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			For my daughter, Maya, and for all daughters who must grow up in dark times. May you find friends everywhere to aid you in the fight.
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				A long time ago in a galaxy far, far away….

			

		

	
		
			
				What will you do when they catch you? What will you do if they break you? If you continue to fight, what will you become?

				—Saw Gerrera
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			Chapter 1

			The city of Theed’s Free People’s Library had seen better days. Its white stone facade was pockmarked and neglected, its tiled turquoise roof leaked during the spring rains, and the modest remaining collection of popular recordings, holobooks, and board games on its dusty shelves sat mostly unwatched, unread, and unplayed. Visitor traffic was light even on the busiest days, as there was a better, newer facility only a few blocks away that hosted a children’s storybook hour and free craft-making workshops. The only things working in the Free People’s Library’s favor were the café next door that served strong tea for very cheap and a complex series of underground tunnels, unknown to most citizens of the galaxy but very well known to a select few, directly below the building. The tunnels were left over from a public works endeavor during a period of Theed’s expansion. They linked the Library to the nearby spaceport, if you knew what storage closet door to open and which buttons to push once inside.

			From that hidden passageway and storage closet, a wiry woman in her late thirties exited, entering the Library. She kept her head down, quickly moving among the tall metal shelves, her dark hair tucked under a black knitted cap, her patched leather jacket a size too big. At the corner where the hallway opened to the lobby was a small circular information desk, and, beyond that, the glass-front entrance. The woman paused to make sure she hadn’t been spotted entering the unconventional way. It was her first time at the Library, and she wasn’t as confident in the layout as she should have been, but time was of the essence, and she was the one Saw had trusted to come.

			Assured that she had not been seen, she strode purposefully across the open area to a community announcements board on the wall. She passed an older man slumped on a wide-backed seat watching a daily video news briefing, and two teenage girls, their heads close together as they giggled over something on a holopad. The old man, the young girls, and, of course, the librarian seated at the desk appeared to be the only patrons besides herself.

			The bulletin board was an oversized screen with an attached keyboard where community members could leave announcements, messages, and solicitations. Each section was divided into various subsections, including requests for day laborers and pet-sitters, objects for sale ranging from old electronics to household items, notices about available housing, and information about community activities. The woman in the black cap ran a finger across the various topics until she came to the section titled Travel Exchange. She moved through the listings quickly, passing by ads for house-sitting on Alderaan and tickets to a play on Coruscant. Halfway down the third page was a small section dedicated to the planet Inusagi. She clicked on the listing for the Blossom Festival. A video of an Inusagi starbird unfurling its wings played before a man appeared.

			“The Inusagi Blossom Festival is one of the premier cultural celebrations in the galaxy,” he said in a mellifluous voice. The woman wasn’t listening to his words, only watching his hands. His right hand was raised. Right means the mission is a go. He continued his pitch and purposefully spread the fingers on his right hand wide. Five fingers means the local militia will help.

			A smile, her first of the day, spread across her face. Surely this would please Saw. It was the third and final confirmation that the mission was on. The redundant assurances seemed unnecessary to her, but Saw called the shots. He didn’t know the Inusagi locals and didn’t trust them. That made the mission high-risk, but as he had explained to her, great reward required great risk. It didn’t, however, require blind trust.

			She stopped the video and hit the button to delete the listing.

			“Excuse me,” a voice asked, “do you work here?”

			The woman turned to find the old man she had spied earlier. He was standing directly behind her, his mouth turned down in disapproval.

			“Can I help you?” Was this part of her mission? Surely not. No one had said anything about an old man. Her instructions were to get in, verify the Inusagi confirmation, and get out as quickly as possible. But sometimes plans changed and escape routes were compromised. Her eyes darted around the Library’s lobby, her senses on full alert. But there was nothing unusual, no one loitering suspiciously, no one watching them. Just the girls on the holopad and the distracted librarian. Still, her hand strayed toward the blaster at her waist, hidden by her bulky jacket.

			“You’re not supposed to delete messages from the community board,” he said. “Only the librarians can do that.”

			Her hand stayed where it was, but some of the tension eased from her shoulders. This was just a nosy neighbor. “It’s fine,” she said, assuring him. “I have permission.”

			The old man shook his head stubbornly. “I’m going to have to report you to the librarian.”

			She wanted to laugh. If this old man knew who she really was, he’d be doing more than reporting her to the librarian. “Don’t worry,” she said brightly, stepping around the man. “I’ll do it myself.”

			He frowned, taken aback. “I don’t think—”

			But she was already moving, past the information desk and through the lobby, her brisk strides taking her toward the main entrance. She would have to leave through the front doors. She couldn’t risk the old man following her around and possibly seeing her near the storage closet. She shook her head, stifling a laugh. Maybe some of Saw’s paranoia was rubbing off on her after all.

			The street outside was busy, the outdoor seating at the café next door packed with the late lunch crowd. She thought she might lie low and circle back to the tunnel exit, but she didn’t want to take the chance that anyone would recognize her. She would just have to walk back to the spaceport and her waiting ship the long way. The mission had been accomplished, although not as cleanly as she wished. Nevertheless, she had the information she had come for.

			And Nankry had to hurry. She was needed on Inusagi.
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			Chapter 2

			Gilded sakoola petals drifted through the red-and-gold Inusagi palace ballroom, showering the delighted guests as the voice of the newly installed Imperial governor droned on in false welcome—“…the Empire is pleased to bring this diverse planet, rich in culture and arts, under its wing…”—and Saw Gerrera remembered.

			He was crouched in the deep shadows high in the eaves of the cavernous ballroom, well hidden behind ivy-wrapped columns and far from the eyes of the partygoers. He watched them, dressed in finery and ribbons, sipping expensive wines and taking small bites of Inusagi delicacies, faces turned to the preening governor, free hands twirling the long handles of the souvenir nets they used to catch the intermittent showers of golden petals.

			Saw stifled a grunt. The crowd disgusted him. They were here either to celebrate the capitulation of another planet to Imperial rule or—even worse, in his opinion—to carry on celebrating the age-old Blossom Festival as if nothing had changed. But he had seen the stormtroopers lining the courtyard outside the palace when he arrived, had witnessed the way the indigenous Rayeths had been denied entrance to the party as if they were unsightly vermin, and Saw knew that as much as the Inusagi wished to pretend otherwise, the coming of the Empire had altered their lives forever.

			That was why, instead of a whimsical net, Saw held in his sweating hand a dual-canister FC-1 flechette launcher primed for its purpose. As the minutes passed, with nothing to do but keep calm and count time, he let himself remember.

			Sometimes it felt like remembering was all he did.

			He remembered when his body had worked without a tank-grown spleen and when the ache in his leg, a souvenir from an old blaster wound, didn’t seize first thing in the morning. He remembered how he’d gotten that particular wound, one of many, and he remembered the comrades that hadn’t been lucky enough to walk away from the battle at all.

			Well, most of them he remembered.

			He had lost more comrades over the years than even he could recollect. Men and women and others who now lay rotting under desert sands and on forest floors, or who drifted forever frozen in the cold of space. Every mission, he vowed not to lose another, but more and more often, reality made him a liar.

			He remembered his sister, Steela. Her last words, her last smile, her last screams as the gunship Saw had triumphantly brought down crashed and dislodged the rock she was clinging to, plunging her to her death.

			The gunship he had brought down.

			He had been trying to do the right thing. But doing the right thing had killed his sister. The guilt of that would never leave him, and it shouldn’t. It was the worst moment of his life, a high-crested wave in a vast ocean of terrible moments. A wave that, if he were not careful, would drown him in grief and regret even now.

			Not all his memories of Steela were so dark. There were good ones, too. Like the time they’d stolen a bottle of fruit wine and gotten drunk on the rooftop of the old fireworks building as teenagers, and a particular joyride in a stolen speeder as the wind tossed Steela’s hair around her laughing face, and Steela dragging Saw to his feet and forcing him to dance with her to her favorite song when they’d still called the city of Iziz home.

			Although, truthfully, he remembered Steela less and less. The good and the bad.

			For years his sister’s death had been the first thing he thought of in the morning and the last thing before sleep. He would whisper her name and promise he would never forget her. But despite that, she became more distant from him every day. The sound of her voice, the way she’d said his name when she was cursing him. The details of her face. The exact shade of her eyes.

			Forgetting her was like losing her to a second death that felt worse than the first in some ways. More permanent. Because once he could not remember her at all, she would be well and truly gone forever.

			Nankry would say forgetting was a blessing. People were meant to be let go. Grief and guilt made for ghosts, she would warn, and ghosts meant you were haunted. But Saw wasn’t so sure. Grief grounded him. Grief kept him focused on his purpose. Grief reminded him of the truth.

			Without his grief, who was he?

			Nankry crouched beside him now, intense and eager, her wiry frame coiled like a spring, her bony finger hovering near the trigger of her weapon as she awaited his go-ahead. She wasn’t one to let herself be haunted, to fall into melancholy and allow her past to squat heavy on her shoulders like he did. He envied her that.

			The Imperial governor’s voice cut through his memories. “Inusagi’s strong alliance with the Empire will prove that new beginnings under our beloved Emperor can lead to prosperity and happiness for all the galaxy’s citizens…”

			“Damn it all!” Nankry whispered, sharp and sudden. Saw turned, thinking she was about to spit some diatribe about the nature of truth and the governor’s bald-faced prevarication. Instead, Nankry pointed down below them with a thrust of her lips. “What in all the hells of Perithal is she doing down there?”

			Saw followed her gaze, and his mouth turned down in disapproval.

			A teenage girl in the gold-trimmed petal-green robes of an Inusagi local, tight through the torso and then long and loose around the legs, hurried up the stairs in the wrong direction, away from the governor and the rest of the rapt crowd. She looked like any other guest in the crowded ballroom, but Saw knew the invitation she clutched in her hand was as false as his own. After all, she had forged them at his request. The invitations had been good enough to pass inspection by the royal guards at the door and get them all inside, but now dread gathered in Saw’s belly as he watched a suspicious stormtrooper stop the girl and ask to see her invitation again.

			He held his breath, waiting, finger ready on the trigger. Knowing that if he had to fire now, he would surely kill the girl he called “daughter” in the hail of flechettes. The very thought made him shudder, but he swallowed any hesitation down. He would do what had to be done.

			Words were exchanged, too far away and too quiet for Saw to hear, but the girl must have said something convincing because the trooper waved her through. Saw’s finger eased off the trigger, and he exhaled as the girl hurried out of the grand golden doors.

			“Jyn almost gave us away,” Nankry muttered. “I thought you told her to wait at the ship.”

			A muscle twitched in his jaw as he contained his fury at Jyn for disobeying orders. Her act of rebellion had put them all at risk, herself most of all. If she’d looked up at the eaves or if the stormtrooper had been a bit more suspicious of her invitation, this night might have gone very differently.

			It may still. There were no guarantees on missions like this.

			But now Jyn was on her way back to their waiting ship. At least, he hoped she was. He didn’t want any more surprises.

			“It was nothing,” he said, realizing that he’d have to cut Jyn loose soon, not because she’d disobeyed orders but because people were starting to ask questions about her true parentage. Questions neither of them wanted to answer. If people found out she was Galen Erso’s daughter, they’d kill her. Or worse, use her as a weapon, maybe against him. When the time came, he knew Jyn would never forgive him for leaving her, even if it was for her own good.

			No matter. Saw wasn’t looking for forgiveness.

			Except maybe from…“Steela.”

			Nankry, still beside him, frowned. “What?” she whispered.

			“Nothing,” he said, the denial like a knife in his heart, but his sister’s haunting was too personal to share, even with Nankry. “Eyes on the crowd.”

			The crowd. Saw had gone over the guest list meticulously, committing any high-ranking government guests to memory. His first concern had been to ensure that Mon Mothma, the Chandrilan senator, wouldn’t be in attendance. A cultural festival like this one, even if it was just a guise to impose the new Imperial governor on the population, was something that would appeal to her. He couldn’t remember the last time he and Mon had spoken in person. Had it been a decade ago? No, probably longer. He wouldn’t do the math, because it would only be a reminder of how long he’d been fighting and how little had changed. Or, if it had changed, how it had changed for the worse. But he did keep an eye on Mon from afar. He knew what legislation she was trying to push through, what reclaimed settlement she had visited that week. She was knowledgeable, useful, and she could go places and turn bureaucratic wheels that Saw couldn’t. Plus, she was a survivor, and Saw respected that. Mon was adamant that she initiate any contact between them, and that was fine. Saw didn’t have much to say to someone who still believed that real change was possible without direct violence.

			Saw had also made sure that Senator Bail Organa was not in attendance. Bail was a bit more wily, more willing to do some of the dirty work that Saw believed was necessary to win this war. And it was a war, make no mistake. One in which Bail had firmly planted his network of spies. Pulling strings, moving people. He was a different Bail from the idealistic politician Saw had met years ago, obsessed with preserving the Jedi’s legacy. Bail had matured into a man who could successfully move through the halls of power while secretly playing puppet master—or at least those were the rumors Saw’s operatives passed back to him. Saw gave himself credit for opening Bail’s eyes. The senator might have stayed woefully naïve without a push from him. He felt that justified his plan to use Bail Organa to his advantage when and if necessary. Whether Bail would embrace Saw’s brand of violence remained to be seen.

			The governor continued, “So we welcome you all to celebrate with us. Now please enjoy this age-old festival as we move brightly into a peaceful future of law and order together…”

			“He’s wrapping up,” Maia, another one of Saw’s soldiers, whispered from his other side. There were ten of them in all. Nankry and Maia, who were trusted operatives from his own crew, and Jorn and Payta, hulking half-Houk brothers who were new recruits quickly proving their mettle. The other five were local Inusagi insurgents he’d met only tonight. In addition, there were ten other locals stationed outside in the palace courtyard, ready to clear the way for their escape once Saw and his crew had done their bloody work inside. They were strangers to him, individuals from various factions brought together for this last-ditch effort to keep Inusagi free. They represented various ideals and philosophies and methods, but tonight they were united under the same banner. It was a bit of a miracle, and Saw knew it wouldn’t hold. But for one night, it would be enough to show the Empire that they wouldn’t roll over and allow themselves to be picked off, one independent planet after another.

			“The chieftess is scheduled to speak next,” Nankry murmured in reply. “Be ready.”

			Saw looked at the wan young woman standing on the stage waiting to speak, her shoulders drooping as if weighed down by more than just the elaborate robe and ceremonial headdress she wore. She was young, yes, and no doubt being forced to capitulate to the installation of the Imperial governor. But the young had a responsibility to resist the Empire as much as anyone else. He himself had been young when his homeworld was betrayed by King Rash. The man Saw had once admired had sold Onderon to the Separatists. Rather than succumb, Saw had chosen to fight. It had cost him everything. But no one said resistance was easy, and it certainly wasn’t safe. There were more important things than saving your own skin.

			Righteous recriminations came easily to Saw, but deep down he knew that the choice to target Inusagi wasn’t entirely the Inusagi chieftess’s fault. The planet happened to be close to the Emperor’s homeworld of Naboo, which would send a very pointed political message about how vulnerable even those who believed themselves untouchable truly were. And the new Imperial governor happened to be good friends with Palpatine, which made him an irresistible target—Saw would love to see Palpatine’s face when he received the news of what had happened here. Rotten luck for Inusagi, and the governor really should’ve picked better friends. As for the chieftess? Well, bad things happened to people and planets that aligned themselves with a tyrant.

			After another long minute, the governor’s speech finally ended. Another cloud of sakoola flower petals rained from the ceiling like gilded snow. The crowd gasped in delight, raising their nets.

			That was their signal.

			Saw stood from his crouch. Nankry rose beside him.

			“Remember your promise,” she whispered. “No one—”

			“Gets taken alive,” he finished. “I remember.”

			“Better cold than captured.” She didn’t sound grim—only determined. Being caught would be a fate worse than death. None of them wanted to die, but the mercy of a quick end at the hands of their comrades would be better than Imperial torture. Of all of them, Nankry had been with him the longest now. Seen the most, lived through the worst. He didn’t love her, exactly—that emotion was reserved for Steela and Steela alone, although sometimes he thought it might apply to Jyn if he weren’t vigilant against it—but he felt something special for Nankry. Loyalty. Admiration. She was a lot like him, and that was the highest compliment he could give.

			“Ready?” He glanced at Maia, who gave him a nod, and from his other side, Jorn shot him a toothy grin.

			“Now!” Saw barked, and they all moved as one.

			They pulled the triggers on their launchers, and the dual canisters hurled hundreds—no, with ten people and six rotating canisters, there were thousands—of tiny, razor-sharp durasteel flechettes into the crowd. The weapons were made for clearing large spaces, deck sweepers that were indiscriminate and merciless, capable of decimating a crowd in minutes. They would shred everyone alike: soldiers and senators, the powerful and the pawns.

			“Again!” Saw yelled as the canister rotated, and silk gowns and stormtrooper armor peeled apart into crimson ribbons as the cries of delight that had filled the ballroom only moments ago quickly became screams of horror.

			They fired again and again until Saw tossed the spent flechette launcher to the ground and grasped the ivy on the nearest column. Using it like a rope, he abseiled to the ballroom floor. To his right, Nankry and Maia did the same, and Jorn and Payta followed immediately on his left.

			By the time his feet touched the ground, the plasma rifle that had been strapped to his back was in his hands. He took down a stormtrooper that had somehow escaped the initial barrage, saw another guard fall under Maia’s quick draw, and continued to fire as he headed for the golden doors Jyn had passed through earlier, hopefully on the way back to their ship.

			It was quick work, and he moved steadily forward, clearing space as he went, ignoring the few civilians lucky or damned enough to have survived the flechette attack. They stayed huddled on the floor, whimpering, some bearing gruesome wounds, visions of rent flesh that would stick in his mind for days. He caught the eyes of a young woman, her yellow party dress spattered with blood and brain matter from the dead man next to her, but he had no time for sympathy. All he could offer the girl was a temporary place in his memory.

			A scream behind him—the voice familiar—made him whirl around just in time to see Maia go down under the rifle fire of a stormtrooper. Agony clenched Saw’s chest, but he shoved it away. Maia was a warrior, and she had known the risks. Invited them. If she was gone, all he could do now was remember her, too.

			His eyes whipped toward Nankry, hunched behind an overturned table, wine bottles and cake tiers scattered on the floor around her. She was slamming the butt of her weapon against the tiles, trying desperately to unjam it. Without a weapon she was defenseless. Saw growled and took a step toward her.

			“Saw!” Jorn shouted, bringing him up short, a big hand on Saw’s shoulder. Instinctively, Saw shrugged him off. But Jorn was insistent. “Where are you going? The ship is this way!”

			“Maia’s down,” Saw said, his voice clipped. “Nankry’s trapped. I’m going back for her. I don’t leave my people behind.”

			Jorn’s expression darkened, as if he meant to argue. But then his eyes widened as he spotted something over Saw’s shoulder. “You can’t! Look!” He pointed frantically as another set of doors on the far side of the ballroom slammed open and a fresh squadron of stormtroopers poured in.

			Saw hesitated, triangulating the distance between himself, Nankry, and the enemy.

			A cry interrupted his thoughts, and Saw felt himself wrenched backward. A blaster burn blossomed black on the wall where his head had been moments ago.

			“No time!” Jorn shouted, forcing him toward the exit. Payta was there waiting for them. He threw open the golden doors and slid outside. The sound of blasterfire filled the air.

			Saw had one last moment to look back at Nankry. She stared at him, eyes huge with fear but mouth set in a grim line. She nodded. He raised his rifle and aimed for her head. She closed her eyes, something like peace on her face.

			His finger moved without hesitation, but before he could pull the trigger, blasterfire hit his leg. He grunted at the impact, the pain overwhelming, his grip slipping momentarily.

			“You’re hit!” Jorn yanked Saw toward him, sending him stumbling on a leg that wouldn’t hold. With a roar, he shook Jorn off and raised his weapon, hip braced against the wall, eyes desperately seeking out Nankry. But the seconds lost had cost him, and she was surrounded by stormtroopers, hidden behind a sea of white armor. Saw cursed and, with one last effort, released a hail of wild blasterfire, hoping against hope that he’d hit his target.

			And then Jorn’s massive arms were around him, picking him up and moving him outside, where he was immediately surrounded by new horrors and different priorities. Payta laid down cover as Jorn set Saw on his feet and slung Saw’s arm over his shoulder to drag him toward the waiting ship. Saw limped through the chaos, a groan of despair escaping his lips. Not from the burning pain in his leg, but because he had failed. Not the mission. The governor and all the guests were dead. But Nankry. She was in the hands of the Empire, facing unknown horrors all because he could not keep his promise not to let her be taken alive.

			He had killed his sister through his reckless actions. And now he had allowed Nankry to be captured through his failure to act in time. His chest seized with the bitter irony of it all. Why was he doomed to disappoint those he cared about the most?

			No matter what choice he made, action or inaction, he just ended up with more regrets, more losses, more dead. There was no clean solution under the Empire, only the accumulation of failures and heartbreak.

			Nankry had said forgetting was a gift, but he refused to accept that. Remembering was all he had.

			More and more, he was a man made of ghosts.
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			Chapter 3

			Storm clouds thickened and the first patter of rain struck the roof as Bail Organa, seated behind his desk in his private office in the Mountain Palace on Alderaan, entered his unique identifier and opened an encrypted communications channel. A figure flared to life on the holopad, face and form obscured. Bail knew that his own identity was similarly cloaked on the other end. Perhaps it was overkill, but more and more, excessive security seemed like the wiser course, even here at home. On Coruscant, he wouldn’t even have dared to try, knowing that there the Imperial Security Bureau was likely listening in on everything he did.

			“Report,” Bail said, settling in.

			“It’s not good,” said a voice muffled by static. “Imperial sympathizers have taken over the local legislature on false pretenses. It’s a slow takeover, but that doesn’t change the fact that they’re systematically overturning the laws that have kept Maiha an independent democratic planet for a century. It’s a slow capitulation, but it’s a capitulation nonetheless.”

			Bail rubbed at his temples. He had hoped for better news. “They’re duly elected, this legislature?”

			“Elected? Yes. But ‘duly’ is a matter of opinion.”

			“A vote counts, even if we don’t like it. If they were voted in, then there’s nothing for us to do. We don’t interfere in local elections, and if this is the path they chose…”

			“The electorate was lied to.”

			Bail knew that politicians lied every day. Even he had stood in the Senate chambers and stretched the truth when it was necessary. But there was stretching the truth for a good cause, and there was deception to further one’s personal path to power. Bail had never crossed that line and he never would. The very thought turned his stomach.

			“What kind of lies?”

			“Funds promised to agricultural projects have been diverted to mining for weapons development. Land the candidates promised to set aside for parks has been auctioned to corporations with Imperial ties instead. And now the legislature is requiring people to swear an oath of loyalty to the Emperor.”

			“For what?” Bail asked, surprised.

			“For everything,” his operative answered. “To hold office, to place a bid, to serve in local law enforcement.”

			Bail sighed. Terrible? Absolutely. But it was all subtle enough not to raise an outcry, much like the initial turnover of seats. “Can you find someone who might talk publicly? I can arrange an interview on HoloNet News if you can find the voice.”

			His contact hesitated. “I can try. Everyone’s afraid to stand up to the Emperor. I was hoping you would take it to the Senate.”

			The Senate? Unfortunately, he worried that the Senate would not care. His colleagues seemed less and less interested in countering Palpatine’s will with every passing day. And years of that growing disinterest were calcifying the Senate’s actual effectiveness. But he had others he could speak to, more grassroots ways of trying to disseminate the facts so the people had all the information necessary to make informed decisions about their leadership. He believed that if they knew the facts, if they understood they had been deceived, then they would make better choices. People were inherently smart and caring, but the fog of disinformation and Imperial propaganda was growing difficult to navigate. He wanted—no, needed—to help people do that.

			“Find me someone who will talk on the record, and I’ll make sure people know the truth,” Bail said again. “Right now, it’s the best I can do.”

			“More funds might help. Not a bribe, just…I have someone in mind, but she has a family. Children. She’ll need to leave, relocate.”

			“I’ll send enough credits to help her family get resettled.” Bail was pleased to be able to offer concrete aid.

			“Should I pick it up at the Library on Naboo?”

			“Yes, same as always. And if she needs it, there’s a small safe room in the building next door, in the basement under the café. It’s not much, and I can’t guarantee it’ll be secure for longer than a few days…”

			“I remember it. Spent a few nights there myself after that operation on Gatalenta. I’ll make her the offer and get back to you.”

			They exchanged a few more words to set a date for their next call. When Bail finally disconnected, his mood was high, in defiance of the gloomy weather outside. People still cared and were still working to do the right thing. And he would do what he could to protect them, even if it meant taking on the role of spymaster. He had never enjoyed sneaking around. He believed that if something needed to be done, it was worth doing openly. A good man, a righteous man, had nothing to hide. It was a simple philosophy, one that he had lived by for most of his life. But times changed, and he had been forced to change, too.

			If someone had told him five years ago—even two years ago—that this would be his fate, he would have denied it. But now, he would not lie to himself. This was who he had become. He was still a righteous man, or at least he liked to think he was a good man with a righteous cause who was doing his best. But he was also a smart man, and in the dozen-odd years since Palpatine had re-formed the Republic as the Empire, Bail had come to realize that the people he loved and the ideals he valued were better served when he stepped back and worked behind the scenes. Let others be the firebrand, making the speeches and inflaming the people. His job now was to make sure those in the vanguard had the support they needed to achieve their shared ends. He missed being out front, calling out injustice when he saw it, urging people to live up to their highest ideals. But he understood that his role was different now. Spycraft and subtlety had become his stock-in-trade, and to his occasional amazement, he was good at it. It was a bit like an ill-fitting coat he had slowly grown accustomed to, the shoulders still too tight and the sleeves too long.

			Thunder rumbled outside, drawing his gaze to the window. For the briefest moment, he allowed himself to doubt. He didn’t do that often, let reservations creep in. Doubt was a poison that, if entertained too long, would undermine his hope. And he did have hope. But as he watched the ever-growing patter of rain against his window, he wondered how the galaxy had changed so much. Somewhere along the way, people had decided that peace was worth more than the truth. He understood it. War was terrible. But so was cowardice. Sometimes the things worth saving required one to fight for them.

			His thoughts were interrupted by the cheery notes of a Core pop song coming from somewhere down the hall. Leia’s doing, no doubt. A woman’s voice crooned an appealing melody over the deceptively simple sound of a double viol and a steady drumbeat. He paused, listening more closely, as the lyrics complained about a man who may have meant well but who had broken the singer’s heart. Bail smiled. At least he didn’t have to worry about a broken heart. He had met and married the love of his life, after all. And together they were raising the other love of his life, Leia.

			Wanting a change of scenery and always happy for a chance to spend time with his daughter, Bail decided he could use a break. He stood, stretched, and went to find the source of the music. He found Leia in the sunroom, where the rain was steady against the glass roof but not so loud that the music didn’t fill the space. Leia was watching a concert on her holopad. Bail could see a woman in a glittering green-scaled bodysuit with fabric that stretched from wrist to hip like wings. Her makeup was dramatic, almost reptilian, and her long black hair whipped around her shoulders as she danced across an elaborate stage. Lights flashed in a visual cacophony as thousands of fans screamed the lyrics to her song.

			Bail paused in the doorway, content to watch for a moment. Leia was thirteen now. When had she gotten so big? It felt like only yesterday she had been a baby in his arms, the most precious gift he’d ever received…and the greatest responsibility. His heart felt like it might burst from how proud he was of the young woman she was becoming, but he also felt a pang of sadness that soon she wouldn’t need him anymore. But that was the goal, wasn’t it? To raise your child and then let them go, hoping you’d shaped them into a competent adult…and that you were leaving them a world worth living in. That last part was what kept him fighting, renewed his energy, and banished doubt. Leia was the future, and he would do everything he could to ensure she flourished.

			“I’m trying, Leia,” he murmured to himself.

			“Trying what?” she asked, looking up from the holopad. Of course she had heard him. She rarely missed anything.

			“Trying not to become an old man too soon.” He smiled and joined her on the chaise. “What are you watching?”

			“Her name is Quanaliko,” Leia said, moving the holopad so he could get a better view. “She’s a very popular singer, and my friends recommended her. But…”

			“Yes?”

			“All she sings about is boys.” Leia’s expression grew serious. “I mean, her music is nice, but aren’t there more important things to sing about in the galaxy?”

			Bail laughed. “I thought all teenagers were interested in boys. Or girls. Or…” He waved his hand. “True love.”

			Leia’s mouth turned down. “Well, it’s not that I’m not interested. It’s just that I’m not sure it deserves this many songs.”

			“Oh, I don’t know.”

			Leia turned her focus toward Bail, a silent request for him to elaborate. Bail lived for these moments, the times when Leia still appreciated his advice and insight. The heavens knew fewer and fewer people appreciated his opinion these days, at least in the Senate. He crossed his legs at the knee, his fingers laced against his thigh.

			“Almost everyone has had a broken heart at some time in their lives. Or had friends who hurt them.” He certainly had. “Quanaliko’s music is relatable.”

			Leia’s expression clouded the way it did when she was thinking hard. “And that’s important? I mean, to let people know that you understand their problems?”

			“That is, in a sense, what all good art does. It captures the condition of living. A great artist is able to do that in a way that speaks for thousands, perhaps millions of people who experience the same things but can’t articulate their troubles.”

			“So Quanaliko is articulating what it means to be alive? The common experiences we all share?”

			“Exactly.” He smiled, pleased at how quickly she’d understood what he was trying to tell her. “Makes you feel not so alone, right?”

			“It’s not that different from what you do,” Leia said thoughtfully.

			Bail laughed. “I’m nothing like a popular singer.”

			“But you are.” Leia sat up a little straighter. “As a senator, it’s your job to give a voice to the citizens of Alderaan. Those who might not have a voice otherwise. Or simply don’t know how to say the things that need to be said to the people who need to hear them. Being a senator is a duty, but it’s also a talent.”

			Bail’s chest swelled with pride. He knew every father must feel this way about their children, but his daughter was truly special. “I never thought of it in quite that way, Leia, but yes. I see the similarities.”

			She beamed, but then her smile faltered.

			“What is it?” Bail asked, concerned.

			Leia took a steadying breath. “I’ve been thinking of joining the Apprentice Legislature. I know I’m still too young, but in only a few more years, I won’t be. I…I think I might have a gift, too. Not singing.” She flushed. “But speaking for people who can’t speak for themselves.”

			Ah, so that was what was on her mind. And she was probably worried that he wouldn’t approve, or that he didn’t want her to put herself out there in the public eye. It would’ve been a lie to say it didn’t give him pause. Politics would inevitably bring her closer to Palpatine’s circle, and that worried him. But at the same time, he wouldn’t allow his anxieties, justifiable as they were, to hold Leia back. Not when he could see how strong she was and how much good she could do. And how much the galaxy was going to need someone like her.

			“I think you do have a gift, Leia,” he said, his voice serious, “and I think you should use it. You will have my support if you decide politics is something you wish to pursue.” He and Breha had discussed Leia’s future at length, and they agreed that politics would likely be part of it. Though the question of when, they had to this point left unanswered.

			“You’re not worried? About…?” Leia pressed her hand over his. They didn’t really talk that much about her kidnapping, but it was always there, a weight across his shoulders. He knew that it had been his fault, that his politics and his connection to the Jedi had made Leia a target before. “I’m all right, you know,” she said. “You and Mother can stop worrying about me.”

			“I’ll tell you a secret.” Bail briefly wrapped his other hand over hers. “We will never stop worrying about you. That’s our talent, what parents do.” That, and swear a vow to protect their children at all costs. Although he wondered if that was a promise he would be able to keep. It felt like the galaxy was becoming a more dangerous place every day. If he could have cocooned Leia in durasteel and hidden her away from danger, he would have. But he couldn’t. He had to allow her to find her own path. Even if it led her into more danger, not less. Because this he knew for sure: His beautiful, brilliant daughter was no coward. He just wished she didn’t have to live in a time that required so much bravery.

			Three sharp beeps drew their attention back to the holopad. The concert feed shuddered and disappeared, only to be replaced with the HoloNet News logo. It rotated briefly before being exchanged for the familiar face of Alton Kastle, the broadcaster whom Bail and everyone else in the galaxy recognized immediately as the voice of Imperial news.

			“We interrupt our recorded programming to bring you breaking news,” Kastle intoned. “Today, terrorists struck the peaceful celebration of the Blossom Festival on Inusagi, killing the Imperial governor, the chieftess of the local population, and dozens of other guests. However, thanks to the quick action of Imperial security, one of the assailants was captured before she could get away.”

			Kastle was replaced with a picture of a woman. She was small and skinny and badly beaten: Bruises purpled both her eyes, her nose was clearly broken, and cuts on her forehead were still leaking red blood. Bail leaned closer to the holopad, eyes narrowed. Despite the damage to her face, she looked familiar. Had he seen her somewhere before? He’d been to a hundred worlds and seen tens of thousands of faces. Hers could be from anywhere. But Bail was a politician, and he was very good with names and faces. He squinted at the image, searching his memory…and then it clicked.

			Eyo-Dajuritz. He had seen her on Eyo-Dajuritz. She was one of Saw Gerrera’s people.

			For a moment, Bail was back in those dark, endless tunnels, wounded and desperate. He felt his pulse spike, and his vision filled with crumbling ruins and blasterfire.

			“Dad…?”

			“Sorry, Leia.” Bail blinked, shaking himself back to the present. He pressed a kiss against his daughter’s head. “My mind was wandering.”

			“I can tell. You get that look on your face.” She mimicked his scowl, hand to her chin as if deep in thought.

			He chuckled. “I don’t look like that.”

			Her grin spread. “Yes, you do!”

			His comlink beeped. He glanced down at the device, and his breath caught in surprise. An attack on the news, a familiar face from long ago, and now contact from this caller?

			He glanced back at the holopad. Alton Kastle was interviewing a man Bail didn’t recognize, some talking head from the Commission for the Preservation of the New Order who was theorizing that the Inusagi attackers were foreign entities who had come to the planet to sow chaos. Bail listened grimly as the commentator spouted off a list of crackdowns he recommended should be instituted immediately to catch any other accomplices: stopping citizens on the streets for identification checks, revoking student visas, declaring martial law in the capital city. He cautioned that if the Empire did not take steps to ensure law and order, every peaceful world risked meeting the same fate as Inusagi. It was, he warned, only a matter of time.

			A perfect excuse to enforce draconian measures on peaceful planets, Bail thought. But surely no one will comply with such broad, sweeping measures.

			The man continued to speak, and Bail listened closely, but the one name he was waiting to hear never came. So had the security forces not connected the attack to Saw Gerrera? Or perhaps the woman Bail recognized had parted ways with Saw and joined some other insurgents, and Saw wasn’t involved.

			But the appearance of that caller on Bail’s comlink couldn’t be a coincidence.

			Bail and Saw had not talked face-to-face in years, but Bail did his best to keep tabs on the man. Even though they were uneasy allies—or perhaps because of that—Bail had been trying to get an operative embedded among Saw’s Partisans. But everyone Bail sent had been discovered and subsequently booted out within weeks. The last operative had lasted a little over a month before she was discovered. Not killed—small mercies—but sent crawling back with a pointed message for Bail to stay out of Saw’s business. A message that had come from the same frequency hailing him now.

			He looked at his comlink again.

			It had to be Saw.

			As if impatient, it beeped again.

			“I’ve got to look into this,” he told Leia, rising to his feet. “But we’ll talk later. About the Apprentice Legislature. We’ll get your mother’s opinion, too. Sound good?”

			Leia nodded, satisfied, and flipped to a different channel, abruptly cutting off the news.

			Bail hurried to his office, his mind spinning. If it was Saw, what did he want? Once Imperial forces made the connection, and Bail had no doubt they would, Saw Gerrera would be one of the most wanted men in the galaxy. If only Bail had been able to successfully embed an operative among the Partisans, maybe he could have somehow stopped the attack on Inusagi before it happened. And now, if the news was anything to go by, Saw’s recklessness had reinforced the Empire’s narrative that any disagreement with their agenda would lead to violence. Saw had given them an excuse to crack down on peaceful dissent as well, stoking the common citizen’s fear that anything but consensus and distinct loyalty pledges led to instability. It was a lie that would allow the Empire to extend their reach under the guise of a desire for peace.

			Bail dropped into his office chair and slid the comlink into the decoder. The seconds crawled as the machine did its work. Finally, a message ran across the screen: Sweetsea Apparel. Arena Street. 20:00. Wear Shipper green.

			Bail leaned forward and read the words again. He had expected a planet name. Coordinates. Something that made it clear the message was from Saw. But this was…this was nothing. Anyone could have sent it. And Sweetsea was a common enough name. It could be anywhere.

			But it wasn’t, of course. Bail knew where the message wanted him to go.

			Sweetsea was a city on the far edge of the continent, about two thousand kilometers south of where he was now. It was mostly an industrial town that manufactured heavy ship machinery and had a famed grav-ball team, the Sweetsea Shippers, who were known by their green-and-white uniforms. If the meeting was meant to be only a few hours from now, the location was likely very close. But would Saw really come to Alderaan?

			Bail leaned back, hands clasped in thought. Yes, Saw would. In a way, it was ingenious. There was no doubt the ISB would soon be scouring the Outer Rim for Saw. Probably raiding every old base or safe house they’d ever gotten a whiff of.

			But they would never think to look on Alderaan. It was a peaceful planet, a Core World that did business with the Empire. Its leadership was respected, and while Bail had previously come under scrutiny, that only made him appear less likely to risk harboring fugitives. If Imperial attention did turn to Alderaan, Saw was probably relying on Bail to make sure they saw nothing he didn’t want them to see. Yes, a rendezvous in Sweetsea was annoyingly clever.

			Even so, Bail shouldn’t go. It was too risky, with too many unknowns. And whatever Saw was going to ask, it would be too much. Reason demanded he delete the message and pretend he never saw it.

			And yet…

			Bail shook his head. He swore he didn’t enjoy spycraft, but there was energy in his step as he went to the closet to see if he could round up a cloak in the proper shade of Sweetsea Shipper green.
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			Chapter 4

			Bail worked his way through the crowded streets of Sweetsea, tightly packed bodies jostling around him as the fans’ booming chants rang loud in his ears.

			“Excuse me,” he murmured as he pushed past someone wearing bright green-and-white face paint. He had taken only a few steps when he was forced to pull up abruptly, his way blocked by high stone walls on both sides, a crowd of people behind him, and three wide-shouldered men ahead. He sighed in frustration and checked his chrono. He was going to be late to his mysterious meeting, but there was nothing to be done about it. His destination was a block south of the grav-ball arena on the day of the annual match between Sweetsea and their top rival, Crevasse City, which meant Bail was sharing the way with more than eighty thousand fans, none in a hurry and all intent on making as much noise as possible. He was a small dot in a living, breathing, and very loud mass of beings of all kinds.

			It did give him pause to think about the kind of easy tribalism such an event roused and how the Empire might use group loyalty to further their agenda. But there was laughter and joy here, not judgment or outrage. He would choose to see this gathering as a hopeful sign that people who cared about the same things could still be brought together in community, even if they were strangers.

			He had worried about being recognized, but with the green hood and the bit of paint he’d slashed across his cheeks, no one looked twice at him. He was just another face in the crowd, either because no one recognized their senator or because no one expected someone of his standing to be milling among the masses. As if to prove the point, a stranger in a green hat slung his arm over Bail’s shoulder, thrust his other arm toward the sky, and shouted in a drunken warble, “All hail the Shippers!”

			“All hail the Shippers!” the crowd roared in reply.

			Bail wasn’t a fan of the Sweetsea Shippers, or grav-ball in general. He didn’t even know the rules and had only seen a match in passing, something playing in the background at a pub. But he joined his temporary friends in their full-throated praise of the team and shouted, “All hail the Shippers!”

			Various slaps on his back confirmed their approval, and finally the crowd pushed forward again. He let the merrymakers carry him along until he reached the street he sought and ducked out and down the forking side road. There were still people here, but far fewer, and he could breathe again without feeling like he might be crushed. As he paused to get his bearings, the crowd on the main promenade continued on, their chants slowly fading to echoes.

			And there was the apparel store he sought. It was nothing fancy, its white stone facade a bit weatherworn

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
		

	OEBPS/9780593873632_nav.xhtml

		
			Contents


			
						Cover


						Books by Rebecca Roanhorse


						Title Page


						Copyright


						Contents


						Dedication


						The Star Wars Novels Timeline


						Epigraph


						Chapter 1


						Chapter 2


						Chapter 3


						Chapter 4


						Chapter 5


						Chapter 6


						Chapter 7


						Chapter 8


						Chapter 9


						Chapter 10


						Chapter 11


						Chapter 12


						Chapter 13


						Chapter 14


						Chapter 15


						Chapter 16


						Chapter 17


						Chapter 18


						Chapter 19


						Chapter 20


						Chapter 21


						Chapter 22


						Chapter 23


						Chapter 24


						Chapter 25


						Chapter 26


						Chapter 27


						Chapter 28


						Chapter 29


						Chapter 30


						Chapter 31


						Chapter 32


						Chapter 33


						Chapter 34


						Chapter 35


						Chapter 36


						Chapter 37


						Chapter 38


						Chapter 39


						Chapter 40


						Chapter 41


						Chapter 42


						Chapter 43


						Chapter 44


						Chapter 45


						Chapter 46


						Chapter 47


						Chapter 48


						Chapter 49


						Acknowledgments


						About the Author


			


		
		
			Landmarks


			
						Cover


						Cover


						Title Page


						Contents


						Start


						Copyright


			


		
		
			Print Page List


			
						ii


						iv


						vii


						viii


						ix


						xi


						xiii


						xv


						3


						4


						5


						6


						7


						8


						9


						10


						11


						12


						13


						14


						15


						16


						17


						18


						19


						20


						21


						22


						23


						24


						25


						26


						27


						28


						29


						30


						31


						32


						33


						34


						35


						36


						37


						38


						39


						40


						41


						42


						43


						44


						45


						46


						47


						48


						49


						50


						51


						52


						53


						54


						55


						56


						57


						58


						59


						60


						61


						62


						63


						64


						65


						66


						67


						68


						69


						70


						71


						72


						73


						74


						75


						76


						77


						78


						79


						80


						81


						82


						83


						84


						85


						86


						87


						88


						89


						90


						91


						92


						93


						94


						95


						96


						97


						98


						99


						100


						101


						102


						103


						104


						105


						106


						107


						108


						109


						110


						111


						112


						113


						114


						115


						116


						117


						118


						119


						120


						121


						122


						123


						124


						125


						126


						127


						128


						129


						130


						131


						132


						133


						134


						135


						136


						137


						138


						139


						140


						141


						142


						143


						144


						145


						146


						147


						148


						149


						150


						151


						152


						153


						154


						155


						156


						157


						158


						159


						160


						161


						162


						163


						164


						165


						166


						167


						168


						169


						170


						171


						172


						173


						174


						175


						176


						177


						178


						179


						180


						181


						182


						183


						184


						185


						186


						187


						188


						189


						190


						191


						192


						193


						194


						195


						196


						197


						198


						199


						200


						201


						202


						203


						204


						205


						206


						207


						208


						209


						210


						211


						212


						213


						214


						215


						216


						217


						218


						219


						220


						221


						222


						223


						224


						225


						226


						227


						228


						229


						230


						231


						232


						233


						234


						235


						236


						237


						238


						239


						240


						241


						242


						243


						244


						245


						246


						247


						248


						249


						250


						251


						252


						253


						254


						255


						256


						257


						258


						259


						260


						261


						262


						263


						264


						265


						266


						267


						268


						269


						270


						271


						272


						273


						274


						275


						276


						277


						278


						279


						280


						281


						282


						283


						284


						285


						286


						287


						288


						289


						290


						291


						292


						293


						294


						295


						296


						297


						298


						299


						300


						301


						302


						303


						304


						305


						306


						307


						308


						309


						310


						311


						312


						313


						314


						315


						316


						317


						318


						319


			


		
	





OEBPS/images/011_c001_art_1.jpg





OEBPS/images/007_Roan_9780593873625_all_art_r2.jpg
‘AR.WARS' NOVELS TIMELINE

THE HIGH REPUBLIC

Convergence
The Battle of Jedha
Cataclysm

Light of the Jedi
The Rising Storm
Tempest Runner

Battlefront Il: Inferno Squad

The Fallen Star Heir to the Jedi
The Eye of Darkness Doctor Aphra
Temptation of the Force Battlefront: Twilight Company

Tempest Breaker
Trials of the Jedi

Wayseeker: An Acolyte Novel

Dooku: Jedi Lost

In THE EMPIRE STRIKES BACK

Master and Apprentice
The Living Force

In THE PHANTOM MENACE In RETURN OF THE JEDI
Mace Windu: The Glass Abyss The Princess and the Scoundrel

The Alphabet Squadron Trilogy
The Aftermath Trilogy

I“ ATTACK OF THE CLONES

Last Shot
Inquisitor: Rise of the Red Blade
Brotherhood Shadow of the Sith
The Thrawn Ascendancy Trilogy Bloodline
Dark Disciple: A Clone Wars Novel Phasma

Canto Bight

Im REVENGE OF THE SITH

Reign of the Empire: The Mask of Fear
Master of Evil

Sanctuary: A Bad Batch Novel

Star Wars Outlaws: Low Red Moon
Catalyst: A Rogue One Novel

Lords of the Sith

Tarkin

Jedi: Battle Scars

Thrawn

A New Dawn: A Rebels Novel

Reign of the Empire: Edge of the Abyss
Thrawn: Alliances

Thrawn: Treason

Im THE FORCE AWAKENS

Im THE LAST JEDI

Resistance Reborn
Legacy
Galaxy’s Edge: Black Spire

In THE RISE OF SKYWALKER






OEBPS/images/9780593873632_cover.jpg
STAR.WARS

/ :
} x /
4 ) T N

(
/

\

EDGE OF THE ABYSS

REBEEL£LCA ROANHUURSE

NEW YORK TIMES BESTSELLING AUTHOR








OEBPS/images/9780593873632_title_page.jpg
STAR.WARS

REBECCA
ROANHORSE

DDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDD

NNNNNNN






OEBPS/images/002_cvi_sup_art_1.jpg





