Hutts! He knew who they were - one of the
most notorious clansin the galaxy! They ran smuggling and gambling houses
all through Hutt Space, and beyond. Now it seemed that they had some sort
of operation here on Aargau. Anillegal one, too, since it was in the

Undercity.

Boba's father, Jango, had done business with Jabba, the Hutt clan's

ruler.

"The Hutts value agood bounty hunter,” Jango had told hisson. "They

pay well, too - better than amost anyone.”

For knowledge you must find Jabba, his father's book had said.. Could

Jabba the Hutt be here on Aargau?

Bobaglanced over a Nuri and the Bothan, then quickly turned his head

agan.

"1 must go now." The Bothan looked over her shoulder. She stared right



past Boba. It was as though hewasinvisbleto her. Another advantage of

being young! "1 knew you would want to know this, Nuri."

The Bimm nodded. "Y es. Thank you."

He handed her a coin. The Bothan looked &t it, disgppointed. For a
moment Boba thought she was going to argue - but then Boba remembered.

Bimmswere expert hagglers.

And this Bothan didn't have time to waste on haggling. She gave Nuri a

farewel| that was more of asnarl, then turned and walked quickly away.

"Interesting,” Nuri said., more to himsdf then Boba. "Mogt

interesting.”

Helooked up, and it was as though he saw Bobafor thefirst time. A

amdl smile crossed the Bimm'sface.

"Wél, my young visitor," said. Nuri. He gestured to the dley behind

him. "Shall we go and get your money?"

Bobasaid. nothing. He didn't move. Something about the Bimm seemed
different. Maybe it was that smile. Maybe it was just that Boba was tired

and hungry. Hewaited, and finally nodded.



"Okay," hesaid.

Hefollowed Nuri into the aley. It wasdim, but not too dark. It
curved dightly, though, so Boba couldn't quite see what was ahead of him.
A few more space pirates passed them, laughing loudly. Bobatried to stand
astdl as he could when they walked by him. HeEd give anything to be back

on Save ! Hed give anything to be off this planet, and on hisown....

"Hereweare," said. Nuri suddenly. He stopped in front of ametd
door. Therewasasmall window in the door, with barsin it. At the bottom
was a narrow opening. Behind the barred window stood avery old, worn-out

Admin droid.

"Can| helpyou?' it asked in agrating voice. Nuri turned to Boba.

"May | haveyour card, please?’

Bobathought for amoment. If the Bimm had meant to rob him, he could
have done it before now. After amoment he shrugged. He pulled the card
from his pocket and handed it to Nuri. The Bimm would still need Boba's DNA

to get the credits.

Or would he?

"I'd like to have my fee deducted from this young man's account,”

said. Nuri. He did the card through the opening in the barred window. " Six

hundred thousand mesarcs should do it."



The droid picked up the card. "Asyouwish," it said.. It swiped the

card across ashining red screen.

Boba watched the droid suspicioudy. It hadn't bothered to question
Bobaat dl. It hadn't even looked at him. And suddenly the words of the

security attendant on Level One came back to him.

Y ou must dso be sure not to exchange your money from anyone who is

not alicensed member of the Banking Clan. There are black-market money

changerson Aargaul.

Thiswasanillegd banking machine.

"Hey!" yelled Boba. "What are you doing? That's my money!"

Helunged for the banking machine, jamming his hand through the narrow

opening, reaching for the card and hitting & buttons to stop the

transaction. He managed to halt things-but it was dready too late.

"Five hundred thousand mesarcs have been taken from your account,” the

droid said in itsrusty voice. It dropped the card back into the opening.

"Haveaniceday."

Boba grabbed the card. He turned furioudy to Nuri.



"You!" Boba began to shout. But then he stopped.

Nuri was morphing. Hisface went from ydlow fur to silver to green.

He grew taller, hisarms grew longer, until he towered above Boba.

Hewasn't aBimm &t dl.

"Y ou're a shapeshifter!" gasped Boba

CHAPTER FOURTEEN

"You'reaclever young man,” the Clawdite shapeshifter said. It was a

young shapeshifter, with amenacing, 0ozing voice. Its body seemed to mdt

and re-form before Boba's eyes. Its body took on muscle, snew, srength.

Its head grew dark thick hair. Its eyes grew dark aswell.

"But not quite clever enough,” it said.

Boba gtared at it in amazement. "But-"

"Congder yoursdlf lucky, young Sir," said the shapeshifter that had

been Nuri. "I could have taken your precious card and kept it dl for

mysdf. | could havekilled you."

The shapeshifter smiled - the same unpleasant smile Boba had last seen



on the Bimm'sface.

"But | admire your courage,” the Clawdite went on. ™Y ou're young and
learning, just likeme. And | hate AurraSing. Sheismy rivdl. It seems
you and | havethat in common. | could have left you up on Level Two. She
would have found you there, very soon. But finding you would have pleased

AurraSing. | hate her far too much for that."

Boba stared furioudy at the Clawdite. "Y ou have no right to daim

what's ming!"

The Clawdite laughed. "Well, you did take the card out before | could
get everything. If you can somehow find your way back to the Upper Leves,
you will find there is enough money left for you to buy away to get off-
planet. But only if you are clever enough, Boba Y ou will have to avoid
being found by AurraSing. Y ou will haveto find away to the Upper Levels,

And then you will haveto find your way to what's|eft of your inheritance.

The Clawditetilted hishead. "1 said that the Undercity is part of
any bounty hunter's education. | know it'sabig part of mine. | hope you

have enjoyed your lesson, Boba."

And with amocking bow, the Clawdite turned and hurried down the

dley.



Boba stared after him. How could | have been so carel ess? he thought

angrily. | forgot the number one rule of bounty hunters

Trust no one.

The Bimm - no, the Clawdite - had betrayed hm. Sill, the
shapeshifter was right. Boba had learned an important lesson. Next time he

wouldn't be so quick to accept help.

If therewasanext time.

But what to do now? Bobaturned and looked at the droid behind its
barred window. Hmmm. Nuri had been able to get money from Boba's account.

Why not Boba himself? He walked over to the window.

"I'd liketo get therest of my money,” he said.. He dipped the card

through the opening.

The droid looked a him with its unblinking eyes. It took the card and
diditintoadotinits am. "Sorry," it said.. "You do nat have

permisson to usethistermind.”

It dipped the card back to Boba. Clearly, the Clawdite had known an

access code that Boba couldn't even guess &t.



"What?' Bobasaid. angrily. "Youmean-" "Sorry," sad. the droid.

"Shadll | call security to assst you?"

"No," Bobasad. hagtily. He began to walk away.

Then he stopped. Before, when the Clawdite had given Boba's card to

the droid, the robot had said. something - something about a bank.

Boba till had the card. If he knew exactly where his money was, he

could get it himsdlf - without AurraSing!

He went quickly back to the window. "What bank did you say that money

wasin?'

Thedroid tilted its shining chromium head. "InterGaacticBank of

Kuat. Level Two. Shall | call security to assst you?"

"No!" Bobasaid. quickly. "1 mean, no thanks!" Nuri had been right -

informeation was valuablel

But he had no time to celebrate his good luck. Behind him came the

sound of footsteps and more harsh laughter. Boba looked back and saw

severd tal, heavily armed figures. More pirates, no doulbt.

Timeto get out of here! He turned and ran soundlessly down the dley.



It ended on another street. Thiswas one was even busier and more
crowded than those he'd been on earlier, with Nuri. Boba stood for a
minute, catching his breath. He felt no fear whatsoever. Hefdt anger, and
excitement, and determination. He wasn't too worried about Aurra Sing down

here. What were the odds of her finding himin dl this chaos?

Stll, where should he go?

He looked up and down the street. Asfar as he could see in every
direction, there were shops. Some were brightly lit and filled with
bustling service droids and well-dressed humanoids and aiens. Others were
dim, with only one or two grim figures standing guard by the entrance. Some
werein buildings that were little more than piles of rubble. All seemed to
be gambling dens of some sort. Many had sgns that blinked or scrolled

messagesin brilliant green or gold or Slver letters.

ALL CURRENCIES CHANGED HERE

ALL COIN ACCEPTED

NO SUM TOO SMALL!

Boba began to walk. Excited, noisy crowds spilled from doorways into

the street around him. Robo-hacks - airborne taxis - hovered in front of

gambling houses, waiting to take new customers away to spend the riches



they had just won. Evil-looking figureslurked in dleyways, walting to
pounce on unsuspecting passersby. High above, the air was crisscrossed with
glowing tubes. Shining capsules sped up and down between the Undercity and

the Upper Levels. In between, swoop bikes and airspeeders flashed.

That'swhat I'm going to get! Boba thought as he watched a swoop bike
whoosh by. Once he figured out how to get his money, maybe he could hire
oneto take him back to Save| - athough flying one hmsdf would be

better!

"Pagh! Human scum! Out of my way!" avoice snarled.

Bobalooked up, startled. A figure blocked the street before him. It

wastdl, with orange eyesin apae fungoid-looking face, and along trunk

like appendage wrapped around itsthroat. A Twi'lek.

"Didn't you hear me?' the Twi'lek repeated fiercely. Its hand moved

threateningly benesth itsrobes.

"Sorry," Bobasaid. hagtily. He stepped aside. The Twi'lek gave him a

sneering look, then pushed him aside and strode past him. Bobawatched hm

o, thinking.

"Wait aminute," he said. softly to himself. He had an ided!



His father had told him once about a Twi'lek named Bib Fortuna. The
grub-faced alien had served as Jabba the Hutt's right hand, helping run his
gambling operations on Tatooine and other places acrossthe galaxy. Here on
Aargau there was a Hutt gambling palace. Was there a chance that this

Twi'lek was the one his father meant?

Bobastared after the retreating figure. If it was Bib Fortuna, he

might be heading toward the Hutt's den.

Boba knew the odds were againd it - but then, everyone in the

Undercity seemed willing to gamble. Hed take achance.

Boba began to hurry after the Twi'lek. He was careful to stay out of
sght and to dways keep himin hisview. Sometimesthiswas hard, as the
dien ducked in and out of narrow dleys and tunnels. Still, Boba followed

him tirdlesdy through the maze that was the Undercity.

Check this out, Boba thought with agrin. He was sdking his prey

through incredibly dangerousterrain - just like abounty hunter!

CHAPTER FIFTEEN

The Twi'lek had reached the end of along, narrow winding street. He
halted in front of alarge building with arounded roof that had spikes on
it. The building was shaped like the head of agigantic krayt dragon. The

dragon's open mouth was the door. Inside, Boba could see a bustling throng



of diens, humans, and droids. Between the krayt dragon's teeth, a

shimmering holosign flashed green-and-gold Huttese | etters.

The Twi'lek walked up to the Sgn. Without hesitating, it went insde.

Boba watched him go. His heart was beating hard now. He had seen alot
of people, alot of diens, and alot of droids snce held been in the

Undercity. But there was one thing he hadn't seen.

He hadn't seen asingle kid. He hadn't seen, asingle person his own

age.

Thelast thing he wanted to do was draw attention to himself. Slence

and stealth were a bounty hunter's greatest weapons.

But there was no way he could snesk through thet krayt's mouth and
into the gambling palace unnoticed. A bunch of burly guards stood just
insde the entrance - Gamorrean boars, by the look of them. Boba watched as
the Twi'lek strode right past them. They bowed to him dightly, but
otherwise paid him no notice. Y et when two Wookiees approached moments

later, the Gamorrean guards frisked them before waving them inside.

How could Boba get past them?

Boba glanced behind him, down the winding street. He could see two



more groups of people heading toward the Hutts gambling palace. If he
remained where he was, held be seen. At best he'd be told to leave. At

worst

He couldn't afford to think of that now. A few yards away, a pile of
rubble loomed. Quickly, before the approaching groups could see him, Boba

ran and ducked beside it.

Thefirst group grew nearer. Boba could see them clearly now: hdf a
dozen smdl Jawa scavengers. All wore the Jawas distinctive hooded robes.
All spoke to one another in the Jawas usua babble. Asthey passed, ther

eyes glowed from within their hoods liketiny torches.

"Hey," whispered Bobato himsdf.

He had another idea - a good one.

He turned and quickly began searching through the rubble. Bricks,

broken glass, shreds of leather. A mdted ruin that had once been a

blaster. Broken spear-points. Exploded grenades. Something thet |ooked

darmingly likeahuman hand.

The Hutts gambling paace was a popular place. But it probably wasn't

agood ideato gtick around it too long.

Suddenly, Bobafound what he was looking for. He bit hislip to keep



from crying doud in triumph. It wasonly arag - along, grayish-ydlow

piece of cloth, dirty and full of holes.

But it was good enough for him. Boba glanced back to make sure no one
had sghted him. The Jawas were just gpproaching the entrance now. One of
them appeared to be talking to the Gammorean guards. Swiftly, Boba pulled
the cloth over hisheed. It smelled bad - it stank, as ameatter of fact -

but he gritted histeeth and tried to arrange it properly.

He pulled part of it over hisface. He tugged it forward, till it
covered hisface like ahood. The cloth fell to just below his knees. He
removed hisbelt from histunic and tied it loosely around hiswaist. Thet
was better. He was alittle taler than the Jawas, so he bent his knees. It
was hard to walk that way, but once he was indde, maybe no one would

noticeif he straightened up.

He peered around the pile of rubble. Another group was nearing the

gambling pdace. They weretoo far away for him to see dlearly, but they

weretdl, and vagudy humanoid.

And therewere alot of them.

I'd better get insde, fast.

Bobalooked down at the gambling palace. The Gammorean guards were



nodding and waving the Jawas insde. Bobawaited until the last Jawa hed
disappeared into the krayt dragon's mouth. Then he took a deep breath, and

began to hurry toward the entrance.

But when he got there he stopped. One of the Gammorean guards glared
down a him, grunting in aquestioning tone. It hdd a tal spear, and

waved it menacingly.

Its partner peered through its piggy little eyes at Boba, skepticd.

Boba bent his knees alittle more. He tugged the folds of cloth around

his head, praying hisface didn't show. He pointed toward the entrance,

miming that he wanted to go insde.

Just then, one guard nudged the other, grunting and pointing behind

Boba.

"Aarrrgh!™ snarled the other guard. It gnashed its tusks angrily and

gtared where the other had indicated.

Bobawanted to turn and look behind him - but he didn't dare. He

stood, wondering if he should make adash for the entrance.

Without warning, one of the Gammoreans swung his spear through the air

high above Boba's head. He gestured Bobainside.



Boba nodded eagerly. Gathering the folds of his cloak, he ducked his
head, then walked as fast as he could through the krayt dragon’'s mouth -

and into the domain of the Huits.

CHAPTER SIXTEEN

Inside the gambling palace, the noise was deafening. Laughter, angry
shouts, howls of triumph and disappointment - dl with the jingle of coins,
the rattle of dice, the clack of Kenoballs, the cries of card dedlers and
money changers. The Hutts gambling palace was yet another maze, dl smoke-
filled rooms and arcades; so crowded with gamblersthat Boba could hardly
squeeze through. Gamorrean boars lumbered around, keeping order and
throwing out the most unruly customers. Boba saw the Jawas held seen
outside, haggling with a Bimm over agame of Outlander. Bobawondered if it

wasarea Bimm or another shapeshifter.

"Watch the Podraces!" a voice shouted. Bobalooked up and saw a huge

screen. Podraces were being broadcast from Tatooine. "No bets refused!”

Bobafingered the card in his Pocket. He was too smart to waste his

money on betting. Hisfather had warned him against gambling.

"A bounty hunter gambleswith hislife every day,” Jango dways sad.

"Only afool would gamble with money, too."



Bobatugged his ragged hood closer around hisface. He had only one
am now - to find some way back to the Upper Levels. To find some way of
locating histreasure. To get back to Save | and leave Aargau - without

AurraSing.

He put his hand in his pocket and touched the book hisfather had left

him.

For knowledge you must find Jabba.

Find Jabba. Boba had aways assumed that to locate the notorious
gangster, he would have to go to Jabbas homeworld of Na Hutta. Or to

Tatooine, where the powerful clan leader had crested asmuggling empire.

But what if Jabbawere here, on Aargau? The Hutts were involved in
every kind of illegd activity inthe gdaxy. Maybe Jabba was actudly

here, in the Undercity - in this very gambling palace!

But how to find him? Boba thought hard. Hed have to find the Twi'lek
again - the one he thought might be the famous Bib Fortuna. He pulled the
ragged cloak back alittle from his eyes, straining to see through the dim,

smoky room.

A deep voice snarled behind him. Bobalooked up and saw one of the
Gamorrean boars. A spear was raised threateningly in his huge hand. The

message was clear. If you're not spending money, get out of herel



Boba nodded apologetically. He started to turn away, when the guard

suddenly grabbed his shoulder.

Ulp! If the guard pulled off his disguise, thered be no Boba, elther!
Quickly he dug into his pocket and held up his card, careful to hold it in

hisdeeve, s0 hishand wouldn't show. It flickered gold in the dim light.

The Gamorrean's ugly pig face grew even uglier with disappointment.

With agrunt the guard turned away and began to hasde someone else.

Whew, thought Boba. That was close. Got to be more careful!

He began edging through the crowd, looking for the Twi'lek. Once he

thought he saw him, but it turned out to be a tdl dien wearing a fur

coat. Once he thought he heard a Wookiee's deep, hoating voice. But it

turned out to be asmal armored droid, rolling through the crowd.

Bobawatched it curioudy. Then he looked around. Therewerealot of

droids here - more than he would have expected.

Why werethey here?

As helooked around, he noticed that these weren't protocol droids, or

sarvice droids. They weren't servomechs, elther.



They were sentry droids. And security droids, and powerful police
droids. Bobafelt the skin on his neck prickle. He glanced up, and saw a
guard droid hovering on the other side of the room. It turned dowly inthe

air, its sensors scanning the den. Its three wegponry arms were poised to

fireif necessary.

"What's going on?' Boba whispered. Whatever it was, he didn't like it

or trust it - one bit.

Asif in answer to histhoughts, two tal women in pilot uniforms
passed him. They weretaking in low voices. Boba pulled his ragged cloak

around hisface and turned away. But he waslistening.

"Rumor isthat Dooku sent him," one of the pilots said quitly.

"Raisng morefunds"

"There aren't enough creditsin the galaxy to overthrow the Republic,”

the other woman retorted. "Dooku is mad."

"| assure you, that isthe onething heisnot,” countered her friend.
"And there may not be enough money in the galaxy to fund arebdlion - but

there certainly is enough in the Hutts pocketd™

The women pilots laughed softly. They walked around a corner, out of

Boba's earshot.



Count Dooku! Could the sinister Count be here aswdl?

No - the pilot had said, Dooku sent him. Who would the Count have

Lent?

Boba thought fast. And he remembered.

San Hill. The head of the InterGalactic Banking Clan, and one of the
most powerful figuresin the gdaxy. But just alittle while ago the Bothan

spy had told Nuri that San Hill was here, in the Under-city

San Hill wasraiang fundsfor the Separatists. Rasng money for
Count Dooku. And at the sametime, the done troopers were here as a
security force of the Republic - clone troopers who had been bred a the

commeand of Tyranus.

The two sides were set to oppose each other, Republic and Separatists.

Clones and droids. But behind each side was the same person: the man Boba

knew asthe Count.

Count Tyranus.

Count Dooku.



It wasdl part of someterrible plot, Bobawas sure of that. He was
aso surethat, if hisfather were il aive, hewould find away to make

use of thisinformation - especidly with San Hill on the same planet.

Boba could make use of it, too. He just had to figure out how. Maybe
the pilots would have more information. He turned and began to move

sedthily after them, acrossthe crowded floor.

But when Boba turned the corner, the pilots were gone. Instead, he
found himself face-to-face with three tdl, vicious figures Armorlike
scales covered their bodies, and their broad, lipless mouths were full of
sharp teeth. Long tails protruded from beneath their tunics, lashing the

ar threateningly asthey argued and laughed in deep, throaty voices.

Reptilian Barebeld

"Caretojoin us?' one hissed at Boba. They werein the middle of a
game of three-handed solitaire. "The stakes are high, Jawa- your money, or

your lifel"

The Barabd jabbed at him with one long, pointed claw, and the others

laughed.

Boba shook his head. He began to back away. But before he could, fagt
aslightning, the Barabd's clawed hand grabbed him by the shoulder. Boba

ducked, kicking out at the Barabel's ankle. The tall reptile gave a shout



of rage and pain. He snatched his hand back, his daws dogang tightly
around Boba's ragged cloak. Boba dove for the floor. The cloak hung from

the Barabd's clawslike aribbon of gray mist.

"That'sno Jawa" one of the other Barabd s hissed.

That'sright, thought Bobagrimly. Herolled across the floor, landed

on hissomach, and immediately pulled himsalf under atable. Above him the

Barabels stared at the ragged cloak. They dl looked around, nodtrils

flaring asthey peeredin vain for Boba.

Meanwhile, Boba hunched back asfar as he could into the darkness

benegth the table and held his breath. One of the Barabels shook its heavy,

lizardlike head. He snorted, snatched the ragged cloak from hisfriend and

tossed it over his shoulder.

"Forget about him! Scavenging scum! Back to the game!™

Once again, the Barabdl s clustered together, jaws dacking as they

looked hungrily over the cardsin their hands.

Bobalet out asigh of relief. He was safe. For the moment...

CHAPTER SEVENTEEN



Herested for only afew minutes.

Now what? He thought. He no longer had hisdisguise. If he tried to
move he'd be spotted and thrown out of the gambling palace. Probably his
card would be confiscated, too. Then heid be on his own, with no money and

no way out of the Undercity.

And that was the best that might happen.

The worst was that he'd be killed. Or captured by davers.

Boba clenched hisjaw grimly. That would never happen. He wouldn't let

it happen. A good, bounty hunter never gets caught.

And he was going to be one of the best.

Still, he needed aplan. If he could find the Twi'lek - - if the
Twi'lek redlly was Bib Fortuna- - it might lead him to Jabbathe Hutt. If
Jabba the Hutt was actudly here - and if the gangster would help him get

back up to Level Two.

That'salot of ifs, thought Boba.

He began to crawl toward the other side of the table. From down here,

the Hutts gambling palace was aforest of legs. Boba scanned the room for

apair of legsthat belonged to a Twi'lek. He didn't see them - but he saw



something dse.

On thefar sde of the room, in ashadowy acove, a familiar shadowy
form stood, arms crossed. The figure was clad in a tight-fitting crimson
auit. Itslong legs were encased in high brown legther boots. A leather
weapons vest covered its chedt. Its skin glowed dead-white even inthe
darkness of the gambling den. A long topknot of brilliant red hair cascaded

down its back. Blazing blue eyes scanned the room, missing nothing. Seeing

everything.

AurraSing.

Boba's heart raced. He had imagined things couldn't get worse - but
they just had. There was one thing worse than being captured or killed -
and that was being captured or killed by the gaaxy's most vengeful bounty
hunter. Aurra Sing would show no mercy. She wouldn't care that he was a
kid, or Jango Fett's son. To her, he was a double-crosser. Someone who'd
cheated her out of her share of the fortune - even if the fortune wasn't

rightly hers

Wi, thiswas no timeto sop deceiving her. Boba watched as Aurra

continued to scan the room. Abruptly, she spun on her hed and began

walking - right toward where he crouched beneath the table.

Boba held his breath and froze. He watched as the supple brown boots



strode past him - just inches from hisnose. A few feet away they cameto a
stop. He heard the hiss of the Barabelswhispering in their own language.

Then he heard Aurraslow, powerful voice.

"I'm looking for aboy," she said. "About thistall. Brown hair, brown
eyes. Wearing abluetunic and black boots - though he might be in

disguise. | wouldn't put it past him," she added grudgingly.

"Weve seen no one," aBarabel hissed. "Now leave us, unlessyou wish

tojoinour - ach!™

Boba edged forward, just enough to peek out. One of Aurra Sing's
powerful hands was wrapped tightly around the Barabel's throat. Her other

hand held adagger warningly before her.

"I'm not here to waste ny time with filth like you," she spat.

"Answer! Have you seen aboy?'

"Yesssss," hissed the Barabdl. His clawed hand gestured wildly.

"Minutes ago - right there- "

Boba sucked his breath in sharply. There was no time to lose. He
turned and scrambled toward the back of thetable. A wall wasthere - solid
wood. Bobafelt around on the floor, searching for aweapon - adick, a
brick, anything he might use to defend himsdlf. His hand closed on

something cold and hard. A heavy meta ring, bigger then his hand. He



pulled at it as hard as he could. It weighed aton, but he kept pulling,

until at last it moved.

To his shock, the floor moved, too. Boba stared down in astonishment.

The ring was bolted to the floor. It was not a ring, but a handle.

When he had tugged at it, he had lifted apandl off thefloor.

It was atrapdoor.

"Y ou better not belying." Aurra Sing's harsh voice rang across the
room from just meters away. "Otherwise I'll carve new scales on your ugly

faces"

Boba heard footsteps - Aurrasfeet, heading toward the table. He
pulled harder at thering, trying to pry the entire pand up from the
floor. The steps grew closer. The wood squeaked and grated as the pand
edged up. The sound seemed deafening to Boba. Now the pand was a few
centimeters above the floor. He did his hands benesth, and with dl his
strength pushed it up, up, until there was a space large enough for him to

sgueeze through. He shoved hisfeet in, kicking wildly at open air.

What if there were no floor? What if the trapdoor opened onto -

nothing?



"All right, kid - thisisit!" Aurras gloating voice echoed from the

room directly above him.

Bobatook onelast deep breath. He forced his legs through the
trgpdoor, then his chest and his shoulders. He did down, his hands holding
the wood panel above him. Beneath him he fdt nothing, just raw empty
space, black asthe air above the Undercity. For an endless horrible moment
he hung there, suspended between the floor above and nothing below. Then,
with agasp, he tugged the floor board back into place. It shut without a
sound. Hisfingers dipped from the bare wood. Hisarmsflailed at the air.

And without asound, Bobafdll.

CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

It seemed hefell forever in that close, hot darkness. Inredlity, it

was just seconds.

"Ow." With adull thud, he hit the ground. For amoment helay there,
catching his breath. He stared up. Perhaps three meters above him, he could

just make out ablack square bounded by four thin weakly shining lines.

The trapdoor.

Would Aurranctice it? Bobawasn't going to wait and find out. Very

carefully he stood, blinking as his eyestried to adjust to the darkness.

From overhead he could hear the sounds of the Hutts den, somewhat muffled



now. As his eyes grew accustomed to the dark, he found that he could see a
little bit. The faint light from around the trapdoor showed him that he was
inatunnel. It Sretched before him and behind him. He turned and peered

into the blackness.

Which way should he go?

Above him he heard the scrape of booted feet upon the floor.

Aurra

Boba chose to go forward - and fast. As quickly and carefully as he
dared, he waked, his hands held before him. Now and then he shuddered as

something dank and stringy touched hisface or hands.

Cobwebs - at |east, he hoped they were just cobwebs. Sometimes he
thought he heard something skittering underfoot, adry, ragping sound as of
many tiny legs. And after severa minutes of feding his way through the

dark, he heard something else aswell.

Voices.

They came from somewhere ahead of him. Bobanoticed thet the tunnd

seemed to be growing lighter. Instead of blackness, he was now surrounded

by dark gray, like smoke. And now he could see that there were other



tunnds branching off from this one. All stretched off into utter

blackness. From some of them faint scurrying and chittering sounds echoed.

Boba shivered. If he had taken one of those paths by mistake, he might
have wandered down here forever. He didn't want to think about what might
livein them. And behind him he heard no footsteps following. There was no

sgn that AurraSing had come after him. He had managed to escape her

agan.

Maybe his luck was holding out, after dl.

Thelight came from straight aheed, directly in front of him. Boba
hurried toward it. He was so intent on getting there that he did not hear

the soft clatter of many tiny feet in the tunnel behind him.

Just afew feet before him the passage abruptly ended. A pde square
of light glowed on the floor. Bobalooked down, and saw asmdll grille st
into the ground at hisfeet. Through it he could make out dim shapes in a

room below him.

"You are certain we are safe here?' avoice asked in the room bel ow.

"Absolutely," a very deep, dow voice responded. It laughed, a

horrible, hollow sound. "Hoh, hoh! My uncle himsdf has seen that this

place is secure. No one can get here without our knowledge.”



Boba's eyes widened. He was gazing into asecret chamber! The grille
must have been put thereto aid in spying. Boba dowly lowered himsdf,
until he was knedling and peering over the very edge of the grille. He was

careful to stay back, in case someone happened to look up at the celling.

"That isgood,” thefirst voice said. Boba blinked. After the darkness
of the long tunnd, it was hard to get used to the light again. But after a

few seconds he could see more clearly.

And what he saw made his breath catch in surprise.

In the room below, atadl, skeletaly thin figure st in alarge
chair. To ether Sde of him, armed guards stood. They were not clone
guards, or droids, either. These were muscular humanoid figures, in drab
gray uniformswith blasters dung at their sdes. Thefigure they guarded

was San Hill.

"Itisinyour unclesinterest to support our cause,” said the head

of the Banking Clan. "Count Dooku has assured me of that.”

Boba had to squint to get agood look at the other figurein the room.
It washig - hugein fact. A vast, mounded, duglike body, redining upon
an even vadter chair like athrone. It had tiny, weak-looking ams and a
long, fat tail. Layers of fat cascaded beneath its wide, froglike mouth. It

was surrounded by guards aswell. Boba swallowed nervoudy.



Was this Jabba the Hutt? If so, he was even more disgusting then his

father had described him as being.

The duglike creature shook its head. "My uncle will make up his own
mind," he said in hisbooming voice. "Hewill not be hurried, even by Count

Dooku."

"Why isyour unclenot here?' asked San Hill in a soothing but
irritated tone. He looked angry and impatient. "1 wish to do business with

Jabbahimsef, not some underling!”

"Gorgaisnot an underling!" boomed the Hutt. His tiny ams beat
againg hisvast dimy chest. "My uncleis busy tending to our interestson
Tatooine. If you desire, you may vist him there. But | would advise

agang it," Gorgaadded with along, rolling laugh.

Bobagrimaced. So this was Jabba's nephew! He had a hard time
imagining something more repulsive than Gorga. But it seemed like he would

haveto, until he could see Jabba himsdlf.

Bobafet astab of disappointment and nervousness. He had hoped thet

Jabba would be here, to give him the advice - the knowledge - that his

father had said the old crimel ord possessed.

But Jabba was not here. He was on Tatooine.



| haveto get to Slave |, Boba thought grimly. | have to get to

Tatooine.

He had wasted enough time here in the Undercity. He had the
information he needed about hisfather'sfortune. It wasin the Kuat Bank
vaultson Level Two. He had his card. Save | waswaiting for him, back on
Level One. All he had to do was get to the bank, get his credits, and he

would have enough to get off of Aargau, and on to Tatooine.

Just the thought of flying again made Bobafed better. He would trace
hisway back through the tunnel, back to the trapdoor. He'd figure out a
waly to open it again and climb out. Then held figure out how to get back to

Level Two. Hed comethisfar on hisown, right?

Hecoulddoit.

Assdlent as ashook, Boba began to inch away from the grill. Then he

turned and started running back up the tunndl. It curved and curved, and

once more Boba saw all those side passages, black and yawning like huge

mouths.

Don't look at them. Keep your eyes on the tunnel!

Ahead he could just make out the diver of light that fdl from the



trapdoor. He began to run even faster

And suddenly, he stopped.

"No!" he whispered.

In the middle of the passage, something was crawling toward him. It
was more than ahaf-meter long, with many black, jointed legs and a long,
jointed body. Two long, clacking pincers were raised above its mandibles.
Its smdl beady red eyes were fixed on Boba, and itsjaws clashed together

asit skittered toward him.

A kretch!

Bobakicked at it. He heard its claws clack, then fdt them brush

againg hisleg asit lunged for him. He jumped to one side, but the kretch

wastoo fast - it followed, brushing up againgt his boot.

Bobakicked it again. Thistime he fet asatisfying thump as hisfoot

connected with the scorpion-like creature. The kretch went flying, and with

aloud crack struck the tunnd wall.

But now Boba heard more sounds - other amdl, dacking creatures

skittering up the passage.

He turned to race toward the trapdoor



Andranright into atal figure. It was aman, wearing the same drab
gray uniform as the guards he had seen surrounding San Hill in Gorga's

hideaway.

But this man was no guard or underling. He wore the dress uniform of a
high-ranking officid in San Hill'semploy, abroad decorative belt, and an
expression that was equa parts suspicion and commeand. He smiled gimly

down at Boba.

"Going somewhere?" he asked.

CHAPTER NINETEEN

Bobadared at the officia in dismay. Behind him the kretch insects
chattered and clacked. He glanced down at them. Then he grabbed Boba by the
arm, turned, and pressed hisown hand againg the wdl. Immediatey, a
hidden door opened. The officia pulled Bobaafter him. The door closed as

the kretch insects hissed and chittered, furious at losing their prey.

"S0." The man gazed down thoughtfully a Boba. "It ssemswe do have a

Spy inour midst. But not avery careful one. Let's get alook at you.”

He shone atorch into Boba's face. The boy shaded his eyes with his

hand as the man stooped to Sare a Bobaintently. He had long, reddish



hair, arugged face. A jagged scar ran from below one eye, across his cheek

and to hischin.

"Who are you?' Bobaventured.

"Vice-chair Kos of gaactic accounts,” the officia replied. He held

Bobas Chinin hishand. Boba stared back at him defiantly, saying nothing.

The man continued to look at him. Findly Kos shook his head. His eyes

narrowed, as his expression changed.

"l know what you are," hesaid. "Y ou'rethat Clawdite spy we heard

about." A dight, amost admiring, smile creased hisface. "Disguised as a

boy - very clever."

Boba began to shake his head no. Then he stopped.

A Clawdite shapeshifter could look like anyone, or anything his Sze.

The vice-chair thought he was Nuri!

"That'sright," said Bobadowly. Helooked warily up at the officid.

The man's smile hardened. "Wdl, San Hill has his own methods of

dedling with spies.” He began to pull Bobatoward him.

"And so does my master,” said Boba.



K os stopped. He stared at Boba suspicioudy. "What do you mean by

thet?'

Boba hesitated. He had the kind of information a spy would have -
real, possibly deadly, information. Out of everyone here on Aargau - out of
everyonein the gdaxy - only Bobaknew that the Count was playing adeadly

game. The Count was pretending to be two people, on opposng Sdes of a

great, gaaxy-spanning conflict.

It was information worth staking oneslife on. And right now, that's

what Bobawas going to do.

"San Hill only knows part of the story," said Boba. Hetried to keep

hisvoicecam.

"And you know the rest?" snapped the vice-chair. But he looked uneasy.
He glanced over his shoulder, then drew Bobacloseto him. "What have you
heard?' Kos asked in awhisper. His gloved hands held Boba so tightly the

boy's arm ached. "There have been rumors, athousand rumors.”

Boba's heart hammered insde his chest. Hewasin great danger - but
with danger comes opportunity. If he was clever, he could usethis officia

to escape from the Undercity; maybe even to escape from Aargaul....

"I know nothing of rumors," Bobasaid at last. He hdd his head up



proudly and gazed Straight into the vice-chair'seyes. "I know only the

truth - but the truth comes at aprice.”

Kos stared fixedly at Boba. He seemed to be weighing his choices.

"l don't have dll day," said Boba. "And neither do those | serve” He
looked knowingly past the vice-chair, asthough he saw someone else there.
K os diffened. His hand touched his weapons bdt, as though for
reassurance. "Your price?' he said. "Your miserable shapeshifting kin
should be price enough! Y ou tell me what you know, and I'll et you go free

- for now."

Boba fought to keep his voice steady. He could sense Kossfear - if
Boba could control his own fear, he would have the upper hand. "No. That's
not enough. | will share my information - but first you haveto bring meto

Leved Two."

"Level Two?' Thevice-char started laughing. Then hislaughter turned
to restrained fury. "I could break your neck right here - but after San

Hill hearsyour news, he will devise more entertaining waysto kill you.

"After they hear my news,”" said Boba softly, "hewill kill you for not

taking me to him sooner. But by then my master will be here, and..."

Helet hisvoicetral off thresteningly.



Theofficid stared at him. Hisface grew dark with anger. His hand

moved toward Boba's neck.

Bobatook a deep breath. If he was going to die right now, he would

diefighting. He gazed unafraid and defiant up at his captor.

But then Kos stopped. He looked at the boy. His scarred face seemed to

regard Boba with more respect. At last he nodded.

"All right," hesaid. "WEéll do it your way. Trouble is brewing,

that'sfor sure. Might aswell be out of this place when the storm bresks."

He pushed Boba roughly ahead of him. Therewasthe click of a blaster
being loosed fromits holster. "But don't even dream of escaping. Il

bring youto Leve Two-"

"Tothe Kuat Bank," said Bobaquickly.

For amoment the guard was slent. Then helaughed. "Kuat, eh? Well,

someone must be paying you well for your services. But | guessyou must be

worth it, en?"

Y ou don't know the half of it, Bobathought, as the lieutenant marched

him down the dark passage.



CHAPTER TWENTY

They walked in near-darkness for what seemed like hours. The torch's
beam guiding them. But in redlity, only awhile had passed - Boba had to
remind himself that the darkness was deceptive, like everything ese on

Aargau.

At last they reached spot where the tunnel widened. In front of them

was wide metal door. And in front Of the door was an airspeeder.

"Get in," Kos snapped. He kept his blaster trained on Boba.

Boba clambered insgde. He couldn't keep from smiling. Just the Sght

and fed of acockpit made his blood race with excitement!

"What areyou grinning at?' the officid said suspicioudy.

Boba composed hisface into acamer expression. "'l am thinking that

you made theright choice" he said.

This seemed to satisfy the vice-chair. He dimbed into the pilot's
Sedt, positioned himsalf behind the controls, and pressed a button. The
wide door did up, revealing ahuge empty airshaft. It stretched up into

dark, seemingly limitless space. Boba craned his neck and stared up.

Not limitless. High, high above them he could see aglitter of green.



"A shortcut,” said the vice-chair. He dlowed himsdf a amile "This
ventilation shaft opens directly onto Level Two. And - lucky for you! - the

Kuat vaultsare not far a dl."

Without warning he grabbed the controls. The power generator roared to
life. With ashudder the airspeeder bucked forward. Then, as Kos hit the

throttle, the craft zoomed straight up.

Boba grabbed hold of his seat. Thiswas more like it! He eyed the

arspeeder's controlslongingly. The craft rocked back and forth. It rose

50 quickly Boba's ears hurt from the abrupt change in ar pressure. He

looked aside a Kos piloting the craft.

| could fly thisthing better than he can, Bobathought disdainfully.

Still, he had to admit, the vice-chair did go fast. Mere minutes

passed, asthey flew up, up, up.

Sooner than Boba could have imagined, the speeder cameto a halt.

"Well then," said Kos. The speeder hovered inthe air of the shaft. A

few feet away wasawall, and adoor withasign onit.

LEVEL TWO, it read in glowing green letters.



A smdl meta platform extended from the door, hanging out over empty
space. Bobaturned and looked behind him. More emptiness. He looked up,

squinting in the darkness.

He could barely make it out, but there it was. Far above him was a
faint red shimmer: Level One. Helooked down. He gulped. They must be miles

and miles above the Undercity.

"Now." Kosturned to Boba. His eyes had grown even more intent, even
more menacing. Y ou see that door there? | will openit, and dlow you to

enter Level Two - but not until you tell me what you know."

Boba's gaze shifted from the man to the platform. If he jumped from

the airgpeeder, he might be able to makeit. But even if he succeeded, the

door was locked.

Andif hefell

Boba swallowed. He thought of hisfather: No matter how Jango felt, he

would aways appear brave.

A lot of thetime I'm scared, Boba, he had once said. But if an enamy

ever knowsyou're afraid, you're finished.

Bobaimagined he was as strong and powerful as hisfather. Heimagined



himself looking unafraid - even though that was not how hefdlt.

Hesad, "San Hill israisng money for the Separatist cause. The

Separatists are united behind Count Dooku - "

Thevice-chairssfacetwisted angrily. "That's not news Everyone

knowsthat - "

"I'm not finished," said Boba coolly. "Did you know that a man named

Tyranus recruited a bounty hunter named Jango Fett for the Kaminoansto use

to cregte aclone army for the Republic.”

"I'd heard thingslike that," K os admitted, growing more interested.

"Well, | know this. Dooku and Tyranus are the same person.”

Theofficid sared at him in dishdief. After amoment he sarted to

laugh. ™Y ou redly had me going for a minute” he said. Then his face

darkened. "But | have no timeto waste - tell methe truth! What do you

know?"

Boba hesitated. He knew he was putting his own life in danger by

sharing this secret. But it was the only wesgpon he had.

"Heisheping to build two armies," Boba went on dowly. "He has



spent millions - hillions - on both the droids and the clones. And in the

end, only hewill benefit fromawar.”

Boba thought how foolish his own words sounded. But, strangdly, the

vice-chair seemed to hear them differently.

"Tyranus... isDooku?' hesaidinalow voice. "But - "

He shook his head. He looked stunned and disbelieving, but Boba could

tdl that the seeds of doubt had been sown.

"Areyou certain of this?' Kos asked after aminute. "Thisis treason.

The highest kind of treason.”

Boba nodded. Kos stared, thinking, at the control pand. Findly he

sad, dmogt to himsdf, "I must tell San Hill."

Without another word he steered the airspeeder over to the platform.

The craft rocked gently back and forth in the arr. The offidd reached

forward and pressed a button. The door onto Level Two did open.

"Get out," he said curtly. "Before | change my mind and kill you."

Boba jumped out, his heart pounding. It took him asecond to get his

balance. Then he raced toward the open door.



"Wait - " the vice-chair called from behind him. Bobaturned. The man

half-stood in his air-speeder, his blaster drawn.

"Y ou took too long," Kossaid inalow voice. "'l changed my mind.”

CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE

With a gasp Boba turned an sprinted for the door. But before he reach
it, an explosion sounded behind him. He looked back and saw Kosturning to
sare at something below his airspeeder. There was the drone of ahoverbike
and another explosive burst that shook the speeder. Aningtant later, the
hoverbikeitsdf cameinto view. Riding it was a familiar, red-haired

figure.

"Aurra," said Bobain disbdief. Ashe stared sheraised her blagter,

her blazing eyesfixed on him.

"Gotitinone" shesad, and fired. There was asecond blast as the

vice-chair returned her fire, and the hoverbike rocked dightly.

Without hesitation Boba, lunged for the airgpeeder, diving inddejust

asthe craft shot away from the landing platform. Kos glanced down at him,

one hand on the controls, the other on hisblaster.

"That's AurraSing," the man said grimly. "If sheé'spart of dl this..



Hisvoicetralled off. It seemed asthough Aurras sudden appearance
made him take Boba even more serioudy. The speeder veered and then swooped
into a heart-stopping dive. "Take the controls!" Kos shouted as another

volley of fire surrounded them.

Boba nodded and jumped into the control seat. The vice-chair turned to
monitor Aurras pursuit. "There are security forces al over Level Two," he

said, shaking hishead. "Theré's no way she can get away with this"

"That's not gonnahelp usif we're dead,” retorted Boba. He steered
the speeder around a sharp curve in the airshaft, then yanked back on the
controls so that the vehicle abruptly shot up, up, into darkness. "I'll see

if wecanloseher."

Boba stared at the vast space around them, lines of windows and doors
reduced to smears of white and green by their speed. Behind them the bike's
hum roseto afuriousroar. Blagts of white-hot plasma spun past the
airspeeder, giving off ascorched smell. As Aurra Sing scored adirect hit,
the speeder gave aviolent twist to the left. Boba corrected it quickly. He
let the speeder go into adive as Aurraswung in right behind them, then

pulled out and soared up again, the bike screaming in pursuiit.

"Arewe damaged?' Bobayelled above the roar of the engines.



"Not serioudy," Kos shouted back. His blaster moved furioudy back
and forth, trying to get afix on Aurra Sing, but she was too fagt. "I'm

going to call for reinforcements- "

Boba swallowed. If thevice-chair cdled for help, other soldiers
would arrive. They'd take Aurrainto custody - but they'd take him, too.

He'd be questioned about what he had told the officid, and

Boba swallowed. He didn't want to think about what would happen to him
if hewere brought in for questioning. If what he knew about Dooku and

Tyranus became known to San Hill. If it became known to the Count...

He couldn't let the lieutenant talk. He hunched over the controls, his

hands like ice asthey grasped the throttle, then punched commandsinto the

pandl.

"Therésaprice on her head," Bobasaid. "You'll be well-rewarded by
my master for bringing her in. I'll set the comm unit to make a distress
cdl,” helied, pretending to pressasmall panel of red lights. He glanced
back to make sure the vice-chair's eyes were dill on the hoverbike

whipping through the air behind them. Then helooked up.

Ahead of them, gaps of deeper darkness appeared, more arshafts or
mai ntenance tunnels. Boba kept his sights on one of these, a triangular

opening that yawned bigger and bigger as the speeder raced toward it.



"Now!" breathed Boba. He hit the controls, and the speeder swerved

suddenly, disappearing into the lightlesstunndl.

"What are you doing?" Kos demanded.

"Evasve action," said Boba. Behind them, Aurras bike sept past the

tunnd's entrance. Boba hald his breath.

Sure enough, moments later the bike reappeared, barreling up the dark

passage after them.

"Get her inyour Sghtsnow," Bobasaid, pointing at the figure on the

bike, ablack shadow against the brilliance of the tunnd's opening. "I'll

keep the speeder steady.”

Kosfumbled with hisblaster. "Hard to see her inthis," he muttered.

"It'sso dark."

"That meansit's hard for her to get afix onyou, too," said Boba

But that was another lie Aurra Sing had a predator's mind and

ingtincts. She dso had a predator's skills. She could seein the dark as

keenly asatuk'aa.

But Kos could not.



Boba held his breath. He did down aslow as he dared, hoping the
vice-chair wouldn't notice. But the offidd was suinting into the

darkness, till trying to get hisaim fixed on Aurra

"Theresheis" he murmured. Boba heard the soft click of the

blaster'sloading device. Kosraised hisarm.

Boba ducked as an explosion ripped through the air beside him.

But it wasn't the officid's blast. It was Aurras.

"Got him!" she crowed triumphantly. Boba grimaced asKoss tdl form

toppled over the side of the speeder, to fal soundlesdy into the vast and

empty shaft. Too late Bobathought of the vice-chair's wegpon it was gone

with him into the depths.

And now Bobawas donewith AurraSing.

"Thought you could betray me? Think again!™

With adull whine the hoverbike swept toward Boba's airspeeder. He

glanced around, hoping to find something he might use as awesgpon.

Nothing. He kept his hands on the controls and stared defiantly across



the empty darkness at Aurra.

"Everythingisfor sdeon Aargau,” shesaid with a crud laugh. "'l
bought mysdlf citizenship. Too bad you wontt live long enough to do the

sane”

Her laughter died, and she stared at Boba with hatred. "No one escapes

from me, Boba. I'm the best at what | do."

"My father was better," said Bobain alow, cdm voice. His gaze
locked with hers as he continued to Stare at her, unafraid. Ashedid, his
hand moved dowly, slently, acrossthe control pandl. "My father didn't

kill for fun. Or out of fear."

"Fear?' Aurrasvoice rose amost to ascream. Her eyes blazed, and
two crimson spots bloomed on her dead-white face. ™Y ou think I'm afraid? |

think it'stime | introduce you to the redl thing!"

Her face twisted into amask of rage. Sheraised her blaster before

her face, the bike steady beneath her. "Good-bye, Boba," she said.

Boba ducked. He jammed his hand onto the controls, hitting the REVERSE
DIRECTION command. A flaming pulsefrom Aurras blaster zoomed a scant
meter above hishead. At the same moment, the speeder shot backward. He'd
hoped it would dam directly into Aurras bike. Instead it Sdeswiped it.

Aurrashouted furioudly as her arms swung and her next blast went wide. Her



bike rocked wildly, and she clung to it to keep from plummeting into the

abyss.

"Yed" cried Bobain triumph. The speeder veered back and forth
through the passage, barely missng thewdls. Hefindly got control of
it, whipping it around so that it soared out from the tunnel and into the
vast main shaft. Behind him he could hear Aurrasangry ydling, and the
dull thrum of her bike throttling down. He pointed the speeder in the
direction held come. With alow roar it began to rush back toward the

entranceto Levd Two.

CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO

Boba knew better than to think he'd lost Aurrafor good. She was like

amynock clinging to her prey, difficult to pry loose.

But not impossible. As his speeder drew closer to the entry to Leve

Two, Boba flicked on the comm unit. Immediately avoice came through the

Speaker.

"Sir, we've been unable to contact you for some time. Are you dl

right?'

Bobacleared histhroat. "I'm fine," he said, trying to make hisvoice

sound as deep and muffled as possible. "But there's renegade noncitizen



loose on Level Two. Shel'sarmed. There may be some casualties- ™

And | don't want one of them to be me!

Behind him came the abrupt high drone of Aurras bike and another
explosive burst. The comm unit went dead. Boba leaned over the controls,

not taking his eyes from what was ahead of him: the entry to Level Two.

Closer, closer... He could see the familiar sign, and the door behind
it. Sparks of orange and scarlet flame whistled through the air around him
as he drew the speeder aongside the landing platform. Keeping his head low
he jumped out, turned, and bolted for the door. He shoved it open, and

raced through, onto Level Two.

Immediately the world around him changed color. Instead of darkness,

everything shone with a soft green glow. Hewasin yet another tunnel, but

thisonewaswadll lit. At one end asign blinked on and off.

EXIT

Bobawhirled. At the other end of the tunnd was another blinking

sgn.

INTERGALACTICBANK OF KUAT

ENTRANCE ONLY



"That'sit!" Bobasaid doud. He began to run. From behind the door
held just left he heard the hoverbike's drone suddenly shut off. He didn't

need to look back to know that Aurra Sing was at his hedls.

Ahead of him asecurity droid stood beside the entrance to the bank.

"May | seeyour card, please?" it asked in its mechanized voice.

Boba dug into his pocket. For a second his heart stopped: Hed logt

the card!

But no, it was till there. He yanked it out and handed it to the
droid. The droid raised the card before itsinfrared eyes and scanned it.
Then it took Boba's hand. There was aflicker of heat asit read his DNA.

Then it nodded.

"Very good,” it sad. "Y ou may enter."

"Stop him!" Aurrasvoice raged from the far end of the tunndl.

"Y ou better check her citizen papers,” Boba said breathlesdy to the

security droid. "She'sarmed and | think her papers are forged.”

He pushed open the door and hurried into the bank. Behind him he could

hear Aurras boots racing up to the entrance. Then he heard the droid's



camvoice

"May | seeyour citizen papers, please?’ it asked. The door dammed
and locked behind Boba. He grinned as he heard Aurrds voice rise in

frustrated rage.

"May | hep you?'

It was another droid, this one neetly clad in gold and siver
hardware. It sood before an immense black wall. Set into the wal were

thousands upon thousands of small boxes, each with anumber.

"l want to get what ismine," Boba said, gasping. "My father - heleft

something for me here when he died.”

"Of course," said thedroid politely. "May | see your card, please?"

Boba handed the card to him. The droid turned and rolled dong the
front of thewall. Findly it stopped. It punched the card into a dot in
thewall. One of the boxes did open. One of the droid's mechanicd arms
withdrew something fromit. It closed the box, turned, and rolled back to

Boba.

"This closes your account,” he said, and handed Boba a avdl leather
pouch. Therobot stuck the card into another dot insdeits chest. There

was a hiss and awisp of smoke. The card had been destroyed.



Bobalooked down at the pouch. It seemed awfully small. He opened it,

and poured ahandful of shining, multicolored creditsinto his hand.

"Isthisdl?' he asked. He shook his head. "My father left me a

fortune!”

"There was alarge withdrawa made from this account today," the droid

sadinitscamvoice

"Five hundred thousand mesarcs. That iswhat remains. Y our account is

now closed,” it said with finality, and rolled away.

Bobagtared after it in dishelief. Then he looked at the money in his

hand. From the passage behind him, he could hear voices.

"Let go of me! | tell you, these papers are legd! I'm dlowed to

carry ablaster!”

It sounded like Aurra Sing was having a hard time with Aargau
security. Even as Boba turned to ook, aside door opened. Heavily armed
soldierswearing uniformsidentica to the vice-chair's poured into the
corridor. He watched as they ran toward where security had detained Aurra
Sing, their boots echoing loudly. Moments later he heard Aurra Sing's shout

of rage as the soldiers surrounded her.



"No - let me go, you'l never - "

Boba fought back a shiver. Hefelt no pity for Aurra- shewould have
killed him as esslly as shedd killed the lieutenant, and with more
pleasure. But he knew that losing her freedom would be far worse for Aurra

Sing than losing her share of hisfather'sfortune.

Still, she probably wouldn't be imprisoned or detained for long. Boba
would bet hislife on that. But not right now. Right now, Boba planned to
hang on to every bit of currency he had. He looked at the money in his hand
- not a huge fortune, maybe, but still enough to outfit a ship. Still
enough to get him off Aargau. He put the money back into the leather pouch
and closad it. He put it carefully into his pocket, dong with hisfather's
book. Then he turned and began walking quickly down the corridor, back to

Levd One.

CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE

No one questioned him when he bought the fuel and provisions for his
ship. And no one questioned him when he dimbed aboard, after obtaining
clearance to depart Aargau. Money might not buy happiness, but it bought a

lot of other thingsthat were useful.

Boba settled himsdlf in the cockpit of Save 1. It fdt like coming

home again - - for the fird time. He strapped himsdf in, hit the



controls, and settled back. A moment later hefdt the familiar rush and

roar of takeoff.

Within moments Aargau wasfar, far behind him. Boba gazed out the
screen a the glittering planet. He wondered briefly about the people held
seen there. The young clone 9779. The Clawdite Nuri - - if that was redly

hisname. The manipulative San Hill.

What would become of them all, Boba. wondered? And what would become

of the Separatist cause, led by the double-crossing Count Dooku? And Aurra

Sing?

Aurra Sing might bein custody for now, but Boba knew she wouldn't
stay therefor long. She wastoo smart for that. And when she got free,

shed comelooking for him.

Boba smiled with determination. When he next met up with Aurra Sing,

he'd be ready for her. For now, he had other things on hismind.

Boba knew where hisimmediate future was - with the notorious gangster

Jabba the Hutt!

With agrin, heleaned over the control pand and punched in the

coordinatesfor Tatooine.



