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An epic clash between the forces of light and dark, between the Galactic Republic and the
Separatists, between brave heroes and brilliant villains?the fate of the galaxy is at stake in the
Emmy Award-winning animated series, Star Wars: The Clone Wars. In this exciting anthology,
eleven authors who are also fans of the series bring stories from their favorite show to life.
Gathered here are memorable moments and stunning adventures, from attempted
assassinations to stolen bounties, from lessons learned to loves lost. All of your favorite
characters from The Clone Wars are here: Anakin Skywalker, Yoda, Obi-Wan Kenobi, Ahsoka
Tano, Captain Rex, Darth Maul, Count Dooku and more!

About the AuthorLou Anders is the author of the Thrones & Bones trilogy of fantasy adventure
novels and Star Wars: Pirate’s Price. Tom Angleberger is the author of the Origami Yoda series,
Beware the Power of the Dark Side! and The Mighty Chewbacca in the Forest of Fear! Preeti
Chhibber wrote Peter & Ned’s Ultimate Travel Journal for Marvel Press. Star Wars: A Jedi You
Will Be, releases in October. E. Anne Convery is a Californian and has lived up and down the
state. Star Wars changed her life. Zoraida Córdova is the author of nine novels, including the
Brooklyn Brujas series, Incendiary, Star Wars: A Crash of Fate, and The Way to Rio Luna. Sarah
Beth Durst is the author of over twenty books including The Girl Who Could Not Dream, Drink
Slay Love, and The Queens of Renthia series. Jason Fry is the author of more than 40 Star Wars
books and short stories, including The Weapon of a Jedi and the novelization of The Last Jedi.
Yoon Ha Lee's debut novel Ninefox Gambit was a finalist for the Hugo, Nebula, and Clarke
awards. Dragon Pearl was a New York Times bestseller. Rebecca Roanhorse has won the Hugo,
Nebula, and Locus awards and is the New York Times bestselling author of Star Wars:
Resistance Reborn, Trail of Lightning, Storm of Locusts, and Race to the Sun (Rick Riordan
Presents). Anne Ursu is the author of several fantasies for young readers, including
Breadcrumbs, The Lost Girl, and National Book Award Nominee The Real Boy. Greg van
Eekhout writes science fiction and fantasy, including Norse Code, Voyage of the Dogs, and
COG. --This text refers to the hardcover edition.
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PageCopyrightIntroductionSHARING THE SAME FACE by Jason FryDOOKU CAPTURED by
Lou AndersStar Wars: The Clone Wars, set between the films Attack of the Clones and Revenge
of the Sith, is a groundbreaking spectacle that stretched the already seemingly boundless limits
of the Star Wars galaxy. Created by George Lucas and later continuing entirely under the
stewardship of Dave Filoni, The Clone Wars gave us the further adventures of many characters
we already knew and loved, like Obi-Wan Kenobi, Anakin Skywalker, and Padmé Amidala. But it
also introduced us to new characters who became instantly iconic, like Cad Bane and Ahsoka
Tano. With over one hundred twenty episodes produced over many years, the series was able to



forge deeper emotional connections with the characters than ever before. And despite the
events of galactic importance happening around them, it is the characters themselves that keep
fans coming back. The heroes we love and the villains we love to hate are the glue that holds
everything together as we experience the fall of the Republic through their victories and
losses.Eleven incredible authors have gathered to retell some of the most memorable moments
from the series, with each story seen through the eyes of a character who experienced it. From
Yoda’s perspective during the early days of the war, by Jason Fry, to Darth Maul’s desperate time
on Lotho Minor, by Rebecca Roanhorse, to Obi-Wan’s tragic loss on Mandalore, by Greg van
Eekhout, relive just a handful of the many exciting stories from The Clone Wars that we will never
forget. And for those of you who are new to the series, please enjoy experiencing these
extraordinary moments for the first time. Completing this collection is an original story that digs
into the lore of the Nightsisters of Dathomir, written by E. Anne Convery (and she brings a
particularly unique perspective, being married to Dave Filoni). I hope you will fall under its spell.
—Jennifer HeddleA long time ago in a galaxy far, far away….YODA HAD VISITED MANY
PLANETS DURING more than eight centuries serving the Jedi Order. Back in his first years as a
Padawan, he could have named them all. Now he couldn’t even remember how many he’d seen.
All he knew was the number had to be in the tens of thousands.But no matter how urgent the
mission, when he visited a new world, Yoda would take a moment to open himself completely to
the Force. He’d let his senses be flooded by the life energies around him. And everywhere he
visited, he found beauty and wonder. Sometimes he had to look for them—look hard, even—but
they were always there, and over the centuries he had decided they must be products of life, two
more expressions of the ever-changing Force.He didn’t have to look hard to find beauty and
wonder on Rugosa. They were all around him from the moment his escape pod came to rest on
the sandy soil. Coral fans spread red, yellow, and purple branches into the air from atop tall
pillars while bulbous coral growths dotted the sand, reminding Yoda of giant fruit. The air was
briny, the smell of the ocean on a moon that no longer had one. Above him, in the colorful
branches, the gossamer wings of tiny creatures flashed in the watery yellow sunlight.As Yoda
leaned on his stick and looked around, three clone troopers carried rifles and equipment out of
the escape pod. Yoda wondered if Thire, Rys, and Jek had noticed the little flying creatures, or
studied the coral forest surrounding them. If so, did the three clones see it differently? Or were
their perceptions as identical as the genetic code they shared? Clone troopers were new to Yoda
—as was the idea that he was their general and they were under his command.That idea was
also not entirely welcome. But it was his duty to command them, now that the galaxy had been
plunged into war. Katuunko, the Toydarian king, was somewhere nearby, awaiting them beneath
a great treelike formation of coral. Yoda’s mission was to negotiate a treaty with Katuunko to
establish a Republic base on Toydaria. The Separatists had learned of that mission and sent a
task force to intercept Yoda’s ship and drive it away.They’d succeeded, but the mission wasn’t a
failure yet. Yoda and the three clones had ejected in an escape pod, determined to keep the
promised rendezvous with Katuunko.“Lieutenant,” Yoda said, and Thire stood up straight and



saluted. “Contact with King Katuunko I wish you to make. Speak with him I must.”“Right away,
General,” said Thire, and Yoda could feel his eagerness as a pulse of emotion in the Force.
Eagerness radiated from all three clones, in fact. They’d been assigned to diplomatic escort duty
and sent to Coruscant, but the galactic capital was far from the war’s front lines, and they wanted
desperately to prove themselves in combat. As if death and destruction proved anyone’s worth,
and were anything other than a tragedy.But some tragedies could not be avoided. The galaxy
was at war—a war Yoda and his fellow Jedi had first failed to prevent and then found themselves
a part of. It was important to end that war as quickly and painlessly as possible.Thire knelt,
holding a holoprojector in his hand. The image of King Katuunko—small wings, webbed feet, the
ample belly of a high-status Toydarian—shimmered into existence in the trooper’s palm.“A
pleasure it is to hear your voice, Your Highness,” Yoda said. “Master Yoda of the Jedi Council this
is.”“Master Jedi, I thought perhaps Count Dooku had frightened you off,” Katuunko
replied.“Delayed have I been, but not too far away am I now,” said Yoda. “Unaware I was, Count
Dooku was invited to our meeting.”“The Count invited himself. He assures me that in this time of
war, his droids can offer my world greater security than you Jedi.”Thire’s shoulders stiffened with
anger while Rys and Jek exchanged glances. Yoda silenced the clones with a stern look.“Hmph.
A matter of debate that is,” he told Katuunko.“Your Majesty might prefer more than words,”
interjected another voice—one that was silky and full of menace. “If Yoda is indeed the Jedi
warrior you believe he is, let him prove it. Allow me to send my best troops to capture him. If he
escapes, join the Republic. But should my droids defeat Yoda, consider an alliance with the
Separatists.”Katuunko turned his holoprojector to show the slender, taut figure of Asajj Ventress,
her eyes a fierce blue against her bone-white skin.Hmm. Dooku’s apprentice, Yoda thought.So
that was his adversary.He had been hoping to see the face of Dooku himself. The Separatist
leader had once been Yoda’s Padawan, and if Yoda could bring him back to the light, the war
would end without further misery and ruin. But apparently that meeting was not to be.Katuunko
glared at Ventress. “I did not request Yoda’s presence here to test him in battle.”Yoda could feel
Ventress’s rage driving waves through the Force, as if a youngling had thrown a heavy rock into
a still pond. But beneath her anger, he sensed raw hurt and a hunger for connection, for
belonging. It was unfortunate that Dooku had sent Ventress rather than confront Yoda himself.
But perhaps the apprentice could be taught a lesson that might help her find a different path
than the destructive one chosen by the master.A welcome outcome that would be. An
opportunity we have been given.“Accept the challenge I do, Your Highness,” Yoda told Katuunko,
then turned his gaze on Ventress. “Arrive by nightfall I will.”The transmission ended. Yoda looked
from the pink fans of coral to the yellow sky. The flying creatures, he saw now, were baby
neebray mantas. Rugosa must be a hatchery for them, the beginning of their lives’ journey.
When the neebrays were ready, they would begin their long migration across space.“Beautiful
this moon is, hmm?” he said to the clones. “Amazing, the universe.”A shadow fell over them. A
Separatist landing ship passed overhead, its engines humming, and Yoda felt the vibration in the
bones of his skull—an unpleasant sensation that was nearly painful. As Thire studied the ship’s



underside, his hands instinctively racked his blaster rifle.“Gotta be a full battalion in there,” said
Rys, watching the ship descend near the massive coral tree where Katuunko awaited them.
“Probably packing armor, too.”“We’ll have something for them,” Jek promised, brandishing his
deadly rotary cannon.“Carry only what you need,” Yoda told the clones. “Too much weight, slow
you down it will. Destroy Ventress your weapons will not. Now come, come, Lieutenant—hurry
we must.”He began walking away from the escape pod, taking slow steps and leaning on his
stick.“Sir, the rendezvous point is that way,” said Thire. Yoda could feel the trooper’s unease and
reluctance to challenge his superior officer. He’d had to fight his instincts to point out what he
thought was a mistake.Yoda turned to regard Thire.“As is our enemy,” he explained. “To reach our
goal, a straight path we will not follow.”He could feel the clones’ doubt as they watched him walk
deeper into the coral forest. But they followed, like the obedient soldiers they were.The landing
ship had deployed tanks—Yoda could hear the hum of their repulsorlifts somewhere behind him
and the clones. And now he could hear the cough of their blaster cannons, too.Yoda turned and
clambered atop a rocky outcropping for a better look. The clones sprang up beside him,
expecting combat, Thire flipping down his electrobinoculars.“At ease be, my friends,” Yoda said.
“Within range we are not.”He could feel their disappointment but ignored it. The time to fight was
coming soon, but it had not arrived. Hurrying into battle would only help Ventress.The Separatist
tanks came to an abrupt halt at the edge of the coral forest. One tried to smash through but
quickly ground to a standstill.“Strong the coral on this moon is,” Yoda said, taking a moment to
admire the dappled patterns made by sunlight filtering through holes in the fans above them.
“And everywhere resilient, life proves.”Thire’s electrobinoculars whirred as he peered through
them at their pursuers.“Those tanks are too big to follow,” he said.Yoda nodded. “See? Size is
not everything, hmm? Smaller in number are we, but larger in mind.”He put a finger to his brow
and giggled, then led the troopers deeper into the forest. A few minutes later, Thire stopped him.
Yoda already knew what he was going to say.“Sir, there are two patrols coming in on foot,” Thire
said, and Yoda sensed he was worried what the Jedi would decide.“Now is the time to face the
enemy, Lieutenant,” Yoda said. “Ambush them we will.”He could feel the three clones’ relief—and
their excitement at the chance to fight.“We’ll flank them from the south,” Thire ordered.“Right,”
said Rys. “Let’s move!”As the troopers hurried to take their positions, Yoda headed in the other
direction, deeper into the coral forest. He heard the sharp sounds of blaster fire—both the
clones’ weapons and those of the Separatist battle droids. He waited until the tramp of the
droids’ metal feet was close, then darted in front of them, chortling as their laser blasts passed
through empty air.Yoda let the Force flow through him, asking it to lift him up and give him the
speed that age had long since taken away. He felt the Force’s energies around him and moving
through him, carrying him along like a rushing river. The droids were no threat—he could see
their every move before it happened, and there weren’t enough of them to overwhelm his
awareness or his reflexes. Chuckling, he ran atop a coral branch above them.The droids split up
in an effort to find him, which only made them easier to destroy. A minute later, Yoda heard a
whine as Jek fired up his rotary cannon. The sound became a howl as the cannon spat laser



blasts at the hapless mechanicals. A moment later, silence returned to the forest and Yoda felt a
pulse of pride in the Force. Jek had destroyed the droids. But Yoda sensed a graver threat was
nearing.Six more battle droids marched into the clearing below, searching for him. Yoda knew he
would have to destroy them quickly. He dropped onto one droid’s metal shoulders. The other
battle droids turned clumsily, blasting the unlucky droid as Yoda jumped clear. The Force carried
him from droid to droid, reminding him of skipping across the lily pads in the Jedi Temple’s
meditation pond as a youngling. The memory made him smile as the droids blasted each other
to scrap.The whistle and crump of blaster fire was louder now. Yoda hurried through the coral
forest and saw a squad of super battle droids ahead of him. The Separatists’ regular battle
droids were spindly and fragile, but supers were hulking brutes, built to shrug off damage and
vaporize any opposition.They’d be too much for the clones to handle—and indeed, Yoda saw
that Thire was limping away from the fight, helped by Jek. Yoda leapt over the supers’ broad
backs, his lightsaber spinning like an emerald pinwheel, and landed between the droids and the
clones. He deflected a laser blast back at the supers, dropping one of them, and followed the
clones behind a chunk of fallen coral where they’d sought cover.Thire poked his head over the
coral and popped off a shot that dropped another super, but had to duck back down to escape
withering fire.“What are we going to do, sir?” he asked, and Yoda could hear pain and fear in his
voice.“Hmm.” Yoda deactivated his lightsaber and sat in front of the clones, legs crossed,
ignoring the deadly energy flashing over their heads.“What’s the general doing?” he heard Jek
ask.What Yoda was doing was stretching out with his feelings—the first lesson he’d taught so
many younglings.The first things he felt were the ripples and currents of the Force, generated by
the countless tiny organisms that lived in the coral branches and in Rugosa’s soil and air. That
life felt like an enormous web of energy. Within that web, Yoda could sense the clones—their
minds seemed to blaze in the Force, radiating anger and fear, determination and worry.Yoda
couldn’t feel the super battle droids themselves—they were machines, imitations of life rather
than life itself. But he could sense the empty spots they left in the Force, and because of that he
knew where they were. He raised his hand, lifting one of the massive droids into the air. It
continued to move its legs and fire, its sensors struggling to determine what was
happening.Yoda waved his hand and the super battle droid spun in the air, forearm cannons
sending bolts ripping through its fellow droids. The other supers fired on the rogue droid,
ignoring its protests until it fell silent. Yoda flicked his wrist and used the Force to hurl the inert
droid into the others, hard enough to deactivate them all.“Heh.” Thire turned to regard the Jedi
with newfound respect. “You found us just in time, sir.”Yoda looked up at the three clones. “Left
behind no one will be.”But even as he made this promise, he heard an ominous whir of fast-
twitch motors. Three destroyer droids rolled into view and unfolded to stand on their tripod legs,
pumping fire at the clones.Yoda activated his lightsaber and batted the blasts back at the droids.
Their deflector shields flared purple as the blasts bounced off them.This was a fight Yoda and
the clones couldn’t win.“Retreat,” Yoda told the clones. “Cover you I will!”He sensed their
reluctance, but the urge to obey was more powerful. Jek helped Thire get to his feet and begin



hobbling away. Yoda leapt onto Rys’s back, holding on with one hand and deflecting bolts back
at the destroyer droids. Spotting a coral fan in the right place, he angled his lightsaber so the
next blast severed it, causing it to fall and block the droids’ path.A minute later, Thire’s
holoprojector beeped. Yoda peered at Katuunko’s small figure, flickering in Thire’s hand.“Master
Yoda,” the king said. “I hear you’re having trouble with the droid army.”“Trouble?” Yoda asked with
a smile. “I know nothing of this trouble. Look forward to our meeting soon, I do.”Yoda had spotted
the canyon while their escape pod was still in the air. Now that he could see it up close, he
realized it was a hollow between two enormous coral reefs that had grown over the centuries. It
wound its way back and forth, shot through with tunnels leading deeper into the coral. One of the
tunnels would make an excellent refuge while Yoda waited for the Separatists to catch up.As he
led the clones inside, Yoda could feel their unease. The great tree where Katuunko was waiting
was in a different direction, and the idea of retreating bothered them.“Are you sure we should go
in there, General?” asked Thire. “There’s no way out.”“Now rest we must,” Yoda said.It was cool
inside the canyon, and even cooler once Yoda led them into a tubelike passage that snaked into
the coral. As he felt his way with his walking stick, Yoda closed his eyes and reached out with the
Force, letting his awareness brush the clones’ presences.Their minds were open and their
emotions were strong. In the Force, they reminded Yoda of children. That made him smile—he
liked to say that over his centuries as a Jedi, he had learned more about the Force from
younglings than he had from Jedi Masters.The clones craved his approval and wanted to please
him. But they were worried they would be unable to complete their mission and would wind up
ashamed. To fail would be to prove unworthy—to their general and also to each other.Yoda
made a hmm noise down in his throat as he considered that. The clones’ instinct to obey
disturbed him a little, particularly since they were humans.Raucous and impatient creatures
humans are. And too brief their lives are. End they do just as maturity and wisdom become
possible.But the clone troopers weren’t ordinary humans. He’d felt the difference the minute he
stepped aboard a gunship back on Kamino, at the beginning of the war. The clones had been
altered almost from their birth in Kamino’s labs. They’d been engineered, like machines, their
brains changed to make them better soldiers. And their rate of growth had been drastically
accelerated, Yoda reminded himself. If the clones felt like children in the Force, perhaps that was
because in some ways they still were.Made for war these children were. Made by the millions.
Disposable their makers consider them.Yoda was still pondering that when Rys lit a portable
lamp, showing the weapons laid out for his inspection: three blasters, a pair of damaged rifles,
and a rocket launcher.“We’re low on ammo, sir,” Jek said. “Only two grenades, and one rocket for
the launcher.”“Against a battalion?” Rys asked. “Forget it, we’ve lost.”Yoda told himself to stop
brooding about the clones’ origins. However disturbing he found their need to be led, it was his
duty to lead them. And their mission was his, as well.He picked up the two damaged rifles and
stacked them atop each other, then ignited his lightsaber.“So certain of defeat are you, hmm?”
he asked, lowering the blade of his Jedi weapon so that the metal bubbled and softened, then
pressing the broken rifles together until the molten metal formed a weld.“With respect, General,



maybe you should go on,” Thire said. “Let us slow them down.”“All around us is that which we
need to prevail,” Yoda said, handing the makeshift metal crutch he’d created to Thire. “Come. Sit.
Your helmets, remove them. Your faces I wish to see.”The clones hesitated but removed their
helmets. In the lamplight their armor’s red markings—the color of the diplomatic service—were a
muddy brown.“Not much to look at here, sir,” Thire said, his voice fuller and deeper without being
filtered by his helmet’s communications system. “We all share the same face.”“Deceive you, your
eyes can. In the Force, very different each one of you is.”Yoda stood and approached Rys,
tapping his cane on the clone’s chest plate.“Rys,” he said. “Always focused on the enemy are
you. For inspiration, look to yourself and those around you.”Jek regarded the Jedi Master
doubtfully, his red-crested helmet cradled in his lap.“Jek,” Yoda said. “Concerned about weapons
you are. Weapons do not win battles. Your mind, powerful it is, hmm? Outthink the droids you
can.”Then there was Thire. He was in pain and racked by a need to prove himself, not just as a
soldier but also as an officer.“Thire,” Yoda said gently. “Rush not into fights. Long is the war. Only
by surviving it will you prevail.”Yoda settled back on his haunches, peering at the three troopers
in the warm orange glow of the lamp.“Clones you may be, but the Force resides in all life-forms,”
he said. “Use it you can, to quiet your mind.”The clones exchanged glances, and Yoda could feel
their anxiety ebbing, replaced by peace and purpose. That made him smile—he had taught
them their first lesson.A moment later, the cave shivered around them, a tremor that was
followed by the unmistakable rumble of Separatist tanks nearby. Ventress’s droids had found
them.Yoda picked his way out of their refuge, followed by the three clones. A line of tanks was
creeping through the canyon below, accompanied by battle-droid infantry.“Tanks,” muttered Rys.
“Is that the best they can throw at us?”“Yeah, but I’ve only got one shot left,” said Jek.Yoda eyed
the droids. “Greet them I will.”“General, you don’t plan to take on the whole column by yourself?”
asked Thire, leaning on his crutch.“Have you three, I do,” Yoda said with a chuckle.
“Outnumbered are they. Know the time to help me, you will.”As he leapt down into the canyon,
Yoda spotted ribs sticking out of the coral, old enough that they’d been transformed from bone to
rock. And they were huge—the fossilized bones of some leviathan that had called Rugosa home
before the calamity that had boiled its oceans away. A school of neebrays had colonized the ribs
and perched atop them, spreading their wings in the late-afternoon sun.Past life nurturing future
life. So is it always with the Force.Yoda eyed the approaching tanks for a moment, then sat cross-
legged in the center of the canyon, exhaled, and shut his eyes. He ignored the rumble of the
engines, letting his consciousness expand. The neebrays were sparks in his awareness, craving
warmth and food, exuberantly alive. He smiled and let his mind drift farther. Above him were the
clones. Farther still, his mind brushed the cool intellect of Katuunko and the knot of anger and
need that was Asajj Ventress.The tanks had nearly reached him. Yoda felt the neebrays’ fear as
they took flight. And then the sound of the tanks stopped, replaced by the chatter of confused
battle droids.“Shoot him!” he heard Ventress cry out over a holoprojector. “Shoot him now!”The
time to meditate was over.Yoda opened his eyes and let the Force carry him into the air,
springing over the lead tank’s barrel. He touched down long enough to get his balance and ignite



his lightsaber, then charged a squad of battle droids, his emerald blade already slashing them
apart. Then he was under the lead tank, carving a neat circle through its underbelly.It smelled
bad in the tank, like lubricant and fuel. His lightsaber flashed, guided by the Force. Two droids
fled through the rear hatch and he flicked his hand to draw them back, like metal filings to a
magnet. Then he was atop the tank, flinging droid limbs into the air.The droids posed no danger,
but this was taking too long. Yoda sprang from droid to droid until he landed on the barrel of the
next tank’s cannon. It fired, hitting another Separatist vehicle, but Yoda didn’t spare the
destruction a glance. He was too busy carving through the top hatch.Moments later the tank was
a smoking wreck and Yoda was on the move again, slashing spindly battle droids and hulking
supers apart. He gutted the underside of another tank, feeling heat on the back of his neck when
it exploded, and found himself facing more than a dozen destroyer droids. They began pumping
energy blasts at him from behind their shields.Yoda’s lightsaber was a continuous blur, reflecting
bolts to all sides. But there were too many enemies, even for a Jedi Master with the Force as his
ally.He felt a surge of pride and satisfaction from Thire. A rocket streaked overhead, smashing
into a huge outcropping above the destroyer droids. Shorn from its moorings, it plummeted into
the canyon, smashing the machines flat.“Hmm.” Yoda took a few steps back, to where the
billowing dust wouldn’t reach him. Thire had known when to help, as Yoda had trusted he
would.When the clones reached the bottom of the canyon, they found their general sitting cross-
legged on a clump of coral, smiling at a neebray perched on his finger. Another of the little
creatures sat contentedly on one of the Jedi’s long green ears. Droid parts, some still smoking,
were strewn around him.Thire looked around with satisfaction at what their teamwork had
accomplished.“Learned something today have you, Lieutenant?” asked Yoda.“I think we all did,
General,” said Thire.The neebrays spread their wings and flew away as Yoda hopped down to
join the clones.“Come,” he said. “Behind schedule are we. Not polite to be late.”Yoda kept his
tone light, but he knew they had to hurry. Ventress’s droids had failed, humiliating her in front of
Katuunko and her master. Yoda knew she would try to erase her shame and hurt with rage and
revenge. And her failure was also Dooku’s. Katuunko would choose the Republic over the
Separatists, something the ruthless Dooku was unlikely to accept.So Yoda headed directly for
the coral tree, with the clones marching alongside as quickly as Thire could move.They arrived
just as Ventress swung her twin crimson blades at Katuunko’s neck.The killing strokes never
landed. Yoda lifted his hand, freezing Ventress’s lightsabers in place. Ventress snarled and tried
to free herself, but only her eyes moved.“Jedi Master Yoda,” Katuunko said coolly, as if death
weren’t centimeters away. “I am very pleased to meet you at last.”“Share the feeling I do, King
Katuunko.”Yoda shoved Ventress away with the Force and considered the towering hologram of
Count Dooku, who was watching from beneath lowered brows.“Failed you Ventress has, Count,”
Yoda told his old Padawan.Ventress’s fury was a storm in the Force.“I don’t fear you, Jedi,” she
said, raising her lightsabers to attack position.Yoda looked over mildly. “Strong you are with the
dark side, young one. But not that strong.”He raised his hand and Ventress’s lightsabers
deactivated, the hilts flying out of her hands to smack into Yoda’s palm. He studied the quality of



their construction with idle curiosity.“Still much to learn you have,” he said, tossing the
lightsabers back to her. “Surrender you should.”Ventress’s eyes narrowed as she tucked the hilts
into her belt, jabbing at a remote detonator. High above, a fireball consumed Katuunko’s ship,
sending massive chunks of coral tumbling in the direction of Katuunko, Yoda, and the
clones.Ventress was already sprinting for her own ship. Yoda let her go, raising his arms and
calling on the Force to stop the falling debris, then directing it to one side so it tumbled down
harmlessly a safe distance away.“Hmm.” Yoda watched as Ventress’s ship shot skyward. “In the
end, cowards are those who follow the dark side.”“It’s a pity I wasn’t there in person, my old
master,” Dooku said icily.“A pity indeed, my fallen apprentice,” Yoda said.Katuunko, true to his
word, offered the Republic the use of Toydaria as a base and swore his people were at Yoda’s
service. Yoda’s frigate soon returned, accompanied by a pair of Jedi cruisers. As the sun set on
Rugosa, a gunship carried Yoda, the clones, and the Toydarians skyward.“Mission
accomplished, General,” Thire said with satisfaction as a medical droid swabbed his injured leg
with bacta. “Thanks to you.”“Succeed alone I could not,” Yoda said. “Lucky I was to have the
three of you. By depending on one another, win the war we shall.”Jek looked up from painting
battle-droid silhouettes on the barrel of his rotary cannon.“Those clankers will never know what
hit them,” he vowed.“For now, though, it’s back to Coruscant,” Rys said, and Yoda heard
disappointment in his voice.“For now,” Yoda said, smiling at the three clones. “But see each other
again we shall. Feel it in the Force I do.”Back in his cabin aboard the Jedi cruiser, Yoda dimmed
the lights and sat cross-legged on the floor. There was no beauty or wonder here, just
intersections of metal and the thrum of machines in motion, hidden away beneath the surface of
things.Yoda reached out with his feelings and sensed the minds of the clones surrounding him.
Their awareness was similar but not the same—in music they might have been variations on a
theme. And, he knew, they would continue to diverge as different experiences shaped the
clones.Or at least the ones who lived.And yet everywhere he sensed the same core desires. To
obey orders. To complete missions. To be a good soldier.Once again, he found that disturbing.
He’d already heard Republic senators discussing the clones as if they were organic droids, bred
to fight and expected to die—and no more to be mourned than a droid sent to the
smelter.Individuals the clones are. Understand that and nurture that we must. Treat them like
machines we must not. If we do, lose something far worse than a war we will.Yoda returned to
his meditation, but the faces of the three clones kept coming to him.He saw Rys. He looked
faintly surprised, and his eyes were open but saw nothing. His face was speckled with spangles
and flakes of color—brilliant scraps that had settled on his cheeks and forehead.He saw Jek, in
mottled green armor, hand to his helmet as he listened to his comlink. He sensed Jek’s feelings
of disbelief and regret—but a moment later those feelings were gone, replaced by the need to
obey.And he saw Thire, in a helmet with bright crimson flares. He was searching for something.
And with him was another presence—one that felt like a vast storm in the Force, full of malice
and greed.Troubled, Yoda opened his eyes.Visions of the future were a dangerous lure. Jedi had
dedicated their lives to thwarting them, only to bring about the very thing they had sought to



avoid. To how many Padawans had he delivered that warning over the years? Thousands? Tens
of thousands?See each other again we shall.For the first time, the thought brought
apprehension, as well as reassurance.“Always in motion is the future,” Yoda reminded himself.
“Know this you do. Heed your own lessons you should.”The Force would do as it willed, and he
would seek to understand that will, and to accept it. It was all he had ever done. It was all any
Jedi ever could do.HOLORECORDING INITIATEDDARTH TYRANUS SPEAKINGGreetings, my
master.As I record this message, I am piloting a Flarestar-class attack shuttle. I commandeered
the vessel from a gang of nefarious pirates. Having only recently escaped their clutches, I am
now en route to my personal frigate. How I came to be in such dire straits is no small tale. But I
am sharing my experience in full as there may be some benefit in it for you to extract.Some time
ago, my ship came across a Delta-7B starfighter. Both the vessel and its shattered hyperspace
docking ring were adrift in an ice field. The ship appeared to have taken heavy damage. My droid
captain ordered it brought aboard for closer inspection but prepped a security detachment in the
event of any surprises.This proved a wise precaution as the starfighter belonged to none other
than the Jedi Anakin Skywalker. And he was still aboard.In predictable fashion, the impulsive
young Skywalker leapt into action. In moments, he had destroyed several battle droids with his
lightsaber. However, one of my B2 super battle droids was able to disarm the boy by shooting his
weapon out of his hand. Unarmed and outnumbered, even that brash young fool saw the
wisdom in a prompt surrender. He was quickly overpowered, and my droids locked him in a cell,
there to await whatever doom you deemed fit when I delivered him to you.Alas, it was not to
be.For his master, Obi-Wan Kenobi, snuck aboard my frigate. I was not alerted of any
approaching ship, so presumably Kenobi utilized an enviro-suit to spacewalk and thus enter
undetected. Once aboard, he freed Skywalker, and the two sought me out.I was meditating on
the nature of the dark side in my private chamber when they accosted me. The two of them were
as overconfident as ever, strutting like a pair of preening tip-yips. I did not give them the
satisfaction of a reply or even standing up, so little I thought of their foolish pomposity. Also, as
you will see, I had another reason for keeping my seat.“Surprise, surprise,” said Skywalker in his
ever-annoying manner.“If it isn’t Count Dooku,” Kenobi chimed in.The Jedi thought they had the
upper hand, but I had the situation well in control. And I refused to let their puerile attempts at
humor nettle me.“I thought I sensed an unpleasant disturbance in the Force,” I replied calmly.
Then, addressing Kenobi, I added, “I see you’ve freed young Skywalker. Where might he be if
you weren’t always around to rescue him?”I would have enjoyed the burn this brought to the
young Jedi’s cheeks, but at that moment, I was jolted severely. The Jedi felt it, too. Only one
thing could account for a ship this size rocking.“Sir,” a battle droid announced over the intercom,
“there’s a Jedi cruiser attacking.”“Your ship is surrounded, Count,” Skywalker said with an
infuriating smirk. “Republic troops are boarding as we speak.”They flourished their lightsabers in
a show of bravado. (I realized that Kenobi must have supplied the boy with a replacement.)“Jedi
fools,” I pronounced them both. And so they were if they thought they truly had me at a
disadvantage. For as you have taught me, a Sith is prepared for any contingency, and certainly



for the possibility of hasty retreat. My prior reluctance to stand was because I had been sitting
upon a hatch in the floor. It fell away beneath me at my command. I dropped into an escape tube
and began a rapid slide. The tunnel would take me straight to the hangar where my private
Punworcca interstellar sloop awaited.Not surprisingly, Skywalker was soon in pursuit. This was a
bother, but not an unexpected one given his character.I sent a burst of Force lightning at him.
Naturally, he blocked it with his lightsaber. But striking him was not the point. I had no illusions
that I might take him out so easily. He had been trained by the Padawan of my own Padawan Qui-
Gon Jinn, after all. He would thus have some portion of my own considerable skill and
knowledge, albeit diluted and incomplete. But blinded by the crackling bluish energy of my
lightning, he did not see which path I chose when the escape tube forked in two.As intended, my
deception bought me valuable moments. I reached the docking bay well ahead of
Skywalker.“Your ship is ready, sir,” the nearest battle droid informed me.“Good.”As I slipped into
the cockpit of my solar sailer, my FA-4 pilot droid guided the sailer out of the hangar. Through the
viewport, I saw Kenobi racing beside my ship, but he was powerless to stop me as I passed into
the cold vacuum of space. However, the Jedi are not so easily discouraged when on the hunt.
Kenobi and Skywalker quickly overpowered my droids, whereupon they stole one of my
transport shuttles and gave pursuit.My escort of Vulture-class starfighters engaged them with a
flurry of blaster-cannon fire, but the Jedi managed to take evasive action. They dogged our
attackers and clung tightly to my tail.My ship rocked, nearly knocking me from my seat.The Jedi
had scored a direct hit! My engines were burning! To my considerable chagrin, I saw that they
were done for. I had to make an emergency landing. Fortunately, it was not far to the nearest
planet. I gazed at an unfamiliar world of swirling blue-gray clouds.Then I was plummeting
through the atmosphere, trailing fire and smoke. My pilot droid was useless. If I trusted its merely
mechanical instincts, I would be as dead as my vessel. Shoving it aside, I took the controls
myself. The clouds parted, and I crash-landed in a barren wilderness. I daresay a lesser pilot
might not have survived. I, of course, was unhurt.Extricating myself from the remains of my craft,
I surveyed the damage. The engine was all but destroyed. I placed a homing beacon so that my
troops could find me and set out to take stock of my surroundings.The terrain was rocky, the sky
overcast. The ground was marked by smoky crystalline formations. Silica dust crunched
underfoot, but the wind caught it up and drove it into the air. I could see how a storm there would
be most unpleasant.I soon found a cave. The walls were coated in bioluminescent organisms
that glowed in the dark, affording some small degree of dim light. However, I sensed many other
life-forms inside, at least one of them quite large. Consequently, this was not a wise place in
which to seek shelter. But perhaps it could be put to other uses. The Jedi would doubtless be
along soon. And I would be ready for them. I began to formulate a trap.Sure enough, my
pursuers arrived and began their own exploration of the cave. They sensed the life-forms, as I
anticipated they would. But there must be bait for a trap. Reaching out with my mind, I stirred the
Force, just enough to ensure that the Jedi caught a hint of my presence. Then I withdrew so that
they could not pinpoint my exact location. Good. They would seek me out. Indeed, the fools



walked right past my hiding spot, unaware that their doom lurked behind them. Then I stretched
out my senses. I had already loosened several layers of rock in the roof above. Now I used my
powers to tear them free.Before Skywalker or Kenobi could react, I brought the ceiling crashing
down, crushing the Jedi beneath a pile of enormous boulders. It was thrilling to be so easily rid of
such persistent thorns in my side.When the dust cleared, I saw the hilt of Skywalker’s lightsaber
poking out from under a rock. I drew it to me using the Force.“You won’t be needing this
anymore, Skywalker,” I said, pleased with my triumph. I admit that I even spun the weapon in a
confident flourish before attaching it to my belt.Exiting the cave, I stretched out my mind once
again. Drawing upon the power of my anger and hatred of the hypocritical Jedi and their corrupt
Republic, I collapsed the cave entrance. Had Skywalker and Kenobi somehow survived the
rockfall, they would be trapped in the caverns with the large creature that dwelled there. In a
weakened state and with only one lightsaber between them, the Jedi would not last long.Leaving
them in what I had every reason to suppose was their tomb, I went to see about getting off planet
as quickly as possible.What I found was a Corona-class armed frigate beside my own wrecked
solar sailer. Tough, leathery-skinned individuals were picking over my ship like a swarm of
insects. I realized they were salvaging my vessel for parts. They were Weequay, natives of the
desert world Sriluur. I watched the rabble squabble among themselves, set off by nothing more
than the antics of a Kowakian monkey-lizard.The leader of the pirates spotted me.“Well, well,” he
said, “what do we have here?”I preferred to meet his question with another question.“Who are
you?” I replied.“More importantly, my friend,” he answered, “who are you?”I did not tell him my
name. He did not need to know that I was the count of Serenno and the head of state of the
Confederacy of Independent Systems. Fortunately, he liked to hear himself talk more than he
enjoyed listening to others, and I soon learned that this Weequay was named Hondo Ohnaka.
Speaking with a musical lilt that others might find charming, he told me that he ran the group of
reprobates known as the Ohnaka Gang. And he was very proud of both his gang and himself. I
sensed that this Ohnaka was an opportunist, but his obvious greed presented the opportunity for
me to manipulate him.“Your solar sailer is very beautiful,” Ohnaka said. “It’s a pretty rare ship,
very expensive. What are you doing all the way out here?”There was, of course, an implied
threat in his question. He wanted to know if I was alone, and he was sounding me out to see if I
would object to his salvaging my vessel. While we talked, that irritating Kowakian monkey-lizard
jumped from the pirate’s shoulder to my own. I wanted to crush the life out of it, but I resisted the
urge to do so or, indeed, to betray any sign of my growing irritation with the Weequay. A Sith is
nothing if not patient, striking only at the most opportune moments. Thus, I kept my tone calm
and friendly.“I sustained some damage in an asteroid storm and had to make a landing,” I lied.
“Feel free to help yourself to it,” I added, speaking as nonchalantly as I could.This seemed to
satisfy Ohnaka. I had judged his shortsighted greed correctly.“If you need transport,” he said,
“the nearest planet is Florrum. It’s six parsecs away.”Florrum. I had not heard of it. “Is it civilized?”
I asked.“That depends on your definition of civilized,” Ohnaka replied jovially. “But you would
certainly be more comfortable there than here. Vanqor is no place to be after dark.”So this was



the planet Vanqor. That meant the large creature I sensed in the cave was a gundark. Most
excellent. Gundarks are fearsome predators. It would either feast upon the Jedi’s remains or slay
them quickly if they survived the rockfall. There was no reason for me to remain there any
longer.“Perhaps I shall take you up on your offer,” I said.“Very good,” said Ohnaka. He gave a
slight sniff. “Now all that’s left to do is settle my fee.”“Fee?” I asked, astonished.“Just a little
something to cover my expenses,” the Weequay answered. He looked over my attire. “It shouldn’t
be a problem for someone so obviously wealthy as yourself.”I maintained a cool demeanor as I
answered. After all, it was easy to make promises. When I was back with my droid army, nothing
would require me to keep them.“I’d be happy to compensate you for your services,” I
said.Ohnaka smiled.“That’s it, boys!” he called to his gang. “We are heading home.”In no time,
they had secured the last of what they had pillaged from my ship, so I joined them in boarding
the frigate. It goes without saying that I remained alert. This Hondo Ohnaka was clearly a
scoundrel. Oh, he was a gracious enough host on our trip, regaling me with exaggerated stories
of his exploits around the galaxy. I soon realized that I was in the presence of an individual
whose self-importance rivaled even that of the Jedi Council. But I feigned interest and kept my
wits about me. He was obviously trying to lower my suspicions with his jovial anecdotes, but his
efforts had the opposite effect.Eventually, we arrived on Florrum, which is located in the Sertar
sector of the Outer Rim Territories. I accompanied Ohnaka and several of his gang on a
Flarestar-class attack shuttle, which conveyed us to the planet’s surface.“Welcome to Florrum,”
said Ohnaka as we exited the boarding ramp. However, it was not much of a welcome. The world
proved to be a sulfurous desert planet with very little to recommend it. And much not to. But as I
set foot upon the parched ground, I was met by a group of Weequay who raised their blaster
rifles and directed them at me.I had been expecting something like this. But when I reached for
my weapon, I discovered that both my own lightsaber and the one I had taken from Skywalker
had vanished from my belt.“Lose your flashy sword?” Ohnaka called from behind me. “Are these
what you were looking for, Jedi?”I turned and saw that he held up both lightsabers. I must admit,
I was impressed despite myself. It would take no small skill to relieve me of weapons without my
feeling or sensing the theft. And I had been on my guard. This Ohnaka was truly a skilled
pickpocket. I was impressed, yes, but not in the mood for forgiveness.“I am more powerful than
any Jedi,” I warned him. “Know that you are dealing with a Sith Lord.”Remarkably, Ohnaka was
undeterred by my threat.“You’re still outnumbered,” he said.I glanced around me. He was right. I
was surrounded by a score or more Weequay, all with blaster rifles trained my way. Being
outnumbered was not a problem, but being outnumbered and unarmed was. I was faced with the
same decision that young Skywalker had so recently confronted, and I made a similar
choice.“The leader of the clanker army and a Sith Lord, no less,” said Ohnaka. So he had
guessed my identity. I wondered when he had figured it out. “Someone is sure to pay a pretty
price for you.”If money was all he was after, I knew how to deal with him. “Provide me with the
proper means of communications,” I said. “I will arrange for any ransom to be paid.”But Ohnaka
was not convinced.“And you will arrange for your armies to crush us, as well,” he replied. “You



don’t survive in the Outer Rim by being stupid. If the Separatists will pay to get you back,
chances are the Republic will offer even more.”Scowling, I allowed myself to be led inside his
fortress. We passed through a main room, where loud and annoying music played in the dim
light. There was much dancing and drinking. I filed this away for future use. The sounds would
provide more than adequate cover for an escape attempt, and the drink would dull my captors’
senses.I was taken to a more private chamber, where Ohnaka wasted no time in contacting the
Republic. In fact, as you well know, he made his demands of the Supreme Chancellor himself. A
most impressive million credits. “The payment will be in spice delivered in an unarmed
diplomatic ship,” he stipulated.I was just to the side of the holoprojector. I listened to the debate
going on in the Office of the Supreme Chancellor, humiliated when Ohnaka displayed my
uniquely designed, curved-hilt lightsaber as proof of my capture, but even more irritated when
Padmé Amidala chimed in: “We may never have a better chance to capture Count Dooku.” As if
that naive upstart had anything to do with my present predicament!I admit, my master, that I was
puzzled by the demand that two Jedi be sent to meet with Ohnaka, as the presence of Jedi
would doubtless hinder any of my attempts at escape. It did not bother Ohnaka, however. “They
will be safe. We have no interest in getting involved in your war.”I was taken to a cell and placed
in a containment field. There I waited for the arrival of the Jedi. I wondered who they would send.
I recalled my time on the Jedi Council, before the corruption of the Republic led me back to my
homeworld Serenno. Going over likely candidates, I reviewed the abilities of each and
considered ways to defeat them. But when the Jedi arrived, I was surprised to see who they were
—Anakin Skywalker and Obi-Wan Kenobi!Against the odds, they had managed to defeat the
gundark on Vanqor, then dug themselves out of the collapsed caverns. And they had returned to
plague me again. It was a struggle to keep my face a mask of calm in light of my frustration.“Look
how the mighty Sith Lord has fallen,” crowed Kenobi. The insult was juvenile, yet it stung. I had
once beheld Kenobi in similar circumstances at my tower on Geonosis, where he was my
prisoner. Now he believed our situations had reversed.“This place suits you, Count,” added his
fool companion.“It wasn’t so long ago that you yourself were in similar surroundings on my ship,”
I reminded him.“Yeah, but now I’m free, and you’re not,” the boy replied.I would not give him the
satisfaction of showing offense. Indeed, I delighted in keeping my head around the young
Skywalker. Instead, I said, “I’m confident the situation will rectify itself soon.”“Soon,” chimed in
Kenobi, “you’ll be brought to trial by the Senate and most likely spend a very long time in a cell
just like this one.”“And that’s if you’re lucky,” added Skywalker.Enough. I could not take any more
of their ignorant self-assurance. Could they not see the danger they themselves were in?“My
naive young Jedi,” I said, “you must be overly optimistic if you think these Weequay plan to let
you leave this planet.”“They’re planet-hopping thieves looking for a quick score,” said Kenobi.
“They have no interest in picking a fight with Jedi.”“They are devious and deceitful and, most
importantly, stupid,” I corrected him.“It’s a wonder you don’t get along with them, Dooku,”
sneered Kenobi. “You have so much in common.”“You underestimate them at your own peril,
Kenobi,” I warned him as they left. The Jedi fools only wanted to score points in verbal banter,



ignoring the wisdom of my words. Their own soft nature blinded them to the deceit around them.
It would be their undoing.I was soon proved correct. For it was only a few hours later that the
unconscious Skywalker and Kenobi were dragged into my cell. I gave a satisfied laugh when
they were dumped unceremoniously on the floor. But if I felt gratified at their predicament, the
feeling was quashed when the Jedi’s bonds were attached to my own wrists. As the pair did not
seem as though they would awaken for several more hours, I attempted to free myself from
them, but I was unsuccessful.Eventually, Skywalker stirred.“Master, what happened?” he said
groggily.“I guess that pirate brew is stronger than we thought,” answered Kenobi. Neither of them
had yet spotted me. I waited before alerting them to my presence, savoring their confusion and
discomfort.“I only took a sip,” the young Jedi protested.“We were drugged, obviously,” said
Kenobi.“Why would they risk losing the ransom?” Skywalker asked.“The deal appears to have
changed. They must be trying to triple their payday.”“A shrewd observation, Master Kenobi.”I took
a small joy in their surprise at being with me in my cell.“Oh, great. It’s you,” groaned Skywalker.“I
did warn you these pirates were devious,” I replied. “You will notice our shackles are bound
together. I have tried to separate us to no avail.”“It’s bad enough we have to be in the same cell,”
snapped Skywalker, “but could you at least spare me the sound of your constant chatter?”“And
while I hold my tongue, the two of you will devise a brilliant strategy for getting off this
godforsaken planet?” I asked with no small dose of sarcasm.“Yes!” they replied
together.“Excellent,” I said. Leave it to the Jedi to believe I actually had confidence in them.Of
course it was neither Skywalker nor Kenobi who freed us from imprisonment. It was I who
managed it.It happened like this. Our Weequay guard wandered off, leaving a plate of fruit he
had been enjoying on a small table. I stretched out with my senses and began to rotate the
plate.Naturally, young Skywalker could not resist the opportunity to show off his stupidity.“Don’t
you think our priority should be escape first, eat second?” he said.Unbelievable how the Jedi
Order had declined in my absence. In my day, I trained Rael Averross and Qui-Gon Jinn. Now
they saddled Kenobi with this fool.“Do control your protégé’s insolence so I can concentrate,” I
told Kenobi.“Control your insolence,” Kenobi said to his apprentice. But his reprimand was
tempered when he mocked me by adding, “The Count is concentrating.”I ignored them both.
They soon saw my true goal. Along with the fruit, a knife sat upon the plate. It was the knife that I
was after. I lifted it into the air. It was all I could do to restrain myself from sending the blade
plunging into either of their smug throats, but that was not my intended purpose.Rather, I slid the
knife into the control slot, and our prison door opened.Even Kenobi had to admit that it was
“most impressive.”We exited our cell and crept down the corridor. I was first, then Kenobi, then
Skywalker. Although we were free of our prison, we were still bound together at the wrists. It was
an awkward and vexing experience.“We do know where we’re going, don’t we?” asked
Skywalker.“Hush, Anakin,” his master replied. Then to me, he said, “Do we know where we’re
going?”“Quiet,” I admonished them both. A guard stood before a door. Before he could react, I
kicked him quickly and then struck him savagely as he fell. He dropped to the ground,
unconscious.“I was brought this way when I was captured,” I explained. “It was open then.”“I



found the door key,” said Skywalker, retrieving it from the fallen guard.I was dimly aware of
another of those annoying monkey-lizards—or perhaps it was the same one as before—but it
quickly scampered off, so I gave it no further thought.“This is the way to the hangar,” I
explained.“Yes, but are you sure it’s safe?” asked Kenobi.“The key works,” said Skywalker,
sliding it into the control slot.“Is it safe?” Kenobi repeated.“Of course it is,” I said.I had spoken too
soon. The door opened on seven Weequay, who quickly drew their blaster rifles.Behind us, that
cursed monkey-lizard reappeared. It was leading four more Weequay, who moved to block our
retreat. I regretted not crushing the creature earlier. Perhaps all Kowakian monkey-lizards should
be exterminated for the good of the galaxy.“Hold it right there, Jedi,” one of the the Weequay
called.“I am no Jedi,” I reminded them. Not that it mattered. We were all dragged back to our cell
just the same, and this time we were bound back to back to back in a triangle. There were
guards outside, and two guards inside, along with a very disappointed Hondo Ohnaka.“What to
do? What to do? What to do?” mused Ohnaka. “I don’t want to kill you, necessarily. In fact, you
seem like decent fellows. Even you, Count. This is just business, and once I get my money, we
can go back to being friends. It’s very simple. Now, try not to complicate things by breaking out
again.”Ohnaka took his leave, his guards following him out.“We have to get out of here before the
Republic arrives with the ransom,” said Kenobi.“For once,” I said, “I agree with you.”It was not
long, indeed, before we made our second attempt at escape. The opportunity came when one of
our two guards again wandered off, leaving a sole Weequay outside our cell.“You do not want to
stand guard,” Kenobi said to him.“I do not want to stand guard,” the Weequay repeated.“You
want to deactivate the cell bars and go out drinking,” said Kenobi. It is my opinion that Kenobi is
overly fond of the mind trick, especially if it allows him to avoid getting his hands dirty. But I was
content to let him use it, rather than blend my own superior intellect with the inferior mind of our
guard. I watched as the Jedi used his meager powers to predictable effect on the weak-willed
buffoon.“I want to deactivate the cell bars and go out drinking,” replied the guard. The Weequay
smiled broadly. Obviously, this was something he would much prefer to do, even without the
influence of the mind trick. It took very little effort on Kenobi’s part to sway him. The guard
deactivated our bars and left rapidly.“Not bad,” said Skywalker.“Yes, most impressive, Master
Kenobi,” I added. However, my tone of voice clearly indicated that I felt he did not deserve high
praise for a small contrivance that anyone with a passing knowledge of the Force could
accomplish. Nonetheless, we were free.This time, young Skywalker led the way. I walked slowly,
attempting to move with more stealth than in our previous escape attempt.“Hurry it up, Dooku,”
said Kenobi, misunderstanding my intent. He gave me a push, shoving me behind a cargo
container. I opened my mouth to object to this indignity, then I saw the reason for his action. We
hid as a guard crossed our path. When the Weequay was gone, we continued. But the young
Jedi could not let the chance for one of his imbecilic jokes pass by.“You should be more patient,
Master,” said Skywalker. “After all, the Count is an elderly gentleman and doesn’t move like he
used to.”“I suppose you’re right,” Kenobi agreed.Their facile humor was nearly more than I could
bear.“I would kill you both right now,” I said, “if I did not have to drag your bodies.”Sadly, our



escape was not to be without incident. We tripped a hidden alarm and, sirens blaring, were soon
running for our lives.As might be expected, the Jedi fled without thought or plan, so it was left to
me to hinder our pursuers. I reached out to a stack of shipping containers and used the Force to
send them tumbling into our captors’ path. Then Skywalker kicked open an outer door and we
tumbled to the hot desert ground outside.“Now we just have to get beyond that wall,” said
Kenobi, stating the obvious.Skywalker grabbed a pole, and assisted by the Force, we all used it
to vault into the sky. For a moment, we were in harmony, two Jedi and a Sith in perfect
synchronicity.But the boy’s jump fell short. Alas, shackled as I was to the others, I was limited by
their weak efforts.Skywalker, in the lead, was the only one to grab the wall. We dangled from our
bonds below him.“This is not going well,” Skywalker cried, betraying the same tendency to state
the obvious as his master.“Don’t let them get away!” I heard a Weequay shout, and then a
blaster bolt zipped over my head. The shot severed the cord that bound me to Kenobi. For a
moment, I fell.Remarkably, Kenobi caught me. I would not have done the same for him.“Hey,
what are you guys doing?” Skywalker shouted at the renewed strain of our combined weight.
“You’re too heavy. I can’t do it.”We had to swing back and forth, like an ungainly pendulum on a
string, to avoid further blaster bolts. Most undignified.“Drop Dooku!” Skywalker shouted. Perhaps
the young Jedi had more sense than his master possessed.But the shooting stopped abruptly.
Then, from the wall above, I heard the voice of Hondo Ohnaka.“I guess this means we won’t be
friends?” the Weequay pirate said.And so it was back to our cell a second time.“We have to find
a way out of here before Senator Kharrus and Jar Jar arrive,” whined Kenobi. As you know,
Kharrus was the Gran politician who served as the senator of Kinyen. Together with that walking
embarrassment, the Gungan known as Junior Representative Jar Jar Binks, he was coming on
behalf of the Republic to deliver the ransom for the Jedi, as well as to take me captive for the
Republic. As unpleasant as the situation was, I must say that I delighted in Kenobi’s admission. I
might face imprisonment should I be handed over to the Republic, but the Jedi Master feared
something worse—embarrassment.“I think it’s time to lose the dead weight,” said Skywalker,
meaning, of course, me. It was yet another hint of a most un-Jedi-like temperament lurking in the
boy’s psyche. As it happened, they did abandon me, though through no efforts of their own. A
guard entered and commanded the Jedi to accompany him. The Jedi were led away, while I was
left in the cell.While I was glad to be rid of their irksome company, I did wonder at what led to our
separation. Perhaps freed of their scruples and their weaknesses, I might be better able to
escape on my own. I sat down to meditate upon a successful means of extricating myself from
the cell, but as it turned out, there was no need. The Force, ever my ally, came to my rescue
once again.The power in the complex suddenly went out, the barrier to our cell winking off.I did
not hesitate to take advantage of my good fortune. Stepping from my prison, I strangled the lone
guard with the very cord that bound my wrists. Then I quietly made my way down the hallway.But
my caution was unnecessary. There was a commotion in the main room. I gathered from the
sounds of battle that the Jedi had escaped. Doubtless they had been freed by the same power
failure and recovered their lightsabers, and were now battling their way to freedom.I managed to



exit the complex unnoticed, but discovered that something else was occurring. Something
beyond the Ohnaka Gang’s squabble with the Jedi.I spotted two Weequay sneaking away from
the fight and instead heading for the attack shuttle. What were they up to?“We’re leaving without
the spice?” said one in a nervous voice.“It won’t be long until Hondo figures out what’s
happened,” replied the other.Ah. It was instantly clear to me that these Weequay had deceived
their leader. They had planned some sort of double cross that had gone afoul. Perhaps they had
even tried to secure the ransom for themselves alone. Though I did not understand the specifics,
doubtless the hitch in their plans was somehow related to the loss of power and they were now
seeking to flee. But their intended means of escape would become my own.Reaching out with
the Force, I gripped the throat of the stronger one. As he sputtered in my grasp, I made him draw
his blaster and point it at his fellow.“What are you doing?” his cowardly companion cried. I gave
him his answer. Squeezing my finger, the Weequay tightened his grip on the trigger.A single
shot, and the nervous Weequay fell over dead. Then I closed my fist and crushed the throat of
the other. I released the Weequay’s lifeless body to fall to the Florrum sands.It was a small
matter then to avail myself of their ship. Away I flew, thinking that one day I might repay this
planet for the inconvenience it had caused me, but pleased for the moment to be leaving
Florrum and all its aggravation behind.And now, my master, you know the whole story. It would
be tempting to view this entire excursion as a ridiculous waste of time. But it did afford me the
opportunity to study our opponents close up and at length. Kenobi is as soft-hearted as ever, a
weakness we can no doubt exploit. But his former apprentice is different. He was frequently
impatient, rash, hot-tempered—qualities that could prove his undoing. But he also showed a
most un-Jedi-like willingness to sacrifice me on several occasions. It was at these times that I
sensed a hint of anger inside young Skywalker, an anger that, if properly stoked, could be used
for our benefit. So perhaps my humiliations have some value after all.Humiliations. Hmmm.On
second thought, I think that I would rather not share further details of my embarrassment with
you. You already know too much about this regrettable incident. It was merely a ridiculous waste
of time. Nothing more.Computer, delete this holorecording.HOLORECORDING DELETED
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Mario A. Escamilla, “Fantastic novelizations and I loved the all-new story!. This book is
comprised of 11 short stories, each one a novelization of an episode or arc from The Clone
Wars (except one, more details later).The authors are a mix of returning writers (Jason Fry,
Zoraida Cordova, Rebecca Roanhorse and others), with newcomers to the galaxy such as
Preeti Chhibber, Yoon Ha Lee and others, including Dave Filoni's wife, E. Anne Convery.Picking
11 arcs out of the entire series must have been nearly impossible, but the choices were made to
highlight specific characters, Yoda, Anakin, Obi-Wan, Ahsoka, Asajj Ventress, Maul, Dooku, etc.
and they work well in general.As novelizations themselves, they add another point of view,
sometimes new information but in general all were very good.The exception to the rule is "Bug",
Convery's tale about a small outcast girl who befriends a Dathomir witch on the run after the
coven's destruction, which I found fascinating.In short, this is a very good collection of stories, if
you're a fan of the characters or the TV series you definitely will not be disappointed.”

M. Moseley, “One new story, many retellings. The last story in the book, "Bug," was apparently
not included in the advance copies, which is a shame since it is the only original story, and it's a
good one. This Clone Wars anthology, intended for middle grade children, consists mostly of
retellings of Star Wars: The Clone Wars episodes.That doesn't mean there's little new here to
enjoy. Most of the stories offer a new take or some new insight. In "Dark Vengeance," for
example, we are treated to Maul monologuing about his favorite subject, Obi-Wan Kenobi.
"Kenobi's Shadow," a retelling of "The Lawless," gives us a real glimpse at the anger - teetering
toward the Dark side - Obi-Wan feels at the climactic event of that episode. It's a perfect thematic
accompaniment to Maul's chapter. Other stories give readers a look at Yoda's musings on the
clones, Padme's struggle to voice the war's toll on the Republic, and Ventress' search for
direction after Dooku's betrayal, just to name three.As I mentioned previously, the last story in
the book, called "Bug," is original, and it's probably my favorite of the bunch. It concerns the
events of the episode "Massacre," but the story is very much its own tale. If you're a fan of the
Nightsisters and Dathomir, you won't want to miss it!The audio version of this title is a great
listen, as many actors from The Clone Wars series voice their respective characters' chapters.All
in all, this is a nice collection of stories for younger readers, and would be a nice introduction to
the prequel era or The Clone Wars series. However, there are things to make longtime fans
smile, too.”

Mike S., “An alternate take on episodes of the Clone Wars animated series. The Clone Wars:
Stories of Light and Dark is a collection of short stories from several authors who have written
Star Wars novels over the years. Each story retells at least a portion of one of the Clone Wars
animated series episodes from a point of view of one of the characters (not necessarily one of
the main characters) in the episode. Sometimes that is from a "good guy's" point of view and



sometimes from one of the "bad guy's" point of view. So, if you have not seen the Clone Wars
animated series, and plan on watching it, do not read this first as it will spoil some of the
episodes, including major plot lines or events that occurred in the series.The book is one of the
novels that fall into the young adult category, but it is written well enough that adults can easily
enjoy it. It does a good job fleshing out some of the story arcs and the characters and continues
to bolster the quality of the Clone Wars era of canon material, which, in my opinion, made the
prequels better when seen through the lens of the Clone Wars stories. It is fairly short, about 265
pages, and is a quick read. It can easily be read in a day if you have time to devote to it, or over
the course of a few days. Depending, of course, on how quickly you read. It is a must for hard-
core fans of the animated series, and something that is nice to read for everyone else.”

L Schultz, “Great book for all ages. This is a great YA book, in a similar vein to From a Certain
Point of View, but taking key episodes of The Clone Wars and re-writing then from a different first
person.There are a couple of little nods to the OT “I’m here to rescue you!” (as one example) and
the episodes selected were all fairly iconic in the series.The great thing about this is that you
don’t have to have watched TCW to enjoy this. Each shirt story stands its own ground.Without
going into any spoilers, the short stories give great insight into the thoughts emotions and
mindsets of the characters, adding richness to some of the episodes (if you recognise them) and
depth to the prequel trilogy if you haven’t watched TCW.The artwork for each story is gorgeous,
and the book itself is beautiful.This would also be a great way of getting younger kids to
readOverall, a really solid read, with some fantastic stories”

Skyler Kyriu, “Insight. Reading books in first person as opposed to third person is always more
enjoyable for insight into the character's mind, especially when it comes to your favourite
characters. This book gets straight into the best storylines, and reliving the corresponding
episodes is even more fun when you know what was going through their heads at the time. The
writing style of each author is competent, but given that each author has their own unique
character to write for makes it a little unfair to judge. Though I wouldn't say any storyline is boring
or let down by their take on it. Although, the Ahsoka chapter is disappointingly not about her, but
rather a young Jedi under her protection.For those looking to do character studies I would
recommend it, for obvious reasons. For those looking to enjoy as much Clone Wars content as
possible now that the show is over I couldn't recommend it more. The only gripe I have about this
story, is that the audio book isn't available in England. So this book is really the only way you can
enjoy it.”

Ebook Tops Reader, “Great Star Wars book. Haven't gotten through the book fully yet but love it,
the cover, the stories and it arrived in great time too!”

charlotte jane thomas, “Perfect.. This book is perfect for any keen starwars fans my son loves it.”



L. A. Rookyard, “great book. Excellent delivery time. Great book. Great service”

The book by Lou Anders has a rating of  5 out of 4.7. 939 people have provided feedback.
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