
[image: cover]


[image: ]



[image: ]

© & TM 2023 Lucasfilm Ltd.

All rights reserved. Published by Disney • Lucasfilm Press, an imprint of Buena Vista Books, Inc. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, without written permission from the publisher.

For information address Disney • Lucasfilm Press, 1200 Grand Central Avenue, Glendale, California 91201.

First Edition, January 2023

Paperback ISBN 978-1-368-09228-9

eBook ISBN 97-8-1368-09541-9

Library of Congress Control Number on file

Visit the official Star Wars website at: www.starwars.com.




Contents


Title Page

Copyright

Introduction



Stranger in a Strange Land

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

The Tribes of Tatooine

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

The Streets of Mos Espa

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Chapter 13

The Gathering Storm

Chapter 14

Chapter 15

Chapter 16

Chapter 17

Return of the Mandalorian

Chapter 18

Chapter 19

Chapter 20

Chapter 21

From the Desert Comes a Stranger

Chapter 22

Chapter 23

Chapter 24

Chapter 25

Chapter 26

In The Name of Honor

Chapter 27

Chapter 28

Chapter 29

Chapter 30

Chapter 31

Chapter 32

Chapter 33

Chapter 34

Chapter 35

Chapter 36


Photo Gallery





A long time ago in a galaxy far, far away….
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THE PALACE WAS NOT EMPTY.

To anyone bold enough to venture down to the throne room once occupied by the mighty Jabba the Hutt, the great hall would have appeared abandoned. But if they dared to venture farther, past the silent bandstand and into one of the upper towers, they would have found a bacta pod, inside of which lay Boba Fett, eyes closed, dreaming.

Fett’s memories were still vivid. In them, he was a boy again in the stilt-mounted cities of Kamino, where endless storms whipped the vast planetary ocean in an endless fury of crashing waves. Fett had a flash of Petranaki Arena, the grief and loss he’d felt bending down to pick up the helmet of his father, Jango, who’d fallen there, and seeing his own features reflected in the face shield.

And of course, the Sarlacc pit.

That was where he’d awakened in agonizing pain, surrounded by churning darkness. Gasping for breath, Fett managed to activate the sensor inside his helmet, revealing the slimy intestinal tract that held him captive.

The Sarlacc’s gut was a living prison from which there appeared to be no escape. He saw a dead stormtrooper embedded in the pink abdominal wall, already in the process of being broken down by the Sarlacc’s digestive enzymes. As his lungs cried for air, Fett reached out and yanked the respirator from the stormtrooper’s armor and plugged it into his own helmet. The flow of oxygen helped focus his thoughts, and he swung his fist forward, punching a hole in the raw pink tissue and activating the flamethrower on his wrist. The hole filled with fire. He could feel the creature recoil as he burned a tunnel toward freedom.

Digging his way toward the surface, Fett fought against the weight of exhaustion that threatened to overtake him. Only the promise of fresh air kept him going, and at last he clawed a path to daylight, bursting out onto the blazing surface of the planet. The mouth of the Sarlacc pit gaped open behind him, and next to it, the wreckage of the Khetanna, Jabba’s once glorious sail barge, left to rust where it had fallen.

Fett was too exhausted to care about either of these things. Covered with sand and digestive fluids, he dragged himself forward on his hands and knees into the light of the suns. But there was no more strength left in him. He collapsed face-down on the unforgiving sand, surrendering himself to darkness.

The darkness was still there when the Jawas’ sandcrawler emerged from the night. Fett lay unconscious as the small hooded forms gathered around him, pulled off his helmet, and began to strip him of his rocket launcher and armor. Their glowing eyes shone with eager curiosity as they rolled his body over, uncertain whether this man they’d found was even alive.

When Fett finally opened his eyes, the Jawas had already found his rifle. On instinct, Fett swung one arm out to grab it, an effort that earned him only a swift blow to the head.

And then again came darkness.
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Four figures emerged from the blowing sands, silhouettes advancing cautiously over the dunes toward the motionless body. They were Tuskens, their heads wrapped, mouths and eyes shielded against the environment they had long ago come to regard as their own.

Each of them carried rifles and gaderffii sticks in front of them in vigilance, but the man on the ground did not appear to present any threat. His skin was sunburned, his lips parched from exposure to the brutality of the desert climate. The Tuskens understood the savageness of this land. If death had not yet claimed this man, it was not for want of trying.

Still, there was no need to take chances. After binding his hands with a rope, the Sand People leaned down and tipped liquid from a black melon into the man’s mouth, sprinkling a few drops of moisture between his cracked lips. The black melon, and the milk it contained, was the source of their survival, and they offered only what was needed.

Fett felt the liquid hit his throat, blinked, and started to sit up. His first realization was that his armor and helmet were gone, leaving him exposed. Several hands took hold of him at once, yanking him roughly to his feet. The muscles of his legs didn’t seem to be cooperating, as if someone had stolen all his strength along with his armor. Dehydration had left him dizzy, almost too weak to stand, and the sand whipped and stung his face. Squinting into the middle distance, he could make out the shapes of several large fur-covered beasts with impressive curling horns—the banthas that had brought the Tuskens there.

A moment later, the rope jerked again, and Fett staggered to remain upright. He realized that the Tuskens were pulling him behind one of the banthas, forcing him to keep pace with them. He knew that if he fell, they would not stop for him. He stumbled onto one knee, righted himself, and kept going, shoulders aching, arms outstretched as the rope around his wrists creaked and tightened. His head was pounding, his vision blurring, doubling, and he could go no farther. With a groan, he collapsed flat on his face and rolled onto his back, the rope dragging him across the dunes while he stared up at the endless blue sky.

When the Tuskens finally stopped, Fett allowed his head to swing to one side and saw they had arrived near a gathering of tents that marked their encampment. His back throbbed with pain, and his arms and wrists had gone numb from lack of circulation. There were sounds in the distance, the harsh cries of Tusken language, and as figures approached from either side, casting their shadows down on him, Boba Fett felt only gratitude for the shade.

But the sense of gratitude didn’t last long. It abruptly ended when the Tuskens tied him to a post in the blazing suns and allowed several of their adolescents to surround him and beat him with gaderffii sticks. An older member of the tribe stood by, watching and sipping from a melon. The beating ended with a boot to his face, knocking him unconscious again.

When Fett woke up, it was night. Fires crackled around the camp, and the desert air had gone cold. Another captive, a red-skinned Rodian, was tethered to a nearby post, and a scaly Tusken watchdog dozed in front of him. Fett turned to look at the Rodian, who gazed back at him, his expression unreadable. Then, with another glance at the reptilian massiff, Fett began to tug on the ropes binding him to the post.

Hearing the sound, the watchdog raised its head and glared at him, then snarled and rose to its feet. Fett jerked harder at the ropes. He was aware of the Rodian watching, waiting to see what would happen. The massiff was moving toward him now, snarling, and Fett could sense its muscles tensing to pounce.

Working furiously, he managed to separate his wrists from their binding just as the animal sprang at him. Fett shoved it to the ground and brought his fists down on top of its head with all his strength, feeling the beast’s body go limp beneath him. Then, placing his restraints inside its mouth, he started sawing the rope against its teeth. At last the bonds snapped, and he was free.

After glancing over his shoulder to see if anyone had noticed, Fett turned his attention to the other prisoner.

“Rodian,” he said quietly. “Do you want me to cut your bonds?”

The Rodian answered in Huttese, loud enough to draw attention.

“Quiet!” Fett hissed, but it was too late. A nearby Tusken sentry had overheard them and approached with his stick. Fett knocked it from his hand, but the sentry’s cry alerted the others, and Fett could already see a group of them charging out of the darkness.

Fett felt his survival instincts kicking in. Still gripping the gaderffii stick, he took off running into the night. He could hear the sound of the watchdog lunging across the sand, already gaining on him. The animal leapt and struck him from behind with tremendous force, knocking him down, and there was a sudden surge of pain as it sank its teeth into his leg. Fett swung the stick at its head, knocking it backward, and sprang to his feet. The massiff snarled and bared its teeth as the two faced off. In the distance, Fett could see the other Tuskens gathered, observing.

After a moment, the watchdog turned and padded back toward the Sand People, who all stood at a distance, staring at Fett, waiting to see what he would do next. He planted his feet and tightened his grip on the gaderffii stick, preparing for some sort of standoff. One member of the group stepped forward with their own weapon in hand.

Slowly, Fett and the Tusken circled each other, and then Fett lunged forward, swinging with all his strength. The Tusken blocked it easily, then went at Fett with a blow to the stomach and another to the head. Shaking it off, Fett swung again, encountering only vacant space—the Tusken’s reflexes were lightning fast. The Tusken struck again, knocking Fett’s stick away and driving him to his knees, finishing him off with a volley of quick, brutal strikes. As the Tusken turned to walk away, the others moved forward to surround Fett, who had somehow managed to rise up to his hands and knees, only to be knocked flat again.

The last things he saw were the wrapped faces and dark circular eye shields of the Sand People looking down at him before they turned to walk away.
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“WAKE UP, BOSS.”

Inside the bacta pod, Boba Fett flicked his eyes open to see Fennec Shand gazing down at him. The former bounty hunter and assassin was already dressed in her standard black uniform and protective gear, her face projecting an attitude of readiness and strength.

Reaching up, Fett tapped a button, draining the fluid from the tank.

“Healing session suspended,” an automated voice said as the door of the tank lifted open. Fett removed the respirator from his mouth and sat up while the droid attendant brought him a robe. Fennec was standing by, arms crossed, waiting for him.

“The dreams are back,” he said.

“Time to go,” Fennec said with her usual directness. “They’re lined up to pay respects.” She turned and began walking from the chamber. “I’ll let them know you’re on your way.”

Fett got dressed, then put on his boots and stood while the droids put on his Mandalorian armor and wrist gauntlets. One of them handed him his helmet, and Fett placed it over his head.

Moments later, seated on the chair atop the stone plinth that had once served as Jabba’s throne, Fett listened to an Aqualish delegate speaking in his own language as he offered a box of credit chips, a tribute to the new daimyo of Tatooine. Fett nodded as he listened, and Fennec stood at his side in silence. When the delegate was finished, he passed the box to an 8D8 droid and bowed his head.

Fett turned to Fennec. “Did you catch any of that?” he asked, keeping his voice low.

“Something about friendship?” Fennec guessed.

Fett sighed. “We really need a protocol droid.”

“Presenting Dokk Strassi,” 8D8 announced, “leader of the Trandoshan family, protectors of the city center and its business territories.”

“That’s weird,” Fett murmured. “I used to work for him.”

“It’s even weirder for him,” Fennec said.

Dokk Strassi approached. The Trandoshan had scaly skin and a ridged forehead, and he was carrying something brown and furry in his arms—a pelt, Fett realized. “A thousand tidings to the new daimyo,” he said, his voice as silky and ingratiating as Fett remembered.

“It’s an honor to be welcomed to Mos Espa by you, Dokk Strassi,” Fett said.

Strassi’s yellow eyes gleamed as he bowed and spread his arms. “May you never leave Mos Espa,” he said, and stepped away slowly.

Fett watched Strassi depart. “Even when a Trandoshan pays you a compliment, it sounds like a threat,” he said.

“Presenting his excellency, Mok Shaiz,” the 8D8 droid declared, “mayor of Mos Espa and its surrounding plateaus.”

But the Twi’lek approaching Fett’s throne was quick to correct that statement. “The mayor’s majordomo, actually,” the Twi’lek said, spreading his hands in supplication.

Fennec frowned. “We were told the mayor was coming to pay tribute.”

“Ah, yes, indeed,” the majordomo said. “With apologies, I understand how one might draw such a conclusion from the correspondence.”

“Very well,” Fett said. “Extend my greetings and appreciation for the mayor’s tribute.”

“Another…understandable misunderstanding,” the Twi’lek said haltingly. “The, uh, only tribute I bear is the mayor’s heartfelt welcome, which I express in his stead.”

Fennec gave him a cold look. “So you bring no tribute?”

“The mayor’s heartfelt welcome,” the majordomo said, “and regrets that he’s been drawn away by pressing matters.”

Fennec rose to her feet and took a step forward. “If you had spoken such insolence to Jabba, he’d have fed you to his menagerie.”

“Apologies, apologies,” the Twi’lek said quickly, hands raised, already backing up.

“Tell the mayor I’m here now,” Fett said.

“Actually,” the Twi’lek said, “there is one other matter—if I may.”

Fett regarded him impatiently. “What is it?”

“The matter of tribute.”

“I’m confused,” Fett said.

Fennec leaned down to whisper in his ear. “He wants you to pay him.”

“What?” Fett said. “I’m the crime lord. He’s supposed to pay me.”

“Shall I kill him?” Fennec asked.

They both turned to look at the majordomo, who was peering back at them, hands folded in front of him with patient expectancy.

“He works for the mayor,” Fett said.

“So that’s a no?” Fennec asked, sounding disappointed.

Fett sighed. “That’s a no.”

Fennec stood upright to address the Twi’lek again. “Lord Fett offers the gift of your leave unmolested,” she said.

Having clearly not anticipated this particular response, the majordomo paused for a moment of consideration. “Hm,” he said. “Apologies and appreciation. The mayor may take it differently, but I shall indeed convey your sentiment.” He began to walk away, then stopped and turned back. “I would not be surprised if you receive another delegation in the near future.”

“Keep an eye on that one,” Fett said as the Twi’lek departed.

“I keep an eye on everyone,” Fennec said.

“Next, Lord Fett.” 8D8 spoke up again, and Fett saw that the droid had ushered two Gamorreans into the throne room for his inspection. The piglike guards, heavily muscled and green-skinned, were shackled with manacles and iron restraints. “These two Gamorreans were once bodyguards to Jabba the Hutt,” the droid informed him, “and later Bib Fortuna. They did not surrender even after their patron was killed. They were captured alive as a tribute to you. Their tortured squeals will send a piercing message to all potential challengers to your throne.”

Fett spent a moment looking thoughtfully at the two Gamorreans, who seemed resigned to their fate. “I do not torture,” he said at last.

“Well, respectfully, Lord Fett,” the droid said, “on Tatooine you must project strength if you are to be accepted as a daimyo.”

Fett rose to his feet, addressing the two prisoners in front of him. “You were loyal to both your bosses,” he said. “Would you be loyal to me if I were to spare you?”

With a grunt, the Gamorreans each took a knee in front of him.

Fennec glanced at Fett and shook her head.

“This is a bad idea,” she murmured.
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THE CITY OF MOS ESPA was a teeming network of streets and districts constructed inside a vast crater. Near the center, a tower rose like a central spire around which all the city’s energy and momentum seemed to revolve.

In the midst of it, Fett and Fennec walked down the street side by side, with the Gamorrean guards behind them. As they passed the vendors and pedestrians, civilians and droids bustling in all directions, Fennec glanced at Fett.

“You should’ve let them carry you on a litter,” Fennec said.

Fett shook his head. “I’m not being carried around the streets like a useless noble.”

“It is a sign of power to the people of Mos Espa,” Fennec informed him. “They’re used to seeing the Hutts paraded around the streets. Things would go a lot smoother if you accepted their ways.”

Fett didn’t reply. They were approaching a lavish establishment at the end of the street, and as they stepped inside, he could hear musicians performing an up-tempo rhythm. On the bandstand, Max Rebo and a Bith musician played for a lively assortment of patrons gathered at the bar and in front of the gaming tables. As Fett and Fennec paused to remove their helmets and descended the stairs, a service droid rolled over with a tray of colorful cocktails and chirped out a hospitable invitation.

“No, we’re not here for drinks,” Fennec said. “We have business with Garsa Fwip.”

A cheer went up from one of the tables as a lucky gambler collected their winnings.

“Looks like business is good,” Fett observed.

Two Twi’lek hosts—one green-skinned, the other yellow—employees of the cantina, approached them. “Would you like your helmets serviced and cleaned while you wait for Madam Garsa?”

“No,” Fennec said.

“Sure,” said Fett. “Here, take both of ours.” Glancing at Fennec, he reminded her of what she’d said outside. “Things will go a lot smoother if you accept their ways.”

A moment later, Madam Garsa herself glided over from across the room. She was an elegant female Twi’lek with gold skin, her lekku adorned with a lavish headpiece and jewelry. She approached them with an air of unflappable grace. “Welcome to the Sanctuary,” she said. “Would you care to partake in any of our sundry offerings?”

“Maybe another time,” Fett said. “I’m here to talk business.”

“Oh, business it is, then,” Garsa said without missing a beat. “Would you like your Gamorreans hosed down and fed while we are sequestered?”

“Oh, no, it’s fine. This won’t take long,” Fett said. “We can do it right here.” He glanced at Fennec. “This is Master Assassin Fennec Shand, and I’m Boba Fett. I have replaced Bib Fortuna.”

“Apologies,” Garsa said. “I didn’t see your litter.”

“I wasn’t carried on a litter,” Fett said. “I walk on my own two feet.”

She couldn’t suppress a bemused chuckle. “Apologies.”

“I’m just here to introduce

























OEBPS/nav.xhtml




Contents





		Title Page



		Copyright



		Introduction



		Stranger in a Strange Land



		Chapter 1



		Chapter 2



		Chapter 3



		Chapter 4









		The Tribes of Tatooine



		Chapter 5



		Chapter 6



		Chapter 7



		Chapter 8



		Chapter 9









		The Streets of Mos Espa



		Chapter 10



		Chapter 11



		Chapter 12



		Chapter 13









		The Gathering Storm



		Chapter 14



		Chapter 15



		Chapter 16



		Chapter 17









		Return of the Mandalorian



		Chapter 18



		Chapter 19



		Chapter 20



		Chapter 21









		From the Desert Comes a Stranger



		Chapter 22



		Chapter 23



		Chapter 24



		Chapter 25



		Chapter 26









		In The Name of Honor



		Chapter 27



		Chapter 28



		Chapter 29



		Chapter 30



		Chapter 31



		Chapter 32



		Chapter 33



		Chapter 34



		Chapter 35



		Chapter 36









		Photo Gallery











Guide





		Cover



		Title Page



		Copyright



		Contents



		Start Reading











OEBPS/images/tp.jpg
STAR.WARS'
THE BOOK OF

Adapted by Joe Schreiber

Based on the series created by Jon Favreau
Written by Jon Favreau & Dave Filoni

Dlenz

PRESS
Los Angeles - New York





OEBPS/images/i-1.jpg





OEBPS/images/L01.jpg





OEBPS/images/c03.jpg
THREE





OEBPS/images/c02.jpg
TWO





OEBPS/images/c01.jpg





OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
Includes | (v
8 pages g o
of color i

photos 3 -

JUNIOR NOVEL





OEBPS/images/p01.jpg
STRANGER IN A STRANGE LAND





