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A long time ago, in a galaxy far, far away…

The Clone Wars were over, leaving entire civilizations in ruin. The Jedi Knights were all but extinct. And the Old Republicthe democratic galactic government that had prevailed for almost 25,000 yearshad been replaced by the Galactic Empire.

Yet the Empires supreme ruler, the evil Emperor Palpatine, remained hungry for even more power. To expand his rule and crush all remnants of the Old Republic, Palpatine had approved the construction of a secret weapon: the Death Star, an immense armored space station that could destroy an entire planet.

The Empire was not without opposition. The Alliance to Restore the Republiccommonly known as the Rebel Allianceled the fight to overturn the Empire and bring justice and freedom back to the galaxy.

After Rebel spies learned of the Death Star project, they managed to intercept an Imperial transmission of the space stations technical data. The Rebels hoped the data would reveal a way to destroy the Death Star. The Empire was determined to recover the stolen plans…now in the possession of a young Senator from the planet Alderaan, Princess Leia Organa.…
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Bursts of laserfire streaked after the consular starship Tantive IV, which was racing for the planet Tatooine. The ship was fleeing from the Devastator, an immense Imperial Star Destroyer that was firing nearly all its turbolasers at the elusive ship. Both vessels had just entered Tatooines orbit when the Devastators lasers scored a direct hit on the Tantive IVs primary sensor array. The array exploded, and the blast overloaded the starboard shield projectorwhich caused another explosion, damaging the power generator system and triggering a chain reaction throughout the ship. With no starboard shield and no power to its engines, the Tantive IV was effectively crippled.

Inside the battered Tantive IV, the crew raced to extinguish fires as more blasts rocked the ship. Struggling to remain on their feet, Rebel crewmen and troops ran through a narrow white-walled passageway, taking little notice of the two robots that stumbled along with them. The droids were C-3PO, a gold-plated humanoid protocol droid, and his counterpart R2-D2, an astromech with a domed head and cylindrical body who moved on three legs.

Did you hear that? C-3PO said to R2-D2 as the Tantive IVs engines powered down. Theyve shut down the main reactor. Well be destroyed for sure. This is madness!

More Rebel troops ran into the main corridor. The two droids stepped aside into a shallow alcove to avoid being trampled. The Rebels took up defensive positions and aimed their weapons at a sealed hatch at the end of the corridor.

C-3PO said, Were doomed!

R2-D2 replied with a series of beeps and whistles.

Therell be no escape for the princess this time, C-3PO said just loud enough for R2-D2 to hear. Mere minutes before the Star Destroyer attacked, the Tantive IVs commanding officer, Captain Antilles, had issued command/control instructions to the droids, ordering them to restrict and protect all references to Leia Organas identity and presence onboard the Tantive IV.

The corridor was suddenly filled with the echoing sounds of metallic latches, clanking and moving around the ships outer hull. Hearing the noise, C-3PO asked, Whats that?

R2-D2 beeped nervously. The astromech suspected that the Star Destroyer had used a tractor beam to draw the Tantive IV into the Destroyers main hangar, and the clanking sounds were produced by a magnetic paralyzing pincer lock as it secured the captured ship. Indeed, that was exactly what had happened: The Tantive IV was now nestled in the Star Destroyers underside hangar. Although the hangar remained exposed to space, the Tantive IV was trapped like a small fish in a sando aqua monsters belly.

Inside the Tantive IVs corridor, the droids braced themselves against the alcove wall as the Rebel troops kept their eyes on the sealed hatch. Suddenly, sparks blazed at the hatchs frame as it was cut from the other side. Then the hatch exploded. Before the smoke cleared, a white-armored Imperial stormtrooper stepped through the shattered hatch and fired his blaster rifle at the Rebels. The stormtrooper was immediately cut down by a hail of return fire from the Rebels, but another stormtrooper appeared from behind him, firing as he stepped over his fallen predecessor. The second stormtrooper also fell to the Rebels, but there were more where he came from, and they kept on coming.

The stormtroopers were identical. Each wore a head-concealing white helmet that resembled a robotic face, with black polarized lenses for eyes and a grimacing vocoder for the mouth. Below the vocoder, jutting out from the helmets chin, a grilled breathing filter was set between two artificial air-supply nozzles.

More stormtroopers poured into the main corridor. From their alcove, the droids watched helplessly as several Rebel soldiers were shot down. The Rebels fought back, and the corridor was filled with deadly, crisscrossing projectiles. When a laserbolt slammed into the wall near the droids, R2-D2 responded with a loud electronic shriek, then rolled forward on his treads. Not wanting to be left behind, C-3PO stepped after his companion. Laserbolts whizzed past their forms as the droids crossed the narrow corridor to a hatch that faced the alcove. Incredibly, neither droid was hit during their quick but harrowing exit.

Overwhelmed by the stormtroopers, the surviving Rebels retreated hastily to other parts of the Tantive IV. A squad of stormtroopers secured the corridor, then instinctively moved away from the hatch as a tall, caped figure entered. He was clad entirely in black, giving him the appearance of a menacing shadow amidst the white-armored stormtroopers in the white-walled passageway. His head was concealed by a helmet with a fierce-looking faceplate, distinguished by two recessed black oval visual sensors positioned above a triangular respirator. A life-support system control panel was affixed to his chest plate, and he carried with him the sound of his mechanical, labored breathing. Everything in his outward appearance suggested that the black-armored suit only barely contained the evil lurking within.

He was Darth Vader, the Sith Lord.

Darth Vader ignored the two dead stormtroopers near the exploded hatch and surveyed the fallen Rebels on the corridor floor. He felt neither pity nor remorse for the lives that had been extinguished.

These men brought this upon themselves. They sealed their fate the day they chose to oppose the Empire.

Stepping over the corpses, Darth Vader proceeded into the Tantive IV.

R2-D2 stood in a dimly illuminated subhallway that linked the Tantive IVs port airlock to the escape pod access tunnel. He had lost sight of C-3PO almost immediately after theyd made their hasty exit from the main corridor, and assumed the golden droid had either gotten lost or found a good hiding place. The only reason R2-D2 had not yet attempted to find C-3PO was because he was busy making a holographic recording of Princess Leia Organa.

R2-D2 had run into the young woman as she hid in the subhallway. She had fair skin, dark brown hair, and wore a loose-fitting white gown and travel boots. She sounded distressed as she spoke, which was understandable, given the circumstances. The droid was still recording when she glanced at a hatch behind her, then turned back and bent to insert a data card into the slot beneath R2-D2s radar eye. The droid stopped recording.

From nearby, C-3PO cried, Artoo, where are you?

While Leia crept off to hide against the nearby wall, R2-D2 extended his retractable third leg to the floor and moved in the direction of C-3POs voice.

At last! C-3PO said when he saw R2-D2. Where have you been? Theyre heading in this direction. What are we going to do? Well be sent to the spice mines of Kessel or smashed into who knows what!

R2-D2 rolled away from C-3PO, heading for the escape pod access tunnel.

Wait a minute, C-3PO said. Where are you going?

Princess Leia peeked out from her hiding place and watched the droids exit. She thought, Unless that R2 unit delivers my message, all will be lost!

As stormtroopers and captured Rebel troops    marched by, Darth Vader stood in the consular ships operations forum and wrapped his black-gloved fingers around the neck of the ships commanding officer, Captain Antilles. Vader was about to proceed with his interrogation when an Imperial officer rushed up and announced, The Death Star plans are not in the main computer.

Vader turned his visor to gaze at Captain Antilles. Where are those transmissions you intercepted? the Sith Lord asked as he lifted Antilles off the floor. What have you done with those plans?

Antilles gasped, We intercepted no transmissions. Aaah…this is a consular ship. Were on a diplomatic mission.

Tightening his grip, Vader asked, If this is a consular ship…where is the ambassador?

When no answer came from Antilles, Vader decided the interrogation was over. There was a horrid snapping sound from Antilles neck, then his body went limp. Vader tossed the dead soldier against the wall, then turned to a stormtrooper.

Commander, Vader ordered, tear this ship apart until youve found those plans and bring me the passengers. I want them alive!

The stormtroopers marched off to search the ship.

Soon, a squad arrived at the adumbral port subhallway and moved quietly down its length. It didnt take long for a stormtrooper to spot Princess Leias white gown against the dark-walled chamber.

Theres one! the stormtrooper shouted as he raised his blaster rifle. Set for stun!

Leia stepped out from her hiding place, raised her laser pistol, and fired at the nearest stormtrooper. Her blaster was not set on stun, and the fired projectile punched through her targets armor, dropping him instantly. Leia turned to run but another stormtrooper fired a paralyzing ray at her back.

The princess was hit and went sprawling to the floor. 

The stormtrooper squad stepped over to inspect Leias inert body. Shell be all right, said the squads leader. Inform Lord Vader we have a prisoner. 

The sound of blasterfire from the subhallway reached C-3PO as he followed R2-D2 through the adjoining escape pod access tunnel. C-3PO had thought R2-D2 was heading for the next chamber, so he was surprised when he saw the astromech stop, turn, and open the hatch to an escape pod.

Hey, youre not permitted in there, C-3PO said. Its restricted. Youll be deactivated for sure.

R2-D2 moved into the pod and beeped back at the golden droid.

Dont you call me a mindless philosopher, you overweight glob of grease! C-3PO retorted. Now come out before somebody sees you.

R2-D2 remained in the pod and whistled at C-3PO.

Secret mission? C-3PO asked, baffled. What plans? What are you talking about? Im not getting in there!

Yet another explosion rocked the ship, violently rattling C-3POs metal joints. Without further hesitation, the golden droid stumbled through the open hatch and into the pod. He said, Im going to regret this.

The hatch snapped shut behind the droids. Then there was a muffled explosion as the pods latches blew away and the pod ejected from the Tantive IV. The pods rocket engines propelled it out of the Star Destroyers open hangar and into space.

The ejected pod did not go unnoticed by the Imperials. On board the Devastator, the chief pilot saw the pods image streak across his main viewscreen. The chief pilot said, There goes another one.

But the Devastators captain had already checked his sensor scopes and ordered, Hold your fire. Theres no life-forms. It must have short-circuited.

The escape pod continued to plummet away from the Star Destroyer. Inside the pod, C-3PO peered through the small circular window that was the vessels single viewport. Gazing back at the rapidly receding view of the Tantive IV within the Star Destroyers main hangar, he commented, Thats funny, the damage doesnt look as bad from out here.

R2-D2 beeped an assuring response.

Are you sure this thing is safe? C-3PO said, unconvinced.

Soon, even the Star Destroyer was just a distant speck from the droids perspective. And the escape pod kept falling, all the way to the harsh surface of the planet below.
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After the stormtroopers revived Princess Leia, they placed binders on her wrists and escorted her through the Tantive IV. Leia could not help but notice that the white-walled corridors were now scorched and the air was heavy with the scent of blaster fumes.

Darth Vader and a black-uniformed Imperial officer stepped out through an open hatch and entered the corridor in front of the stormtroopers and Leia. The stormtroopers stopped walking, and Leia faced the Sith Lord.

Darth Vader, Leia said. Only you could be so bold. The Imperial Senate will not sit still for this. When they hear youve attacked a diplomatic

Dont act so surprised, Your Highness, Vader interrupted. You werent on any mercy mission this time. Several transmissions were beamed to this ship by Rebel spies. I want to know what happened to the plans they sent you.

I dont know what youre talking about, Leia said, feigning innocence. Im a member of the Imperial Senate on a diplomatic mission to Alderaan.…

You are a part of the Rebel Alliance…and a traitor, Vader snarled. Take her away!

As the stormtroopers led Leia out of the consular ship to the Star Destroyer, Vader and the black-uniformed officer turned to continue their inspection of the Rebel ship. The officer said, Holding her is dangerous. If word of this gets out, it could generate sympathy for the Rebellion in the Senate.

I have traced the Rebel spies to her, Vader said. Now she is my only link to finding their secret base.

Walking faster to keep up with Vaders long strides, the officer added, Shell die before shell tell you anything.

Leave that to me, Vader said. Send a distress signal and then inform the Senate that all aboard were killed!

As Vader arrived at a corridor intersection, Imperial Commander Praji stopped him and said, Lord Vader, the battle station plans are not aboard this ship! And no transmissions were made. An escape pod was jettisoned during the fighting, but no life-forms were aboard.

Vader seethed. He said, She must have hidden the plans in the escape pod. Send a detachment down to retrieve them. See to it personally, Commander. Therell be no one to stop us this time.

Yes, sir, said Commander Praji.

Vader stepped to a viewport and gazed down at the sand planet. From space, it looked just as inhospitable as he knew it was on the surface.

To think I lived there once that it was my home before the Jedi came and took me away. My mother breathed her last on this world, and for years I felt such…agonizing loss.

Now I feel nothing. This world means as much to me as a speck of dust, and all its inhabitants might as well be dust, too.

How did we get into this mess? C-3PO said. I really dont know how. He and R2-D2 were trudging down a steep dune, and the sand was already getting into his gears. C-3PO sighed. We seem to be made to suffer. Its our lot in life.

The droid glanced behind them. His footprints and R2-D2s treadmarks extended all the way back to the landed escape pod, which was still in sight where theyd left it. Had there been a less sandy spot to land on Tatooine, R2-D2 might have steered for it, but since Tatooine was a desert world, R2-D2 had only two choices: sandy desert or treacherous rock formations. R2-D2 wisely opted for sand, and beeped at C-3PO to remind him of this, but the golden droid wasnt listening.

Ive got to rest before I fall apart, C-3PO said, trying to remember the last time hed had an oil bath. My joints are almost frozen.

R2-D2 beeped, encouraging C-3PO to keep moving. C-3PO ignored  him again and stopped to look around. There was a rock mesa to his right and sand everywhere else. What a desolate place this is, he observed.

Tired of being ignored, R2-D2 whistled, made a sharp right turn, then started off in the direction of the rock mesa.

Where do you think youre going? C-3PO asked.

R2-D2 answered with a stream of electronic noise.

Well, Im not  going that way, C-3PO said. Its much too rocky. This way is much easier.

R2-D2 justified his change of direction with another round of beeps.

What makes you think there are settlements over there? C-3PO said.

R2-D2 beeped a very detailed explanation.

Dont get technical with me, C-3PO chided with annoyance.

The astromech decided it was time to inform C-3PO about his mission, and uttered more beeps and whistles.

What mission? C-3PO said, dumbfounded. What are you talking about? Ive just about had enough of you! Go that way! Youll be malfunctioning within a day, you nearsighted scrap pile! Thoroughly flustered, C-3PO gave a swift kick to R2-D2s right leg, then turned and headed off for the dunes. As he stormed off, he said in a scolding tone, And dont let me catch you following me begging for help, because you wont get it.

R2-D2 rotated his domed head to see C-3PO walking away from him. He beeped again, trying to convince C-3PO to come with him.

No more adventures, C-3PO shouted back as he continued walking. Im not going that way.

R2-D2 rotated his head to look away from C-3POs departing figure, then rotated for another look at C-3POs back. The astromech let out a forlorn, whimpering beep, then waited a moment longer. But when he realized C-3PO was determined to go his own way, R2-D2 turned his dome in the other direction and moved off, heading for the rock mesa.

That malfunctioning little twerp, C-3PO muttered to himself several hours after parting ways with R2-D2. This is all his fault! He tricked me into going this way, but hell do no better.

Tatooines skies had turned cloudy, but C-3PO could still feel the heat from the planets two suns. He walked past the skeletal remains of a large, long-necked creature, and trembled at the thought that the deceased might have any living relatives nearby.

C-3PO noticed a metal O-ring was missing from his left knee joint, and realized it must have jarred loose. He knew there was no chance hed ever find the disc-shaped piece of metal again. With each step, his sand-clogged gears made horrid grinding sounds. He was ready to give up.

Then he saw something on the horizon.

Wait, whats that? he said. It was an angular shape with a winking light. Despite the distance, the droid could tell he was looking at a large vehicle. A transport! Im saved! In his loudest voice, he shouted, Over here! Hey! Hey! He continued shouting and waving his arms. Help! Please, help!

At first, he felt relief when he saw the transport turn and move in his direction. But after it arrived and C-3PO met the transports drivers, he wished hed gone with R2-D2 after all.

As Tatooines two suns set, the temperature dropped. And from every shadowy hole and crevice that lined the canyon walls, nocturnal animals chirped and croaked and hissed in appreciation of the cool air that came with darkness.

R2-D2 had never been so spooked in his life.

He  had already evaded sandpits, traversed circuit-jarring terrain, and boldly descended a high cliff to arrive at the canyon floor. However, these accomplishments had been merely challenges to overcome, and they did not bolster R2-D2s sense of courage. In his experience, dealing with nature was one thing, and dealing with organic creatures was something entirely different, especially when one was a stranger in their territory. Even though his primary photoreceptor was equipped with radar and allowed him to see in the dark, it didnt change the fact that nightfall wasfor some large predatorsthe preferred time for scavenging.

Despite  his wariness, R2-D2 kept moving. He was on a mission, and no one could ever call R2-D2 disloyal. And so he rolled forward on his treads, proceeding cautiously through the rock canyon.

A  pair of lights flickered between two boulders, then winked off. R2-D2 paused. Using his sensors, the astromech detected a number of life-forms in this area. As he wondered if the lights on his own domed head might have attracted the life-forms, he heard some rocks fall. They were just small rocks, pebbles mostly, but R2-D2 knew that rocks usually didnt fall on their own.

Then he saw a small, dark form dart behind a boulder. R2-D2 couldnt help but emit a whimpering beep. He started moving forward again, hoping that the life-forms would stay where they were and allow him to pass.

Suddenly, a squat, hooded figure with glowing eyes jumped out from the shadows, shouted in an alien language, and fired an ionization blaster at R2-D2. The astromech shrieked as rippling charges of electricity traveled over and through his body. He didnt stop screaming until the charges crackled and died. Then his dome lights dimmed, and he pitched forward and crashed against the hard ground.

The shooter lowered his blaster. He called out to the surrounding  shadows, and seven more hooded figures scurried out from their hiding places. All were short, most no taller than R2-D2 when standing. Like the shooter, they were completely shrouded in dark brown robes made of heavy cloth. Their only visible facial features were their glowing eyes: two bright yellow lights staring out from the darkness of their cloaked heads.

They chittered at one another with delight as they stepped up to examine the fallen droid. The shooter holstered his blaster, then directed his fellows to lift the R2 unit. They picked him up and carried him off to their waiting transport.

The transport was an enormous rust-covered vehicle with a high, sharply  angled prow that appeared to cut into the night sky. The transport rested on four massive treads that elevated the hull from the ground. The hooded figures carried the deactivated R2 unit under the transport and set him on his feet, positioning him under an extensible repulsorlift tube. As the tube was lowered a short distance above the droids head, one hooded figure quickly welded a restraining bolt to a panel on the front of the droids cylindrical body. After the restraining bolt was secured, the repulsor switched on, and R2-D2 was sucked up into the transport. Having made their catch, the hooded figures entered the transport via a landing ramp.

R2-D2 reactivated to find himself in a scrap heap in a cramped, low-ceilinged chamber. Durasteel shavings had come to rest upon his head, but they fell away as he leaned away from a metal wall. Pushing various bits of scrap aside, he moved out of the heap, then rotated his dome to study his cluttered surroundings. He was surprised to see an old RA-7 servant droid nearby, seated with his back against a metal wall. The RA-7 gave R2-D2 a dismissive glance.

R2-D2 heard an electronic voice, and turned to face a red R5 astromech against another wall; the R5 rotated  its characteristic headshaped like an inverted cupin greeting. Then R2-D2 spotted a binocular-eyed Treadwell droid and a box-shaped GNK power droid.

Curious, R2-D2 moved up a narrow aisle to explore the chamber. As he passed an ancient CZ secretary droid that was swaying back and forth amidst a pile of scrap, he heard a familiar voice call out, Artoo?

It was C-3PO. The golden droid had been hunched down against a wall, but seeing his friend, he struggled to his feet. Artoo! It is you! he cried happily. It is you!

R2-D2 beeped in salutation at C-3PO, who also had a restraining bolt secured to his chest. Both droids nearly stumbled when the transport suddenly lurched forward. Under the star-filled sky, the transport chugged off and headed out of the canyon.

The next morning, a squad of Imperial stormtroopers found the abandoned escape pod half buried in the sand. A Sentinel-class landing craft had delivered the stormtroopers to Tatooine, where theyd appropriated dewbackslarge four-legged reptilesfrom the local authorities. The landing craft lifted away from the escape pods impact site, leaving the stormtroopers and their dewbacks to search for any sign of the pods passengers.

In addition to their standard armor and survival gear, the stormtroopers wore pauldronsprotective shoulder armorover their right shoulders. All the pauldrons were black except for the orange one worn by the squad leader, Captain Mod Terrik.

Through the lenses of his stormtrooper helmet, Terrik looked from the open pod to the surrounding sand, searching for any signs of passengers. Because of winds and shifting sand, footprints didnt last long on Tatooine, so he considered himself lucky when he spotted the tracks.

Someone  was in the pod, Terrik announced to the other stormtroopers. He raised a pair of macrobinoculars to his helmets lenses and scanned the desert, then added, The tracks go off in this direction.

Near Captain Terrik, stormtrooper Davin Felth bent down  to lift a shiny metal disk from the sand. Holding it up for Terriks inspection, the stormtrooper said, Look, sirdroids.

Wake  up! Wake up! C-3PO said to R2-D2 as the transport came to a stop. R2-D2 had switched himself off, butat C-3POs urginghis domes lights activated and he was immediately alert. Other droids were beeping and whirring nervously. Behind the protocol droid, a wide hatch opened and filled the cramped chamber with blinding bright light.

Were doomed, C-3PO said.

After their reunion, C-3PO  had told R2-D2 everything hed learned about their short, hooded captors since theyd picked him up in the desert. They were Jawas, natives of Tatooine. They scavenged the desert for machinery, which they repaired, utilized, and sometimes sold to moisture farmers or other inhabitants. Even their transportcalled a sandcrawlerwas a scavenged item, a relic from the era of Tatooines mining boom. The sandcrawler was large enough to serve as a mobile home for an entire clan of Jawas. It also was an autonomous mineral processing facility, equipped with ore crushers, a superheated smelter, and metal compactors. Being trapped in a vehicle with all these features was more than C-3PO could stand.

Jawas appeared at the open hatch, and a power droid tried to retreat into the chamber. C-3PO glanced at the Jawas, then back at R2-D2 and said, Do you think theyll melt us down?

R2-D2 beeped as a Jawa stepped up behind C-3PO.

Dont shoot! Dont shoot! the droid yelped. To R2-D2, he whimpered, Will this never end?

The Jawas herded C-3PO, R2-D2, and several other selected droids down the sandcrawlers main ramp. They had arrived at a salt flat, on which stood a domed structure and an evenly spaced series of five-meter-tall spires. The spires were vaporators, used to extract moisture from Tatooines arid atmosphere. The place was a moisture farm.

Both R2-D2 and C-3PO had spent time on this same moisture farm before, a long time ago. From the astromechs perspective, the place hadnt changed much, but he refused to let old memories distract him from his current mission. As for the protocol droid, his memory was not what it had once been.

A  Jawa nudged C-3PO, guiding him to take his place in line with the other droids beside the sandcrawler. A hulking R1 reactor drone stood to C-3POs right, and a multiarmed Treadwell to his left. R2-D2 stood between the Treadwell and the red R2-5 astromech. Beyond the R2-5, a dome-bodied armored LIN mining droid hugged the ground at the end of the line.

R2-D2 and the R2-5 unit rotated their heads and glanced at each other. Besides their respective colors and head shapes, the two astromechs differed in cost and utility: R2-5 was substantially cheaper but R2-D2 could  store more sets of hyperspace coordinates in active memory. Starpilots commonly referred to R2‑5 units as R2s, but neither astromech took it personally.

Two human malesone old, one youngstepped out of one of the domed structures and approached the sandcrawler. The elder had grizzled hair and haggard features, and wore a sand-dusted robe over his farm tunic. The young man beside him had blond hair and wore a white tunic with a dark leather utility belt.

At the sight of the humans, most of the Jawas became so anxious that they ran off and hid behind the sandcrawlers treads. The Jawas leader didnt run, but instead walked directly to the haggard-faced man and gibbered an enthusiastic sales pitch.

Yeah, all right, fine, the older man said to the Jawa. Lets go.

Theyd only taken a few steps forward when a womans voice called out, Luke! Luke!

The young man, Luke Skywalker, turned and trotted past some fusion generator supply tanks to arrive at the edge of a huge, deep hole. The hole was an open courtyard with arched doors and rounded windows set into its high mud-packed walls. Owned by the Lars family for two generations, the compound had been Lukes home for as long as he could remember. Luke leaned over the holes edge and looked down. Two domestic vaporators extended up from the courtyard floor, and near them stood Lukes aunt Beru.

Luke, Beru called up to him, tell Uncle, if he gets a translator, be sure it speaks Bocce.

Doesnt look like we have much of a choice, Luke said, but Ill remind him. He turned and trotted back after the old man, his uncle Owen. Owen was looking at the red R2-5 unit in the droid lineup. The Jawa leader gibbered at Owen, who answered, Yeah, Ill take that red one.

The Jawa leader yapped a sharp command and the other Jawas scurried out from behind the sandcrawlers treads to dust off the R2-5. Then, catching Owens eye, the Jawa leader made encouraging gestures at the blue-domed R2 unit.

No, not that one, Owen said, rejecting R2-D2. While Luke inspected the R2-5, Owen stepped past the Treadwell, then stopped to face the golden protocol droid. An almost identical droid had served on the Lars family farm a few decades back, so Owen recognized the model as a protocol droid. If Owen had had a curious nature or dwelled on the past, he might have wondered if he were looking at the same droid, but on this day, which followed many hard days, his only interest in droids was whether they would be useful to him on the farm. Giving the golden droid a quick study, he said, YouI  suppose youre programmed for etiquette and protocol?

Protocol? C-3PO said. Why its my primary function, sir. I am well versed in all the customs

I have no need for a protocol droid, Owen said, looking away. The golden droids voice was vaguely familiar, but in Owens limited experience, he figured all protocol droids sounded alike.

Thinking fast, C-3PO said, Of course you havent, sirnot in an environment such as thisthats why I have been programmed

Owen interrupted, What  I really need is a droid who understands the binary language of moisture vaporators.

Vaporators! C-3PO said as if it were the most wonderful word in the galaxy. Sirmy first job was programming binary load lifters…very similar to your vaporators in most respects.…

Can you speak Bocce? Owen asked.

Of course I can, sir, C-3PO answered with pride. Its like a second language to me…Im as fluent in

All right; shut up! Owen indicated the protocol droid to the Jawa and said, Ill take this one.

Shutting up, sir, C-3PO muttered.

Luke! Owen shouted. Luke ran over. Owen gestured at the protocol droid and the R2-5 unit, then said, Take these two over to the garage, will you? I want them cleaned up before dinner.

But I was going into Toshe Station to pick up some power converters… Luke whined.

You can waste time with your friends when your chores are done, Owen said. Now, come on, get to it!

All right, come on, Luke said to the protocol droid.

C-3PO glanced at R2-D2. The astromech emitted a whimpering whistle.

Luke glanced at the R2-5, who was getting a final dusting  from some Jawas. Luke said, And the red one, come on.

The R2-5 hesitated  and stayed beside R2-D2, who let out a pathetic beep and began trembling.

Well, come on, Red, Luke said. Lets go.

The R2-5 rolled after Luke and C-3PO. R2-D2 started shaking so hard that he attracted the attention of a Jawa technician, who turned and zapped the droid with a control box. R2-D2 went suddenly silent and stood still.

The R2-5 was still rolling along when its top suddenly exploded, launching small parts all over the ground. As smoke poured upward from the R2-5s ruptured head, Luke called out, Uncle Owen…

Yeah? Owen  answered, turning from his financial transaction with the Jawa leader.

This Artoo unit has a bad motivator, Luke said, gesturing at the smoldering R2-5. Look!

Owen  spun on the Jawa and bellowed, Hey, whatre you trying to push on us?

C-3PO noticed the Jawa technician had reactivated R2-D2, and that R2-D2 was now practically jumping up and down, trying to attract attention so he wouldnt be left behind. C-3PO tapped Lukes shoulder, then pointed to R2-D2 and said, Excuse me, sir, but that Artoo unit is in prime condition. A real bargain.

Luke said, Uncle Owen…

Owen looked away from the Jawa. Yeah?

Luke pointed at R2-D2. What about that one?

Turning back to the Jawa, Owen said, What about that blue one? Well take that one.

A few shy Jawas trudged up to the R2-5 unit, then glanced at Luke, waiting for his permission before they hauled off the droid. Luke waved his hand to fan away the smoke that was still coming out of the R2‑5s head, then said, Yeah, take this away.

C-3PO beamed at R2-D2, then turned to Luke and said, Im quite sure youll be very pleased with that one, sir. He really is in first-class condition. Ive worked with him before. Here he comes.

R2-D2 scooted away from the sandcrawler and headed for C-3PO and Luke. Luke said, Okay, lets go. He turned and walked toward the domed structure, the main entrance to the Lars family homestead.

C-3PO moved close to R2-D2 and said in a low voice, Now, dont you forget this! Why I should stick my neck out for you is quite beyond my capacity!

The droids followed Luke into the entrance dometheir new home.
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Thank the maker! C-3PO exclaimed with delight as he descended into a large tub. This oil bath is going to feel so good. Ive got such a bad case of dust contamination, I can barely move!

C-3PO was with Luke and R2-D2 in the homesteads cluttered garage, which doubled as Lukes workshop. R2-D2 rested on a large battery. Luke sat on a bench, lost in thought as he played with a scale model of a T-16 skyhopper. He owned a real T-16, but hed ripped its stabilizer while racing with friends through Beggars Canyon, an ancient riverbed that had once been part of the Mos Espa Podrace circuit. Owen had been so angry with Luke that hed grounded him for the season.

Another lost season.

It just isnt fair, Luke said in frustration, tossing the model T-16 onto a table. Oh, Biggs is right. Im never gonna get out of here!

C-3PO had never heard of Biggs, and didnt know why Luke was so upset, but he said, Is there anything I might do to help?

Luke looked at C-3PO, and the sight of the wide-eyed droid made a bit of his anger drain. He said, Well, not unless you can alter time, speed up the harvest, or teleport me off this rock!

I dont think so, sir, C-3PO said. Im only a droid and not very knowledgeable about such things. Not on this planet, anyway. As a matter of fact, Im not even sure which planet Im on.

Well, if theres a bright center to the universe, youre on the planet that its farthest from.

I see, sir, C-3PO said, sounding disappointed.

Uh, you can call me Luke.

I see, Sir Luke.

Luke grinned. Just Luke. He knelt beside R2-D2 and began cleaning him.

Oh! C-3PO said, realizing the time had come for introductions. As he rose from the oil bath, he said, And I am See-Threepio, Human Cyborg Relations, and this is my counterpart, Artoo-Detoo.

Hello, Luke said to R2-D2.

R2-D2 beeped.

Luke was using a chrome pick to scrape several connectors on R2-D2s head. Examining it more closely, Luke said, You got a lot of carbon scorching here. It looks like you boys have seen a lot of action.

Stepping out of the tub, C-3PO said, With all weve been through, sometimes Im amazed were in as good condition as we are, what with the Rebellion and all.

At the mention of the Rebellion, Luke jumped up and whirled at C-3PO. You know of the Rebellion against the Empire?

Thats how we came to be in your service, if you take my meaning, sir.

Luke thought, This is incredible! He said, Have you been in many battles?

Several, I think, C-3PO said. Actually, theres not much to tell. Im not much more than an interpreter, and not very good at telling stories. Well, not at making them interesting, anyway.

Lukes shoulders sagged. Even if this droid were a good storyteller, Im sick and tired of hearing stories about far-off worlds…stories that just make me want to leave Tatooine that much sooner.

Luke hunkered down and went back to work on R2-D2. He felt a small  metal fragment stuck in the upper corner of the data slot below the droids head rotation ring, so he reached for a larger pick. Well, my little friend, Luke  said as he dug into  R2-D2s data slot, youve got something jammed in here real good. Were you on a starcruiser or

The fragment broke loose with a snap, causing Luke to fall back to the garage floor. He sat up to see a flickering three-dimensional hologram of a young woman being projected from a lens on R2-D2s dome. Speaking via R2-D2s loudspeaker, the hologram said, Help me, Obi-Wan Kenobi. Youre my only hope.

Luke said, Whats this?

R2-D2 beeped quizzically.

What is what?!? C-3PO translated with annoyance. He asked you a question…What is that?

The hologram repeated itself. The woman was dressed in white. She held her arms out, pleading, and said, Help me, Obi-Wan Kenobi. Youre my only hope. She glanced back over her right shoulder, then returned her gaze forward and bent her knees, extending her right arm like she was touching something. Luke thought, Maybe shes switching off the holorecorder? Then the hologram looped back to where it started: Help me, Obi-Wan Kenobi. Youre my only hope.

R2-D2 whistled in surprise.

Oh, he says its nothing, sir, C-3PO informed Luke. Merely a malfunction. Old data. Pay it no mind.

Who is she? Luke said in awe. Shes beautiful.

C-3PO said, Im afraid Im not quite sure, sir. In fact, both C-3PO and R2-D2 did recognize the hologram as Princess Leia Organa. But because Captain Antilles had commanded them to protect her identity and presence onboard the Tantive IV, the protocol droid could not reveal her name.

Luke couldnt take his eyes off the flickering image of the woman. The loop continued: Help me, Obi-Wan Kenobi. Youre my only hope…

I think she was a passenger on our last voyage, C-3PO allowed. A person of some importance, sirI believe. Our captain was attached to

Is there more to this recording? Luke interrupted.

R2-D2 let out several squeaks.

Behave yourself, Artoo, C-3PO scolded. Youre going to get us into trouble. Its all right, you can trust him. Hes our new master.

R2-D2 whistled and beeped a long message to C-3PO.

C-3PO looked at Luke. He says that hes the property of Obi-Wan Kenobi, a resident of these parts. And its a private message for him. Quite frankly, sir, I dont know what hes talking about. Our last master was Captain Antilles, but with all weve been through, this little Artoo unit has become a bit eccentric.

Obi-Wan Kenobi? Luke mused. I wonder if he means old Ben Kenobi?

I beg your pardon, sir, but do you know what hes talking about?

Well, I dont know anyone named Obi-Wan, but old Ben lives out beyond the Dune Sea. Hes kind of a strange old hermit.

Luke hadnt seen Ben in five seasons, since the time Luke and his friend Windy had ridden a dewback into the Jundland Wastes, a rocky region that consisted of a mesa and a canyon. The dewback had thrown them into a canyon and ran off. By nightfall, the boys were bruised and tired and lost. Then theyd heard a voice calling Lukes name. Incredibly, it had been Ben. Hed somehow found them, then guided them back to the Lars homestead. I still dont know how he knew we were lost, or how he knew my name. But if Ben hadnt helped us…

Luke gazed at the hologram again. I wonder who she is. It sounds like shes in trouble. Id better play back the whole thing.

R2-D2 beeped a short message to C-3PO.

He says the restraining bolt has short-circuited his recording system, C-3PO translated. He  suggests that if you remove the bolt, he might be able to play back the entire recording.

Hm? Luke said, so captivated by the hologram that he wasnt entirely listening. Remove the restraining bolt? Oh, yeah, well, I guess youre too small to run away on me if I take this off. Okay. He reached for a wedged tool and popped the restraining bolt off R2-D2s side. There you go.

The hologram immediately disappeared.

Hey, wait a minute, Luke said. Whered she go? Bring her back! Play back the entire message.

R2-D2 beeped innocently.

What message? C-3PO translated with disbelief. He raised a hand and whacked R2-D2s dome. The one youve just been playing! The one youre carrying inside your rusty innards!

Before Luke or C-3PO could further question R2-D2, Lukes aunt called from outside the garage. Luke? Luke!

Dinnertime already? All right, Luke answered, Ill be right there, Aunt Beru.

Im sorry, sir, C-3PO said, but he appears to have picked up a slight flutter.

Luke handed the restraining bolt to C-3PO and said, Here, see what you can do with him. Ill be right back.

As Luke headed out of the garage, C-3PO faced R2-D2 and snapped, Just you reconsider playing that message for him.

R2-D2 beeped.

No, I dont think he likes you at all, C-3PO answered, turning away.

R2-D2 beeped again.

No, I dont like you either.

R2-D2 let out a sad, whimpering beep.

Luke left the garage and crossed the courtyard floor to the dining alcove, a cozy arched-ceiling excavation in the courtyards wall. His aunt had just put some food in the bowl that was set before his uncle at the head of the table, and she seated herself as Luke walked in.

Luke sat down at the table and said, You know, I think that Artoo unit we bought might have been stolen.

Owen glowered. What makes you think that?

Well, I stumbled across a recording while I was cleaning him, Luke said, helping himself to the neatly prepared dinner. He says he belongs to someone called Obi-Wan Kenobi.

Hearing this name, Owen and Beru exchanged a nervous glance, which went unseen by Luke. Chewing his food thoughtfully, he said, I thought he might have meant old Ben. Looking to his uncle, he asked, Do you know what hes talking about?

Nmm-mm, Owen mumbled, keeping his eyes on the food in his bowl.

Well, I wonder if hes related to Ben.

That wizards just a crazy old man, Owen said.

Luke knew his uncle didnt like Ben, but had no idea why. The night that Ben had found Luke and Windy in the Jundland Wastes and brought them back to the moisture farm, Owen had become furious. Not at Luke, but at Ben. Owen had told Ben to get off the farm and never come back. I thought Uncle Owen wouldve been grateful to Ben for rescuing me. What does my uncle have against him?

Owen continued, Tomorrow I want you to take that Artoo unit into Anchorhead and have its memory erased. Thatll be the end of it. It belongs to us now.

But what if this Obi-Wan comes looking for him?

He wont, Owen said flatly. I dont think he exists anymore. He died about the same time as your father.

Luke brightened. He knew my father?

I told you to forget it, Owen snapped. Your only concern is to prepare those two new droids for tomorrow. In the morning I want them up there on the south ridge working on those condensers.

Yes, sir, Luke muttered. Why is Uncle Owen so determined to keep me on the farm? Knowing better than to argue with his uncle, Luke took a deep breath. I think those new droids are going to work out fine, he said, doing his best to sound casual. Pushing the food around in his bowl, he continued, In fact, I, uh, was also thinking about our agreement, about me staying on another season. And if these new droids do work out, I want to transmit my application to the Academy this year.

Owens  eyebrows raised, forming creases across his weather-worn forehead. You mean the next semester before harvest?

Sure, Luke said. Theres more than enough droids.

Harvest is when I need you the most, Owen said. Its only one season more. This year well make enough on the harvest that Ill be able to hire some more hands. And then you can go to the Academy next year. You must understand I need you here, Luke.

But its a whole nother year.

Look, its only one more season.

Yeah, Luke said, rising from the table, thats what you said last year when Biggs and Tank left.

Where are you going? Beru asked, concerned.

It looks like Im going nowhere, Luke replied bitterly, stalking past his seated uncle and out of the alcove. I have to go finish cleaning those droids.

As Luke headed out of the courtyard, Beru looked to her husband. Owen, he cant stay here forever. Most of his friends have gone. It means so much to him.

Ill make it up to him next year, Owen said. I promise.

Lukes just not a farmer, Owen, Beru said with a sad smile. He has too much of his father in him.

Owen stared hard at Beru and said, Thats what Im afraid of.

Luke stepped out of the homesteads entrance dome and kicked at the sand. Its just not fair!

He couldnt stop thinking about Biggs Darklighter, his best friend. Hed seen Biggs just the day before, at the Anchorhead settlement power station. Biggs had returned to Tatooine to tell Luke hed graduated from the Academy and received an assignment as first mate on a space freighter. Hed also confided that he intended to jump ship and join the Rebel Alliance. That was yesterday, and Biggs was already gone.

I wish I could have left this morning with Biggs. What was it he called Tatooine? A big hunk of nothing. Boy, was he ever right. And Im stuck on it.

Luke stopped to watch Tatooines giant twin suns set over a distant dune range. The hot wind tugged at his tunic.

Theres no future here. Not for me. But something is out there.…

The suns sank and vanished beyond the horizon. Luke returned through the entrance dome and proceeded to the garage. It was dark inside and the droids were nowhere in sight. Luke took the droid caller from his utility belt and pressed a button that made a buzzing sound.

Aah! C-3PO cried in response to the callers transmitted shock as he jumped out from his hiding place behind the Lars family landspeeder.

Luke grinned. What are you doing hiding back there?

It wasnt my fault, sir, C-3PO said, his voice trembling. Please dont deactivate me. I told him not to go, but hes faulty, malfunctioning, kept babbling on about his mission.

Oh, no! Luke said, his grin gone. He raced out of the garage.

The sky was already dark and filled with stars when Luke rushed out of the domed entrance. He took his macrobinoculars from his belt and raised them to his eyes, scanning the area for R2-D2.

C-3PO followed Luke onto the salt flat and said, That Artoo unit has always been a problem. These astrodroids are getting quite out of hand. Even I cant understand their logic at times.

How could I be so stupid? Luke said, lowering the macrobinoculars. Hes nowhere in sight. Blast it!

Pardon me, sir, but couldnt we go after him?

Its too dangerous with all the Sand People around. Well have to wait until morning.

Just then, Owens voice called out, Luke, Im shutting the power down.

Luke turned and answered, All right, Ill be there in a few minutes. He turned back for a final glance across the horizon, then muttered, Boy, am I gonna get it! Looking to C-3PO, he said, You know, that little droid is going to cause me a lot of trouble.

Without hesitation, C-3PO replied, Oh, he excels at that, sir.
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Owen woke up early and went looking for Luke. After calling for him several times from the courtyard, Owen stepped into the kitchen, where Beru was   preparing breakfast.

Have you seen Luke this morning? Owen asked gruffly.

He said he had some things to do before he started today, so he left early.

Uh? Owen said, watching Beru insert food into a cooking unit. Did he take those two new droids with him?

I think so, Beru said.

Owen looked out the doorway, then grumbled, Well, he better have those units in the south range repaired by midday or therell be hell to pay!

Lukes sand-blasted landspeeder raced over the   desert. In the vehicles open cockpit, C-3PO was behind the controls and Luke sat to his left in the single passenger seat. The landspeeder traveled through the air a mere meter above ground level, and had a top speed of about 250 kilometers per hour. C-3PO didnt think they were traveling nearly that fast, but when he glanced at the speedometer, he wished he hadnt. Hed forgotten how much he disliked high speeds. The sight of low-flying bugs splattered against the speeders duraplex windshield wasnt pleasant either.

But it hadnt been Lukes idea to put C-3PO in the drivers seat. Since piloting ground-effect vehicles was one of C-3POs secondary programs, he had offered to take the controls so Luke would be free to scan for R2-D2s tracks. Luke had agreed.

After listening to C-3POs account of R2-D2 heading for a rock mesa after landing the escape pod in the desert, Luke was fairly certain that the droids had landed in the Dune Sea, and that R2-D2 had been bound for the Jundland Wastes. Luke directed C-3PO to the Wastes, and when they failed to find R2-D2 anywhere on the rock mesa, they steered down into the canyon.

Luke checked the autoscan on the dashboards scopes. Look, he said, theres a droid on the scanner. Dead ahead. Might be our little Artoo unit. Hit the accelerator.

C-3PO hit the accelerator, increasing thrust from the landspeeders three turbine engines. As expected, the landspeeder went even faster.

Unfortunately, the landspeeders autoscan failed to detect the presence of Sand People.

Luke and C-3PO found R2-D2 trudging along on the floor of the massive canyon. C-3PO brought the landspeeder to a stop, then he and Luke left the vehicle and hurried over to R2-D2.

Hey, whoa, Luke said, just where do you think youre going?

R2-D2 stopped and offered some feeble beeps.

Master Luke is your rightful owner now, said C-3PO, angered by R2-D2s response. Well have no more of this Obi-Wan Kenobi gibberish…and dont talk to me of your mission either. Youre fortunate he doesnt blast you into a million pieces right here.

No, its all right, Luke said. But I think we better go.

Suddenly, R2-D2 emitted a flurry of frantic whistles and screams.

Luke looked to C-3PO and asked, Whats wrong with him now?

C-3PO translated, There are several creatures approaching from the southeast.

Sand People! Luke gasped. Or worse! He went to his landspeeder and fetched a laser rifle  hed brought along for the ride. Come on, lets go have a look.

C-3PO could not remember ever hearing about Sand People. He would not have remembered the fierce nomads by their other nameTusken Raiderseither. In any event, the golden droid was apprehensive.

Luke repeated, Come on. The way he said it, he made it sound like there was nothing to worry about.

While R2-D2 remained near the landspeeder, C-3PO followed Luke to climb up behind some nearby boulders that were atop a ridge that overlooked the canyon. Luke propped his laser rifle against the boulder that he rested upon, then whipped out his macrobinoculars and peered through them to scan the canyon floor.

Almost immediately, he spotted two banthas: large, thick-furred quadrupeds, the beasts of burden to the Tusken Raiders.

Well, there are two banthas down there, Luke told C-3PO, but I dont see any…wait a second.

There was a slight movement near the legs of one bantha, then a humanoid figure came into view. The figure was clothed in a gauzy robe, and his head was masked by bandages, distinctive eye-protection lenses, and a metal-plated breath filter.

Luke said, Theyre Sand People all right. I can see one of them now.

Suddenly, something clouded Lukes field of view, and he lowered his macrobinoculars in time to see that a Tusken Raider had quickly risen to loom directly in front of him. The Tusken Raider roared. C-3PO was so startled that he fell over backward.

The Tusken Raider clutched a gaderffii, a hand-fashioned double-edged axlike weapon, and held it high over his head. Luke snatched up his laser rifle, but the Tusken Raider swung his gaderffii and cleaved through the rifles long barrel, knocking Luke to the rock ridge. The Tusken Raider swung at Lukes prone body, but Luke rolled aside to avoid being struck by the gaderffii. The Tusken Raider swung twice again, and Luke dodged those blows too. The fourth swing connected, and Luke was knocked unconscious.

Below Luke, R2-D2 huddled against the shadows under a rock ledge. The astromech trembled as three Tusken Raiders hauled Lukes unconscious body down to the canyon floor and dumped him unceremoniously beside some rocks near the parked landspeeder. Feeling helpless, R2-D2 watched the Tusken Raiders saunter over to the landspeeder. They began to strip the vehicle, tossing parts and supplies in all directions. Then they stopped.

A great howling moan echoed through the canyon. Hearing the sound, the three Tusken Raiders fled from the landspeeder. R2-D2 peeked out from                                                                              the shadows to see the source of the sound: a shuffling humanoid in a dark brown robe with a head-concealing hood. R2-D2 couldnt imagine why the Tusken Raiders were afraid of the approaching life-form, and wondered if perhaps theyd seen something he hadnt.

The hooded figure stopped beside Lukes unconscious form, then bent down and checked his pulse. R2-D2 beeped, and the figured paused. Then he raised a hand to pull back the hood, revealing a bearded old man with thinning white hair. The man turned to face the R2 unit, then smiled and said, Hello there! Come here, my little friend. Dont be afraid.

Concerned for Luke, R2-D2 beeped.

Oh, dont worry, hell be all right, the man answered.

Luke stirred, then slowly opened his eyes to look up at the old man, who said, Rest easy, son, youve had a busy day. Youre fortunate to be all in one piece.

Lukes eyes widened. Ben? Ben Kenobi? It was the second time Ben had happened upon him when he needed aid. But Luke wasnt considering the odds against the repeated occurrence; he was just relieved. Boy, am I glad to see you!

Seeing that all was well, R2-D2 stepped out from under the rock ledge and approached Luke and Ben.

The Jundland Wastes are not to be traveled lightly, Ben said cheerfully as he helped Luke sit up. Tell me, young Luke, what brings you out this far?

Oh, this little droid! Luke said, gesturing at R2-D2. I think hes searching for his former master, but Ive never seen such devotion in a droid before.…

Ben smiled again at the blue astromech, who beeped at him. Then Ben returned his gaze to Luke, waiting for him to continue.

Luke said, Ah, he claims to be the property of an Obi-Wan Kenobi. Is he a relative of yours? Do you know who hes talking about?

Bens smile was gone. His eyes were on Luke, but there was something in his expression that seemed simultaneously startled and alert, as if hed just seen a ghost. Catching his breath, Ben eased himself back to rest  against a boulder. Obi-Wan Kenobi… he said. Obi-Wan? Now thats a name Ive not heard in a long time…a long time.

I think my uncle knows him, Luke said. He said he was dead.…

Oh, hes not dead, Ben said, smiling as he glanced at the sky. Not yet.

You know him?

Well, of course I know him. Hes me! I havent  gone by the name Obi-Wan since, oh, before you were born.

Luke said, Well, then, the droid does belong to you.

Dont  seem to remember ever owning a droid, Ben said, eyeing the blue R2 unit more carefully. Although Luke had not mentioned the astromechs name, Ben did recognize R2-D2. Theyd met decades before, on a starship that had been forced to make an emergency landing on Tatooine, of all places. Ben kept his recollections to himself, but muttered, Very interesting…

An inhuman barking sound echoed through the canyon. Ben looked up at the overhanging cliffs and said, I think we better get indoors. The Sand People are easily startled, but they will soon be back. And in greater numbers.

As Ben helped Luke step toward the landspeeder, R2-D2 let out a pathetic beep, causing Luke to remember: See-Threepio!

Luke and Ben found the protocol droid sprawled on the rocks near where Luke had been attacked by the Tusken Raider. Wires dangled out from the open socket at C-3POs left shoulder, and his left arm lay on the ground nearby. The two men lifted the droid to a seated position.

In a dazed voice, C-3PO asked, Where am I? I must have taken a bad step.…

Well, can you stand? Luke said. Weve got to get you out of here before the Sand People return.

I dont think I can make it, C-3PO said. You go on, Master Luke. Theres no sense in you risking yourself on my account. Im done for.

No, youre not, Luke said sympathetically. What kind of talk is that?

Thinking of the Tusken Raiders, Ben said, Quickly…theyre on the move.

Ben and Luke helped C-3PO to his feet, gathered up his left arm, and returned to the landspeeder. Because the speeder had only two seats, the droids were placed atop the vehicles rear section, on the panels that covered the repulsor field system generator: R2-D2s cylindrical body rested upon the panel behind the passenger seat; C-3PO sat behind the drivers seat and wedged his metal legs down into the open cockpit, between the seats. When the droids were secured, Ben climbed into the passenger seat and directed Luke to drive out of the canyon.

Bens house was a dome-roofed hovel built upon an elevated ridge in the Jundland Wastes. The group had left the landspeeder parked outside, and were in the houses modest living area. The room was cool, clean, and minimally furnished, with only a few displayed possessions.

The damage to C-3POs arm hadnt been serious, so Lukedespite a protest from R2-D2had decided to make the repairs himself. After giving Luke a toolbox, Ben had taken a chair beside a low round table. To Bens right, Luke and C-3PO sat on the edge of Bens bed, which was set in a concave alcove. R2-D2 stood near a storage chest on the floor and peered over the round table to watch Luke work on C-3POs arm.

Tell me, Luke, Ben said. Do you know about your fathers service in the Clone Wars?

No, my father didnt fight in the wars, Luke said as he reconnected a wire in C-3POs arm. He was a navigator on a spice freighter.

Thats what your uncle told you, Ben said. He didnt hold with your fathers ideals. Thought he should have stayed here and not gotten involved.

Luke turned to face Ben. You fought in the Clone Wars?

Yes. I was once a Jedi Knight, the same as your father.

Luke looked away. I wish Id known him.

Ben said, He was the best starpilot in the galaxy and a cunning warrior. He grinned at Luke and said, I understand youve become quite a good pilot yourself. Then a faraway look came over his eyes. He added, And he was a good friend. Which reminds me…

Ben rose from his seat and walked past R2-D2 to raise the lid on the storage chest. I have something here for you. He removed a shiny, cylindrical object. Your father wanted you to have this when you were old enough, but your uncle wouldnt allow it. He feared you might follow old Obi-Wan on some damned-fool idealistic crusade like your father did.

Still seated on the bed, C-3PO turned to Luke and said, Sir, if youll not be needing me, Ill close down for a while.

Sure, go ahead, Luke said.

C-3PO remained seated as he switched himself off. His eyes winked off and his head slumped forward.

Ben handed the shiny object to Luke, who stood and took it in his right hand. Luke asked, What is it?

Your fathers lightsaber, Ben said. This is the weapon of a Jedi Knight. Not as clumsy or random as a blaster.

Lukes fingers found the activation plate, and the bladea blue beam of pure energyemitted instantly from an aperture at the end of the handgrip. The weapon made a humming sound. Fascinated, Luke tested the weapon, moving his arm to cut through the air with the glowing blade.

An elegant weapon for a more civilized day, Ben commented as he returned to his chair. For over a thousand generations the Jedi Knights were the guardians of peace and justice in the Old Republic. Before the dark times, before the Empire.

Luke deactivated the lightsaber and sat back down on the edge of the bed. Facing Ben, he asked, How did my father die?

Ben glanced away from Luke. Choosing his words carefully, he returned his gaze to Luke and said, A young Jedi named Darth Vader, who was a pupil of mine until he turned to evil, helped the Empire hunt down and destroy the Jedi Knights. He betrayed and murdered your father.

Luke was stunned. Why didnt Uncle Owen and Aunt Beru tell me this?

Now the Jedi are all but extinct, Ben continued. Vader was seduced by the dark side of the Force.

The Force? Luke said.

The Force is what gives the Jedi his power, Ben said. Its an energy field created by all living things. It surrounds us and penetrates us. It binds the galaxy together.

R2-D2 beeped.

Rising again, Ben stepped over to R2-D2 and said, Now, lets see if we cant figure out what you are, my little friend. And where you come from.

As Ben touched R2-D2s dome, Luke said, I saw part of the message he was

R2-D2s hologram projector flicked on, and Ben said, I seem to have found it.

Ben returned to his seat, and R2-D2 projected the flickering hologram of the young woman so that she appeared to be standing upon the low round table.

General Kenobi, said the womans hologram, years ago you served my father in the Clone Wars. Now he begs you to help him in his struggle against the Empire. I regret that I am unable to present my fathers request to you in person, but my ship has fallen under attack, and Im afraid my mission to bring you to Alderaan has failed. I have placed information vital to the survival of the Rebellion into the memory systems of this Artoo unit.

Ben glanced at R2-D2, then back at the hologram.

My father will know how to retrieve it, the womans hologram continued. You must see this droid safely delivered to him on Alderaan. This is our most desperate hour. Help me, Obi-Wan Kenobi. Youre my only hope.

The womans hologram glanced over her right shoulder, then bent to adjust something, just as Luke had seen her do before. He now realized she must have turned in response to something or someone behind her, then turned back to manually switch off R2-D2s holorecorder. The hologram flickered off.

Ben sat back in his chair and tugged at his beard, thinking hard.

Luke said, Who is she?

Distractedly, Ben said, She is Princess Leia Organa of the Royal House of Alderaan, an Imperial Senator and, unbeknownst to the Empire, a leader of the Rebel Alliance. Shes grown into
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