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CHAPTER ONE

Tatooine's twin suns hung low above the horizon. Once he had thought

they looked like demonic eyes, threatening him.

Warning him.

Daring him.

Now they were amaost welcoming.



"Prepare for landing,” commanded the youth at the console of Save I.
He stared out at the red suns, shadows pooling like blood benesth them.

Despite himsdlf, he amiled.

It's good to be back, thought Boba Fett as he leaned into his sedt. In
the cockpit behind him was apair of shriveled hands - dl that remained of
Boba's last mission. He had gone to the Dune Seato hunt down the Noghri
assassin Jhordvar. Thelithe, lidless-eyed dien had made the mistake of

betraying Boba's employer.

Bad idea, Boba thought, recalling Jhordvar's contempt when he first
peered from his desert hideout to see the young bounty hunter standing

beforehim.

"Jabba sends alackey to do an assassin'sjob!" the alien hissed.

"Wrong," said Boba. Hisblaster was dready digned with Jhordvar's

eyes. "He sent the best bounty hunter of hishouse."

Their battle had been brief but intense. Boba offered Jhordvar the
chance to accompany him back to Jabba's B'omarr citadd, but the dien

refused to surrender.

Jabba the Hutt had wanted the traitor dead or aive. Well, he got one
out of two, Boba thought as he guided Slave | into the docking bay of

Jabba's palace. A desert sandstorm had stranded him for several daysin the



Noghri'slair, with the dlien's body caught outsde in the storm. Sand and
heet had mummified what remained of Jhordvar. The hands had literaly been
snapped off by the fierce winds; Boba decided that Jnordvar's ring would be

enough to identify him, and so he left the body but took the hands.

"Y ou know, Jhordvar, you shouldve surrendered when you had the
chance," said Bobaas Save | touched down. "But you fought bravely, Il
giveyou that." Boba commanded the ship's computer to shut down, then
picked up the Noghri's withered claws. He looked at them, grimacing, then
dung them into his pack and disembarked. Heleft hisMandaorian helmet in

the cockpit - he'd get it after he reported in to Jabba.

"I'll seeyou again soon," he sad, letting hishand didedong Save

I'shull. "Red soon."

A pair of Gamorrean guards lolled by the entrance to Jabba's castle.
As Boba gpproached, one of them nudged the other. The two looked a each

other in surprise, but quickly straightened.

Oneof them grunted questioningly.

"l had adight delay," retorted Boba. He shifted his pack so the

hulking boars could get aglimpse of Jhordvar's claws protruding from the

top. "Nothing serious. Just asandstorm.”



The Gamorrean guards eyes widened with respect and - yed - fear.
Bobafought the urgeto grin triumphantly. That wasamost dl the reward
he needed. Almost - but not quite. He tipped his head back and stared
pointedly at one of the Gamorreans. Hagtily the guard turned and opened the

massive door for him. Boba strode through proudly.

Hewould take al the respect he could get. One earns respect, his
father had dwaystold him. Asfor those who are foolish enough not to give

it to you - well, for them, thereisadwaysfear.

Boba paused. The heavy door behind hm dammed shut. He blinked,
waiting for hiseyesto adjust to the dimness ingde the fortress. He
waited for his skin to adjust to the touch of cool air, and for hisearsto

catch the distant sounds of revelry from the throne room.

Fear and respect, he thought with grim satisfaction. Everything I've

learned about those things can be summed up in three little words:

Jabba the Huitt.

Bobaturned, and began walking down the corridor. Severd protocol
droids hurried past him, on their way to do Jabba's bidding. Two of the
Huttese crimelord's Drovion security guards swaggered up and down the
halls. Bobawatched as they stopped apair of Jawas, frisking the amdl
yellow-eyed scavengers before | etting them pass. As Boba approached, he had

the satisfaction of hearing one of Jabba's lackeys muiter his name.



"Gwan," the Drovion spat, waving him past. "Y ou're expected. As a

meatter of fact, you're early - no one thought you'd be back this soon.”

"Some hoped you wouldn't makeit back at al!" his companion laughed.

Bobagave him acold look. "I'll be sure to mention that to Jabba."

Thelackey cringed as Boba went on. Bang Jabba's favored bounty

hunter definitely had its advantages.

When he reached the passage leading to the throne room, he stopped. He
could see adozen or so shadowy figures milling indde the corridor. He

recognized severd of them by their wegpons and body armor: bounty hunters.

Something's going on, thought Boba. But what?

Fromingde, shrill music and harsh laughter echoed - the usud sounds

of depravity that surrounded Jabba the Hutt.

There was another sound, too, dmos as loud. Boba's somach was

growling.

| haven't easten Since yesterday afternoon, he thought. And it's going

to take awhileto tell Jabbathe whole story about Jhakva. Plus, thiswill



give me achance to hear any gossip about what's happened since| I€ft....

He glanced back toward the throne room. Besides the bounty hunters, he
saw droids and severa ragged-looking space pirates, ayoung Twi'lek dancer
twitching from nerves, and an Arkanian holding avery young and very active

Arkanian dragon on aleash.

Looks like Jabbamight be distracted for a few more minutes, Boba

figured. Quickly heturned and hurried down a side passage.

"Atlasgt! Y ou've come with the new worm castings" A Selonian wearing
awhite chef'srobe over its deek-furred body peered out from a doorway.

When it saw Boba, itsfacefdl.

"My migake," it said, and turned back to dirring something

disgusting in abubbling pot.

Boba kept moving. He passed several doorways, each with asign on it

in Huttese characters. KITCHEN FOUR, KITCHEN FIVE, KITCHEN SIX...

"Kitchen Seven," said Bobawith rdief as he cameto thelast door. He

adjusted his pack and went inside.

Immediately, he was greeted by the warm smmering scents of baking
pod-bread, yowvetch custard, scry-mint. A gnarled figure was bent over a

steaming oven. Beside him, another figure was putting the finishing touches



on awhite worm souffl©.

"Am | too late for breakfast?' asked Boba

"No breskfast till tomorrow," the dderly figure said without looking

up.

"Not even for agtarving bounty hunter?* The two cooks turned.

"Bobal" cried the younger one. She swiped the hair from her eyes,

leaving asmudge of flour. "Y ou're back! And you've gotten even tdler!”

Boba grinned. "Maybe you're just shrinking, Y gabba."

Y gabba shook her head. She looked him up and down. "Nope. You're

definitely taller. Y ou're going to need some new body armor soon, Boba."

Bobatook the pack from his shoulders and set it on the floor. "Tdl

me about it," hesaid. "That'll be my first order of business with Jabba.

Second, actualy." He cocked athumb at what was in the pack.

Gab'borah looked down. He was Y gabba's father. As Jabba's head

dessert-chef, he was accustomed to seeing all kinds of revolting things.

But even he was impressed by Bobastrophy.



"Jabbawill be very pleased,” Gab'borah said. He poked at one of the
withered hands approvingly. "I didn't even recognize your voice, Boba. And

Y gabbasright - you've grown."

The old man smiled and pointed to the wall behind Boba. There, over
the past two years, Gab'borah had lined up Y gabba and Boba, drawing a line
where the top of their heads met the wall. Bobalooked at the most recent

mark, and, yes, he was many centimeterstaler now.

"Bounty hunting must agree with you," said Gab'borah with a wink. He
turned and took a plate of yowvetch custard, still warm and quivering from

the oven. "Here, Boba - you look half-famished.”

Boba began edting ravenoudy. "Mmmm - thisisgreat,” he said.

"Dont taketoo long with it," Y gabba warned. " Something's happening.
Theré's abunch of bounty hunters who've been waiting for the lagt three
days to see Jabba. He's been putting them off - | think he was hoping you'd

return - but | don't think he's going to wait much longer."

"Mmmmff." Bobaswallowed the last bit of custard, wiping hismouth on
hisdeeve. "Thanks, Y gabba. And Gab'borah. For the food, and the news." He
grabbed his pack and headed back into the hall. Y gabba grinned and waved

after him.



"See you, Bobal"

"Make sure you drop by before you leave again,” Gab'borah cdled as
Boba strode back toward the throne room. ™Y ou'll need more provisons to

fill that new body armor!”

Thistime, Jabbas hangers-on made a point of moving out of theway as
soon as they saw Boba coming. He caught the sideways, suspicious|ooks the

other bounty hunters gave him as he passed.

Y et hedso saw them gazing a him with grudging admiration -
especidly when they saw the pair of mummified hands sticking out of his
pack. When he reached the entrance to the throne room, he stopped. A short
distance away, he could see Jabba's huge form, rigng from clouds of
incense and smoke like amountain of sand from the Dune Sea. Even now Boba

could not help grimacing at the Sight of hisemployer.

Man, that is one gross Hutt, he thought. He gestured & a protocol

droid standing nearby.

"You," commanded Boba The droid swivded, fixing him with its glowing

lidless eyes. "Tell Jabbathe Hutt that Boba Fett is here.”

Thedroid inclined itsgleaming head dightly.



"Yes, gr," it intoned, and walked smoothly into the throne room, past
the guards. The waiting bounty hunters watched as the droid gpproached the

throne, then cried out in its clear robotic voice.

"Lord Jabba! My Lord - "

Heads turned and the music grew till as Boba strode into the room.

Thedroid turned and bowed.

"Asyou can see, 0 Mighty Jabba - Boba Fett has returned!”

CHAPTER TWO

"Hoh hoh hoh!"

Bobadtiffened asfamiliar degp laughter thundered through the vast

room. On aplatform in the center of the hal reclined the huge, duglike

form of Jabbathe Hutt. Behind him, Jabba's Twi'lek magordomo, Bib Fortuna,

stood at attention.

The notorious gangster's yellow eyes fixed themselves on Boba. As the

young bounty hunter strode closer to the throne, the great Huitt raised

himsdlf to gaze down on him.

"So!" boomed Jabbain Huttese, alanguage that Boba now knew well.

"The prodigal hunter hasreturned!” The crimelord's eyes narrowed as he



sared fixedly at Boba. "But he has returned done. | see no sgn of

Jhordvar!"

"That's because the boy hasfailed!" hissed avoice from the shadows.
Boba glanced aside. He saw another bounty hunter, a bulbous-eyed, snout-

nosed Aqudish, staring at him hungrily.

"Failed?" Jabba reached for a basket of squirming white worms. He

grabbed afistful of the repelent grubs. "Isthisso?!

Bobashot acold look at the gloating Aquaish. "It is not, 0 Most
Heinous of Hutts," Bobasaid. He swung his pack from his shoulder and
stepped toward the throne. "I did as you commanded, Lord Jabba. | gave the

n Jhordvar the choice of returning with me, or - "

"Or getting away!" cried the Aquaish.

Rough laughter came from the other bounty hunters. Bobaignored them.

"Or accepting his own death,” Boba continued cooly. "He chose the

latter. Unfortunately for him. But not, 0 Mighty Jabba, for you."

With aflourish, Bobalifted his pack and turned it over. Jnordvar's
remainsfdl to thefloor. The withered hands curled upward, as though

trying - too late - to escape. Gasps echoed through the throne room,



followed by excited murmurs.

Jabba looked at his major-domo.

With abow, Bib Fortunamoved quickly toward the trophies. He stooped
and grasped one skeletal hand. Then he turned it so that Jabba could see

the gold-green amardite ring glittering on amummified finger.

"Itisindeed Jnordvar,” said Bib Fortuna. He flashed Bobaan admiring
look. Then the Twi'lek yanked the ring from the assassin's bony hand, and

returned to hold it up to Jabba.

"Hmmmm," mused Jabba. He had Fortunahold the ring up to thelight and
inspected it. He looked at Boba. VVery dowly, Jabba's lipless mouth parted

inasmile. "Hoh hoh hoh! Come-"

Boballet hisbreath out in aslent whistle of rdief. He took the

steps toward Jabba at a near run, stopping before the throne.

"Y our hand," commanded Jabba. Boba extended his pam, and Jabba
dropped thering intoit. ™Y ou will receive your usud fee, young Fett.

Thisisabonus. Amardite isworth much in some parts of the galaxy.”

But not on Tatooine, brooded Boba, while making sure he only |ooked

back camly at hisemployer.



"Thank you, Lord Jabba," he said. "I will take good care of it."

Jabba stared at him as though he could read the young man's thoughts.
The Hutt's flaccid tongue flicked at the corner of his mouth as he reached
for more grubs. Y ou may find it useful, young Boba," he boomed. "On your

next adventure..."

Bobastared a him, trying not to let his confusion show. In the hdl
behind him he could hear the assembled bounty hunters whispering angrily

among themselves.

"My next...?" he started.

"Yes" Jabbagestured disdainfully at the other hunters. "You see
them? Jackals! Arrak snakes! They are predators. They are good hunters -
but they are not great ones. They lack vision. They lack endurance” his

voice boomed. "They lack the will to succeed.”

Bobaalowed himsdf asmall, grim smile. "Endurance | can understand,

" hesad.

"l know," said Jabba. "That iswhy | have waited for your return. |
have an important job for you. It will take many bounty hunters - but only

onewill be given the most rewarding task."



"This| understand, t0o," said Boba.

"These bounty hunters,” Jabbawent on, pointing &t the others, "they
have been here for aweek. Some did not have the patience to wait. They

left. They will not return.”

Boba shivered at Jabbals tone. The crime lord's voice rose as he cried
out o that al in the hal could hear him. "Returnin one hour! 'Y ou will
receive your ordersthen. Therewill beglory for dl of you - and blood
for dl," hefinished, hiswide mouth curling ina smile. Throughout the
cavernous room, the other bounty hunters cursed. Some laughed. The rest

made threatening gestures and stalked away angrily.

After afew minutes only afew remained, looking hopefully a Jabba.

One of them wasthe Aqudish.

"What are you waiting for?" Jabba bellowed a them. Heturned to Bib
Fortuna. "These guests do not know their manners! Perhaps they would enjoy

sharing amed with my pit beasts?"

"By dl means, master,” said the Twi'lek with anasty smile.

Bobalooked over. The remaining bounty hunters hurried toward the

arched doorway. Thelast to leave was the Aqualish. He glared back at Boba,

then followed the others.



"Now," thundered Jabbafrom histhrone. He leaned forward, his tal

twitching dightly, and beckoned Bobatoward him. "Y ou have done well for a

young bounty hunter.”

"Thank you, Lord Jabba," said Boba.

"Sowell, infact, that | have no more use for you here" Jabba

continued.

Bobalooked a him, startled. "But you just said...?" he asked. "No

more use for me?' He swallowed, trying not to let hisalarm show.

But al | want isto be abounty hunter, he thought. Thevery best -

and only the very best work for Jabbal

"That isnot what | said." Jabba's voice was calm, with an edge of

menace. "l said | had no more use for you here, on Tatooine."

Bobastared at him, hardly daring to believe hisears.

Jabba nodded. "That isright. Tomorrow you begin a new job for me,

Boba - off-planet!”

CHAPTER THREE



Off-planet! Yed

Bobawanted to punch theair in excitement. "When do | leave?' he

asked.

Jabbawatched him approvingly. "l am glad to seeyou are pleased at
the prospect,” he boomed. He picked up a squishy, star-shaped glubex,
unpeded its head fromits body, and aeit, durping loudly. He held out

the empty skin to Boba.

"Uh, no thanks," said Boba.

Jabba bel ched and went on. "Many would be terrified a the very
thought of traveling to Xagobah in these troubled times. But | think my

instincts about you are correct. Y ou do not seem afraid.”

Boba hestated. "My father taught methat fear can be overcome,” he
said at last. Hefelt apang at the memory of hisfather, Jango Fett - the
mighty bounty hunter, dain by that murderous Jedi, Mace Windu. "He dways
said that agood bounty hunter ought to know his prey aswel as he knew

himsdf.

Knowledgeis power. Fear isenergy. And with power and energy, one can

conquer anything. One can defeat any enemy.”

Jabba stared at him through ditted amber eyes. "Your father taught



you well, Boba Fett."

"What he did not teach me, 0 Jabba, | have learned from you.”

Jabba's enormous mouth opened in a bubbling laugh. He reached for the
withered stalk of Jhordvar's arm and waved it asthough it were afan. "Hoh

hoh! In that case, you have learned well indeed!”

Jabba tossed Jhordvar's arm into the shadows. "But you will need dl
your knowledge, young Fett," he said. "And luck wouldn't hurt - not where

I'm sending you."

Bobawaited patiently. He knew better than to interrupt Jabba.

At this point, Jabba's major-domo took over. "Last week a high-ranking
member of the Republic Senate contacted the greet Jabba. Completdy
confidentia, of course," the obsequious Bib Fortuna said with an evil
smirk. "They want it to appear that they are working through the proper
channds. They have put a bounty on the heads of many leading Separatists.

Our Lord Jabba had agreed to help them hunt down these scum. Everyone knows
his bounty hunters are the best,”" Bib Fortunaadded, gloaing. "Even the

Republic!”

Bobaamiled. Hishand moved indtinctively to the blaster nestled at

his hip. "So you want me to hunt them down?"



"No." The Twiilek gestured dismissively at the empty hall. "Lord Jabba

will let those others do that."

Bobaglanced at Jabba. The crimelord was watching him closdly. Boba
kept hisexpresson cam. He waited as Fortuna continued. " Jabba has

something much more hazardousin mind for you."

Bobanodded. "Great!"

"Have you ever heard of a Separatist named Wat Tambor?"'

"No," said Boba.

"Heisthe Separaists Techno Union Foreman, as wel as a combat
engineer. A brilliant grategist. And extremely dangerous - an expert a
fighting machines, and amagter of defense technologies. He isdso an
expert at escape. The Republic captured and detained him at a high-security
facility. But severa of Tambor'sfollowersfrom the Techno Union freed

him, with the assistance of a Clawdite shapeshifter.”

"A Clawdite" repeated Boba, scowling. "I have grown to hate

Clawdites"

Hedidn't say why - namely that ayoung shape-shifter had robbed him

while Bobawas on Aargau, trying to regain hisfather'sfortune.



"L ord Jabba's sources inform him that Wat Tambor isnow on Xagobah,”
said Bib Fortuna. "He has taken refuge in his fortress there. Republic
troops have laid siege to his hideout, using aclonearmy led by a Jedi

Master named Glynn-Beti."

At theword " Jedi,” Bobasface grew grim. Hedidn't explain that he
hed actually met Glynn-Beti, back on the assault ship Candasarri. She hed
even shown kindnessto him; she had never learned his redl name or
parentage. Glynn-Beti was a Bothan, cream-furred and small - less then a
meter and ahalf in height. But she had great presence and command despite

her diminutive size - the power and authority of aJedi.

And nothing could change Bobas mind about that.

Hesaid, "l hate the Jedi, too."

But not Ulu Ulix, Glynn-Beti's Padawan, Boba thought. Ulu was the one

Padawan he genuindly liked.

Jabba nodded. Fortuna continued, "I know. And the Separatists
supporting Wat Tambor have assembled a huge counterforce - hailfires,
spider droids, the most technologically advanced battle droids anyone has
ever seen. To reach Wat Tambor you will first haveto get through Republic

and Separatist lines - no member of the Republic forces on Xagobah mugt



know you have this assgnment.”

"| understand,” said Boba.

"Do you?" Jabba's mouth suddenly split into acold smile.

Fortunaresumed speaking. "Once you have breached the Separatists
forces - if you can - you gill have to enter the Citadd. Wat Tambor
designed it himsdlf. Hefocused dl of histechnologica knowledge to one
end: to makethat fortressinvincible. No one has ever penetrated its
defenses. No one - not even aJedi. And even if they did, inside, there are
traps everywhere. Hidden doors. And there's a rumor that Tambor is

protected by something moreterrible till!"

Jabba leaned forward. His huge girth shifted on histhrone, like amud

didein dow moation. "Y ou saw those other bounty hunters, Boba. Every one

of them wanted thisjob. Some of them would bewilling to kill for it! Are

you?’

CHAPTER FOUR

"When do | leave?' asked Boba. Hetried not to look impatient.

"Almog immediatdy.”

Jabba turned and spoke to Fortuna in alow voice. The Twi'lek



listened, glancing at Boba, then gave anod, bowed, and | ft.

"1 have commanded that your ship be refueled and supplied,” sad
Jabba "The other hunters have aready received their assgnmentsfrom Bib
Fortuna. They will be departing soon aswell. But only you will be going to

Xagobah."

Jabba reached into avivarium. He plucked asingle wuorl from the mass
of froglike creatures squirming indgde the tank, plopped it into his mouth,

and chewed thoughtfully.

Ugh! thought Boba. He quickly looked down, adjusted therelay on his

blaster, and waited for Jabbato finish.

"Thereisasmdl matter we still need to discuss,” Jabba sad. He

gave another hearty belch. "Y our fee”

"My fee?" Boba pretended to mull thisover.

He knew he must choose hiswords very carefully. He did not want to

appear too anxious, like those other bounty hunters. He must be clever, and

dy. Even more clever than Jabba himself - only Jabba must never know that.

"Itisavery difficult bounty,” Bobasaid &t last. "The most perilous

| have ever heard of. | have been working for you for severd years now, 0



Most Humongous of Huitts. Y ou, more than anyone, know how loya | am to you.
And how grateful | am that you have considered mefor this task, knowing

that | am il young.”

Bobalowered his head. His voice was respectful ; but not even Jabba
the Hutt could see the determined look in the young bounty hunter's eyes.

"Lord Jabbal | will accept whatever fee you fed is appropriate.”

Jabba's vast body seemed to balloon with delight. "Once again, a good
answer! Y ou aone show appreciation for my care! You aone | can dways
depend on. Therefore | will split the fee the Republic has promised me. |

will keep seventy percent. The rest isyours, Boba."

Only thirty percent! Othersmight laugh, or argue, but Boba knew

better than that - Jabba usualy kept ninety percent.

Boba bowed. "Thank you, Most Generous of Gangsters. Asyou say, | an
ill young, and learning. And when | return from this misson, | will
continue to work for you. By then my apprenticeship will be over. My fee

will be higher. But my loydty will remain the same.”

Boba's heart beat fast as he spoke these last words. He was teking a

chance, and he knew it.

But being the best bounty hunter in the galaxy wasal about chance.

He stared unflinching at Jabba and waited for hisreply.



For amoment Jabbawas silent. Hisyellow eyes blazed.

"When you return? When you return?' he said at last. His body began to
shake with laughter. "Hoh hoh! Don't you mean if you return?* Jabba drew
back upon histhrone. "Go - now! Ready yoursdf for your adventure! If you

return, wewill discussthisfurther!”

"Yes, Lord Jabba," Bobareplied. With asmall bow he turned and very

quickly left the throne room. That was aclose one! he thought.

Jabba's tone and the angry look in his eyestold Boba that he had gone

perhapstoo far thistime!

Bobawent to his quarters, asmal set of rooms in the easternmost
tower of Jabba's sprawling palace. When he got there, he hesitated and

stood before the door.

It had been severd months since he had been back. He was never here
for more than afew days or weeks at atime, between jobs. Sill, these

rooms were the closest thing he had to ahome.

He knew what he would find insde. His quarters were smple, dmost
gpartan. Therooms of awarrior, with no frillsbesdesa smdl stack of

holobooks at his bedside. Books on strategy, navigation, Mandaorian



weaponry techniques, scouting, and hunting; ancient texts on war.
Most precious of al wasthe book left to hm by his father. It
contained hisfather'swords and images. Along with his father's hdmet,

and the remnants of hisfather's armor, the book was Boba's mogt prized

possess on. He had learned more from that book than he had from any other.

But he had learned even more from his own experience.

Thinking about hisfather still made Boba sad. But he knew his father

would be proud of his son. After dl, he had judt received a prize

assgnment from Jabba the Huitt!

Boba opened the door and went inside. His room was exactly as he hed

|eft it. Or wasit?

"Hey..." Bobafrowned.

Hadn't heleft his Mandalorian hdlmet on board Save | ?

Y et hereit was, in the middle of hisbed. Boba glanced around the

room suspicioudy.

But there was no sign of anyone. The door showed no sgns of forced

entry. His hand hovering above his blaster, he crossed to the bed.



There was something else there, next to hisfather's helmet.

A st of armor.

At first he thought it was the body armor that had bel onged to Jango -

armor that Boba had longed to wear, but which was till too big for him.

"Huh," he said. He picked up the chest-piece, molded to fit Jango's

muscular frame. "Wait aminute - something's different.”

The body armor was smdler than hisfather's. Boba held it up - and

yes, it was Szed to fit him. Perfectly.

He examined the armor carefully, till frowning. "Wow," he breathed in

amazement.

There, dightly below the left Sde of the rib cage, a amdl

indentation showed where long ago Jango had bardly survived an n's

blast.

Bobawhooped in ddight.

It was Jango's body armor!

"Thisisgreat!" he exclamed doud. Quickly he shut and locked his



door. Then he changed from his customary uniform - a young Manda orian
soldier's pale blue tunic and trousers, the black knee-high boots that hed

been too small for him for dmost ayear. "I hope thisfitd"

It did - asif it had been made just for him. Blue fire-resstant
pants with steel-colored armored kneepads and shinpads. An adult's tunic,
much heavier and more durable than a youth's, with shoulder and chest
armor, heavy weapons belt, wrist holsters, and protective glovesthat fdt
like asecond, deeker skin. Last of al, Boba pulled on the boots - his
father's boots, but with newly reinforced soles and heds that could
withstand temperatures hot enough to melt iron. He had just grabbed his

helmet when there was aknock at the door.

"Boba?' asked afamiliar voice. "It'sme, Y gabba- "

"And me, Gab'borah," chimed in asecond voice. "Can we comein?"

"Surel"

Boba yanked the door open. Inthe hall stood Y gabba and Gab'borah.

Both of them were grinning ear to e=r.

"It fitd" cried Ygabba "I knew it would!" Bobastared at her. "You

didthis?'

"Yes! With hishdp." She cocked athumb at her father. "Why do you



think we were so careful to get your height measurement last time you were

here? We knew you'd grow from that - and it looks like we wereright!"

Boba shook his head. Helooked down at hisnew body armor, then at

Y gabba and Gab'borah.

"Thisisthe best thing anyone hasever given me," hesaid. Hehdd up

hishelmet. "Except for this. And this- "

He reached for hisfather's book, carefully dipped it into a pocket.

"Y gabba. Gab'borah. How can | ever thank you?'

Gab'borah shook his head. "Y ou saved my daughter from that horrible

Nemoidian, Gilramos," hesaid. "1 will forever bein your debt.”

"And don't forget - you saved al those other kids, too, Boba," sad
Y gabba. Shelooked at him, then pointed to hishemet, grinning. "I hope
you didn't mind me picking that up for you from Savel. | thought you'd
want to try it on with the rest of your body armor. And you know, it wasn't

thefirst time I've held on to that helmet for you."

Bobalaughed. When hefirst met Y gabba, she had been astreet urchin,
forced to sted for the evil Gilramos Libkath. And one of the things she'd

tried to stedl was his hdmet!



"It surewasnt,” hesaid. "But it might be thelast. Jabbais sending

me on another bounty hunt.” "' So soon?" said Gab'borah.

Bobanodded. "Y eah. But thisisthe great thing - it's my firg job

of f-planet!”

"Awesome!" said Y gabba. Her voice held atouch of envy. "Where?"

Boba hesitated. More than anything, he wanted to tdl them of his

prize assgnment. After al, Gab'borah and Y gabba were the closest thing

Bobahad to afamily.

But he could not afford therisk. Hewas in the first rank of Jabbals

bounty hunters now.

And he wanted to stay there.

"l can't tell you," hesaid. "It would be too risky. Not just for me,

but for you, too."

Y gabba looked disappointed, but her father nodded.

"We understand,” he said. His voice sounded wistful, but hisblue eyes

shone. "We are very proud of you, Boba. Y our father would be proud, too."

Gab'borah reached into the pocket of his chef's robe and withdrew a



smdl packet. "Here. These will last along time. Wherever you're gaing,
you'll need food." Bobatook the packet. He peeled back a corner to see

what wasingde.

"Glebrationd" He made a face, then sad, "l mean, thank you,
Gab'borah." Gleb rations didn't taste very good, but a sngle smdl cube

provided enough energy and nutrients for aday's hard work.

"Wed better go," said Y gabba. She gave Bobaawistful smile. "'l have

one morething for you. Not as exciting as gleb rations, but..."

She held out asmall object, about the size of Boba's hand.

"What isit?" he asked, taking the object. It was heaver than it

looked, encased in agray plasted container.

"A aurprise,” sad Y gabba. "Wait till you get wherever it isyou're

going. Then openit.”

Bobanodded. "Thanks, Y gabba.”

"Yourewecome. | hopeit helps." Shegrinned at Boba, pointing at

hishdmet. "Y ou take care of that, too. | won't be around to watch it for

you!"



Bobasmiled. "Don't worry, " he said, waving good-bye as the two of

them turned and waked back down the hal. "l will."

CHAPTERHVE

Boba had been off-planet before, of course.

He had been born on rainswept Kamino, and had buried his father on
Geonosis, adesert planet even more desolate than Tatooine. He had been to
Aargau, where heretrieved what remained of his father's fortune and
explored the planet's treacherous, mazelike Undercity. And before that he
had been on amoon of Bogden, and the poisoned world of Raxus Prime. Raxus
Prime was where Boba had met up with the man his father had cadled "The

Count."

Some people knew the Count as Dooku, aleader of the Separatists.

Othersknew him as Tyranus. Darth Tyranus was the agent who had chosen

Jango Fett asthe source for the Republic's vast clone army.

Now the Republic and the Separatists were a war. Count Dooku and

Tyranus were on opposing sides of the conflict.

And only Boba Fett knew that Tyranus and Dooku were the same man.

This knowledge had saved Bobas life on Aargau. Thisknowledge was a

weapon.



Like aweapon, it gave Bobagreat power.

And like aweapon, it had the power to kill those who used it.

In the cockpit of Save Boba made a lag-minute check that his

firearms were stored and ready for use.

"Jet pack, blaster, jet pack generator, ion stunner, grappling
missle” Boba counted off his deadly array. "Dart shooter, rocket

launchers, whipcord thrower..."

Jabba might be greedy and disgusting and power-hungry. But when it
cameto outfitting his favorite bounty hunter, he was as generous as his

Gamorrean guards were stupid.

New weapons gleamed from Save I's storage bays. blagter, ionizers
plasmamissiles. And, at Boba's request, Jabba had arranged for brand-new
sensor-jammersto beingaled on Savel, aswel as a state-of-the-art
interdtitial steelth shield. But best of &l wasthe shining set of Westar-

34 blasters on Boba's weapons belt.

"Il never let you down, Father. Not aslong as| have these" Boba

murmured as he checked a blaster's power cell cartridge.



Once the Westar-34s had belonged to Jango Fett. Now they were his
son's. The blasters had been designed by Jango, and specially made for him.
Compact enough to fit in ajet pack, the wegpons were cast of a nearly

priceless ddlorian adloy, designed to withstand furnace hest.

Bobawasn't surewhat wasin store for him on Xagobah. But he was

pretty sure things would heat up once he got there.

He settled behind the ship's console and set his course for Xagobah.

He glanced out the viewscreen.

"Lookslike I'm not the only bounty hunter anxiousto leave," he said.

In the docking bay around him, dozens of other ships were getting
ready to depart Tatooine. Astromech droids and Ughnaught mechanics were
everywhere, scrambling to make last-minute adjustments to starships and
speeders. In the hazy, red-tinged air above him Boba could make out more
darships, flashing likefdling stars. He pressed Save I's thruster

igniters.

With adeafening rumble and an explogve burgt of flame from its

fuson reactors, Save | shot from thelanding bay.

"Y@"

Boba's heart pounded with the thrill that accompanied every new



mission. Below him, the Dune Sea spread like flame across the surface of
Tatooine. And like flame the brilliant red-and-orange dunes dmost
immediately faded into black, as Save | pierced the planet's atmosphere

and headed into the vast realm of space.

Boba checked the coordinates for Xagobah. He glanced out the

viewscreen and saw the usua flash and flare of planets and distant sars.

Hefrowned. "What's that?'

At the bottom of the viewscreen, something glittered and darted like

an asteroid. Something that shouldn't be there.

"Thereésno asteroidsin this sector,” said Boba. "No recent planetary

upheavas..."

Boba quickly checked SaveI'sflight plan. There was no sgn of
meteor activity. The glittering spark grew larger on the viewscreen. Boba

|leaned forward.

"That's no meteor!"

Ingtinctively he reached for the control unit of Save I's missle

deployer.



"That'safighter!" he cried. "Andit'stailing me"

Hisfingersflashed across the console. Immediately the enlarged image

of aKoro-1 exodrive air-speeder filled the screen. Furiously Boba punched

at the console. He needed that vehicle€s registration data...

Silvery lettersfilled the screen. Andoan registry, licensed to Urzan

Krag of Krag Fanodo.

"The Aqudish," Boba bresathed. "He wanted this assgnment, too. Wel,

he'snot going to get it!"

Before him on the viewscreen was awhite-hot burst. Save | shuddered

asthough it were starting re-entry.

"Hésfiringonme”

Immediately Bobawent into attack mode. The Andoan vessdl blinked from

aght.

"He has acloaking device," muttered Boba. "Well, sodo|."

Boba deployed SaveI's sensor jammers, then activated the protose

detectors. They indicated that the Andoan ship was somewhere behind him.

"Y ou want to play hide-and-seek?' said Boba. He grasped the controls



of Savel'slaser cannons and fired. "Wdl, hide from that!"

The energy bolts streaked through the black emptiness outsde the

ship. They found their target and seemed to liquefy around it. The Andoan

Speeder's outlines gppeared, cloaked in ablazing plasmaskin.

The Andoan vessdl seemed to hover like ateardrop waiting to fall.

Aningant later ablinding flare of blue-white plasma engulfed the

Aquaish'sship.

"Gotchal" exclamed Boba.

Backlash waves of energy from the blast pulsed around Save |, then

dispersed. Where the Andoan speeder had been, brilliant specks of debris

floated, like aminiature asteroid fidd.

"What agreat way to Sart the day!" gloated Boba. His eyes shone as

he activated Slave I's navigation program. He leaned forward, his fingers

autométicaly programming the coordinates for his destination.

"Next stop - Xagobah!"

CHAPTER SIX



Bobawas not surprised that Wat Tambor had chosen Xagobah for his
citadd. Thisentire sector was known to be afavorite of smugglers meking
their way between more habitable regions. Jabba had underworld contacts on

various planetsthere.

Still, until he had received his assignment, Boba had never heard the

crime lord mention Xagobah.

He had never heard anyone mention it. "But thereit is™ he murmured.

Dead ahead of Savel, aplanet shimmered into view. Boba blinked,

wondering if hiseyeshad gone funny.

The planet seemed out of focus. Its outlineswere blurred, asthough a

vast hand had drawn it with colored ink, then smudged it.

Yet as Savel drew nearer, Boba saw that the problem was not with his

eyes. The problem was with Xagobah.

The entire planet seethed with colors. Purple, viole, lavender,
maroon, plum: every shade of purple Boba had ever seen, and many he could
not have imagined. The colors shifted and moved above the world's surface
like an immense, restless demonsquid. Tentacles of indigo and violet spiked
thousands of kilometers upward into the atmosphere, then retracted. As
Slave 1 began its descent, Boba glimpsed jagged flashes of lightning below

Xagobah'sviolet haze.



Atmospheric sorms.

"That'snot good,” he said to himsdlf.

He saw something el s, too. It hovered hawklike, safely out of reach

of thelightning storms - one of the largest vehicles he had ever seen.

A Republic assault ship.

"They sure mean business” Bobasaid grimly. Quickly he checked to
make sure Savel's cloaking device was till activated. "Now - let's take

acloser look."

Hedrew Slave | asclose as he dared to the troopship. It was an
Acclamator, one of the military trangports specialy built by the Republic
to carry clone troops across the galaxy. Each ship held up to 16,000 clone
troopers, aswell as armored walkers, gunships, speeders, and anmunition

upplies.

And there would be Republic command personnd on board aswell - and

Republic military commanders on Xagobah's surface.

"Which iswhere I'm headed,” said Boba. "Better get there, fagt!”



Hetook afind look at the Acclamator. Then he hit the thrusters.

Slave | shot toward Xagobah.

Outside, streamers of purple and lavender whipped past. Boba thought
about the troopship. It certainly looked like the Republic had sent an

entire clone army to lay siegeto Wat Tambor.

From what Boba knew about the Separatists, they would have their own

army, geared to fight back.

A droid army. Battle droids, super battle droids, spider droids, the

works.

Bobas grip tightened on Save I's controls. He had successully

fought droids back on Tatooine, when he rescued Y gabba and the other kids

from the evil Neimoidian.

But hed never had to fight an entire army of them! "Good thing | have

my body armor,” said Boba. "And my blagters...”

The ship's nav program showed he was fast approaching the surface. He

still wasn't sure what Xagobah looked like, close up.

But he knew what he would find there - Trouble.

CHAPTER SEVEN



Bobalocked Slave | into cruising mode. Outside, shreds of dark purple
mist flew by like flocks of winged mynocks. Boba watched the haze grow

thicker - and darker - the closer he came to Xagobah's surface

| ill have no ideawhat kind of life-forms are native to this place,
he thought. He peered through the writhing fog. It was almost impossibleto

see anything, which meant it would be difficult for othersto see him.

"That'sagood thing, too." Boba reached for hisjet pack. "The
Republic isafter Wat Tambor. And Wat Tambor will be busy defending himsalf

againgt the clone troops - and none of them will be happy to see me coming!

He turned back to SlaveI's console. Outside, the mig no longer
moved. Instead, it hung like aheavy, purplish curtain over everything. As
Savel cruised ashort distance above the surface, Boba got his firg

glimpse of Xagobah.

And what he saw there was disgusting! "Mushrooms?' exclaimed Boba

Only these weren't ordinary mushrooms. They were astall astrees; as
tall asthe rock formationsthat surrounded Jabbas fortress. He saw orange
fungi shaped like towers, with long rubbery appendages dangling from them

like arms. He saw entire forests of umbrella-shaped mushrooms, yelow,



crimson, poisonous green. In spots the ground was covered with a carpet of
wriggling thingslike hair or fur. They waved and changed color asthe ship
passed overhead, darkening from pink to darkest violet. Some of thetallest
mushrooms sported fungi like ladders craming up their sSides. Redly

crawling, like dugsor gigantic swollen caterpillars.

"Grosdl" said Boba

Though it was aso sort of coal, inahorribleway. He stared & a
huge fungi that looked like abloated jdlyfish. It pulsed and belched

clouds of purple-black smoke as Boba's ship hovered aboveit.

Only it wasn't smoke, but spores.

"That'swhat thefogis" Bobaredized in amazement. "Not mig, or
clouds- but billions and billions of mushroom spores! | wonder if it's

safe to breathe?"

Quickly helogged into the ship's medica computer and reaed the data

there.

It isrecommended that you take an antidote before setting foot on
Xagobah, as aprecaution. Mogt of the fungi are harmless, but some have
toxinsthat can befatd if swalowed or breathed. Others can cause changes

to non-native biologicd entities.



"Likeme?' asked Boba, as hetook asmall inhaer out of his med kit.

Boba bresthed in the antidote, then tossed the empty inhaler.

"Changes," hemused. "1 wonder what kind of changes? Well, I'll have

plenty of timeto find out - later. Right now I'm out to find Wat Tambor."

Savel was cruisng well below the mushroom forest's canopy now.

But in the distance, Boba could see something other than rubbery fungi

and cailing tendrils. Laser fire.

He stared out as bolts of bright blue flame erupted through the haze

of purple and black. For amoment the flaresilluminated the scene below.

"Thereitis," breathed Boba.

In the center of alarge clearing an immense structure loomed: Wat
Tambor'sfortress. It wastoo dim to see clearly. But Boba could make out
dark dashes about 500 meters from the citadd - a series of trenches
engineered by the Republic's troops. More laser fire rose from here,
streaking toward the fortress walls. Boba could just make out myriad forms

moving through the shadows.

"Clonetroopers,”" he said doud, preparing to land. "Thisiswhere the



actionis. Which means- that's exactly where I'm going!™

Back on Tatooine, one of thefirst things Boba had done was arrange
for hisship to be completely overhauled by Mentis Qinx. At thetime, Boba
had no creditsto pay for the work. Hed bluffed hisway into it,
projecting enough confident authority that hed fooled Qinx's

adminisrative droid.

And the bluff had paid off. Qinx had upgraded Savel's power cdls.
He had installed a series of camo covers that conceaed new turbolasers and
concussion misslelaunchers. He had upgraded the engineering console. He
had even replaced the exigting hardware grid with a larger one. Someday,

that grid would accommodate more advanced stealth hardware.

Unfortunately, Qinx hadn't ingaled it yet. "Thet'll be your next big

project, Qinx," muttered Boba.

He stared up at the vast Republic assault ship hovering just beyond
the planet's atmosphere. Save I's interdtitid shidd had worked
beautifully out there, with the Republic's eyestrained on the surface of

Xagobah.

But would it work here on the planet itsalf?

He activated dl the ship'sauxiliary cloaking devices and began to

land.



Below, the mushroom forest swayed and tossed as Save | descended.
Clouds of spores drifted acrossthe viewscreens. In the near distance,
flickers of blue and gold exploded through the violet haze. He had landed
behind thefront lines; if held tried to fly directly to the citadel, both
Republic and Separatist forces would've been derted to his presence. And
Boba needed both stealth and surprise if he was going to capture Wat

Tambor.

Morelase fire.

The Republic'sforces were very close.

With ashudder, Save | touched down.

"Hereweare," Bobamuttered. A chill crept across him, but he ignored
it. Facing down fear had become second nature to him. He glanced a his
father's book, stowed safely beneath the console. Not long ago, Boba would

have taken it with him for good luck, and to give him confidence.

But not now. Boba had developed discipling, and with that came
confidence. And he had memorized every word of Jango's advice. Now Boba
carried the memory of hisfather insde him, dong with the knowledge of

his own strength.



Asfor luck? Bobatook a deep breath. We make our own luck, Jango had

told him. Caution, cunning, preparedness - that'swhat luck conssts of.

Oh - and agreat set of weapons doesn't hurt, his father had added

with arareamile,

Thinking of Jango made Boba smile sadly. "Well, I've got the wegpons,

that'sfor sure," he said.

Hedid abrisk check of hisfirearms, diding apadm shooter onto one

hand. With the other he checked the array of wegpons on his belt.

A vibroshiv; asingle CryoBan grenade that Jabba had given him as
reward for an earlier success; hisblasters. The Mandaorian body armor,

stronger and tougher than chyrsaide hide, as supple as Boba's own skin.

Man, thisfedsgreat! he thought, flexing hisarms. He checked that

his Westar blasters were fully charged. That should be enough....

He started for the hatch, then stopped. His gaze fdl upon a sl

object resting dongsde the flight console.

Y gabbas gift.

He picked it up, feding again how heavy it was for something so

amadl. Carefully, he opened it.



"Whoal" His eyeswidened in ddight. "A holoshroud!"

He examined it closaly: compact power cdl, hologram generator and

projector, hologram cartridge and tuner. Asheturned it, asmdl text doc

did out. Bobarecognized Y gabba's neat handwriting.

Boba -

Bet you didn't expect this! | used Jabba's hologram recorder to scan

animage for you on the hologram cartridge. Seeing that'll be your next

surprise!

The bad newsisyou can't check it out until you actudly use it -

and the power cell only lastsfor two minutes. So save it for when you

redlly need it. Can't wait to hear how it al turns out!

Your friend, Y gabba

Boba shook his head, marveling.

"Y gabba, you definitely have the best taste in presents,” he sad a

last. He locked the holoshroud in place on his belt. "Guessthat'sit..."

Hewas ready to go. For amoment he looked longingly at hisjet pack.



That would sure makeit faster to get around.

But as he reached for the jet pack, he heard a burst of laser fire

from outsde. There was an answering volley, followed by an explosion.

Boba shook hishead. "Too risky."

Reluctantly heleft the jet pack where it was. He adjusted his hdmet
S0 it covered hisface and stepped forward, opening the arlock. For one
last instant, he stopped and stared back at theinterior of hisship - he
hoped he/d make it back here. Then he closed the airlock and opened the

outer door.

A rush of warm, marshy air surrounded him, thick with the amdls of
rot and stagnant water. A flare of cannon fire made the towering mushrooms
shake like grassin the wind. He heard distant comm gatic and shouting,

the scream of something that was not human.

Boba amiled. "Wat Tambor, herel come!”

His hand poised above his blaster, Boba Fett took hisfirst step onto

the surface of Xagobah - and into the unknown.

CHAPTEREIGHT

Savel had landed in asmdl clearing in the mushroom forest. After



checking that the areawas safe, Bobaran quietly until he reached the edge

of the clearing. He stopped and looked back.

His ship was gone.

For amoment Boba's heart stopped. "What?' Could the Republic forces

have found him so soon?

Suddenly he remembered. Jabba's interditid shidd! He laughed

hoarsdly. " Guess that proves the cloaking device workd!"

Boba gazed to where his ship was hidden. I'll be back as soon as |

can, he thought. With Wat Tambor - dead or alive!

He touched hishelmet in farewell, turned and began to make his way

through theforest. "Ugh!"

Bobaswatted at athick, dimy purple-green tendril that reached for
him from an overhanging branch. The tendril recoiled like a cratsch
preparing to strike. A cloud of green mist puffed out fromit, and a smdl

like rotten mest.

Boba grimaced. "Funny, Jabba didn't mention moving, sinking

mushroomg™



He activated his hdmet'sfiltration system. As he stepped forward his

boots sank into sticky ooze. "Ugh!" Boba groaned again.

From the air, Xagobah's fungus-covered surface had appeared solid. But
now that he stood onit, or init, Boba saw it was about as solid as
mugruebe mucus. He pulled hisfoot up. Therewas aloud belching sound, as

the ground beneath sucked at his boot hungrily.

Maybe leaving the jet pack behind hadn't been such agood idea....

Before he could take another step, a deafening sound tore the ar
overheed, followed by ablinding burst of flame. Ingtinctively Boba flung

himsdf back toward an umbrella-shaped fungus three times his height.

That washisfirs mistake.

"Hey!" Boba shouted.

The huge mushroom had agash inits Sde, big enough to hold Boba. He
thought he could hide there from whoever wasfiring. Instead, great dimy
folds of fungus suddenly extended from the mushroom, like huge mynock
wings. They covered him until he waswrapped in adimy cocoon, with only
his head free. Then they yanked him backward to the base of the fungus-
tree. A putrid scent filled his nogtrils. Boba's hands lashed o,

sruggling to free himsdif.



That was his second mistake.

Theingtant hisfingerstouched the rippling fungus, they were stuck
fast. And the more he struggled, the worse it got. Within minutes, he was
entirely stuck. He could fed hisblagter at his waig, but he couldn't
moveto retrieveit. Hisfingertips grazed the handle of hisvibrashiv, but

he couldn't freeit. He could scarcely breathe.

And that, unfortunately, seemed to be the point.

Because Boba could till see. And what he saw was that he was dowly,

inescapably, being pulled toward the gash in the Sde of the grest

mushroom-tree.

Only it wasn't just agash. And it wasn't ahole. 1t was moving,

opening wider and wider the closer hedrew to it.

And suddenly Bobaknew what it was - A mouth.

CHAPTER NINE

The fungus was like some horrible hybrid of mushroom and spider. The

folds enveloping Bobawere like aweb.

And the mouth - wdll, it was exactly like amouth! Boba could amdl



it, the rotting scent of whatever itslast meal had been. And he could see
it, row upon row of crimson, razor-sharp teeth stretching deep indde the

mushroom's trunk.

Now what?

Hetried kicking again.

Nothing. He was completely immohilized. Thefungd tree's mouth was

only meters away now. Bobaglared at it through his hedmet. He couldn't

move them, but till hishands clenched angrily.

Wait aminute...

Just beneeth one hand he could fed the tip of something hard and
smooth: his Stokhli spray tick. Boba had taken it from a Stokhli nomad

who'd given him ahard timein Mos Eidey one day.

He'd stuck it on hisweapons bdt and, truth to tdl, hed dmost

forgotten about it, despite thefact that spray sticks cost alot of

credits. It was smal and dender, with astun pad at the very bottom and

Soray mist cartridges afew millimeters above.

Blllasaerghhh...

A sound came from the fungd tree, adisgusting moan of pleasure that



Bobainterpreted as " dinnertime!

"Not yet," he grunted. He clenched his hand again, his fingertips
grazing the spray stick. He had no way of taking am at the fungus, no way
of adjusting the spray mist net or the dectrica chargeit delivered. If
it backfired, Bobawould find himsdf entangled dl over again, 4ill

unableto move

Not that it would matter!

Aaaaergghhhh!

A pae purple tongue protruded from the mushroom'’s dobbering mouth.

Flecks of foul-smelling sdiva splattered across Bobas helmet. With every

ounce of strength he had, Boba focused on moving his finger toward the

Spray stick.

Jugt aniota, just the merest fraction - And

There was amuffled report. At Bobas side the spray stick shuddered

asthough it would explode - and then it did!

"Gotchal" crowed Boba

A shimmering mist erupted from the stick'stip. It surrounded Boba,



but it did not adhereto him. Instead it fixed itsdlf to the dimy membrane
that wrapped him like a cocoon. It formed a second web, a net strong enough

to hold acharging myntor.

A powerful dectrica surge pulsed through the soray mist net. Good

thing | have my helmet and body armor! Boba thought.

Asthe pulsing charge stunned its prey, Boba flung himsdf forward.

Around him the fungus membrane d ackened then recoiled.

Hewasfreel

He heard an unhappy durping sound, then asort of sizzling groan. The
next ingtant he was on the ground, rolling away from the mushroom tree. He
stopped himsdlf, then clambered to hisfeet. Hishand fdt for the sun

gick, disabling it.

"Well, that camein handy," he said.

A few meters off, the mushroom tree quivered and moaned. The stun-net

covered its mouith. Its pae tongue poked pathetically at the webbing, while

above it the treg's umbrella crown drooped.

"Only agreat bounty hunter could have pulled that off!" boasted Boba

as he brushed himsdf off. "And - "



He stiffened. His hand hovered above his blaster as he turned, as

dowly as he dared, to face the creature behind him.

"And only afool would have approached aflimme tree during fesding

hours" it said coally.

"Who are you?' demanded Boba.

But he might have asked, What are you?

The creature regarded him calmly. It wasreptilian, alittle taller

than Bobaand with long, muscular aams and legs clad in what looked like a

carno uniform of purple and gray. Itslarge, dmond-shaped eyes were coldly

intelligent, itsliplessmouth curved inadight amile to reved sharp

teeth. Itswiry forearms were curled around a blaster rifle.

And the blaster was pointed right at Boba Fett.

CHAPTER TEN

"Who am |?" repeated the creature. "On Xagobah, we like to ask

guestions before we answer them. But - "

Theroaring whine of a missle passed overhead. Boba flinched. A

moment later the missle impacted a short distance away, sending im



faling to his knees. He looked up to see the creature staring down at him,

sill esrily cam.

"But we seem to find ourselves on the same side for the moment,” the
creature went on, as though nothing had happened. The muzzle of its blaster

remained fixed on Bobaas it motioned for him to get up.

"And what sideisthat?" snapped Boba.

"Thewrong one," retorted the creature, as another missle whizzed

overhead. "Quickly!

It jammed the blaster rifleinto Boba's sde, gesuring toward the

mushroom forest.

"No way!" Boba shook his head. "I've aready made dinner plans, and

they don't include being the main course!™

The creature made alow growling sound. Boba stiffened, then redlized
the thing waslaughing. "Dinner pland" it repeated. "That isgood! Feeding
timeisover - " It poked him again, harder this time. Reluctantly, Boba

began moving toward the fungi forest.

"Theflimme trees share an underground root sysem,” the creature
continued. "They are thousands of years old, and when oneis hurt, they all

suffer. And that one was very badly hurt!"



It indicated the flimmel tree that Boba had escaped from. Its canopy
had retracted completely. It looked like a closed - and very mournful -

umbrdla

"None of themwill be hungry for alitttewhile” The creature shot

Bobaan admiring glance. "That wasagood jolt you gaveit.”

"Thanks," said Boba. He regarded the creature warily. But its own
expression asit stared back at him was mostly curious. Boba positioned his

hand so that it was near his blagter.

What's the best way to dedl with this thing - whatever it is? he

wondered.

The dien was armed, but so was Boba. He could blast it - but what if

there were others nearby?

Helooked at the dlien from the corner ashiseye. Ashe did, the echo

of laser fire made the surrounding mushroom forest shake asthough a gde

torethroughiit.

don't even know what side of the conflict it's on, Boba brooded.

A sudden staccato burst of comm static made up his mind.



That was way too close, Bobathought. And he could tell from a glance
a thedien that it felt the. same way. Boba decided to take matters into
his own hands. He adjusted his hdmet, squaring his shoulders to make

himsdf seem astdl aspossible.

"We better find shdter - fast," he said.

To hissurprise, thedien nodded. "Thisway," it sad, tuming to
lopeinto the forest. Bobafollowed, trying not to trip over dumps of
dimly glowing mushroomsliketiny, domed cities scattered underfoot. He
kept his hand on his wegpon, scanning the shadowy fungus-growth around him

for agnsof an ambush.

Thankfully, he saw nothing, savethe clusters of gleaming mushrooms
and the occasiond flimmeltree. They ran for severd minutes. A second
burst of comm static sounded - much closer thistime. Boba could even make

out words: Tambor Angdlarra, Ulu, Suspect Ambush..

Suspect ambush. Bobas grip on his blaster tightened. Scant meters
ahead hisreptilian guide paused in front of an enormous mushroom tree the
color of demonsquid ink. Like the flimmel tree, it was topped by a parasol-
shaped crown. Unlike the flimméd tree, this one had wobbly limbs protruding
from it. They reminded Boba of the spokes of awhed - if the spokes had

Started to mdlt.



"Thisway!" hissed the dien. It made arunning legp and nimbly swvung
its clawed forearms over the lowest branch. The entire fungus seemed about
to ked over. Almost immediatdly the plant straightened, itslimbs cailing

and uncoiling likefingers.

"Hurry!" thedien caled urgently. "Come here!"

Boba stared up at it. Its lidlessjade-green eyes stared back. Then it
turned and began clambering farther up the fungus stak. Asit did it made

asoft clicking sound, asthough it were talking to the mushroom.

The entire tree shuddered as alow rumbling sound shook the air.

"Uh, thanks, but no thanks!" Boba yelped. He started to back away.
Before he could move, the tree'slowest branch snaked toward him. 1t looped
itsdf around hiswaig, firmly but gently; then quick aslightning pulled

himinto theair.

Kaf1000m!

Fragments of dirt and shattered fungus pelted him. Boba stared at the
ground in horror. Where he had stood, there yawned amortar hole the sze
of aspeeder. Flickers of flame ran around its perimeter. He amdlled the

ozone stink of a pulse grenade.



"That was way too close!" exclamed Boba. Beside him the dien nodded.

"Indeed,”" it said.

Bobablinked. For thefirg time he redlized where he was. hafway up
ahuge fungus, with an armed and possibly hungry reptile next to hm. He

was outnumbered, at least for the moment.

Better play dumb, he thought.

"Uh, | know you don't like to answer questions - but can you tdl me

exactly what's going on?"

Thedien regarded him with itscam, intelligent eyes. It looked him
up and down, taking in his Mandal orian body armor and helmet, his weapons.

One of its clawed hands absently stroked the stalk of the fungustree.

After amoment it spoke - but not in answer to Boba's question. It
gaveasariesof clicksand growls, ssemingly directed to the tree. The

tree responded by extending along dender tendril toward Boba's head.

Ulp! hethought, but stood his ground. The tendril touched his helmet,
then his chest. It remained there, pressed againgt the smooth body armor.
Boba could fed hisheart pounding. After amoment he redlized the tree

could fed it, too.



It's checking me out!

Bobafdt asnesking admiration. The aien reptile looked at Boba and

nodded. Its mouth parted in arazor-toothed smile.

"The fungus has a primitive sensory system that respondsto heat and
motion. It detects an elevated heart rate. Y our garb indicates you are a
warrior and, | suspect, amercenary one intending to attack me. I am not a

warior."

The dien leaned againgt the fungus stalk. Itsjade eyes grew clouded.
"But | have learned to bear weapons, asyou see. My nameis Xeran. | an a
Xamgter. My family has been bound to this malviltres, Mdubi, for one
thousand turns of Xagobah. Once hundreds of us lived here and harvested

Malubi's spores. Now only | remain.”

Xeran'svoice grew sad. "War has come to Xagobah. Though we wanted no
part of it, still war claimed us. Many of my people have been forced to
serve one side or the other. Many othersfled, only to be shot in flight.
Our malvil-trees are dying of neglect and londliness. And now | am caught
between two armies- " It lifted one clawed hand and pointed. "There. Can

you see them?'

Bobastrained, but even adjusting his helmet's focus didn't help. "No,

" hereplied.



The dien made another series of clicks. The fungustree - Mdubi -
extended another tendril. This one was thicker and less rubbery. The dien
hopped onto it, then motioned for Bobato do the same. He did, and the
aien grasped him asthe tendril bore them up, up, up, until they were a

Malubi's very top.

"Wow," breathed Bobain amazement.

Up here they were above the velvety haze of purple spores. Boba could
see the canopy of the mushroom forest waving gently beneath. He could see
thelittle clearing where he had left Save 1, though of course his ship

wasinvishbleto him behind its cloaking device.

And -

Boba's breath caught in histhroat. He grasped tightly & Mdubi's
rubbery appendage. He was glad Xeran could not see his face behind his
Manda orian helmet. Because the top of the mdvil-tree dso gave im a

clear and terrifying view of what he had come herefor.

From the air, the Republic's trenches had looked like dashes in the
ground. Now Boba saw how carefully constructed they were. Each held a line
of thirty or so clonetroopers, heavily armed. Waves of fire erupted from
the trenches, arching through the ar toward the fortress. With each

bombast, a group of clone troopers would charge from the trenches -



Only to be met by an opposing charge of droids!

Bobawhistled. The Republic's forces were impressve - he figured
there were hundreds, maybe a thousand, clone troopers arrayed on the battle

fidld below. But the citadd was so well-defended that Boba could not

suppress a gasp.

"Jabbawas right about Wat Tambor," he muttered. A master of defense
technologies, the gangster had said of him; and now Boba could see how true
that was. Through the haze of spores and laser fire, Boba got his firs
glimpse of the Separatist'sdroid army: lines of battle droids marching
relentledy, tirdesdy, toward the clone troopers to breach the

Republic'slines.

That looked bad enough. But what made Boba's hand tighten on his

blaster wasn't the clashing armies.

For thefirst time, he could clearly see Wat Tambor's citaddl.

CHAPTER ELEVEN

"So that'sit," murmured Boba

"Yes" sad Xeran. "The Mazariyan Citadel. The cause of dl my



troubles.

"And the beginning of mine," Bobareplied, trying not to shiver.

Mazariyan rose from the planet's surface, unimaginably immense, a
looming dull black. Its Sdeswere stepped, like the sides of an ancient
pyramid of Y avin. But even from this distance Boba could tdl that the

edificewas not just abuilding.

The dull black, smooth surface seemed to pulse with life. Flickers of
energylike lightning ran up and down its Sdes. On the levels above,
shining black spines protruded. The spines were twice the length of Boba's
body and as sharp as javelins. He could see where dark shapes had been
impaled upon them. Even as he watched, one of the spines began to dowly
retract, like amachine. Bobawatched in horror asalimp form did from

it, faling and bouncing down the fortresss side.

"Thetyrant whois holed up there has twisted the evolution of
Xagobah'slifeforms" said Xeran. Histone was steady, but Boba saw that
the dlien'sface was strained. "He has taken fungus thet were benign,
feeding only on bacteria. He has taken our gentle malvil-trees. He has bio-
engineered them so that they are now perverted and kill things without

feeding on them.”

"Thingslike humanoids," said Bobainalow voice.



"That iscorrect,”" agreed Xeran. "And Xamgers."

"What isthistyrant's name?"' asked Boba

But he dready knew what the answer would be.

"Wat Tambor," said Xeran. "Heisevil. And as you can see, he has

brought evil tous- "

Xeran pointed to where adark mass stretched about five hundred meters
from the citade initslong shadow. "Those are just some of the Republic's
troops gathered there. They have laid siege for weeks now. No metter how
many arrive, few are able to gain entrance. And when they do, we hear rumor
of what they find ingde. Wat Tambor's command of technology has made hm

ruthless. There are no prisonersinsde hiscitadd. And no survivors.”

Bobalooked back at Mazariyan. He found he could not take his eyes
from the sight, horrible asit was. "The Republic's using clone troopers,”

he said, more to himsdf than Xeran.

"Y es. Sometimes the Republic has forced my people to fight, paying
themwell. Y et the Republic has lost many non-clone fighters. Fightersthey
could not afford to lose. So their chiefs have sent in a Jedi Generd named

Glynn-Beti to lead their forces."



Boba's eyes grew cold and hard. "Glynn-Beti?' He didn't speak his

thought: She's the Jedi who Jabba told me about.

"Yes. Glynn-Beti isa Jedi Magter, and a fearless warrior. Also a

shrewd one."

"She can't be that shrewd,” said Boba. He amiled coldly. "Otherwise

her troops would have dready captured Wat Tambor and taken the citade ."

To Bobas surprise, the reptilian aien once more made the growling

sound that passed for Xamster laughter.

"That isvery amusing!" Xeran'sjade-green eyesfixed on Boba. "It is

arare gift, to be able to find amusement when faced with danger. Or desth.

He peered a Bobamore closely. "Y ou have not told me your name,
stranger, or your business here. And | will not ask you. | suspect we share
acommon enemy. And if that isthe case, itisbest | do not know your

intent. That way | cannot betray you."

Bobanodded. "Thank you," he said.

"Though | can, perhaps, help you." Xeran glanced a& Boba's weapons

belt. "Y ou are dready well-armed. Better armed than | am,” he said, and

patted his own blaster. "My weapon came from atrooper | wasforced to day



in sdf-defense. He would have harmed Maubi."

The Xamgter siroked the malvil tree. "No, stranger. | do not think |

can offer you better wegpons. But | can offer you advice.

"All of thisterritory isdisputed, with battles erupting at anytime."
Xeran pointed to the battlefield below them. ™Y our only hope of approaching

the citadd isto come down from the north - that isthe far Side, there."

Boba's heart sank. "There are athousand clone troopers between here
and therel" He patted hisblaster, then shook his head. "But | have no

other choice, s0 - "He started to climb down.

"Wait." Xeran's cool scay hand gently restrained him. ™Y ou may not

have a choice. But you do have a means of gpproaching without being seen.”

The Xamster turned. Standing on tiptoe, he extended his clawsto pluck
adark purple globe from the malvil-trees salk. Ashedid, a smdl puff
of violet smoke emerged from the globe, then disappeared. Once more Boba

felt the malvil-tree tremble, then grow ill.

"This globe contains Maubi's spores,” explained Xeran. "The spores
are harmlessin themsaves. Yet they are not usdess. They act as a
powerful camouflage agent. Organic life-forms cannot see through the haze

produced by the spores. Neither can the droids - the spores reflect light



too high on the spectrum for the droids to register through their optics.
Wat Tambor has exploited the spores for his own purposes, to camouflage his
vessals. But when the spores are carried by the wind, they act as chemicd

messengers between the trees.”

Xeran'sliplessmouth curved in a amile to reved white razorlike

teeth. He held up asmall pouch, opened it, and took a pinch of what looked

like lavender powder between his claws.

"Here," he said, gesturing at Boba's hand. "Take this Put it into

your eyes, beneath your helmet. 1t will enable you to see through the haze.

Bobaheld out his gloved hand. Xeran dropped a amdl amount of the

lavender powder into his padm. Boba stared at it, then at the Xamster.

Could Xeran be trusted?

Boba hesitated. He had learned over the last few years to trust his

ingtincts - one of abounty hunter's most powerful assets.

And hisinginctstold him now that Xeran wastelling the truth.

"Thanks," Boba said. Heturned away, momentarily raising his hdmet.

Hetilted his head back, and let afew grains of the powder fal into his

eyes. Hefelt afaint prickling, but that was all. He blinked, lowered his



helmet, and turned back to Xeran.

The Xamster nodded approvingly. "The effect is not permanent. But it

may help you. And here- - "

Heheld out asmall purple orb. "Take this globe with you. Maubi has
aready imprinted you as one who means us no harm. The other mavil-trees
will recognize you. They will not harm you. But if you have need of

camouflage, crush thisglobe. The sporeswill be released.”

Bobatook the globe. "Thank you," he said. Carefully he dipped it

into his utility pouch.

"Something dsel will tdl you," added Xeran. "Thereisa fungus we
cal Xabar. It has many smal tentacles. It isavery deep purplein color,
with brilliant red tips. Wat Tambor has taken thisfungus aswell and made
itinto a wegpon. Its tentacles release atoxin. The toxin causes
paralysis. Not permanent, fortunately. But very effective. Anyone who comes
into contact with it isimmobilized. Completely. Consciousness remains, but

not the ability to move.”

"Thank you," said Boba. "1 will remember.” From somewhere beneath them

came aburst of laser fire,

"l haveto go now," said Boba. Helooked down at the battlefield that



stretched between him and Wat Tambor'sliving citaddl. Then he turned to

Xeran. "l oweyou one, Xeran. Thanksagain.”

The Xamster nodded solemnly. Its jade-green eyes narrowed, and it

smiled. ™Y ou do not need to thank me. When you destroy our shared enemy, do

s0inthememory of my mavil. That will be thanks enough for me. And for

Malubi," he added.

Bobasmiled. Ashedid, one of the malvil-tregs tentacle branches

snaked around him. Very gently it lifted Boba, then dowly brought him to

the ground.

"1 will not forget!" Boba called back as Xeran waved & him. "For

Madubi!"

"For Maubi!" Xeran echoed.

Lifting one clawed hand in farewell, the dien dipped back into the

violet shadows of hismalviltree.

CHAPTER TWELVE

A hundred metersup in Maubi's violet canopy, Xagobah hed for a

little while seemed a quiet, even peaceful, place.

That peace was shattered as soon as Boba's feet touched the ground.



"Captain! Intruder in your sector!" avoice shouted from only afew

meters off.

Hisfather'svoice.

For an ingant Bobafroze. Then brilliant blue flame exploded, close

enough that he could fed! its hegt through hisbody armor.

IIWI,,Da n

With amuffled shout Boba dove for the underbrush.

The voice shouted again. " Captain! Did we score a hit?”

Boba crouched benegth an overhanging net of webbed fungi. He peered

out and saw afigure saking into the clearing.

Hisfather'sfigure, cloaked in the gleaming, gray-white body armor

and mask of the Republic army. A clone trooper.

"Captain, do you copy?'

Bobatried not to breathe as the trooper moved with sure, heavy steps,

until hewasjust an arm'slength from where Bobawas hidden. He was close



enough that Boba could clearly seethe back of his hemet.

Boba had seen the clones many times before, of course. He could
remember them being raised by the thousands on Kamino. And he had met a
young clone, 9779, on Aargal. Clones were known mainly by their numerica

designation.

Could thisbe 9779, grown to hisfull sze?

The thought made Bobafed dightly sck. Heforced it from his mind,
and stared from the shadows at the trooper. Like dl the clones, the
captain had hisfather's build. It also had Jango's strength. Boba could
tell from how eadily it hefted itswegpon, a DC-15 rifle that would have

made Bobals arm ache.

"Checking it out," the clone answered into itscomlink. "'l seeno sign

of anintruder. Hold your fire."

It gave one morelook around the clearing. Then it did itsrifle back

into an upright position, turned, and strode off.

"Whew." Bobalet his breath out in rdief. That was closel

He waited until the clone trooper wasjust a pae fleck among the

mushroom trees. Then Boba began to follow it. He kept within the shadows of

the overhanging fungus, moving swiftly and dedthily as a saking



cratsch.

Now and then adender mushroom stalk would reach out tentatively to
brush againgt his helmet, or touch his hand. Whenever this happened Boba

would pause, holding his breath.

But it ssemed as though Malubi's spores must have warned the other
fungus of Bobals coming. Ther tendrilswould only touch him. Then they
would withdraw. Sometimesasmdl puff of purple would appear above him.

Then he would see other mushroom trees ahead of him swaying gently.

Thanks, Xeran, Bobathought. And Maubi.

He patted the trunk of avery young malvil-tree, then stopped.

Infront of him, the mushroom forest abruptly ended. Beyond it, the
ground looked scorched. When he looked up he saw the hovering shadows of
Republic ships, like black cloudsin the purple mist. When helooked down,
he saw black circles where transport vehicles had landed and departed. In
other places, there were holes and amdl craters left by exploding
wegponry. Smoking bits of vegetation were e sawhere. And other things, too.

Things Bobawished he hadn't seen.

For reassurance he made sure the purple globe was till in his pocket.

His hand tightened on his blagter.



He waited, trying to figure out what to do next. There was no point
running out into the middle of abattle. Nine-tenths of any bounty hunter's

successis proper planning, Jango had awaystold him.

"Sodl | needisaplan,” Bobamuttered.

He squinted through the haze of smoke and spores. From here he had a

clearer view of Wat Tambor's citaddl.

It suredidn't look any better. It was well-guarded, for onething. In
addition to the gigantic black spinesthat protruded from the fortress,

there were droids patrolling its perimeter.

Battle droids, Boba noted grimly. He counted thirty - not enough to

fight awar, but more than enough to keep intruders at bay.

There were other droids, too. Crablike defense droids swarmed around a
triangular opening that seemed to be Mazariyan's entrance. He saw severd

hulking modified super battle droids and mounted laser towers.

And, hovering above the peak of Wat Tambor'sfortress, agresat, dark,

shapeless mass. It waslike, a purplish-black thunderhead or a huge amoeba,

floating over the battlefield.

"What'sthat?' Boba adjusted the focus on his hdmet, then blinked,



feding afaint prickling behind his eyes as the form above him took on

more solid outlines.

Xeran's spores were working. Suddenly he could see clearly. And what

he saw was that the massive shape was not a cloud.

It was afleet of Separatist fighters, cloaked by the spore-haze. As
Bobawatched, one of the droidcommanded fighters fired upon the Republic's

assault lines. A spurt of flame exploded from one of the trenches.

A direct hit!

Boba steadied himsdlf as the impact shuddered through the ground like
an earthquake. He looked up again, and thistime could make out something
else - adarker, misshapen sihouette that hung directly above the
citadd's pesk. Droids swarmed around it, loading it. With a shock, Boba

suddenly redlized what the huge shadowy object was.

A ramship.

Boba shook his head in dismayed dishdief. Robot ramships were

manufactured in the most notorious reaches of the Outer Rim. They were

designed and outfitted by crimind techs

But wasn't that exactly what Wat Tambor was?



A ramship had no organic crew. It used the hul of an abandoned -
probably stolen - warship, with enough firepower to destroy ahuge starship
inasngle exploson. The entire vessd was nothing but a massve bomb,

piloted by akamikaze robotic drone with no goa except destruction.

In this case, the Republic's destruction.

Boba craned his head back. His eyestried to pierce the violet haze of

Xagobah's atmosphere.

Somewhere up there was a Republic troopship. And while Boba had no

love for the Republic, a the moment, they shared a common enemy.

Wat Tambor.

And that ramship was Wat Tambor's vessd.

The enemy of my enemy ismy friend, Jango had oncetold his son. Boba

had been too young then to understand those words. They sounded like a

puzzle.

A puzzle he had just solved.

He saw clone troopers just within the borders of the mushroom forest.

The Jedi Generd Glynn-Beti would be there somewhere, acting as commander.



Presumably there were other Jedi aswell, fighting as part of the Republic

forces.

But he didn't see any life-forms, human or aien, defending Mazariyan.

No Xamgters, no humans. Not even any mercenaries from lawless places like

Carratos or Ord Mantdl!.

Only droids.

He's going to have that ramship smash into the Republic troopship!

Boba sucked in his breath with excitement. Wat Tambor thinks that will end

thesege- andit will!

Bobalooked around furtively, thinking fast.

If Wat Tambor's vast flying bomb struck the troopship, it would

destroy the Republic's chances of capturing the dangerous Separati<t.

It would aso destroy Boba's chances of capturing Wat Tambor.

Which meant it would destroy Boba's future as Jabba's favorite bounty

hunter!

Can't have that happen! Boba thought.



But what if the ramship could somehow be commandeered into destroying

Wat Tambor's citadd - and with it, Wat Tambor?

Two can play this game, thought Boba. He crouched in the shadows a

the edge of the mushroom forest. He stared up at Mazariyan.

Two can play thisgame - but only one can win.

And that onewill be- me!

CHAPTER THIRTEEN

So now he had aplan. All he needed was away to useit.

My jet pack's no good, he thought with regret. Not enough strength or

speed to go up againgt aramship. Gottatry to find avehicle... a speeder

would be nice... Boba scanned the area surrounding Wat Tambor's fortress.

He knew that Mazariyan was well-guarded by droids.

But Wat Tambor was not adroid. And surely not al of his guards or

accompliceswere droids. They would have used some form of transport to get

here....

"Yeah," Bobawhispered. "And that's exactly what | need.”

He started to run along the edges of the forest. He kept a close eye



on Mazariyan, but saw nothing he could stedl - er, use.

But as he circled closer to the area behind the fortress, things began
to look more promising. The Republic seemed to have concentrated its forces
near the citadd's entrance. Thisback areawas void of Sege trenches.
There were crates and cartons of supplies here, dong with piles of twisted
meta and plasted. He saw demo droids and wrecker droids, a loadHifter
piling big boxes near an opening. A single security drone appeared to be
monitoring them. But it was an older model, and seemed to be busy scanning

the area closest to the citaddl's main entrance.

Thismust be afreight entrance back here, thought Boba. He hesitated
and looked for signs of hidden Republic forces, but saw none. He might be

able to dodge the security drone and clear the freight entrance.

| could try to get in that way. But what would | do once | actudly

got indde?

He hadn't worked out that part of his plan - yet.

Later, he thought. Quickly he turned and continued to cirde the

fortress, searching.

And then he saw it - he almost stepped on it! Camouflaged with torn

mushroom fronds and mavil-limbs, it was so rusty and battered thet it



blended right in.

A swoop bike.

Bobalooked around the mushroom forest furtively. But if there were
clone troopers nearby, they were being even more stedlthy than he was He

saw no one. He looked up.

And yes, the ramship was dlill there, like a volcanic cloud hanging
above Mazariyan. The droids loading it were obvioudy close enough to see.
through the haze. Boba glanced back at the worker droids on the ground. The
security drone was gone - it must have continued on its own circuit of the

fortress.

And those other droidswere dl 1abor units. None of them would be

programmed for surveillance or security.

"It'snow or never," Boba muttered. He paused beside the swoop bike,
looking over his shoulder. Then he shoved aside the dried-up mushrooms and

jumped on. "And | say - now."

For one heart-stopping moment, he thought it wouldn't start. Then it

sputtered and coughed. Fndly, with alow buzzing sound it lurched

forward.

Someones modified it so that any sound is muffled, Boba noted



approvingly. He leaned over the controls and pulled up on the throttle. The
swoop shot up through the malvil-trees. Not as fagt as Boba would have

liked - whoever did the modifications obvioudy preferred sedth over

Speed.

Maybe they know something | don't, he thought, and looked around. The
worker droidswere gill laboring mindlessy by the freight entrance. Boba
adjusted his helmet, increasing the focus until he could just glimpse the
front of the citaddl. Nothing new there, either. Above the citadel's peak,
the ramship hovered in place. Boba swung his swoop around, then brought it
up to full throttle. Fungus fronds lashed & his hemet as he flew up, up.
When he hovered just below the canopy of the forest, he turned the swoop

and gtarted to cruisein acareful circuit.

Might aswell do alittle recon of my own, he thought. That clone

trooper came from someplace. But where?

In aminute he had hisanswer. Not too digant from Wat Tambor's

citadel, something moved.

Something big - something redly big!

A Republic All Terrain-Tactical Enforcer!

"Man, they mean business," muttered Boba. That AT-TE would be loaded



with more clone troopers - dozens of them-not to mention some serious

firepower.

There was no way he could commandeer an AT-TE, of course. But where
there were incoming clone troopers, there would be Jedi nearby to command
them. They would have vehicles of their own - gunships, sarfighters, maybe

even airspeeders.

If I can get my hands on an airspeeder, | might be able to decoy that
ramship back toward Mazariyan. The ramship doesn't move very fast - but in
aspeeder, | could! Then | could reach Save | and get out of here - back

to Jabbato claim my bounty!

He angled closer to the AT-TE, being careful to stay out of Sght.
Therewere saverd smdler vehicles accompanying the waker and, inthe

distance, more AT-TEs.

That'smorelikeit, Bobathought with grim satisfaction.

Things might not be so bleak for the Republic, after dl. He adjusted

the long-range focus on his helmet, until he could make out even more

shadowy shapes far behind the gpproaching AT-TEs. Gunships, each carrying a

payload of still more troops and walkers.

And, sure enough, there were speeders, too - and a sarfighter.



"Thet'll be Glynn-Beti," said Boba. He scowled, but brought the swoop

down lower to get abetter look. As he did, something flashed past him

Another swoop!

"Huh?" For asecond, Bobawas too startled to do anything. Then he

grabbed his blaster.

But whoever was on the swoop wasn't intent on catching Boba. He was

heading for the citadd.

But not just the citaddl. As Bobawatched in amazement, he redized

that he wasn't the only one who'd been coming up with aplan.

The swoop was flying up - straight toward Wat Tambor's ramship!

CHAPTER FOURTEEN

"Great mindsthink aikel" Y gabba used to tell Boba, joking.

But right now, watching the other swoop flying at the ramship, Boba

thought maybe this particular idea hadn't been such agreat one. The swoop

looked like a squirmite attacking a sandcrawler.

"He's doomed," Boba groaned.



He'd had only aglimpse of the person flying it. But aglimpse wasal

he needed to recognize him. Ulu Ulix!

Boba had met the young aien back on the Candaserri. Of course, Ulu
hadn't known Boba by hisreal name - Bobahad called himsdlf Teff, and had
said he was an orphan from Raxus Prime. HEd guessed Ulu was about the same
age as he was, though Ulu had horns and three eyes. They'd been friendly -

well, asfriendly as Boba could be to anyone back on the Candaserri.

He'd never recognize me now, Bobathought with pride. Not with my

Mandal orian helmet on, and my body armor.

As Bobawatched Ulu's swoop approach the ramship, he remembered the

other thing about the three-eyed dien.

Ulu Ulix was a Padawan, a Jedi apprentice - and his Jedi Magter was

Glynn-Beti!

Quickly Bobalooked back to wherethe AT-TE was moving in the forest.
A garfighter kept pace with it, high above the tops of violet malvil-
trees. If Glynn-Beti wasin that fighter, she must suspect the ramship was
headed for the Republic's assault ship. But did she know her Padawan was

headed for the ramship?

Bobawondered if Glynn-Beti was crazy - or if Uluwas.



Hedidn't get to wonder long.

KA-FLOOOSHH!

Meters from where Boba's swoop hovered, a malvil-tree exploded. There

was a second flash of blue flame. Bobawas spattered with purple gunk.

He wiped fungus goo from his hdmet, yanked on the throttle, and

swerved away from the forest.

He needed a better view of what was happening:

What he saw wasn't good, at least not for the Padawan. The sentry

droids had spotted Ulu Ulix!

Boba's swoop shuddered as another burst of flame struck a giant

mushroom not far off. BLAM!

The mushroom exploded. Fery blobs of fungus flew everywhere, sdting
other trees aflame. The droids werefiring! Bobas swoop shot straight up,
safely out of range. He was close to the citadel now - too close, probably

- but the droids weren't firing on Boba.

At least, not yet. Bobafrowned. What - who - were they after? He



risked bringing his swoop down lower, and nearer to the fortress. From here
he had a clear view of the droids below, laser fire crisscrossing the ar

as the Republic's troops began to counterattack.

But the droids weren't firing on the Republic troops.

Their target was Ulu Ulix.

Boba swerved abruptly asablast torethe air just meters away. When

he looked back, he saw the ramship give a sudden surge upward.

"They've released the ramship!" he exclaimed, just asthe other swoop
suddenly shot toward the massive vessel. Bobawaited for avolley of fire

from the ramship to destroy the swoop.

But the ramship didn't dter its swift course one meter. Insteed it

sped upward, obliviousto Ulu Ulix pursuingit.

And why should that surprise Boba? The ram-ship had a drone-mind.

Nothing could causeit to dter its course. Attempting to lure or attack it

had obvioudy been aredly, redly bad idea.

That could have been me, Boba thought.

He watched grimly as Ulu's swoop dipped and swerved dumgly. The

dien wastrying to avoid the barrage of firefrom below. But his swoop



didn't seem to have any more thrust than Bobas.

"Stll, he could fly it better,” Bobasaid.

He clung tightly to his swoop, flying it closer till to the citadd's

black peak, and glanced back into the forest.

The convoy of AT-TEs had stopped at the very edge of the clearing. The

Speeders were gone, and the starfighter. Boba's jaw clenched.

Glynn-Beti doesn't even care that her Padawan is under fire. She'stoo
concerned that her own attempt to attack Wat Tambor's citadd will be

affected!

Typical Jedi arrogance, thought Bobaangrily. He looked out to where

Ulu Ulix's swoop swung dizzily around the top of Mazariyan. With a sudden

BOOM, the three-eyed dien's vehicle was enguifed in blacksmoke. Sparks

flew fromit. Therewas aterrified cry.

And Bobawatched in horror asasmall figuretumbled into the air -

and plummeted straight toward the waiting spines of Mazariyan!

CHAPTER FIFTEEN

Boba had no timeto think. He yanked back on the throttle. At the same



time he opened the stop to feed it as much fuel as possible. With agarbled
roar, the swoop shot forward. Laser fire and exploson's rocked the ar

around Boba. Below him, the spineswaited.

"Magter... help...!"

A cry echoed above the sound of laser fire. Bobaleaned forward asfar
as he could, arms outstretched. His swoop raced toward the shining black
pinnacle of Mazariyan. One huge, curved spine thrust upward. It positioned

itsdf toimpalethesmdl form faling likeasione.

Boba's swoop dipped as he reached out. With agroan, something heavy

crashed onto the front of the swoop. Boba swerved away from Mazariyan.

"Th-thankd" Ulu Ulix blinked. He kept atight hold on the swoop's
fue tank. Histhreelarge eyes stared gratefully at Boba. "I thought | was

dead back there!"

"Wl thereés till achance you might be!" Boba shouted over the

thunder of crossfire. "Keep your head low - "

BLAM!

Laser fire ripped past them. Bobawrestled his blaster from his belt.

Heturned and fired in the genera direction of the sentry droids. Then he

glanced down. Battle droids were everywhere now. Some were dill firing up



a Boba. But most had bigger targetsin their sghts.

With adeafening rumble, thefirst of the AT-TEs had drawn up & the
edge of the clearing. Its hold opened, and awide gangway swung down. More
than adozen clone troopers came running out, blasters firing. There was
the whoosh and roar of battle droids rushing from hidden entrances in the
citadel. They marched in formation toward the Republic's troops. Bolts of
pure energy zoomed toward the clones. Wat Tambor'sfortress glowed like the

sun aslaser firerippled up and down itsSides.

Ulu Ulix's three eyes widened as he stared at the carnage below.

"Wow," he breathed.

The attack on Mazariyan had begun.

"Keep your head down!" Boba commanded. He abruptly swung the swoop to

theleft.

A blinding burst of energy exploded behind them. Boba cut back on the

throttle. The swoop dropped sickeningly before he pulled it out of the

dive.

Heydled, "Weve got to get out of here, fast!"



"Therel" gasped Ulu. He pointed to where another AT-TE waited. It was

surrounded by asquad of heavily armed clone sentries. "Generd Glynn-Beti!

Boba squinted through the thick smoke. "Where?"

"She's sanding by the trangport - see? She should bein her speeder,

keeping track of the battle. | guess she wasworried about me. Boy, she

looksredly, redly mad.”

Ulu Ulix gulped. Bobalooked a him. He couldn't help grinning insde

hishedmet. "Mad?'

"Y eah... the Sege was ready to begin, anyway, but..."

The three-eyed alien looked back to where his swoop lay. It wasnow a

heap of smoldering wreckage. It was surrounded by battle droids who were

busy firing on the Republic'stroops.

"But maybe the Sege Sarted alittle earlier than scheduled?' Boba

finished Ulu's sentence for him.

The dien nodded miserably. "Y eah. Something like that."

Boba steered the swoop to where Glynn-Beti stood. He glanced a Ulu

Ulix. It wasweird to think that the horned dien didn't recognize himin



his helmet and body armor. Weird, but good.

| was more of akid back then, Boba thought proudly. But now I'm a

redl bounty hunter.

The swoop approached the edge of the forest. The sentries guarding the
AT-TE snapped to attention. They stared up a Boba. They raised ther

wespons. They wereready to fire

"Get Glynn-Beti's attention!™ Boba shouted at Ulu Ulix over the roar

of battle. "Otherwise we're dead!"

"Mager!" ydled Ulu. "Magter, here- "

On the ground, Master Glynn-Beti looked up. She was small and dender,

with avaguely feline face crowned by flowing reddish hair. Even from this

distance, Boba could sense the power she held.

A Jedi's power.

CHAPTER SIXTEEN

"Ulu Ulix!" The Jedi'svoice rang out sharply over the din. She

sounded angry, but aso relieved, She turned to the, clone sentries. "Hold

your fire"



Boba angled the swoop down to within afew meters of the AT-TE. It
landed with abump. Ulu clambered off. He smoothed the folds of his

Padawan's robe. Then he looked at Boba.

"l don't know how to thank you," said the three-horned dien. "I don't

even know your name. Although thereis something familiar about you...."

Ulu frowned dightly, thinking. Boba said nothing. He fdlt light-years

older than Ulu. Light-years older than he had been when they first met.

Fortunately he didn't need to say anything. Because Generd Glynn-Beti

was bustling toward them now. And she looked like she had plenty to say.

"Ulul What wereyou thinking?' She glared at the young dien. Ulu Ulix

stared at hisfeet, abashed. "Y ou put this entire misson in jeopardy!"

"l am sincerely sorry, Master,” Ulu said. "I am ashamed of my actions.

But | only wanted to help.”

"Help?' Glynn-Beti scowled a him. Then shelooked at Boba, sill on
his swoop. "This stranger is the onewho helped!” The Jedi bowed dightly.
"I aminyour debt, stranger. My profound thanksfor saving the life of

thismost foolish of Padawans."

Bobanodded. "Y ou're welcome." He was uncomfortably aware of Glynn-



Beti's keen gaze boring into him. But an ingtant later her atention was

dsawhere.

"Trooper!" she commanded. "Y ou may al resume your watch! Asfor you -
" Sheturned to Ulu Ulix. "Y ou will remain by my sdefor therest of this

maneuver. Unless you prefer to wait on board the troopship?”

Ulu Ulix shook his head swiftly. "No, Magter! | will obey thistime."

"Good." Glynn-Beti began to walk away. But she had only taken afew

steps when she stopped. She turned and stared at Boba.

Uh-oh, he thought.

"What isyour placein this battle, stranger?' she asked. Her voice
was cam, but there was athreat hidden init. "You are not part of my
battdlion. And you are obvioudy not working for our enemy. You have not
comefrom there- " Shetilted her head at the citadel of Mazariyan. When
sheturned back to Boba her gaze was piercing. "We have sent some of our
most valued soldiersinside - ARC troopers. They seldom fail us Not one

has returned from that place. Have you?"'

Boba hesitated. The Jedi might be able to detect alie. If she did,
she could take him prisoner, whether or not he had saved her Padawan. At

worst, he might languish in aRepublic cell. At best, she could send im



off-planet, back to Tatooine - where he would face the rage of Jabba the

Huit.

A prison cdl might be preferableto that.

Boba stared back at Glynn-Beti. He was very glad she could not see his

face behind hishdmet.

"No. My sympathy lieswith the Xamsters" he said.

The Jedi seemed to mull thisover. Finally she nodded. "Very wel. |
will not detain you. The natives of Xagobah arein dire need of whatever
help they are given." She beckoned Ulu Ulix to her side. "Come. We have

much to do."

"But Master - " Ulu stopped. He gazed up at adark blur inthe violet

haze of Xagobah's atmosphere. "What about the ramship?"

"We are well aware of the ramship, Ulu. Someone more experienced - and

wiser - than you will ded withit.”

Ouch! thought Boba. Wonder who that might be? He watched as the Jedi

and her Padawan headed back toward the AT-TE.

Just before they boarded the AT-TE, Glynn-Beti turned and shouted back

to Boba, "Y es. Someone ese will take care of the ramship. You, stranger,



might want to launch your solitary attack at that moment. Mind my wordd"

The Jedi Master then disappeared from view.

Boba quickly powered up his borrowed swoop. It gave a hoarse cough and

sputtered into the air.

Bobacircled back to where the segewasin full swing. Theair blazed
blue and black and silver with laser fire. Everywhere around the fortress,
clone troopers were attacking Wat Tambor's droid forces. What did the Jedi

mean? he wondered.

It looked like the Republic wasin trouble.

The Separatists had launched a counterattack! "Thisisn't good,” Boba

muttered. "Not for me, at least!"

Boba had thought that Wat Tambor's citadel was well-guarded before.
Now heredized the canny Separatist had deliberately hidden the full power
of hisforces. Because suddenly the gaping maw of Mazariyan yawned open.
There was a horrible, thunderous clattering sound, and hundreds - maybe
thousands - of droids came streaming from the fortress. Spider droids,
super battle droids, even dreaded and lethd droidekas, like gigantic

insectsrolling out of arotten stump.

Boba gaze down at them, transfixed. "How am | going to get through



that and into the fortress? Theré's no way | can land without being seen

and pulverized!"

He steered the swoop down for acloser look. Too close.

With agrinding noise, one of the droideikas cameto an abrupt hdlt.
It swiveled and uncurled into firing podtion, its black, eyeess head

pointed straight up - directly at Boba.

It fired.

"AgHh”

Too late, Boba yanked at the swoop's controls. A blast of heat struck

the swoop. At the same instant, Boba dove from it. He could fed the surge

of firethrough his protective boots. He could hear the concussive blast

roaring through the air like aseismic charge.

But al he could see wasthe explosion of laser fired| around him as

he plummeted helplesdy-right into the battle.

CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

Ummmpphi" With agrunt Boba smashed onto the ground. His body armor

absorbed the blow, but it took him amoment to catch his breath. There was

such athick haze of smoke and spores he could bardy see. He blinked,



tryingto clear hisvison.

What he was able to make out was not good: a clone trooper, just

millimetersfrom hisfacd,

"Noway!" yelled Boba. He rolled onto his back and kicked, out, just
asthe clonetook aim. Boba's, feet connected with the clone's knees. He
wasn't strong enough to knock down the trooper. But Bobadid throw him off

balance.

And that was all it took. Bobawas on hisfeet again, blaster raised.
The clone towered above him, itsface invighle behind its hdmet. But
something in theway it sood, something intheway it hed its blagter,

made Boba hesitate.

Because, just for aflickering moment, it wasn't a clone trooper

there,

It was Jango Fett - Boba's father.

Boba recognized Jango's stance. He recognized Jango's strength. He
even recognized the way Jango's head drew back dightly as he amed his
wespon. Only thiswasn't Jango Fett. This was a done trooper who hed

decided that Bobawas an enemy.



"You're not my father!" Bobas voice was drowned in the blast from his

Westar. "Youreaclong"

The trooper's aim was excellent - but Boba's was better. In ablaze of

flame and vapor, the clone trooper fell.

One down! thought Boba. Only a couple thousand to go.

Hewhirled, and found himself smack in the middle of the bettle about
200 metersfrom the citade walls. Above him, droid fighters shot from the
citadel's pesk. Battle droids swarmed around its base, blasting away. Clone
troopersran in formation. Asthey neared the fortress, the formation broke
up. Individual troopers raced toward the bettle droids. One done got

caught by a hailfire missile and vanished into athousand pieces.

Y uck! thought Boba. He looked away quickly. BARRAAAMMM!

Brilliant multicolored pulses of |aser fire erupted from the clones

blagter rifles. All were now amed at therolling, firing hailfire.

KRRRAARRROW!

A direct hit! One of the hailfireéswhed s disengaged and the clone's

body was dragged into the ground by the ill churning second whedl. A few

moments later it exploded in afiery blast.



But the Republic'stroops were 4ill in danger. They were vasly
outnumbered, for starters. And somewhere above them, the ramship was headed

for their assault ship.

That was bad enough. But what was worse - the droidekas were laying
wagte to the clones. They rolled across the battl efield, safe within thar
shimmering forcefieds. Laser fire bounced from them harmlesdy. Harmless
for the droidekas, anyway. Some of the pulses ricocheted back and mowed

down the very troopers who had fired them.

With acry Bobadodged a sudden flare of blue. A super bettle droid

staked toward him, took aim and -

BLAAM!

Bobafired. The upper haf of the droid disintegrated into shards of

flaming plasted. Bobawhirled and blasted another droid. It fdl. Boba

staggered backward, struggling for breath.

I can't keep up with them, he thought desperately. There's too many!

The droids are fighting the clone troopers. The troopers are fighting the

droids

Andthey'redl firing a me!



Around him was chaos. Black smoke mingled with clouds of purple spores
from malvil-trees and giant mushrooms caught in the crossfire. Boba
adjusted his hdmet, striving to seethrough the haze. Xeran's powder is
wearing off, he thought with dismay. The Republic's getting wasted. Not
that he cared about the Republic. But if Wat Tambor was powerful enough to

destroy them, what chance did Boba have?

Penty, Bobathought grimly. I'm not giving up.

A sudden roar made him look up. For asplit second, every battle droid

paused. As though they shared one mind, they al looked up, too.

"Sarfighterd" cried Boba.

A phaanx of garfighters arrowed through the haze. Wat Tambor's ar
defensesfired at them in ablaze of blinding energy. The garfighters

leader banked sharply to the right. Boba stared up at it, admiringly.

"He sure knowswhat he'sdoing." He thought of Ulu Ulix, and amiled.
Then he adjusted hishelmet'sfocus as he took cover behind a wrecked

vehicle. "Let's get a better look at thisguy..."

But now the battle droids had aso seen the fighter. A barrage of
ground fire shot up toward it. The starfighter dove. Pulses exploded in the
empty air asthe ship raced downward through the flak generated by the

citadel's air defenses. It made a lightning pass a the heads of the



droids, decapitating dozens asit flew incredibly low. It was so close to

the ground that Boba could see who was piloting it.

"Skywaker!" Bobafet aspike of excitement. He had seen Anakin
Skywaker from adistance in the arena of Geonosis. The young Padawan was
older now, but Boba recognized Anakin's defiant gaze - and his ill. "He

canredly fly that thing!”

Anakin's sarfighter pulled up once more. A blaze of Separétist fire
sparked around it. Then, without hesitating, the ship went into another
dive. It cameinlow, pulling up at the last moment asit lobbed an energy

charge a the citadd.

KARRROOOM!

The charge exploded. Flaming spikes of durasted flew everywhere. A

raw smoldering hole gppeared in the citadel's Sde.

"Yes!" said Boba

Wish | could do that! Boba thought as another spasm of flame arced by
him. Bobajumped, then ran through athrong of clones. Hewas now using dl
the skillshe'd acquired as a bounty hunter. His blaster fired without
pause. Droids exploded in orange sparks - and clonesfell left and right,

as he fought hisway toward the fortress.



Thistime, Bobadidn't fed bad at dll.

CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

Near the foot of Wat Tambor's citadd, a homing spider droid hed
fdlen. Itslarge form dumped over on two of itslegs, foming a smdl,

protected area.

Boba headed for this makeshift refuge. He had to legp over severd
dead clones, and the smoking wreckage of a swoop. But oncein the shadow of

the droid he was safe. For afew moments, anyway.

Now what?

Boba crouched, panting, and stared out at the battlefield. The done
trooper reinforcements were holding their own against the Separatists, but
were unable to advance. Boba doubted they'd be able to defeat Wat Tambor's
forces. The clones were organic and could be killed. And they were being
killed in great numbers. The droids couldn't regenerate, but there seemed

to be an endless supply of them streaming from the citaddl's mouth.

But could it redly be endless? Surely even Wat Tambor's amy had a

limit?

Boba peered out from the crook of the fallen droid's elbow. Far above



him, Anakin Skywalker's sarfighter led the Jedi forcesin theair attack.

They were targeting the spider droids.

AsBobawatched, he saw another hailfire come soinning out of the
shadows of the malvil-trees. It rolled toward the center of the
battlefield, scattering cloneslike leaves. It stopped. It raised its
misslelauncher, taking aim at one of the sarfighters. With a desfening
burst of energy, abarrage of plasma pulses went soaring upward - directly

toward Anakin Skywaker's yellow sarfighter.

He's doomed! thought Boba.

But the Padawan had other plans. Just as the plasma bursts approached

it, he arrowed his sarfighter to one side. The energy bolts continued

onward, up, up, up through Xagobah'sviolet sky

And found another target - the ramship!

"Whoal" Bobawhooped.

Animmense starburst of pure energy like athunderbolt surged out from

where the ramship had been. Boba tensed, waiting for falout; but none

came. The energy stored in the ramship was so dense and powerful that the

explosion causad it to saf-implode.



Score onefor the Republic!

Quickly, Boba scrambled between thefalen spider droid's legs. He
stared out at the battlefield. For a moment, everything had come to a
standdtill. Battle droids and clones alike gazed up at the waves of energy

rippling through Xagobah's atmosphere violet, scarlet, gold.

"Very pretty,” muttered Boba. He glanced at the entrance to Mazariyan.

He couldn't bdieveit. No droids were there!

Bobalooked around again. And yes, battle droids and sentry droids

dikeal seemed digtracted. Thiswas the moment Glynn-Beti had foretold!

It'sthe energy surge! Bobaredized. It's momentarily scrambled their

command centers.

Thiswas his chancel

Staying aslow as he could, Boba darted from the shelter of the spider
droid. He raced toward the fortress, breathing hard. The entry to Mazariyan
gaped, faintly gleaming. Just afew more meters and he was there. None of

the clone troopers would makeit in time; they were il too far off.

Boba paused, hand on hisblaster. Behind him, the sounds of battle
began once more. In front of him was a problem: The maw of Wat Tambor's

citadel opened onto the Separatist's stronghold - and blades of purple



fungus ringed the entrance like razor teeth. Rows of spines stuck out
threateningly, ready to pierce any intruder. He recalled what Xeran had

told him and suddenly Boba understood.

Wat Tambor had perverted Xagobah's fungusto hisown ends - inside his

Citaddl.

| haveto get in there, Bobathought desperately. But how?

Boba shoved hisblaster into hisbdt. He drew his vibroshiv.

No, he thought, and reluctantly replaced it. That will just make it

WOrse.

Bobas hand moved from hisbelt. That was when he fdt something in

his pocket. Something round.

And suddenly Bobaremembered.

Xeran's spore-globe.

What wasit Xeran had said?

"If you have need of camoflage, crush this”



Boba pulled the globe from his pocket. He stared at the purple sphere

inthepam of hishand.

It looked harmless. And Xeran had said it was harmless - to Boba. But
he had aso said the spores acted as chemicd messengers. Could they

somehow damage the citaddl ?

Wéll, here goes nothing!

Bobaglared up at the massive structure. Then he raised his hand, and,

hoping thiswasn't amistake, he crushed the globe.

It waslike the energy surge that had destroyed the ramship. Only this

surge was darkest purple and smelled faintly of spices.

And it was, somehow, sentient. Boba watched in awe as a vast spore-
cloud enveloped the base of the fortress. The cloud moved like a gigantic
paramecium. And asit did, the spines nearest to Boba drooped. As Boba

dtared, fascinated, he saw more metdlic spines struggling to emerge.

But for the moment the spore-cloud was stronger. The spines withered.
New oneswriggled helplesdy, then seemed to mdt away. But more kept
coming, needle-sharp, and Boba quickly redized that the sporeswerejust a
temporary solution. And whatever camoflage they offered would be temporary,

too.



Now! he thought, and turned back to the entrance. Sure enough, the
rows of spines had withered. They hunginlimp black ribbons around the

opening. Bobalunged forward, head down. Around him the spore-cloud was

aready starting to disperse.

If I canjust getingde...

Tiny spinesbegan to poke through the entryway. Tiny razor-sharp
petdsthrust from the edges of the opening. Boba grabbed his vibroshiv and
dashed at them. Then, with one last desperate lunge, he leaped forward.
Metdlic strands of fungus dashed a hishemet. Writhing Sivery vines

dithered from the entryway

Too latel

With agasp, Bobasfeet connected with the ground. He staggered
forward into amurky purplish tunnel, heedless of the spikes behind him.
Beneath his bootsthe floor trembled like kalil-virus jely. From the
curved durasted walls, pale silvery fronds and sems waved like dead
fingers. Therewas asmell of scorched metal - and afaint, ceaselessthrum
asif some unimaginably vast machine heart was beating somewhere out of

sght.

Bobatook a deep breath. Then, with every hit of courage he could

command, he stepped forward



Into the citadd of Wat Tambor.

CHAPTER NINETEEN

It took several minutes for Bobas eyesto adjust to the dimness.

Yet it was not completdy dark. An eerie greenisvhaze hung over
everything. Glowing orbs appeared to be set into the fortress's curved,
metallic walls. When Boba drew close to one, he saw that it was not an orb,
but amushroom - aluminous mushroom. Wat Tambor had bioengineered the
fungusto merge with metal and plasted circuitry. Phosphorescent bacteria
made it gleam. When Boba touched it, glowing pale green dime stuck to his

glove.

"Ugh." Hastily Bobawiped it off. He didn't want to be any more

noticeable than he already was!

He began waking down the halway. The walswere smooth and metdlic
and curved, aswas the celling. They were covered by a film, of squishy,
violet fungus that squelched beneath hisfeet. But there were other things
inthewalls, too. Blinking chips and miniature monitors, shining crimson

threads of circuitry like blood vessdls.

Wat Tambor's genius had not been content with changing the malvil-

trees genetic code. He had developed al kinds of nanotechnology. This had



enabled him to fuse computer intdligence into the fungus citadd aswell.

Y et the monitors did not seem to be dert to Boba's presence. He

stopped in front of one, holding his breath: nothing.

The power surge from the ramship blast mugt have scrambled their

circuits, he thought. But that won't last long... better hurry!

Bobamoved as quickly and stedlthily as he could. He watched for
droids but saw none. Now and then another curving passage would join the

central tunnel. Boba peered down these.

What he saw made him content to stay in the main passage. Thewadlsin
those tunnels had strange, lumpy shapes in them. Shapes that sometimes

moved or kicked or flailed. Bobawasn't certain what they were.

But he had a pretty good idea - he remembered the last ARC troopers

Glynn-Beti had spoken of.

And Xeran's people - the Xamsters who had struggled against the evil
Separatist. Boba gritted histeeth. He thought of the gentle malvil-trees.
He thought of the gentle Xeran, forced to take up arms against Wat Tambor.
Boba's hatred of Wat Tambor grew. | will show no mercy, he thought
fiercely. Xeran's people can no longer avenge themsdlves. | will take

vengeance for them!



And, of course, I'll get Jabba's bounty, too.

The passage began to climb dowly upward. Asit did, it curved, as
though Boba were dimbing some gigantic spird staircase. He passed
shimmering walswhere monitorsflickered yellow and green and red. He
passed aroom like the hollow chamber of a human heart, pulsing dowly in
and out. He passed tube-shaped openings that gave him afragmented view of

the battle bal ow.

But he passed no droids. He passed no clones. As far as Boba could

tell, hewasthe only thing that walked insde of Mazariyan.

And that made him nervous.

Could Wat Tambor have lft? Could he have somehow escaped before Boba

arrived here to capture him?

Boba frowned. | sure hope not.

Things had been bad enough outside, with the citadel under sege. He

suspected they could get much worse if hewas found inside by Wat Tambor's

troops - or the Republic's.

He continued hisjourney, in and up. Theair grew thick and heavy.

Bobamade sure his hdmet'sintake filter wasworking. He thought of the



violet haze of sporesthat surrounded this planet. He could only imegine

what kind of disgusting, protective spores were produced inside Mazariyan.

Sometimes an unpleasant thought would work itsway through Bobalike a

slinter.

What if | never find him? What if | can't find my way out?

He was working on pure intuition now. The curved passage seemed to

spiral endlesdy up into the fortress. Sometimesit would branch. When that

happened, Boba would choose one way or another, on ingtinct.

He came to another place where the tunndl divided. To his left, it

curved upward, its smooth walls gleaming purple. To Bobas right, the

passage curved dightly downward. Here the tunnel had adeeper glow, almost

indigo.

Wonder what that means? thought Boba.

For amoment he paused, thinking. Then he placed his hand on his

blaster, and walked boldly into the right-hand passage.

He hoped held made the right choice.

Up until now he had - but not anymore.



Bobadidn't know it yet. But his good fortune was about to dissipate

likethe mavil's spores.

CHAPTER TWENTY

The air there was warmer; As deep and dark ablue it was amost black.
Bobadidn't want to risk shining alight in the tunnd. He adjusted the
infrared on his helmet, but that seemed to make it worse. So he moved very
dowly, feding hisway. His gloved hands stuck to the dick walls. The
soft, dank floor sucked at hisboots. Worse, the faint thrumming sound was
louder here. He could fed thefloor vibrating under his feet. Ahead of
him, the tunnd'swalls grew uneven. As Bobadrew closer, he quickly yanked

his hand away.

Flabby, pae, fingerlike growths extended from the wall's surface. As
Boba stared, they wriggled like the tendrils of a Bestine seaanemone. The

tendrilswere dark purple. Their tips were crimson.

"The Xabar fungud" Boba exclaimed, recoiling. He remembered Xeran's

warning: Thetentacles released a paralyzing toxin.

"Who goessssthere?"

A hissing voice dashed through the air. Boba looked up sharply.



"Stranger - identify yoursdlf!"

Bobafelt his ssomach clench - but not with fear. Anger had been

building insde him ever since he entered the fortress.

Now it boiled over.

A shadowy figure stood before him. Tdl, with greenish skin, cold
deep-st eyes, alipless mouth. Even in the indigo darkness Boba recognized

him.

The Clawdite, Nuri!

It had been two years since Boba had last seen him. That was on

Aargau. The shapeshifter had been smaller then. So had Boba

But Bobawas definitely bigger now - bigger, and stronger, and heavily
armed. And this Clawdite had betrayed Boba. Boba had trusted him. In

return, the shapeshifter had stolen what remained of hisfather'sfortune.

"Nuri," Bobasaidin alow, controlled voice. He saw the Clawdite's

eyesnarrow. Y ou owe me."

"Oweyou?' The Clawdite did not recognize him. His gaze shifted

uncertainly from Bobato the passage behind him.



"That'sright,” said Boba. He drew hisvibroshiv.

He lunged for the shapeshifter. Ashe did, Nuri'sform seemed to melt.
His neck grew longer and longer. Hisarms and legs shrank into nothingness.
His head narrowed. Long, knife-sharp teeth filled his mouth. Feathered
scales covered his body. Where the Clawdite had been, a huge arrak snake
drew back to gtrike. Its glittering green eyes fixed on Boba. Then, hissing

furioudy, it wrapped its coilsaround him.

"Not so fast!" Bobayelled. He struggled against the thick, powerful
serpentine shape. The arrak snake's coils began to tighten. Boba fought for
breath. His vibrashiv fought to discover some weak spot in the snake's

scay armor

And found it! Just beneath the snake's fanged jaw there was a patch of
flesh unprotected by scales. Boba plunged the vibroshiv there - when once

again the shapeshifter's form changed!

In place of the arrak snake was a copper-colored dinko. It had
crushing jaws, and pointed talons the length of Boba's am. Its jaws
snapped at Boba. When he kicked back at it, afoul-smelling spray squirted

from the dinko.

"Ugh!" Boba staggered backward. For a moment even his Manddorian

helmet was no help - the fumes choked him. Then his secondary filters



kicked in. Coughing and shaking, Boba struck back. The dinko snarled,
lashing a him with one long, pointed talon. Boba's hand fumbled for his
blaster. He grabbed the weapon and was just raising it to fire, when the

dinko abruptly faded. Going, going... gone.

Boba blinked, trying to find whatever the shapeshifter had become. And
saw agiant fefze beetle, the same color asthewalls. It crawled through

the toxic Xabar fungus. Then it scuttled into the shadows.

"No!" Boba shouted and lunged after the escaping insect. But he could

barely seeit in the darkness. Desperately he took aim with his blaster.

No, wait - Boba shook his head. That's what he wants! If | fire, I'll

aert everyonein the fortress - assuming there's someone herel!

He shoved hisweapon back onto his belt. He could just make out the
bestle skittering down the tunndl. Bobatook a step back, then took a
running leap. As heflew through the air he leaned forward, keeping the

black shapein sght.

Uuumph!

With agrunt Bobafdl. Thedimy floor benesth hm shuddered. His



hand grasped at darknessfor the beetle

And got it!

"Y ou're not going anywherel™

Thistime Bobakept afirm hold on the dick scales. Momentslater he

was grappling with the full-grown Clawdite.

"Dont forget, | have this" Boba hissed. His vibroshiv suddenly

hovered inches above Nuri's neck. He felt the shapeshifter dump in defedt.

"That's better." Boba stared coldly at Nuri. The Clawdite glared back

at him. "Now - | need an answer. Fast. WhereisWat Tambor?'

Nuri bared histeeth. "I don't know what you're talking about."

Bobadrew the vibroshiv to within ahairbreadth of Nuri's flesh. "Do

you want to fed how much closer this can get?' he whispered menacingly. "I

know who you are, Nuri. | know you heped the Techno Union soring Wat

Tambor from prison. Now | want to know - whereis he?’

The Clawdite hissed. Itsevil eyes glittered. It stared & Boba's

vibroshiv. Theniit drew along shuddering brezath.

"That way - " Nuri's head twitched, indicating the passage leading



down. "The central chamber. He'sthere."

"Ishewell-guarded?’

Nuri's eyesfixed on Boba. The vibroshiv hummed above the Clawdite's

neck.

"No," said the shapeshifter reluctantly. "He sent the lagt of his
droid forcesto join battle with the Republic. But Grievousis coming - and

hewill bring renforcements.”

"Grievous?' Bobafrowned. "Who'sthat?'

"The Generd." The Clawdite stared at him with hatred. A dow, nasty
smile spread across hisface. "Whoever you are, | can see that you are
working adone. The Republic will not come to your ad. You will mest
Generd Grievous soon enough, stranger - and when you do, he will destroy

you!"

CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE

Boba snarled in rage. "Those were your last words, Clawdite!™

He began to pressthe vibroshiv againg, the shapeshifter's jugular

vein. Then he stopped.



If Nuri'sbody isfound, Wat Tambor will know theré's an intruder

ingde hisfortress, But if | let him go, hell sound thedert....

Bobalooked around the dim tunndl. Hisgazelit on adump of the

paralyzing Xabar fungus. That'sit!

He began to drag the Clawdite toward the fungus Nuri fought

furioudy. But Bobawas stronger.

"I've been really curious about how this stuff works" he said. He

pinned the Clawdite to the ground, then grabbed the shapeshifter's am.

"Now | can find out."

Nuri struggled as Boba pushed his arm down.

Sensing prey, the Xabar's tentacles reached upward, wriggling in

anticipation.

Closer... closer...

The Clawdite's hand hung above fungus Then, like pale, grasping

fingers, the tentacles grabbed him.

"Unnnhhh...I"



Abruptly the Clawdite went dack. He hung, dead weight, from Boba's

hands. Bobarecoiled, worried that the toxin might somehow reach him.

"Nuri?' hesaidinalow voice. "Nuri?"

The Clawdite sprawled before him. He looked dead. He had no pulse. He
was not breathing. His eyes stared upward, blank and cold as stone. When

Bobagingerly touched hisarm, it felt tiff.

"Well," Bobasaid, scrambling back to hisfeet. He gazed at thefdlen
Clawdite lying beside the X abar fungus. If anyone found him, they would
assume he had accidentally stumbled upon the paralyzing mushroom. "I hope
that stuff works for agood long time. Long enough to get me to Wat Tambor,

aleast.”

He began to run down the passage. It was noticeably warmer here. And

there were more signs of Wat Tambor's technologica genius.

Ribbons of circuitry gleamed dong the tunnd's soft, dimy wals.
Phosphorescent globes hung ongside shining plasted tubes that crackled
with dectricity. Computer monitorsthe sze of Bobas thumb blinked like
crimson eyes. Xabar fungus sprouted from discarded bits of droids like

hair.

And dwaysthere was that steady, powerful thrumming, like the beating



of amassve heart.

Bobatried not to think about that too much. He didn't like to imagine

what kind of creature would have aheart that Sze.

Ahead of him the deep-blue glow of the tunnel began to brighten. Now
it was hard to see the walls of the passage behind dl the layers of metd
and computer circuitry. Thetunnd turned, and turned again. Boba's steps

dowed. He crept dongside the wall, eyesfixed on what was before him.

Just afew meters away, the tunnd ended. A high, smooth archway

opened into asingle large chamber. Silvery violet light spilled from it,

threaded with deep purple and blood red.

Thelight was so0 intense it hurt Boba's eyes. He paused and adjusted

his optical sensors. Then he checked his weapons. His blagters, his

vibrashiv, Y gabba's holoshroud, ion stunner, dart shooter...

Which would help him capture Wat Tambor?

All of them - or none?

Boba's ssomach clenched. For thefirst time ashiver of apprehension

went through him.

Fear isenergy, hetold himsdlf. Useit.



Hetook a deep breath. Then, keeping aslow as he could, he ran the

last few meters from the tunnel through the archway.

And found himsdf face-to-face with Wat Tambor.

CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO

Boba sucked in his breath sharply.

He wasin alarge chamber, more like acavern than aroom. Blinking
and shimmering circuits covered the divery wals Banks of monitors
stretched everywhere. There were heaps of parts belonging to droids - arms,
legs, blagters, power cells. Clumps of Xabar fungus sprang up between them,

and other mushrooms aswdll.

None of this surprised Boba

But what was in the center of the chamber did.

Thrusting up from the floor was ahuge, shapdess, purple mass. It
pulsed and shuddered like amassive dime mold. Hickersof crimson flane
raced indgdeit. From it protruded dozens of tentacle-like tubes. Each time
it pulsed, Boba could see darkly glowing violet liquid stream through the

tubes, feeding outward into thewalls.



There were other veinsaswell. Theserippled from the walsand into
the bioengineered nerve center, feeding it. The liquid that surged through

them was deep red.

Bobastared t it, revolted. Thiswaswhy none of Glynn-Beti's ARC
troopersreturned. He was gazing at Mazariyan's heart! That was how the

enormous fungus received its power - by feeding on what it found ingde!

A deep voice shattered Boba's thoughts. "You are not who | was

expecting.”

Boba looked up. In the center of the room towered the Separatist. His

own expression was momentarily as surprised as Bobals.

Wat Tambor wastal and powerfully built. His body was encased in
combat armor that he had designed himsdlf. Only the top of hisridged skull
was visble aboveit. His eyes were hidden behind round optic sensors. A

heavy metal cowl covered his mouth and the lower part of hisface.

When Wat Tambor spoke, hisinhuman voice was cam. "So. An intruder.

That isno matter. | will make use of you - oneway or another!”

Heraised hishand. A ray of scarlet light surged fromit. Witha cry
Bobadoveto one side. Theray struck the floor, pulverizing plasted into

smoking goo.



Wat Tambor cursed. Bobarolled, drawing his blaster. Hefired.

BLAM!

The blast from hisweapon arced straight toward Wat Tambor!

Boba'sjoy abruptly died. Tambor was quicker than he looked, and

dodged the blast, which was then seemingly absorbed by the chamber wall.

Bobafelt the entire room around him shudder. The huge nerve center

gave apowerful surge. The shimmering circuits glowed even brighter.

"Y our weapons only serveto feed it,” announced Wat Tambor in that

cam, mechanica voice. "Asyou will yoursdf!"

Boba staggered to hisfeet again. "No!" he shouted.

Mazariyan's tentacles were everywhere, Writhing, wriggling, crawling

aong thefloor - dozens of them, with asingletarget.

Boba Fett!

With acry Bobadrew hisvibroshiv. He dashed a ahuge vein and felt

hisblade cut into it with a satisfying durp. Shimmering liquid splattered



out. He ducked to one side, nearly faling on the dick floor.

But the chamber floor was dready a work, sucking up the liquid

greedily.

"Takethat!" cried Boba A cobralike tentacle swooped toward hm and
he grabbed it. It lashed up, scraping the celling. Boba hung on with dl
his strength. He waited until he was just above where Wat Tambor stood

beside Mazariyan's beating nerve center. Then helet go.

"Yaaah!" he shouted.

He lunged for the Techno Union Foreman, blaster firing.

Too late. Wat Tambor moved too quickly.

The Separatist whirled, sending another bolt of energy flying from his

hand. Boba lunged for thefloor. If he could just reach that pile of broken

metd...

“Agh"

A blazing burgt of pain struck hisleg, so powerful it overwhelmed his
body armor, which now cracked and smoked. Boba crashed against the ground.
Hehad aglimpse of Wat Tambor's figure searching for him. Then the

Separatist suddenly looked away, toward the chamber's entrance.



I've got to hide, thought Bobain desperation, before he sees I'm

down....

Herolled and began to drag himsdlf to the heap of droid parts. It was
darker there. He might be able to gain aminute, enough time to get Wat

Tambor in hissights once more.

Boba drew himsdf up by thewall. The shattered droids gave him enough
shadow to hide, for amoment. In the middle of the room the tentacles were

dill gulping eagerly at thefluid lesking from the severed ven.

"Whereishe?' Boba murmured. He rubbed hisleg. The pain was

subsiding - it had only been aglancing blow. "Gottafind him -

Boba strained to see Wat Tambor. But the Techno Union Foreman was out

of dght, hidden by the bulk of the nerve center.

Boba could hear him, though. Hewastalking to someone - but who?

Nuri?

| should have killed the Clawditel Boba thought angrily. Now he's
betrayed me again! He began to ease himsdlf from the shadows. One hand
remained firmly on his blaster. The other was on hisblt, ready to draw

whatever weapon he might need.



But as Bobalooked up, he redized held be needing dl of them.
Because into the room strode the most terrible, vicious figure he had ever

witnessed.

Its head nearly touched the ceiling - ahead composed of interlocking
bands of an alloy he'd never seen before. A pale, cowled robe cloaked its
body. Through itsfolds Boba glimpsed its true form: gleeming metallic
limbs, six-fingered hands like robotic claws. When it turned its head,
searching, Boba saw its eyes. Golden reptilian eyes, the pupil ablack
dash set within blood-colored sockets. Even Mazariyan's tentacles seemed
to sense his awful threat. They retracted into the heart, like a

carnivorous snall into its shell, waiting.

Boba's blood froze. Suddenly, and with horrible certainty, he knew he

was looking upon the most powerful, most letha threat he had ever faced.

Theterrifying generd of the droid army

Grievoud

CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE

Boba's mouth went dry. Grievous was flanked by two droid bodyguards,

nearly astdl as hewas. Their eyeswere huge and round and crimson. They

scanned the room methodically, heads sweeping back and forth.



Any moment they would find Boba!

Now what? he thought. His hands moved quickly over his wegpons belt.
The blagters energy would just feed Mazariyan. And his vibroshiv would be

useless againgt adroid.

Suddenly his hand felt something else. A small compact object, fitted

neetly on hisbdlt.

Y gabba's hol oshroud.

Y es! Bobamoved so that he was sitting upright. He peered out.

Grievouss bodyguards had started circling the room, scanning for the

intruder. Grievous stood ominoudly in the center of the chamber by the

heart, waiting. Wat Tambor was near a monitor, busly inputting

information.

Grievous hasn't seen meyet, Boba thought. He doesn't know exactly

what | look like, or who | am.

Boba had no ideawhat image Y gabba had scanned into the holoshroud.

But it wasthisor nothing.



Thisismy best chancefor living long enough to thank you, Y gabba,

thought Boba. It better be good!

Hisfinger hovered above the holoshroud's button. He took a deep

breath. Then he pressed it, and stood.

There was a hum from where the cell hung at Boba'swaist. Then he was
surrounded by aglowing hao. It extended high above his head. When he

moved his arm, the halo moved. When he stepped forward, it moved too.

From ingde the holoshroud, Boba could see only this shimmering cloud.

But others, he knew, saw something completely different. They saw whatever

image Y gabba had scanned into the cell.

But what image wasthat?

As Boba stepped forward, the droid bodyguards snapped upright. Ther
empty, glowing eyes burned even brighter. Bobamoved to one sde, heading
for thearch that led out. Ashedid, he caught aglimpse of hisreflection

in amonitor screen. At the same time, the bodyguards spoke.

"DUI’%"

Bobaamost ye ped with joy.

Hisfriend had scanned Durge'simage into the holoshroud!



And that was what the droids saw: not Boba Fett, but the hulking

figure of one of the galaxy's most feared bounty hunters!

"Degtroy him!"

Anicy commeanding voice thundered through the chamber. Grievous
pointed at his bodyguards. As one, they lunged forward, firing. Bobaleaped
aside, and the blasts struck the wall behind him. It exploded in shards of
plasted and 0ozing fungus. One of Mazariyan's tentacles poked out from the
pulsng heart of the citadd. Grievous turned and raised a hand

threateningly. The tentacle shrank back.

"l said, destroy him!"

The droids stalked across the room. Boba fired back a them. His
blasts bounced off their armored forms. He yanked out hision sunner and
fired. A surge of ionic plasmaflared fromit. One of the droidsfell back,

momentarily sunned.

"Yesl" crowed Boba.

He could see his own reflection mirrored in viewscreens across the

chamber, tall and powerful. For an instant it seemed thet the bodyguards

might be taken aback aswell.



"Itisindeed Durge," one said inits cold robotic voice.

Grievousturned his horrible eyes upon Wat Tam-bor. "You said it wasa

Mandalorian warrior," he said.

Wat Tambor looked at him. "He must have brought reinforcements,” he

replied.

"Itisno matter," said Grievous.

Bobasent another bolt flying from theion stunner a the bodyguards.

Then he turned and started racing for the door.

The holoshroud'silluson would last for only two minutes. How much
time was |eft? Enough to make the bodyguards hesitate before attacking him

agan?

Everything around him was aglowing blur as heran for the arch. If he

could only escagpe from this chamber, he could hide within the citadd. He

aready had aplan for utilizing those tentacles to capture Wat Tambor. If

only he could -

Vvywwwmmmmmm...

The hum from the holoshroud's power cell suddenly grew silent. Around



Boba, thevell of Durge'simageflickered into pixds of color. For a

second he could see himsdlf clearly, asthe others had seen him: not Boba

but Durge, hismighty arm raised to fire, Bobas wegpon shrouded in the

image of Durge's own blagter.

Then the holoshroud'sillusion was gone. The power cell had run ot.

And so had Boba's luck.

CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR

"That ishim! Theintruder!"

Wat Tambor's voice rang out like a clear bell. Boba watched as

Grievous and histwo bodyguards turned to stare at him.

"You are not Durge, as| suspected." Grievouss voice was cold, with

no trace of human emotion. "But you will diedl the same!”

He lifted hisarm. Before Boba could move, Grievous gave acommand. A
blinding flash of energy legped from an unssen weapon held by one of his
bodyguards. It struck Bobain the chest and hefell, another piece of his

father's armor smoking and cracked.

"Get him," commanded Grievous.



Thedroid bodyguards sprang forward. But Boba's body armor had

absorbed the blow'simpact. Herolled to one side, struggling to his fest

and backing againgt the wall.

"Youwon't tekeme!" heydled.

"Maybe not dive," said Wat Tambor camly. "But dead will suit usjust

aswdl."

The droids stalked toward Boba. He grasped a blaster in each of his

hands and raised them. He waited until the droids were just meters from

him. Then, ducking, he fired and darted to one side.

KABLOWWW!

The blasts bounced harmlesdy from the droids. They swiveed, firing

in staccato bursts. Boba fired back.

KABLAAM!

Heinched along thewall, blastersflaming. If | can just reach the

door, he thought desperately.

There was another blast of power from the droids. Right above Boba's

head the wall fragmented. He took advantage of the cloud of splintered



metal and mushroom ooze, and ran.

Beside him fresher, cooler air streamed from the dimness - the tunnd.

Bobamadefor it, hisbreath coming in short, deep bursts as he ran. He

could hear the clack of the droids measured footsteps behind him. He could

imaginetheir amsraised, and that terrible, cloaked figure watching

Don't think! Move

He dove for the entrance. Cool air embraced him, and blessed darkness.

Hisfeet touched the now-familiar, dimy surface. Before him stretched the

passage. Just up ahead it divided.

If I can makethat fork, | can lose them, Boba thought. His heart

strained as he raced toward it. If | can just

Searing pain tore through him.

Bobacried out in agony.

He struggled afew steps more.

Another torturous stab penetrated his armor from behind.

Hefdl.



"S0," anicy voice echoed through the tunnel "Now | see you as you

truly are”

On the ground, Bobawrithed, trying to reach hisblaster and tuning
to look behind him. Above him the cloaked figure of Genera Grievousloomed
into view - and in one hand it now gripped a lightsaber gowing in the

haze.

How could this be? Was the generd a Jedi?!

Grievouss eyeswere yellow orbs within a skeletd, slvery mask.

Behind him stood Wat Tambor, flanked by the droid bodyguards.

"Not that it matters,”" theicy voice continued. Grievouss other hand
did from thefolds of his cape and then emerged with a second lightsaber

ignited. "Because you are going to die now."

Boba struggled vainly to reach hisweaponsbet. Pain lanced through

him, asthough flames ran through hisveins. He fell back.

"It looks asthough heisin death convulsons dready,” said Wat

Tambor.

And suddenly Boba had an idea. Without turning hishead, he let his

gazeflicker acrossthe floor of the tunnel. There, not amillimeter away,



apde clump of the pardyzing Xabar fungus sprouted.

Can't - be - seen - moving! Bobathought. His hand crept toward the

fungus. Must - reachit!

Grievous drew back both lightsabersto strike. Bobatensed. Helet his

hand rest upon the ground. He moved hiswrig, fractiondly, so that his

glove dipped upward.

A tiny patch of hisskin was now exposed. "He's dead,” Wat Tambor

repeated. "Our troops await us outside, Genera.”

The young bounty hunter held his breath. From the corner of his eye,

he could see fingers of faintly glowing fungus. They were so closethat he

could dmost fed them - dmodt touch them

Now!

Something cool and damp licked the patch of exposed skin upon his

wrigt. Hishand, and then hiswrist, grew numb. A freezing breath seemed to

exhdeinto hislungs.

"Generd," urged Wat Tambor.

The icy numbness spread through Boba's body. He tried to breathe but



could not. Hefdt his heart pump feebly. His vison began to dim. His

mission to capture Wat Tambor had failed.

What would hisfather have thought?

Xeran said the pardysiswas only temporary, Boba recdled as he

drifted off. He better beright....

Around him the chamber began to grow even more dim. A flicker of
consciousness raced through Boba's brain. He recdled how Jabba would

sometimes have his prisoners brought to him, frozen in carbonite.

Wonder if it fedslikethis...

It was the last thing Boba thought.

"Generd, please!” said Wat Tambor. "Look a him - he'sdead. No one

could have survived those blows!"

Wat Tambor came up to him and nudged at Boba's sensdess form. The
bounty hunter's body moved, but did not respond. Grievous swept past the

Techno Union Foreman, in turn. Disengaging the lightsabers, he kicked Boba

"Dead," echoed one of the droid bodyguards. "Dead," the other

repeated.



"Leave him," said Wat Tambor. "There will be plenty of timeto dispose
of the body when we return. And plenty of others to join him, too,” he

added with amalicious mechanica laugh.

"Come!" commanded Grievous. "Heisno Jedi. | will not waste my kil
any longer on such alackey." Heturned, then stalked down the passage, Wat
Tambor at his hedls. The bodyguards followed, the citaddl echoing as they
passed. In the tunnel, adark form remained, mationless, sensaless, upon

the ground.

Outside, the Siege of Mazariyan raged on. Inside, Boba Fett's bettle

for lifewasjugt beginning.



