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20'TH CENTURY FOX LOGO AND THEME

LUCASFILM LTD. LOGO
EXT. SPACE (FX) 

TITLE CARD: A long time ago in a galaxy far, far away...
A vast sea of stars serves as the backdrop for the main title.  War drums echo through the heavens as a rollup slowly crawls into infinity…

                                         Episode VII

                                 HEIR TO THE EMPIRE 

                                             Five years have passed since the 

                                  fall of the evil Emperor Palpatine.

                                  A NEW REPUBLIC now rules over

                                  the galaxy, as the former Empire

                                  has been reduced to a quarter of

                                  its’ former size. 
                                  Luke Skywalker continues to 

                                  fulfill his destiny as a Jedi Knight,

                                  while Han Solo and Princess Leia

                                  have married and are expecting twins,

                                  both strong in the Force. 

                                  But at the edge of the galaxy’s

                                  Unknown Regions, the last of the

                                  Empire’s dreaded Grand Admirals

                                  has reunited and strengthened the

                                  remnants of the Imperial Starfleet…

PAN DOWN TO: 

EXT. GALAXY

A vast, beautiful starfield, with the ghostly contrail of a nebula in the far distance. A large Imperial Star Destroyer rumbles overhead, with a pair of TIE fighters and interceptors flying in close formation beneath it. 

INT. GRAND ADMIRAL THRAWN’S QUARTERS

A large, dark room, dominated by a chair hanging via a huge mechanical arm from the ceiling. A humanoid form is visible, with his back to the camera. A grouping of glowing holographic art is placed at strategic areas in the room. A hiss, and a door at the far end of the room opens. A middle-aged man in Imperial officer’s uniform walks in, a datapad crooked under one arm. Alongside him is a small grey creature wearing hunter’s clothing. The creature curls its’ lip, showing fangs. The officer walks up to a point a few feet from the chair as the creature guards the door. A cultured voice comes from the humanoid in the chair. 

VOICE: What do you think of this display, Captain Pellaeon? 

PELLAEON: (not really interested) Very...interesting, sir. 

VOICE: All holographic, of course. The originals are on worlds now held by the Rebellion. Your report? 

Pellaeon takes another step forward and looks over the datapad. 

PELLAEON: Yes, sir.... The scouts have returned from their raid on the Obroa-Skai system. The commander claims he got at least a partial dump from the planet’s central library computer.  

VOICE: Pursuit? 

PELLAEON: Some. The wing commander claims that he lost them. 

VOICE: No. No, I don’t think he has. 

PELLAEON: I have the TIEs on standby. Shall I go to red alert, sir? 

VOICE: Not just yet. Tell me, do you study art? 

PELLAEON: I’ve.... never taken the time, sir.

VOICE: You should. Note those Saffa paintings on your left. Notice how the style changes, after they made first contact with the Thenngora? 

Close shot of the glowing holographic Saffa paintings.

PELLAEON: (blase about it)  Hmm. Admiral, shouldn’t we --  

Alarms ring through the room, and the room goes red. 

TROOPER: (over comm, panicked) Bridge to Grand Admiral Thrawn! We’re under attack, sir! 

At last, the chair turns as the camera zooms in on the humanoid form on the chair. We get our first good look at Grand Admiral Thrawn. He is blue-skinned but quite humanoid, dapper and smooth, wearing a white Imperial admiral’s uniform with gold shoulder epaulets. His eyes are crimson and glow with an inner light. Thrawn presses a comm control on his arm of his chair. 

THRAWN: This is Thrawn. Go to red alert and tell me what we’ve got. Calmly if possible. 

TROOPER: Four Frigates plus three X-Wing squadrons on intercept course.  

PELLAEON: Damn. Prepare to jump to -- 

THRAWN: (lifts hand) Belay that. Raise shields and launch fighters. (turns in chair) Tactical screen on. 

As the camera pans, the holo-paintings disappear from the room. A large holographic rectangle appears before Thrawn and Pellaeon, and a schematic of the coming fight appears on the rectangle. 

THRAWN: Send three TIEs to attack.

EXT. SPACE

Three TIE Fighters soar out from the Star Destroyer’s hangar and zoom past the camera. The camera pans to follow them as they arc toward four Rebel Frigates. X-Wings meet the TIEs halfway there, briefly battle with them, then destroys the three Imperial fighters. 

INT. THRAWN’S QUARTERS

Pellaeon winces as the TIEs wink off the tactical display. Thrawn puts his gloved hands together in a steeple. 

THRAWN: Thank you. Bridge, I want a 20-degree port yaw rotation. Launch other squadrons when ready. 

PELLAEON: A Marg Sabl closure manuever? They’re not going to fall for that -- 

THRAWN: On the contrary, Captain. Watch and learn.

EXT. SPACE 

More TIEs, almost four dozen, howl out of the hangar bay as the Destroyer begins to turn to port. The TIEs fly out toward the Rebel ships and engage them in battle, skirting the Frigate’s sides and attacking the hangars, blowing up starfighters as they launch. The X-Wings attempt to pick off the TIEs, only to be attacked from behind by additional fighters. 

INT. THRAWN’S QUARTERS

Pellaeon stares at the display, incredulous and confused. 

PELLAEON: What are they doing?!?
THRAWN: The only defense that the Elom captain of that task force is psychologically capable of. The Elom simply cannot handle the structure of a Marg Sabl. 

PELLAEON: (pointing at the screen) You could tell all that from...?? 

THRAWN: Learn about art, Captain. When you understand a species’ art... you understand the species.

EXT. SPACE

TIE Bombers have now joined the other Imperial squadrons. Nearly all the Rebel fighters are gone, destroyed. The Bombers unleash heavy space bombs at the Frigates, which explode on the large vessels’ sides. In a fiery chain-reaction, the Frigates explode one-by-one. 

INT. THRAWN’S QUARTERS

Pellaeon is awed and more than a little impressed at Thrawn’s cunning. The Grand Admiral ignores the tactical display, however, as he reads from the datapad. He presses the comm button again. 

THRAWN: Bridge, this is Thrawn. As soon as our fighters are aboard, set course for the planet Myrkr. Coordinates to follow. 

Thrawn deactivates the tactical display as Pellaeon turns toward him. 

PELLAEON: What is on Myrkr, sir?  

Thrawn presses some buttons on the console arm, and the tactical display is replaced by an image of a bluish-green world. A list of statistics scroll alongside the holoplanet. 

THRAWN: The first piece of the puzzle, Captain. Ever since it was discovered three centuries ago, the Jedi and the Old Republic left this planet strictly alone.... and now, the wonderful library resources of Obroa-Skai has informed me as to why. The other piece of the puzzle lies on a planet called Wayland. 

PELLAEON: And what puzzle is that, sir? 

THRAWN: (quietly pleased) The only puzzle worth solving, of course. The complete, total destruction of the Rebellion. 

Pellaeon slowly smiles at this. 

EXT. SPACE

The Star Destroyer rumbles out into space, as the victorious TIEs fly toward it for docking. 

WIPE TO: 

EXT. TATOOINE – NIGHT

A long, high shot of the desert planet of Tatooine at night. A small hut can be seen perched on a high cliffside – the home of Obi-Wan Kenobi. The camera slowly zooms in on this. 

INT. BEN’S HOME – NIGHT

The only light in the place is from the crackling fireplace. Luke Skywalker walks in from the side, dressed in the brown robe of a Jedi Knight. In one corner of the room, the spectral image of Obi-Wan appears. The image seems weak, rippling. 

LUKE: Hello, Ben. It’s been a long time. 

BEN: It has indeed. And it shall be longer still until the next time. I have come to say goodbye. 

LUKE: What? What do you mean, goodbye?!?

BEN: The distances separating us have become too great for me to appear to you in any way other than in your dreams. And even now, this last path is being closed to me. 

LUKE: You can’t leave us, Ben. I need you!

BEN: (shaking his head) You don’t need me anymore, Luke. You are a Jedi, strong in the Force. And in time, you will grow stronger still. (sigh) I have tarried here too long, and can no longer delay my journey from this life.... to what lies beyond. 

Luke is saddened by this pronouncement. 

LUKE: I will miss you. 

BEN: It is the way of all life to move on after a time. You too will face this same journey one day. 

(pause) You have done well, Luke. The Empire is destroyed, your father redeemed. But the Dark Side is still powerful, and will still seek to upset the balance of the Force. Never forget that. 

LUKE: I won’t. 

BEN: You will yet face many dangers. But you will find new allies, in times and places you expect them least. 

LUKE: New allies? Who? 

Ben smiles, as if knowing an especially funny secret. 

BEN: You’ll find out. (pause, then solemn) And now, farewell. I loved you as a student.... as a friend...and as a son. Until we meet again... may the Force be with you. 

The ghost of Ben slowly fades away with the last words. A tear streaks down Luke’s face as he looks around the deserted hut. 

LUKE: I’m all alone now. The last of the Jedi. 

Ben’s voice echoes, as if from a great distance. 

BEN: The last of the old Jedi, Luke…and the first…of the new…

The screen goes white – 

INT. LUKE’S BEDROOM – CORUSCANT 

-- and Luke bolts upright in bed, shirtless and sweaty. Luke takes a moment to get his breath, then considers Ben’s words. 

EXT. BALCONY – LUKE”S APARTMENT – CORUSCANT – DAWN

Now wearing casual clothes, Luke walks out onto the balcony of his apartment on the city-world of Coruscant. He watches the traffic far below, cradling a steaming cup. He seems thoughtful, and slightly sad. A moment, and then a familiar sight totters up behind him – the golden droid See-Threepio. 

THREEPIO: Master Luke? Are you all right, sir? 

LUKE: (looks up) I’m okay, Threepio. I’m... (looks out again) I’m just missing Ben. 

THREEPIO: (a pause) He was always very kind to me. And to Artoo, of course. 

LUKE: (smiles) You have a unique perspective on the universe, Threepio. 

The droid misunderstands his words, and reacts in fright.

THREEPIO: Oh dear! I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to --

LUKE: (laughs) No, no, it’s all right. In fact, you may have just delivered Ben’s last lesson to me.

THREEPIO: Sir? 

Luke waves his arm out at the bustling skyline. 

LUKE: Governments are important. And so are planets. But sift everything down...and they’re all made of people. 

THREEPIO: (a moment) Oh. 

LUKE: (clasps Threepio’s shoulder) In other words, I shouldn’t get so wrapped up in galactic affairs that I forget about individual people. Or droids. 

THREEPIO: I see, sir. 

Threepio turns to go. 

LUKE: Oh, why’d you come up here? 

THREEPIO: Princess Leia sent me. She was worried about you.  She.... ‘sensed’ .....that you were upset.

LUKE: (amused) Showoff. Tell her to stop worrying about me and get some sleep. Those mood swings she gets are bad enough when she isn’t tired. 

THREEPIO: Of course, sir. 

LUKE: And tell her I love her. 

THREEPIO: Indeed I will.

Threepio walks back into the apartment. Luke starts to follow him, then pauses and looks out at the city as the sun starts to rise. He smiles, and heads into the apartment as a pair of X-Wings fly overhead. 

WIPE TO: 

EXT. MYRKR – FOREST BASE – DAY

A pastoral forest, with lovely mountains visible on the horizon. Nestled between the trees in an open area is a small, militaristic base. In the distance, a medium-size freighter rises from behind trees and heads skyward. A slight wind blows through the trees as various people walk across the base. One, a woman wearing a turban and goggles, and a skintight black bodysuit, ducks into a stone building. 

INT. FOREST BASE – DINING ROOM 

The woman walks into an austere dining room, where a longhaired man in lumberjack-style clothing is seated and eating. Alongside the bearded man is a hulking, dog-like animal with an almost-reptilian face. The man looks up and speaks with a gravelly whiskey-soaked voice. 

MAN: Ah. Mara Jade. Have a seat and grab a plate. 

The woman pulls down her turban, revealing a thirty-something beauty with slightly exotic features, and a long mane of fiery red hair. She moves to the table and sits opposite the middle-aged man. 

MARA: You asked me to join you for dinner. Not often one gets to eat with the boss. 

MAN: It’s not what you think. It’s just business. 

The dog-creature gives off a laughing growl. The man smirks as well, and chucks a piece of his meal at the dog-creature, who snaps it up. 

MAN: You heard me right, Drang. Go on, your dinner is waiting in the kitchen. Hurry up before Sturm eats it all. 

The dog-creature slinks off as Mara starts to chow down.

MARA: Just business? Mighty nice for a business meal. 

MAN: (raises a wine glass) Especially when discussing a promotion -- yours, to be precise. (on her look) I’ve had my eye on you for a while now. You’re one of the best smugglers I have ever seen, and I want you to be my second in command.  

Mara doesn’t answer. 

TALON: You don’t have to answer now. Take your time, ask around. They’ll tell you I don’t lie to my people. 

MARA: Well, if I do say yes, I’m going to be swinging my authority around. I have some ideas about reorganizing –

A beeping under her last words.  A wall monitor comes to life, revealing a burly bearded man wearing a headset. 

MAN: Aves? What is it?  

AVES: (on screen) A Star Destroyer just made orbit. Torve reads her as the ISD Chimaera. They’ve just launched two shuttles, both heading for the forest near us. 

MAN: Hail them. 

AVES: (a beat) Go. 

MAN: ISD Chimaera, this is Talon Karrde. Can I be of any help to you? 

A beat, then Captain Pellaeon appears on the screen seated inside a shuttle cockpit.

PELLAEON: This is Captain Gilad Pellaeon. What do you want? 

TALON: Oh, just being neighborly. Wondering if Grand Admiral Thrawn maybe needed a hand. 

PELLAEON: (beat, then evasive) Who’s that?

TALON: Oh yeah, I’m not supposed to know about him. Or of that cute little raid he did at Obroa-Skai. 

PELLAEON: (gritting his teeth) Get to the point. 

TALON: If he’s after what I think he’s after, you’re not going to be able to just pull ‘em off the trees. They’ll die. 

PELLAEON: And I suppose you’re willing to show us the proper way to remove them. For a price. 

TALON: No price. Like I said -- just being neighborly. 

PELLAEON: (beat, then tightly) You’ll be supplied with our landing coordinates. 

The screen goes off. Mara has been viewing the conversation with interest.

MARA: You don’t really think they’re here just for those ugly things? 

TALON: Doubt it. It’d be overkill on a single Jedi. 

Mara’s expression suddenly becomes distant. And bitter. 

MARA: Maybe it’s not for Skywalker. Maybe they’ve found another. 

TALON: Maybe...

Talon studies Mara’s face carefully. She notices and devotes her full attention to the meal. 

WIPE TO: 

EXT. SPACE – OVER WAYLAND 

The Chimaera flies in orbit around the blue-green world glimpsed earlier. An Imperial shuttle launches from the docking bay and arcs down toward the planet. 

EXT. WAYLAND – CITY
An advanced-looking city sits at the foot of a huge mountain. The shuttle flies overhead, circles around, and comes to a landing at a clearing inside the city. 

PELLAEON: (V.O.) You seem certain that the guardian of Mount Tantiss will be a Dark Jedi. 

THRAWN: (V.O.) Who else would the Emperor have chosen to protect his private warehouse?

EXT. CLEARING

The shuttle’s ramp lowers with a hiss. After a moment, Thrawn steps down the ramp followed by Pellaeon and the grey creature. All three carry a yellowish amphibian, something like a multi-eyed salamander, strapped into each of their backpacks. The three step off the shuttle into the empty clearing, and see no signs of life anywhere around them. As the grey creature looks around while wielding a huge blaster rifle, Thrawn lifts a megaphone to his mouth.    

THRAWN: This is Grand Admiral Thrawn of the Galactic Empire. Who will take me to the Guardian? 

OFFSCREEN VOICE: I will. 

The group looks across the clearing. A shadowy figure in a brown robe, his face obscured by a hood, faces them. He turns and walks toward the distant mountain. 

ROBED MAN: Follow me. 

The group, glancing at each other, sets off after him.

EXT. MOUNTAINSIDE

The four walk up a set of stone steps carved into the lower mountainside toward a door into the mountain’s interior. 

INT. CRYPT

The four walk through the door into a large, dark room. It is lit both by the open door and by rows of candles lit and burning across the room. At the room’s center is a black slab, unmistakably a tomb. Thrawn, Pellaeon and the creature walk toward the tomb as the robed man stands beside the door. 

THRAWN: I see. He is dead then. 

ROBED MAN: Yes. 

Thrawn looks around at the candles. 

THRAWN: The people must have honored him greatly. 

The robed man removes his hood, revealing an old man with white hair and beard. 

ROBED MAN: Hardly. These candles mark the graves of every offworlder who came here since his death. 

The creature snarls and aims his large rifle at the robed man. A tense moment for the creature and Pellaeon, though Thrawn seems unperturbed. 

THRAWN: And how did they die? 

ROBED MAN: I killed them. Just as I now kill you. 

The robed man suddenly unleashes a torrent of electric-blue Force lightning from his fingers -- but the lightning stops a few feet short of Thrawn and the others, crackling around a field of some kind. After a moment, the lightning stops. The old man is astonished.

ROBED MAN: You are not Jedi…!!! How do you do this?!? 

THRAWN: Join us and you will learn. And you will also learn how you will gain more power than you ever imagined. 

ROBED MAN: I want to know how you defeated my attack!! NOW!!!

A beat, and then Thrawn gestures to the creature on his back. 

THRAWN: Very well. These creatures on our backs are called Ysalamiri -- and they possess the unique ability to repel the Force. 

The old man is fascinated by this, and strokes the scaly Ysalamiri on Thrawn’s back. 

ROBED MAN: I’ve never heard of such a thing. How is it possible? 

THRAWN: I don’t know. That it works is enough for me. 

ROBED MAN: Working to defeat my power, you mean. 

The old man stalks off. Thrawn calls after him. 

THRAWN: I wanted a fair chance to talk to the Guardian. What is your name? 

ROBED MAN: My name is Master Joruus C’Baoth. 

Pellaeon’s jaw drops. 

PELLAEON: Jorus C’baoth?!? But he’s –

Thrawn throws a sharp look at the captain. 

THRAWN: Shh. Not now. 

C’BAOTH: So, you wanted a chance to talk to the Guardian. And now you’re willing to talk to me. What do you want? 

THRAWN: All in good time. Once I’ve had a chance to search the Emperor’s warehouse. 

C’BAOTH: So go have a look at the Emperor’s toys. I obviously can’t stop you. 

THRAWN: I would also like the aid of a Jedi Master like yourself. 

C’BAOTH: (doesn’t look back at him) I have all the power I want or need. Leave now. 

THRAWN: I want your help. And I will have it. 

C’BAOTH: Or what? Your Noghri there will kill me? It’d be amusing to watch him try. 

He indicates the grey creature beside Thrawn. 

C’BAOTH: Yes, I know what you are -- one of the Emperor’s private Death commandos.  

The creature grumbles. Thrawn glares at the old man. 

THRAWN: Very well. Presumably you have a Jedi apprentice. Perhaps I can ask his help. 

A haunted look comes into C’Baoth’s eyes. 

C’BAOTH: There are no other Jedi left. Vader and the Emperor killed them all.

THRAWN: Not all. There are two new Jedi -- Luke Skywalker, and his sister Leia Organa-Solo. 

C’Baoth turns toward Thrawn. He is intrigued – but not quite enough. 

C’BAOTH: And what is that to me? 

THRAWN: I can give them to you. Think about it. Two new Jedi, to mold in your image. And with them comes a bonus -- I’ve received word that Leia is pregnant. With twins. 

That gets C’Baoth’s attention. 

C’BAOTH: JEDI twins?!?

THRAWN: They have the potential. Of course, what they become.... would be up to you. 

C’Baoth considers this for a moment. Suspenseful music builds...

C’BAOTH: Take me to your ship. 

WIPE TO:

EXT. CORUSCANT – DAY 

Establishing shot of the Republic capitol, gleaming and beautiful in the bright sunshine. 

ACKBAR: (V.O) So once again, your smuggler friends refuse to commit themselves? 

INT. COUNCIL ROOM 

A circular room, dominated by a huge round table. Seated around the table are New Republic Chief of State Mon Mothma, looking over some papers; Admiral Ackbar, wearing a formal black uniform; Han Solo, wearing his usual smuggler clothes; Borsk Fey’lya, a camel-faced furry Bothan in formal clothes; and Councilor Leia Organa-Solo. A huge picture window behind the table opens to reveal the Coruscant skyline. Han looks at Ackbar with exasperation. 

HAN: It’s not about commitment, Admiral. They get more money by smuggling goods than just straight shipping. They don’t see the point in working for us. 

FEY’LYA: Or they just don’t trust us? 

Han winces at Fey’lya melodic voice. 

HAN: (grudgingly) They do think it’s a trap. To lure them out in the open. 

ACKBAR: Because of me, of course. Aren’t you tired of retaking the same territory, Councilor Fey’lya? 

FEY’LYA: I just don’t see the point in sending Captain Solo on these recruiting missions if they’re pre-doomed to failure. 

HAN: They’re NOT predoomed to failure. Give ‘em time to think about it, they’ll come around -- 

Mon Mothma hits a gavel on the table, cutting off the growing argument. All eyes turn to her. 

MON MOTHMA: What the smugglers are waiting for… is what the galaxy is waiting for. The formal reestablishment of the laws and principles of the Old Republic. That is our primary task, Councilors.... to become the New Republic in fact as well as name. Captain Solo, thank you for your efforts. This meeting is adjourned. 

She bangs the gavel again, and everyone gets up from his or her seats. Han has to help Leia up, as she is about six-months pregnant and very huge for that stage. Leia smiles and kisses Han on the cheek at his gallantry.  

INT. IMPERIAL PALACE CORRIDOR – CORUSCANT

Leia carries a folder under her arm, while Han holds the other. They make their way down a wide white corridor towards a set of turbolifts. 

HAN: I take it things were rough before they called me in? 

LEIA: You said it. Another of Ackbar and Fey’lya’s little dogfights. Thanks to that Obroa-Skai raid, Fey’lya’s saying the job of Military Commander in Chief is just too much for Ackbar to handle. 

HAN: Yeah, but not too much for him to handle, right? 

LEIA: Well, he said -- 

MON MOTHMA: (O.S.) Leia?  A word with you, please? 

Mon Mothma hurries up to the two as they wait at the turbolift. 

LEIA: Yes, Mon Mothma? 

MON MOTHMA: I was just wondering if Luke was coming with you to Bimmisaari or not. 

LEIA:  He is. (to Han) I didn’t get a chance to tell you -- the Bimms are rather hero-oriented. They invited him too. (to Mon Mothma) We’d better get going. 

MON MOTHMA: Have a safe trip. And good luck.

Leia nods as the turbolift doors open. She and Han walk inside the turbolift as Mon Mothma walks offscreen. 

LEIA: You, me, Chewie, Luke and the droids -- just like old times, huh? 

Han doesn’t seem too enthusiastic. 

HAN: Yeah. Sure. Just like old times.

The turbolift doors close. 

EXT. SPACE – NEAR BIMMISAARI

Wide shot of the Millenium Falcon as it flies toward a distant greenish world. 

EXT. BIMMISAARI

The Falcon flies peacefully over beautiful green prairies, toward a ramshackle town that seems almost a throwback to a medieval castle. In the center of the town are two tall buildings connected by a mid-air bridge. The pirate starship comes to a landing on a landing platform built into the town walls. On the streets, various strange-looking Bimms cheer wildly and rush toward the platform. 

EXT. LANDING PLATFORM – BIMMISAARI

The Falcon’s ramp lowers, and Luke, Leia, Han, and Threepio walk down to meet a regal-looking Bimm, flanked by two flag-holding Bimm officers. The regal Bimm bows from his waist, and begins to speak in a singsong language. 

THREEPIO: (translating) The messenger offers us greetings, and hopes that our talks will be fruitful. He would also like to ask Captain Solo to return his weapon to the ship. No weapons are allowed on Bimmisaari. 

Han scowls and, after a beat, tosses his gun on the ramp. 

HAN: Happy now? 

LEIA: Aren’t I always? (to Threepio) Tell them we’re ready. 

Threepio and the messenger converse in the strange, singsong language. 

THREEPIO: He regrets that the talks cannot begin yet. The chief negotiator became violently ill just before we arrived. 

LEIA: Oh...I’m sorry to hear that. 

THREEPIO: (translating as the messenger talks) He offers to take you on a tour of the local marketplace personally while you wait. He also suggests that Master Luke and Captain Solo visit an exhibition of Old Republic relics in the Tower of Law up ahead. 

LEIA: (hesitantly) Er...Luke and Han might like the marketplace too…

Another back-and-forth conversation with Threepio and the messenger begins. Leia looks concerned, while Han is suspicious. Luke is calm and looks around. 

THREEPIO: He says they would find it extremely dull. Frankly your Highness, if it’s like any marketplaces I’ve seen -- 

Han moves to put himself between Leia and the Bimms. 

HAN: I like marketplaces. I like ‘em a lot. 

LEIA: Luke? 

LUKE: (a beat) I don’t sense any duplicity. 

LEIA: In that case... we accept.

EXT. MARKETPLACE – BIMMISAARI

In the shadow of the two buildings, a primitive-looking bazaar is underway. Han, Leia, Threepio and the Bimm messenger walk among numerous Bimms as they trade back-and-forth with energy. 

THREEPIO: This marketplace has been in existence for 200 years.

HAN: (bored) Hasn’t changed much, has it?  

A Bimm comes up to Han, jabbering at him, offering him various trinkets. 

HAN: No -- No, I don’t want any -- Threepio, have our host tell this guy I’m not interested -- Hey, Goldenrod! 

Threepio, who has been looking around frantically, turns to Han. 

THREEPIO:: I’m sorry, sir. Our guide has disappeared!

HAN: What -- 

The group starts looking around, in the middle of the filled-to-near-bursting marketplace. There is no sign of the Bimm messenger anywhere. 

LEIA: I’ve got a bad feeling about this...

Suddenly, the buzz of conversation among the Bimms trails off to silence. The crowds part, revealing another of the short grey creatures – armed with a long stick. In every direction, one of the creatures appears. They begin walking slowly toward the group of Rebels. The heroes are completely surrounded, and they put their backs to each other.  

THREEPIO: Oh no…

LEIA: What are they?!

HAN: Don’t know. But those stokhli sticks have got enough juice to knock out a gundark. 

The market is clearing, as terrified Bimms back away from the looming confrontation. The noose is tightening....

THREEPIO: We’re doomed! 

Han reaches for his blaster – and finds only an empty holster. 

HAN: Damn. Leia, give Luke a shout...

LEIA: (distant) It’s too late. They’ve got him too.........

Han’s eyes go wide…

INT. TOWER – HALL

Luke is backed against the stonewall of the Tower, lightsaber ignited, as he is surrounded by half a dozen armed Noghri. He flings off his robe, revealing his black fighting clothes. 

LUKE: Who are you? What do you want? 

The lead Noghri gestures (with his weapon-filled hand) silently for Luke to follow them into another room. Beyond the archway into that room, more Noghri are visible. 

LUKE: Through that door, huh? 

Luke slowly starts to walk toward the archway. He stops just ahead of it. 

LUKE: Now where? 

The leader gestures again – and as he does, Luke thrusts out his hand. The stokhli stick goes off, spraying two other Noghri with a greenish fluid. Luke backflips instantly, as other Noghri rush into the room and fire their sticks at him. The spray instantly hardens into a web-like substance that Luke has trouble getting around. The Jedi warrior rushes through a side door into a corridor. 

INT. TOWER – CORRIDOR

Luke spins around in mid-corridor, and spots a tapestry hanging over the door he just passed through. As the hissing Noghri rush into the corridor after him, Luke gestures again. The tapestry tumbles off the ceiling and onto the grey-skinned aliens, momentarily befuddling them. Luke runs and jumps over the tapestry, flipping in mid-air back into the other room. 

INT. TOWER – HALL 

The other Noghri are starting to rush through the other door now, spraying down the tapestries on the walls and ceiling. Luke throws his lightsaber into the air. Spinning like a buzzsaw blade, the lightsaber arcs through the air and chops each of the Noghri in half. Luke stoops and grabs a stokhli stick with one hand as the lightsaber arcs back into the other. He rushes to a nearby window, shatters it with his elbow, and looks out. 

LUKE’S POV: He can see the kidnapping-in-progress in the marketplace below. 

LUKE: Leia!!

EXT. MARKETPLACE 

The circle of Noghris raise their stokhli sticks and start closing the noose around the heroes. 

LEIA: He’s free! 

HAN: Leia – that jewelry behind you. Give me that! 

Leia turns and grabs a box of golden jewelry from a merchant’s stand. 

HAN: And get ready to duck! 

She chucks the box over to Han. He heaves it at the Noghri and pulls Leia down. The startled aliens fire their sticks. The green webbing envelops Threepio, who didn’t have a chance to duck. The droid jabbers incoherently through the goo. Covering Leia with his body, Han yanks out his comlink. 

HAN: CHEWIEEE!!!

INT. FALCON COCKPIT 

Chewie roars in response as he fires up the Falcon’s engines. Behind him, Artoo squawks in panic. 

EXT. LANDING PLATFORM – BIMMISAARI

The pirate starship lifts off from the landing platform and moves toward the marketplace. 

EXT. TOWER OF LAW / MARKETPLACE

From the broken window, Luke climbs out onto the sill. He raises the stokhli stick and fires it at a nearby building. The webbing instantly hardens into a swinging line, and Luke grips it tightly and swings toward the marketplace. The Falcon roars overhead as Luke ignites his lightsaber. On the downward swing, Luke slashes into several of the Noghri. He lands at Han and Leia’s side, just as the Falcon sets down. The pirate starship’s belly gun appears and opens fire on the remaining Noghri. Han helps Leia and Threepio up the starship’s ramp as Luke covers them. The Jedi follows them up then, and the ship rises into the air again. 

WIPE TO: 

EXT. SPACE 

The Falcon roars at top speed away from Bimmisaari, and streaks into hyperspace. 

INT. FALCON – MAIN HOLD 

Leia and Luke are seated at the gametable, as Han leans against the wall of the hold. 

HAN: Do either of you know what those things are? 

LEIA: I’ve never seen anything like them before. We’ll have to check Senate records when we get back. 

HAN: Luke…I think it’s about time Leia had her own lightsaber. 

Luke nods. 

LUKE: I can make you one any time you want, Leia. 

Leia looks hesitant at this. 

LEIA: I’ve never been comfortable with those things. 

LUKE: Your talents may lie in a different direction from mine, but you should still learn the basics. 

LEIA: All right. As soon as my workload lightens – 

HAN: Before your workload lightens. I mean that. 

Leia chuckles. 

LEIA: I guess semester break’s over, teacher. 

LUKE: I guess so. 

A disturbed look comes onto Luke’s face as he considers the implications of his statement.

BEN: (V.O.) I thought that I could instruct him just as well as Yoda. I was wrong.   

WIPE TO: 

EXT. SPACE 

The Chimaera rumbles through space, now flanked on either side by two more Destroyers. 

C’BAOTH: (V.O.) So that’s it?!?

INT. CHIMAERA – THRAWN’S QUARTERS

C’baoth paces back and forth across the darkened chambers, as Thrawn sits in his chair, stroking a ysalamiri. Pellaeon stands at the admiral’s side. 

C’BAOTH: (con’t) Your Noghri failed, so “too bad and on to other business!?” You promised me those Jedi! 

THRAWN: And you shall have them. (to Pellaeon) What’s the report from Wayland?

PELLAEON: The engineering team says they can build a working cloaking device from the specs at Mount Tantiss, but it’ll take time for one big enough for this ship. 

THRAWN: (hands Pellaeon a datapad) We won’t need one that big. Here are the specs of our test ship.  We shall also need at least forty advanced mining machines. Have Intelligence start a search for those. 

Pellaeon takes a quick glance at the brooding C’Baoth, then whispers to Thrawn. 

PELLAEON: They also report that 80% of the Spaarti cylinders are functional. 

C’Baoth looks up at this. 

C’BAOTH: Spaarti cylinders? What are those? 

THRAWN: (with a smile) Oh, just a...small, trivial piece of technology. What about the mountain’s defense systems? 

PELLAEON: Operating as we speak. 

THRAWN: Excellent. The Death’s Head will arrive there with more ysalamiri in two days. Then our work will really begin. Contact Honoghr, and tell them to send Team Four after the Skywalkers.  

PELLAEON: (frowns) You want me to transmit that? 

THRAWN: Team Eight failed me. You sending the message will indicate my displeasure. 

C’BAOTH: (sour) And when they fail? Will you be merely “displeased” then? 

THRAWN: They will succeed. Eventually. 

PELLAEON: Sir, you are aware the Jedi will be on their guard now. 

C’BAOTH: He’s right. You can’t fool a Jedi with the same trick twice. 

THRAWN: What do you suggest, then? 

C’BAOTH: That you concentrate on getting Skywalker’s sister. Skywalker... him I’ll deal with myself. 

THRAWN: How? 

C’BAOTH: He is a Jedi. I am a Jedi. If I call, he will come to me. 

THRAWN: I do need your assistance on our upcoming –

C’BAOTH: (sharply) I promised to help only on the condition that I would get those Jedi! I will have them!!

PELLAEON: Can’t we do both? (on their glances) Start rumors of C’Baoth’s presence on some backwater world. You can work with us while the rumors make their way to Skywalker. When he goes to investigate, we’ll have you there in plenty of time. 

C’Baoth considers this idea, and a smile grows on his face. 

C’BAOTH: Hmm..... not bad. Very well, I will go to my chambers and choose a world in which to make my appearance. 

The Jedi Master leaves the room, as Pellaeon glances nervously at the quiet Thrawn. 

THRAWN: Very well done, Captain. 

PELLAEON: (guiltily) I spoke out of turn. I apologize.

THRAWN: (shrugs) I’m not Lord Vader, Captain. I have no qualms about using an idea simply because it wasn’t my own. 

EXT. CORUSCANT – IMPERIAL PALACE – DAY

Establishing shot. 

FEY’LYA: (V.O.) Let me get this straight. You, Captain Solo, on your own authority, canceled the Bimmisaari mission? 

INT. IMPERIAL PALACE – COUNCIL CHAMBER 

The Council members are reconvened, with Luke in attendance as well. Fey’lya leans against a window, while the others are seated at the table. 

HAN: Yeah, and I already explained why. 

ACKBAR: He had to warn us. 

FEY’LYA: (turns from the window) Of what?!? Whoever these beings are, they’re not in the records! I doubt they’re a threat. 

LEIA: They were waiting for us. 

ACKBAR: Security was lax at both ends. They did poison your negotiator and bribe your “guide.”

MON MOTHMA: (grave) Our negotiators must be protected. Admiral Ackbar, detail a security force to accompany the Councilor on her return to Bimmisaari tomorrow. 

HAN: Excuse me -- tomorrow?? 

MON MOTHMA: The Bimms are still waiting, Han. 

HAN: I know, but -- 

LEIA: What he’s trying to say...I had intended at this meeting to ask for a leave of absence. 

MON MOTHMA: Absolutely out of the question. 

HAN: We’re not talking a vacation. Leia needs to get on with her Jedi training. She’s put it off long enough as it is. 

Mon Mothma pauses reluctantly. She glances over at Fey’lya...who shakes his head.

MON MOTHMA: No. I’m sorry. I of all people understand the need for new Jedi, but there is too much to do now. In another year.... (looks at the visibly pregnant Leia) er, maybe sooner.....we’ll have enough diplomats available to grant your request. This meeting is adjourned. 

She bangs on the gavel.  The others get up to go. Luke pauses at the door, as does Leia. Han still sits at the table, staring holes through Fey’lya. The Bothan stares out at the window, carefully avoiding his gaze. Leia walks over to Han’s side. 

HAN: (to Leia) You know, it was easier when it was just us vs. the Empire. At least then we knew who are our enemies were. 

WIPE TO: 

EXT. SPACE 

All-out carnage. A half-dozen Star Destroyers and a hornet’s nest of TIE fighters rumble toward a pair of double-planets, smashing through the Rebel starfighters and cruisers floating between them and the planets. 

INT. CHIMAERA – BRIDGE

From the command center, Thrawn stands at the window and watches the battle unfold. Pellaeon stands inside one of the command pits, regarding Thrawn nervously. In the center of the command ramp, C’Baoth sits cross-legged, head down, eyes closed. His face twitches with concentration. 

Thrawn turns from the window and walks up the command ramp, glancing aside at C’Baoth. 

THRAWN: (to C’Baoth) What is the status of the attacks in the other two systems? 

C’BAOTH: (a hoarse whisper) They proceed…

Pellaeon, looking almost ill, looks over one of the consoles. Thrawn steps down into the pit and joins him. 

PELLAEON: (a whisper) You were right. Crew efficiency is up forty percent. (sighs) We really were nothing without the Emperor. 

THRAWN: His mistake was in trying to control the entire fleet personally. We shall only use C’Baoth when and where we absolutely need his guidance. 

PELLAEON: (with a glance at C’Baoth) I’m not convinced he’s entirely sane. 

THRAWN: Of course he’s not. But he is predictable. And when he’s not…that’s what the ysalamiri are for. 

Pellaeon nods. Thrawn speaks up toward C’Baoth. 

THRAWN: Order fighters back to ships. All ships to lightspeed as soon as fighters are aboard. (pointedly) You can order the other two task forces to break off contact? 

C’Baoth, his eyes still closed, grits his teeth. 

C’BAOTH: (hoarse whisper) You question me far too much.  

Pellaeon looks at C’Baoth, and then at Thrawn with near panic. 

THRAWN: (whisper) He must learn who is in charge here. 

PELLAEON: (forcing his voice to remain steady) Yes, sir…

INT. TRAINING ROOM – IMPERIAL PALACE – CORUSCANT

Leia is sparring with Luke’s lightsaber against a remote droid that hovers around her like an insect. Luke stands off to the side, watching her. She makes a sweeping arc with the ‘saber, only to get hit in the rear with a laserbolt. 

LEIA: Ow! 

LUKE: You’re not giving the Force enough control. 

LEIA: I’m giving it all the control I can! 

Leia sighs and turns off the lightsaber, and the remote comes to a halt. 

LEIA: I’m just not cut out for this....

Luke comes up and takes the lightsaber from her hand. 

LUKE: You can learn it. I did. 

Han enters the room from a side door, looking worn and worried. 

HAN: How’s it going? 

LUKE: Not bad. 

LEIA: Don’t ask – (notices Han’s look) what’s wrong? 

HAN: The Imperials just pulled a three-prong hit-and-run in the Sluis sector. 

LUKE: Three at once? They’re getting cocky. 

LEIA: They’re up to something, Han. I can feel it. Something big and dangerous. 

HAN: Ackbar’s saying the same thing. But we’ve got nothing to back it up, except three smashed star systems. 

LEIA: (sigh) Let me guess -- Mon Mothma wants me to go reassure them that the New Republic really can protect them. 

HAN: How’d you guess? Chewie’s prepping the Falcon right now. 

LUKE: You’re not going alone, are you? 

HAN: Not this time. Rogue Squadron’s with us. 

LEIA: But I’m afraid you’re going to have to stay here, Luke. The Bpfasshi don’t like Jedi. To put it mildly. 

Luke is visibly intrigued at this. 

HAN: Story is that some Dark Jedi mangled things there before the Clone Wars. 

LEIA: Made it as far as Dagobah before he was killed. 

LUKE: (surprised) Dagobah!? 

LEIA: Yeah. Why? 

HAN: Come on, we can talk history later. Let’s get moving. 

Han starts to lead Leia out of the room. 

LUKE: Be careful. 

HAN: (smirks) Hey -- it’s me. 

Han and Leia leave the room. Luke thinks for a moment, then goes over to a wall comm. 

LUKE: This is Luke Skywalker. I’d like my X-Wing prepped for launch in an hour. 

EXT. BPFASSH

Wedge Antilles is with Han and Leia as they stand in the middle of a blasted, debris-filled crater. All around the crater are the smashed remains of what used to be a power plant. A handful of Republic representatives stand nearby and talk with Bpfasshi escorts. Leia now has a lightsaber hooked to her belt. 

WEDGE: It’s a mess.... but not nearly as bad as it could have been. Only a few hundred died. 

HAN: I wonder why. 

WEDGE: So does everyone else. Why hit this system in the first place? I mean, you’ve got the Sluis Van shipyards only thirty light-years away. 

LEIA: Maybe they didn’t want to push their luck. 

HAN: You mean while they tried out their new comm system? 

WEDGE: We don’t know it’s that, Han. Synchronized attacks have happened before. 

HAN: That perfectly synchronized? No....no, they’ve got something new. Something that can push through shields and battle debris. 

LEIA: Maybe it’s another Dark Jedi. Like Vader. He could coordinate a fleet through the Force. 

WEDGE: You mean Jorus C’Baoth? 

HAN: Huh? 

WEDGE: I’ve been hearing about this guy. He was one of the Jedi Masters in the pre-Clone Wars days. Word is he’s returned from wherever he hid during the war. He’s on some minor world named Jomark. 

The camera slowly zooms in on Leia, whose face is stretched in concentration. It’s like she’s hearing a sound, something out of the hearing range of anyone else…

HAN: And we’re supposed to believe this guy just sat out the whole war somewhere? Who’d you hear this from--

A growing dread creeps across Leia’s face. 

LEIA: (nervous) Are we ready to go? I feel...I...DUCK!!! 

Suddenly several armed Noghri appear at the rim of the crater. The three take cover behind a large scrap of metal as the Noghri fire at them with blasters. The shots aren’t going anywhere near them. The Bpfasshi and Republic representatives also dive behind debris. Leia pulls her lightsaber off her belt. 

HAN: Oh, this is getting ridiculous....

WEDGE: My comlink’s jammed! 

HAN: These guys have learned. Leia, stay behind me....

Suddenly the Falcon roars overhead.

HAN: WOO-HOO!! Way to go, Chewie! 

WEDGE: How’d he know we were in trouble? 

HAN: Probably picked up the jamming, and figured it out. 

The Falcon circles once and sets down near the heroes. The pirate starship’s boarding ramp drops. 

HAN: Great. Okay, Leia, you’re behind me. Wedge, bring up the rear. Let’s g--

LEIA: Wait...something’s wrong here...I can’t sense Chewie…

HAN: What? 

WEDGE: Come on, Chewie’s gonna get the Falcon shot out from under him! 

LEIA: That’s NOT the Falcon! 

WEDGE: WHAT?!?

Han takes a good look from behind the metal, then ducks back to avoid a blaster bolt. 

HAN:  I’ll be damned, she’s right!! It’s a fake! They actually dug up another YT-1300!! 

WEDGE: Boyyy, these guys want you bad... 

HAN: I’m starting to get that impression. Leia, give me your lightsaber. 

LEIA: (gives it to him) We all go. That way they won’t risk shooting. 

HAN: GO! 

The three jump from behind the jagged metal and runs to the starship’s underside. Han ignites the lightsaber and carves into the ship’s bottom plating.  The ship JUMPS a couple of feet into the air, with a BOOM, and a cloud of vapor shoots upwards from the ship’s topside. Han emerges from the ship’s belly, laughing, followed by Leia and Wedge.  

HAN: Cut right through their coolant lines. Their engine’s dead, and we’ve made a smoke signal. 

Several smaller BOOMS echo from the ship, as tiny escape pods blast off and streak into the sky. A pair of X-Wings and the real Falcon soars over the ship. 

WIPE TO: 

INT. FALCON -- MAIN HOLD 

Leia is sitting on a deck chair in the pirate starship’s main hold with Han standing over her shoulder. Admiral Ackbar is on the comm screen before them. 

HAN: We didn’t catch any of ‘em. Admiral, this is ridiculous. There can’t be that many people who knew we were coming!!

ACKBAR: You’d be surprised. (heavy sigh)  Under the circumstances...perhaps it would be best to keep your wife on Coruscant. 

HAN: That’s twice they’ve been there waiting for us. If the Imperials are getting information out of the Palace that easily, they can get their agents in. 

ACKBAR: (cold) Do whatever you feel you have to. Ackbar out. 

The screen goes dark. Han shakes his head slowly, frustrated. 

LEIA: You do have a way with people, don’t you? 

HAN: He’s the one who overreacted. 

LEIA: He’s getting overprotective. Fey’lya nipping at his heels....

HAN: Well, if he’s trying to keep Fey’lya away from the military, he’s got the wrong end of the blaster. Half of them already think Fey’lya’s the guy to listen to. 

LEIA: Charismatic. Ambitious. A dangerous combination there. 

HAN: What do you mean? 

LEIA: I’m not certain...it’s just a feeling I have. That Fey’lya has his eyes on more than Ackbar’s job. (sigh) So what do we do now? 

HAN: Find somewhere you can be safe. 

LEIA: I can’t just bury myself away, Han. There’s too much happening back there. 

HAN: So we’ll go somewhere where there’s a diplomatic station. 

LEIA: And how do we make sure the local ambassador doesn’t give us away? 

HAN: Who says the local ambassador has to know? We’ve got a diplomatic receiver right here on the Falcon. And there are encrypt slicers running around who eat government codes for breakfast.  

LEIA: I don’t suppose you know one. 

HAN: As a matter of fact, I do. But the Imperials have probably done their homework and are watching him. So we’ve got to get someone with his own list of slicer contacts. 

LEIA: You don’t mean... 

HAN: Upstanding citizen, war hero, honest businessman. Who else? 

LEIA: (rolling her eyes) Why do I have suddenly have a bad feeling about this?  

WIPE TO: 

EXT. DAGOBAH -- NIGHT

Luke’s X-Wing has parked in the swampy jungle. Nearby, the desolate old hut of Yoda sits, overrun by weeds and vines. 

INT. CAVE – DAGOBAH / EXT. LUKE’S X-WING 

A dark, dank cave, with faint hints of constructed walls within. Luke walks in, flashlight in one hand and comlink in the other. He looks around with a very disturbed look on his face.  

LUKE: You said that metallic signal was in here? 

Via comlink, Artoo beeps an affirmative.  

LUKE: (whisper) It would be this cave… 

Still sitting in the droid socket of the X-Wing, Artoo beeps out a question. 

LUKE: Leia said a Dark Jedi was once killed here. If it was in this cave...it would explain quite a bit. Like how Yoda stayed hidden from the Emperor.  The Light side and Dark side so close together, it would seem like nothing at all from a distance. 

Luke takes a couple more steps. Suddenly everything goes WHITE -- 

CROSSDISSOLVE TO: 

EXT. TATOOINE -- SARLACC PIT

-- The sky fades to blue, and a startled Luke spins around, the sound of amplified laughter ringing around him. It’s soon clear where he is -- back in the beginning of the Sarlacc battle, five years ago. He’s on the plank of the small skiff opposite Jabba’s mighty Sail Barge, ready to be thrown in. He looks over at the Sail Barge, and sees Artoo waiting on the top deck. 

LUKE: (into the sky) I’m not playing this game! I’ve been here. I’ve already faced this. 

A Weequay guard prods him to the end of the plank. After giving a one-hand salute to Artoo, he jumps off the plank, spins, grabs the end of the plank. Artoo shoots Luke’s lightsaber out of its’ dome, arcing toward the skiff. Luke catapults himself over the guard and raises his arm to receive the lightsaber…

And the lightsaber suddenly reverses direction in mid-air, flies back to the Sail Barge -- and right into the raised hand of a slender woman on the top deck, wearing a slave-girl outfit. 

Luke stares at the woman in total horror. Her face is hidden by the dual sunlight, but we see the long red hair…. and hear the cold, mocking laughter. As she holds the lightsaber aloft like a trophy, everything suddenly goes WHITE…

INT. CAVE -- DAGOBAH 

…and suddenly Luke’s back where he was, in the cave. He stumbles -- and spots a metal object, right in front of him. He pries the object out of the mud and inspects it -- a flattened cylinder with some buttons and alien markings...

EXT. DAGOBAH

Luke returns to the X-Wing, holding the cylinder in his hands. He holds it up so Artoo can see. 

LUKE: Here it is. What do you think? 

Artoo suddenly starts beeping wildly. 

LUKE: Whoa, slow down, I can’t -- 

Luke climbs up to the cockpit, to read the translation on the cockpit panel. 

LUKE: You’ve seen it before...where? With who?? 

EXT. SPACE 

The Millenium Falcon roars across the stars past camera view, a B-Wing in close formation near it. 

HAN: (V.O.) No, I don’t have a transit permit.... I’m trying to reach Lando Calrissian...

INT. MILLENIUM FALCON COCKPIT

Han and Chewie are piloting. In a back seat, across from Threepio, Leia laughs. 

HAN: What!? 

LEIA: (fake innocence) Nothing. 

HAN: (to comm) Look, just tell him it’s an old friend who wants to play a hand of sabacc.

Chewie gives a gruff growl. 

OFFICER: (V.O., a little disappointed) Your permit is approved. Your escort is moving to intercept. 

HAN: Acknowledged. (shuts off comm) 

LEIA: Escort? 

HAN: Nkllon’s a superhot planet, way too close to the sun for normal ships. Hence.... the escort...

A shadow passes over the cockpit, and Leia looks out in slack-jawed awe. 

EXT. SPACE 

A monstrous ship, with a huge umbrella-like shield in front, looms into view. The pirate starship moves behind the gigantic metal shield and cuts speed to match the larger vessel. The planet of Nkllon is visible ahead in the distance. 

INT. MILLENIUM FALCON COCKPIT

The cockpit is now dark except for interior lights, and the cockpit windows are dominated by the metal shield. 

OFFICER: (V.O. over comm) Unidentified ship, we have another ship coming in behind you. We’re going to take you both in together. 

Han and Leia glance at each other, startled and more than a little suspicious. 

HAN: You have an ID on this guy? 

OFFICER: (V.O.) Hey, we don’t even have an ID on you! 

EXT. SPACE 

Luke’s X-Wing starfighter flies up alongside the pirate starship, settling behind the shield as well. 

LUKE: (V.O.) Hello, strangers! Small galaxy, isn’t it? 

INT. MILLENIUM FALCON COCKPIT

The four in the cockpit are relieved. 

HAN: What are you doing here? 

LUKE: I came to see Lando. How about you? 

HAN: Same thing. Hold on. (turns off comm) Leia, are you sure that’s Luke? 

LEIA: Almost positive. 

HAN: Almost positive ain’t good enough, sweetheart. 

LEIA: I’ve got an idea. Put Threepio on. Threepio, talk to Artoo. 

Han turns on the comm with a beep as Threepio leans forward.

THREEPIO: Artoo? Is that you? 

A long spiel of furious beeps from the comm. Han rolls his eyes and grins. 

THREEPIO: No, I don’t know where else you could have been! From past experience, there could be any number of difficulties you could have gotten yourself into! 

EXT. SPACE – OVERHEAD SHOT

The Millenium Falcon, Luke’s X-Wing, and the massive shieldship flies closely over Nkllon’s barren and rocky surface, with the sun blazing over the shieldship’s massive umbrella structure. Artoo beeps out a long sentence over the comm. 

THREEPIO: (V.O.) Well, you’ve always believed that. I suppose you’re entitled to your delusions. 

INT. MILLENIUM FALCON COCKPIT 

HAN: We’re in Nkllon’s shadow now. 

As Han maneuvers the Falcon away from the shieldship, Leia looks down at the surface. Several small red lights are visible across the distant rocky plains. 

LEIA: Is that the city down there? 

HAN: No, probably just some mole miners he’s got going. Last I heard, Lando had about a hundred. 

EXT. NKLLON

The small, cone-shaped mining ships sit on the surface and belch fire on the ground as the Falcon and X-Wing passes over. The shieldship arcs away in the distance. 

HAN: (V.O.) They just land where they want to drill, fire up some plasma-jets, then the two-man crew goes through the underside hatch and picks up the pieces.

LEIA: (V.O.) I wonder how Lando got a hold of them. 

HAN: (V.O.) We probably don’t want to know. 

INT. FALCON COCKPIT 

Han points out the window. 

HAN: There it is. Tell me again about Lando and his crazy schemes? 

EXT. NKLLON

The Falcon and X-Wing head toward Nomad City, a sprawling (and moving) city. Searchlights pan across the front of the humpbacked structure, and several tiny vessels flit over it. It’s basically an old Republic Dreadnaught, supported and moved by several AT-AT walkers underneath.  

LANDO: (V.O. over comm) Welcome to Nomad City. What’s this about a hand of sabacc? 

INT. FALCON COCKPIT

HAN: Hi, Lando. We were just talking about you. 

LANDO: (V.O.) I’ll bet. Is that Luke in the X-Wing? 

LUKE: (V.O.) Yeah, I’m here. This place is amazing! 

LANDO: (V.O.) Wait ‘till you see it from the inside. About time you people came to visit! Are -- 

Static and squealing suddenly cuts Lando off. Han grabs at his headset. 

HAN: What the -- 

EXT. NKLLON 

Suddenly, in front of the Falcon and X-Wing, and over Nomad City -- an Imperial Star Destroyer jumps out of hyperspace, hovering over the entire area like a colossus. 

INT. FALCON COCKPIT

Everyone is stunned and more than a little terrified. 

LEIA: (scared whisper) They’ve found us...

EXT. NKLLON

Multiple TIE fighters launch out of the Destroyer’s docking bay. The pirate starship and the X-Wing fighter (opening its’ wings) veer away from their course toward the city and fly toward the Destroyer and fighters. Behind the TIEs are large troop carriers, which drop out of view toward the planet. 

INT. LUKE’S X-WING FIGHTER -- COCKPIT

Artoo whoops with alarm. 

LUKE: Any ideas? 

HAN: (V.O.) I was hoping you’d have some. Lando’s keeping his fighters close to the city. Looks like we’re the attack front. 

LUKE: Right. I’ll take the lead and use the Force to try and muddle their reflexes. You move in behind me and take ‘em out. 

HAN: (V.O.) Sounds good. 

EXT. NKLLON

The X-Wing fighter and the Falcon move into attack position as the Imperial fighters grow closer...

INT. X-WING COCKPIT

Suddenly, the whole cockpit seems to quiver around the Jedi warrior. He shakes his head, blinking. The sounds of battle can be heard, but muddled and distant. Even the instrument noises seem sped up, muffled.  

LUKE: Wha......? 

C’BAOTH: (V.O., echoing) You will come to me, Skywalker. 

LUKE: Who…who are you?

C’BAOTH: (V.O.) You must come to me. I will wait for you… 

The swimming of the cockpit stops, as does the battle sounds. The instrument noises return to normal. 

HAN: (V.O.) Luke?? Luke?!? You gonna chase them all the way home? 

Luke shakes his head, disoriented. Out the cockpit window, he can see the Star Destroyer rumbling away from Nkllon, and no fighters are in sight. 

LUKE: What happened? 

HAN: (V.O.) Are you all right? We took three fighters out, and the rest ran. But they managed to steal some surface vehicles. 

LUKE: How long has it been since the fight began? 

HAN: (V.O.) About a half hour. Why? 

Luke is unable to answer that question. 

WIPE TO: 

EXT. NKLLON – NOMAD CITY

Very close shot of the topside of Nomad City, revealing the true size of the complex for the first time. Zooming in toward an office window, we can see Lando Calrissian pacing to and fro inside an elegant suite. 

INT. NOMAD CITY -- SUITE 

Han, Chewbacca and Leia are sitting on a couch in the center of the suite as Lando rages around them. Outside the window, a small ore shuttle comes in for a landing on a distant platform. 

LANDO: I lost fifty-one mole miners! FIFTY-ONE!! That’s over half my work force! 

He crashes down into a chair, then jumps back up. He closes his eyes and gives a shuddering sigh, then turns and smiles to his two friends. 

LANDO: I’m sorry, I’m neglecting my guests. Welcome to Nomad City. 

He kneels down and kisses Leia’s hand. 

LANDO: Where’s Luke? 

HAN: Getting a shower. He’ll be right out. (sigh) They’re breathing down our necks, Lando. They know where we’re going almost before we do....

LANDO: This is bad, isn’t it? 

LEIA: (whisper) They’re after the twins. 

LANDO: (beat) Are you sure of that? 

HAN: Why else didn’t they use stun blasters at Bimmisaari? Or even try to hit us with them at Bfpassh? ‘Cuz they tend to set off miscarriages, that’s why. 

LANDO: I’ll...do whatever I can, of course. 

LEIA: Thank you. 

A beeping noise from a wall comm. Lando moves to answer it.  

LANDO: Yes? 

He listens to the speaker, barely audible to us. 

LANDO: What kind of signal? (beat, listens) All right, I’ll look for it. 

HAN: What is it? 

LANDO: Some kind of transmitter’s going off near this room. 

Han and Leia tense. But before they can do anything, Luke walks in holding the cylinder. 

LUKE: This one, probably. I thought you’d be able to identify it. 

Luke hands Lando the cylinder, and the ex-conman looks it over. 

LANDO: This is an old-style ship beacon call. Pre-Clone Wars, from the look of it. I’ve haven’t seen one of these since Bespin. Where’d you find it? 

LUKE: On Dagobah. (to Leia) Where that Dark Jedi apparently died fighting Yoda. 

HAN: We’re getting off track here. Lando, I need to know which of your somewhat legal friends you can trust. 

LANDO: Trust with what? 

HAN: Leia’s life. 

Chewie roars in disbelief. Lando shakes his head reluctantly. 

LANDO: I don’t know any I trust that far. 

HAN: You know any smuggler groups that might have an encrypt slicer? 

LANDO: The only one who might have one’s a guy named Talon Karrde. 

HAN: I’ve been wanting to meet him. 

LANDO: Guys, I’d offer to put you up here, but I just don’t have the defenses to ward off a serious attack. 

Chewie lets out a long series of growls to Han. Han listens carefully, and goes pale. 

LEIA: What is it? 

HAN: (reluctant) Chewie’s offering to take you to his homeworld. Kashyyyk. 

LEIA: (surprised) And the problem with that is....? 

HAN: You’ve been there -- that place is a layered death trap. Especially for non-Wookiees. You’ll be living several miles above the ground -- 

LEIA: But Chewie’ll be with me. 

LANDO: Tell you what. Talon Karrde can help me replace my mole miners, so let’s kill two mynocks with one blaster bolt. Chewie can take Leia in my ship, the Lady Luck. I’ll go with you in the Falcon, to help find Karrde. 

HAN: How are we gonna fool the Imperials into thinking Leia’s on the Falcon?  

LANDO: (sly tone) Where’s Threepio? 

INT. NOMAD CITY – SUITE -- LATER

Lando, Leia, Chewie, Luke, Artoo and Han watches as a maintenance droid works on Threepio’s back. 

THREEPIO: Master Han, this is highly irregular! A serious breach of my programming -- 

A couple of sparks arc from Threepio’s back as the droid makes some adjustments. As Threepio rambles, his voice suddenly turns into an exact replica of Leia’s.  

THREEPIO: This is not covered by any stretch of proto.....col.......oh, dear. 

Artoo whistles in astonishment, and Lando grins. Chewie woofs with laughter. 

LANDO: That’s it. The perfect decoy for the perfect lady. 

THREEPIO: Oh dear, oh dear...

LEIA: Do I really sound like that? 

WIPE TO: 

EXT. SPACE – NEAR NKLLON

Nkllon is now far in the distance, as is its’ bright sun. The Millenium Falcon and X-Wing fighter, now joined by the luxury yacht Lady Luck, moves out from the shieldship’s protection and heads off into space. The three ships split off in three different directions. 

INT. THRAWN’S QUARTERS

Pellaeon walks into the darkened quarters. The holopaintings have been replaced by holosculptures; Thrawn is studying the tactical board with his back to Pellaeon. On the tactical board is a replay of the battle over Nkllon. He presses a button, switching it to the three ships leaving Nkllon. 

THRAWN: Is Master C’Baoth away? 

PELLAEON: On route to Jomark as we speak. 

THRAWN: I want a course projection. The best course and speed an X-Wing can take to Jomark. 

PELLAEON: You think he’s right? That he contacted Skywalker, and he’s on his way there? 

THRAWN: The Jedi have ways of influencing people. We’ll wait along Skywalker’s course and ambush him. At which point we decide whether to give him to C’baoth -- or simply kill him. 

PELLAEON: I respectfully suggest we take him alive, sir. If he dies, C’baoth may return to Wayland. 

THRAWN: (nods) Good point. He certainly wouldn’t like what we’ve been doing there. How much lead time will we have? 

PELLAEON: Four days. 

His gaze returns to the tactical screen, as the three ships jump to lightspeed. 

OFFICER: (on comm) Admiral, we’ve intercepted a transmission to Coruscant from the Falcon. It reports that Princess Organa-Solo, her husband, and Lando Calrissian are going to Abregado to try to replace Calrissian’s mole miners. 

THRAWN: Is that right? (thinks about it a moment) Have you run a voice analysis? 

OFFICER: Yes, sir. The voice matches Princess Organa-Solo. 

THRAWN: (turns off the comm) Interesting...

PELLAEON: (pleased) Well, we have them, then. We can capture them at Abregado –

THRAWN: (considering it) No. No, it’s too easy. 

PELLAEON: Sir? 

THRAWN: It’s a trick, to lure us away from our target. Captain, contact Honoghr. 

PELLAEON: I don’t understand…

THRAWN: (talking partly to himself) Calrissian’s with Solo, so that means…his wife and the Wookiee are on the other vessel. They’ve reprogrammed their Threepio droid to act as a voice decoy. And given that the Wookiee’s with her.... there’s only one place they can go. 

PELLAEON: You’re not serious, sir. 

THRAWN: They know they can’t avoid the Noghri forever. So they’re going to surround her with Wookiees. 

PELLAEON: The Wookiees are extremely capable fighters, sir. 

THRAWN: So are the Noghri...

WIPE TO: 

EXT. HYPERSPACE

Luke’s X-Wing fighter is coasting through the blue haze of hyperspace -- then suddenly decelerates into normal space. 

INT. LUKE’S X-WING FIGHTER -- COCKPIT

Asleep a second before, Luke is jarred awake as Artoo whistles hysterically. 

LUKE: Wha--!? 

Directly before them are a Star Destroyer and a longer, multi-domed Interdictor cruiser. The fighter suddenly starts shaking as the humming of a tractor beam fills the air. 

THRAWN: (V.O. over comm) Skywalker, you have no chance of escape. Any efforts will damage your vehicle. Power down and prepare to surrender. 

Artoo whoops and beeps in total panic. Luke starts working the controls frantically, as the Star Destroyer looms larger and larger outside the window. 

LUKE: Artoo, we’re going to have to do something tricky. Reverse-trigger the acceleration compensator, and bypass the safeties. And arm two torpedoes at the tractor beam’s source. We’ve got to break away just as the torpedoes fire. 

Artoo beeps in the affirmative. The Star Destroyer docking bay fills the canopy view....

LUKE: NOW!! 

EXT. SPACE – DOCKING BAY

The X-Wing fighter spits two torpedoes out at the docking bay. The bay is wracked by explosions as the X-Wing suddenly goes into a sharp dive and, with a strange shrill note not heard before, screams into hyperspace. 

INT. CHIMAERA BRIDGE

Pellaeon stands behind Thrawn as they both look out the windows at where the X-Wing was. Pellaeon’s expression is that of mute horror; Thrawn is stoic. For a long moment, neither speaks. Then Thrawn turns and walks down the ramp. 

THRAWN: Follow me, Captain. 

Tugging at his collar, Pellaeon follows Thrawn down the central ramp. Thrawn pauses at the side of a crew pit and looks down at an ashen officer. 

THRAWN: Your name? 

OFFICER: (terrified) Cris Peterson, sir. 

THRAWN: You were in charge of the tractor beam. 

OFFICER: It wasn’t my fault, sir! 

THRAWN: (lifts an eyebrow) Explain. 

OFFICER: The computer lost the lock. It couldn’t tell the X-Wing from the torpedoes! I wasn’t trained to compensate for sudden starfighter movements! 

THRAWN: Who is your superior officer? 

OFFICER: Ensign Colcrazure, sir. 

He motions to another officer at his side, who looks up at Thrawn in complete terror. 

THRAWN: (looks to the side) Rukh. 

Rukh comes to Thrawn’s side, curved blade in hand. It’s gone deathly quiet in the bridge, and all eyes are on Thrawn.  

THRAWN: Was this man’s training your responsibility? 

ENSIGN: He was a conscript, sir. 

THRAWN: (icy) And that made him unworthy of the best training the Empire could offer? 

A long moment. Thrawn glances sideways at Rukh, and the small creature leaps down into the crew pit before the two officers. The ensign begins shivering. 

THRAWN: Do you know the difference between an error and a mistake? 

ENSIGN: (whisper) no, sir. 

THRAWN: Anyone can make a mistake. But that mistake doesn’t become an error...until you refuse to correct it. 

OFFICER’S POV: Thrawn raises his arm and lazily points straight ahead. With a snarl, Rukh leaps forward, slashing out with its’ blade – 

Pellaeon winces as a choked-off scream echoes through the bridge. And Peterson’s bloody head lands at Thrawn’s feet. Thrawn looks down at the head, then back at Colcrazure.

THRAWN: The mistake...is now corrected. (to a pair of stormtroopers) Dispose of that. 

He lightly kicks the head back into the pit, at Colcrazure’s feet. He then turns and moves up the ramp, Pellaeon following, as two stormtroopers step down into the pit. The camera pans to follow Thrawn and Pellaeon.   

THRAWN: He’s out there right now. Helpless. 

PELLAEON: I don’t understand, sir. 

THRAWN: That little stunt almost certainly blew out his hyperdrive. A quick search along that vector, and we’ll have him. Contact the local smugglers. Use their private comm codes as a reminder. Offer a bounty of 30,000 credits. 

The two walk into a turbolift. 

PELLAEON: Sir, if you knew he didn’t get far.....? 

THRAWN: We are at war. We cannot afford men who cannot adapt. 

The door closes at that note, blocking our view of the two. 

WIPE TO: 

EXT. KASHYYYK  -- DAY

Long, majestic view as the Lady Luck swoops towards one of the huge tree cities of Kashyyyk. Suspended between several kilometer-sized trees, the city is massive and beautiful. Multicolored searchlights ring the city, and three-four story high buildings disappear into the bottom of a cloud layer. 

INT. LADY LUCK COCKPIT

Leia and Chewie stares out at the incredible view. The princess is totally in awe, and Chewie laughs slightly. 

EXT. KASHYYYK -- LANDING PLATFORM -- DAY

The Lady Luck comes to a landing on a wooden circular platform ringed with lights, formed from a chopped-out limb. 

EXT. LANDING PLATFORM -- SAME

Leia and Chewie steps off the ship’s ramp. A grey Wookiee wearing a gold-threaded tan baldric greets them. 

WOOKIEE: (in English) Grreetings, Leia Orrgana-Solo. I to Rwookrrorroo welcome you. I am Ambassador Rrrallrraacheen. You may call me Rralrraa. 

Leia’s jaw drops at Ralrra’s slurred, yet understandable speech. Chewie chuckles, and Leia smirks at him. 

LEIA: (to Chewie) Let me guess. You’ve had a speech impediment all these years and you never told us? 

Chewbacca laughs even louder, and Ralrra smiles.

RALRRA: Chewbacca speaks most excellently. It is I who has the speech impediment.  Come. I will show you the prreperrations we have made. 

The three walk across the landing pad, and from there towards the city proper. 

EXT. WOOKIEE CITY – DAY

Leia walks down a street of the Wookiee tree city, flanked by Chewie and Rallra on either side. Flanking them in turn is a pair of spear-wielding Wookiees. She is in awe of the sights around her; the double wedge of birds flying above, the houses built right into the large branches of the giant tree, the rope-pulled lifts going above and below the village level to other branches. The three approaches a repulsorsled on the side of the road. 

As they pass the buildings, Leia suddenly catches a glimpse of a Noghri staring at them from an upper floor window! She lunges for her blaster, but the creature disappears from the window in an instant. 

LEIA: (points) CHEWIE!! One of those creatures -- they’re up there!! 

Chewie raises his bowcaster, as Rallra draws a nasty-looking knife. Chewie shoots open the door to the building Leia indicated, and the two Wookiees burst in through the door. The two Wookiee guards close ranks around the princess, who looks around uncomfortably with one hand still on her blaster holster. After a moment, Rallra appears at the open window.  

RALLRA: Therrre is no one herrre now. 

LEIA: He was there! I saw him! 

RALLRA: (growls) We must take you to safety, Leia. Then we look for the intrrruderrr. 

INT. X-WING COCKPIT

Luke is working at the non-functioning controls of the darkened starfighter console. 

LUKE: That bad, huh? 

Artoo beeps in the affirmative. No translation appears on the darkened console monitor, but the Jedi warrior gets the droid’s gist.  

LUKE: We can’t leave, we’re not likely to be found, and we can’t call for help. That about sums it up? 

Artoo moans sadly. 

Suddenly a light passes across Luke’s face, and Artoo squawks in surprise.  

EXT. SPACE

A run-down, mid-sized, boxy-looking freighter comes up toward the derelict X-Wing. 

INT. X-WING COCKPIT

The small ship suddenly starts shaking under a tractor beam again. Outside, a hangar door opens on the freighter. 

LUKE: Here we go again....

EXT. SPACE – WILD KARRDE

The X-Wing slowly rises up to the hangar level of the freighter, stops momentarily, then slowly settles itself inside the hangar. The freighter’s doors close. 

INT. WILD KARRDE -- LANDING BAY

The canopy of the X-Wing is pushed open, and Luke climbs out of the cockpit as Artoo detaches from the droid socket. Talon Karrde walks up to the X-Wing’s side as Luke jumps to the ground. 

LUKE: Thank you. 

TALON: Good evening. Welcome aboard the Wild Karrde. Commander Luke Skywalker, I presume? 

LUKE: I resigned my commission four years ago. 

TALON: (almost-smile) I stand corrected. I must say, you found a good place to get away from it all.

Talon seems genuine and friendly enough, but Luke is edgy, rubbing the back of his neck. He senses something’s wrong, but he can’t put his finger on what…

LUKE: You sound like you were expecting to find me here. 

TALON: I can’t take the credit. For some reason, my second in command dragged us off my base world and led us out here. She’s on the bridge. (pause) Luke…I’m real sorry it has to be this way. 

LUKE: What -- 

A stun blast suddenly hits Luke from behind – a pirate had been hiding behind a crate. Smash cut to black, with Artoo’s wailing fading out. 

INT. MYRKR BASE 

LUKE’S POV: The room fades in and undulates to life, finally steadying and focusing on -- the face of Mara Jade. 

Luke jumps with a yelp, more than a little startled. 

MARA: (with a blaster in Luke’s face) Finally awake? 

Luke suddenly looks around, confused, then nearly panicked…

MARA: (smug satisfaction) That’s right. No more Force. Welcome back to the world of mere mortals, Skywalker. 

He’s lying on a divan in a large domed room dominated by a huge tree in center. Mara is sitting across from him in a love seat. Karrde is across the room, smoking on a bench in front of the tree, with the vornskr Drang sitting by him. Luke pulls himself up, Mara quickly following. 

TALON: Ah, Skywalker. Come and join me. (motions to Mara) You’ve already met my second-in-command, Mara Jade.

Luke walks over to Karrde, Mara following and keeping her blaster aimed at Luke’s back. Karrde offers him a steaming cup of some drink, and Luke takes it. 

LUKE: Where’s my droid? 

TALON: Later. After I’ve figured out what to do with you. 

MARA: Way I figure it, the only choice is whether to turn him over to the Imperials or kill him ourselves. (coldly to Luke) Guess which one I prefer. 

Luke looks over at Mara, stunned at the pure hatred in her voice. He then looks questioningly over at Talon. 

TALON: It took me months to figure out how much she hated you. I don’t suppose you know why. 

LUKE: No, I don’t. I’ve never met this woman before. 

TALON: Pity. 

LUKE: I don’t suppose I can add another option to that list of choices? 

TALON: Such as? 

LUKE: Let me go, in return for double whatever the Empire’s offering. 

TALON: They’re offering 30,000. But that’s not the point. We let you go, and the Imperials find out you were here.... they wouldn’t be too happy with us. Besides, your ship’s smashed, and there’re bounty hunters going through this sector parsec-by-parsec looking for you. 

Luke looks around again, concentrating…then frowning.

LUKE: How did you block me from the Force like this? I can’t sense anything… 

Talon points up at the tree. Luke follows the gesture, and notes the ysalamiri stuck to the branches like leeches. 

TALON: The ysalamiri, that’s how. Unfortunately, if you were thinking of escaping, there are lots more of them in the forest. Not to mention untamed relatives of ol’ Drang here. 

Drang grumbles, as if on cue. 

LUKE: You had ysalamiri on your ship. That’s how you got the drop on me. 

TALON: Purely by chance. Well...(looks over at Mara) Maybe not completely by chance. Mara, show our new guest to his quarters where he can clean himself up.  

Mara raises her blaster. We notice Luke’s lightsaber is now strapped to her belt. 

MARA: Let’s go. 

EXT. MYRKR BASE -- DUSK

Mara leads Luke at gunpoint across the camp. Mara pauses in front of a small building and presses a button that sends a metal door shooting upward.   

MARA: In here. 

LUKE: Did I miss dinner? 

MARA: Dinner can brought to you later. GET IN!! 

INT. CELL

Mara shoves Luke into the small but comfortable cell. He calmly sits down on a cot as Mara moves back to the door, gun kept on him the entire time. 

MARA: There’s an alarm on the window. You try that, you’d better pray the vornskrs get to you before I do. (icy) But please.... don’t take my word for it. Try it and see for yourself. 

LUKE: (mystified) What did I do to you?!?

Mara shoots the inside lock on the door, then smirks coldly. 

MARA: Enjoy the peace and quiet. 

She steps out and shuts the door. Luke sighs in frustration.

INT. MYRKR BASE – COMM ROOM

Mara enters the equipment-filled comm room. Talon is standing, turning to face her while looking over a datapad. 

TALON: We have a minor problem. Fynn Torve’s coming in with a couple of guests: Han Solo and Lando Calrissian. 

MARA: Why? 

TALON: To talk to me, apparently. Fynn’s ship got impounded on Abregado, and Han and Lando showed up there just in time to save him from being arrested. He seems to think he owes them. 

MARA: Then he can pay them back on his own time. Send them back. 

TALON: My employees’ debts are the organization’s debts. You should know that by now. 

MARA: (a bit worried) You’re not giving them Skywalker, are you? 

TALON: Alive, you mean? 

Mara doesn’t answer aloud, but her expression says it all.  

TALON: Move his X-Wing somewhere out of the way. I want to keep him here until I know why Thrawn wants him so bad. (points to the ‘saber on Mara’s belt) And lose that. They’ll recognize it. 

MARA: If it’s all the same to you, I’d rather not deal with them. 

TALON: I want you here when I greet them, otherwise fine. Get going. The Falcon’ll be here in twenty minutes. 

Mara takes a deep breath and leaves. 

EXT. SPACE – NEAR MYRKR
The Falcon approaches the forest-filled planet of Myrkr. 

INT. MILLENIUM FALCON – MAIN CARGO HOLD
Han and Lando are seated before the pirate starship’s comm station. A small holo of Winter, Leia’s personal aide (a white-haired version of Leia), regards them with worry on the console.  

WINTER: I was wondering if you had any idea when you and the princess would be returning. Admiral Ackbar has been very concerned about you. 

HAN: You’ll have to thank him for us, Winter. How’s he doing? 

WINTER: About as usual. Squabbling with the kids, mainly. Especially the little one, on who’s going to stay up and read. You know. 

HAN: Yeah, I know the kid pretty well. What about the neighbors? 

WINTER: Uh...I don’t know. I can ask -- 

HAN: It’s okay, it doesn’t matter. Long as the kids are doing okay. 

WINTER: Enjoy your trip. 

The holoimage crackles out of existence. 

LANDO: You, Leia and Winter should have worked out a better verbal code. 

HAN: We should have worked one out period. (gets up)  We’d better make this short. Something’s about to burn through on Coruscant. 

LANDO: You mean that bit about the kid? 

HAN: If I read her right, Fey’lya’s starting a major push toward Ackbar’s territory. 

LANDO: What about the “staying up to read” bit? 

HAN: Could have meant Ackbar’s intelligence work. Or worse -- 

LANDO: Worse? 

HAN: Fey’lya may be going for the whole sabacc pot. 

Fynn Torve, a typical scruffy-looking pirate, comes in. 

TORVE: We’re here. You can have your cockpit back now. I’ve deleted the course from your computer. 

WIPE TO: 

EXT. MYRKR BASE – DUSK

Han and Lando stand across from Talon, Mara, Aves and Torve near the ramp of the Millennium Falcon. The pirate starship has set down in the middle of the camp’s clearing. 

HAN: (fading in) We guarantee your protection and legality of operation. In writing. 

TALON: Very interesting presentation, Captain. But I’m afraid it’s just not for us. 

HAN: Why? 

TALON: It would look to certain parties like we’re taking sides. 

HAN: I was afraid you’d say that. I’ve got something else to ask. Do you have a slicer I can borrow? 

TALON: (cocks his head) Interesting. Intrigue forming in the New Republic already? 

HAN: This is purely personal.  

TALON: As it happens, one of the best in the business will be at dinner. You’ll join us? 

HAN: We don’t want to impose....

TALON: No, no imposition at all. If you’ll follow me?

INT. MYRKR BASE – DINING ROOM -- NIGHT

A number of round tables make up the dining room, with several already occupied by various smugglers. Sitting at the center dinner table is Ghent, a young man with long purple hair, as well as two other smugglers. Talon leads Han and the others from the previous scene to the table and they take their seats. Both Karrde and Mara have dressed up for the dinner – a better-groomed Karrde in a blue swashbuckler-like suit, Mara with her hair done up and wearing a green “farmgirl” type dress. 

TALON: Good evening all. (nods to the smugglers) Wadewarn, Chin. Han, this is Ghent. He’s the slicer you’re wanting. And of course, you’ve met Mara. 

She stares a hole through Han. 

HAN: Uh...yeah. 

GHENT: So you’re Han Solo! Man, I’ve heard so much about you! I’ve always wanted to meet you! 

Lando chuckles at his friend’s embarrassment. 

LANDO: Nice to be famous, huh? 

HAN: Uh...Nice to meet you too, Ghent....

A comm beep goes off. Talon pulls a comlink from his belt. 

TALON: Excuse me. (activates comlink) Yes? 

He listens to the sub-audible message for a moment. Then he glances at Han, then back to the comm. 

TALON: (his voice clearly disturbed) I’ll be right there. 

He gets up, motioning Mara to join him. 

TALON: Excuse me, this will only be a few minutes. Enjoy your meal....

Talon and Mara leaves. Han and Lando stares after them. 

HAN: I’ve got a bad feeling about this. 

LANDO: (waving a finger at the departing Mara) I’ve seen her before, Han. I’m not sure where or when, but I’ve seen her.... and I don’t think she was a smuggler at the time. 

HAN: Figure it out fast. We may be about to wear out our welcome. 

INT. MYRKR BASE – COMM STATION

Talon stares with worry at the image on the scope – a Star Destroyer. Aves and Mara regard him nervously. 

TALON: Where’d we put the Falcon? 

AVES: Pad eight. 

TALON: Aves, go throw a net over it. Mara, get Skywalker moved somewhere more secure. 

The two start to leave, and Talon stops Mara by grabbing her arm. 

TALON: And I mean on the base. 

MARA: If that’s a subtle way of asking if I called them here, I didn’t. 

TALON: Really? I’m surprised. 

MARA: So am I. I should have thought of it earlier. 

The comm station beeps for attention. 

TALON: Hold on, Mara. (hits comm) Yes?

Grand Admiral Thrawn appears on screen, in a shuttle cockpit. 

THRAWN: Captain Karrde. A pleasure to finally see you face-to-face. 

TALON: Good afternoon, Admiral. This is an unexpected visit. 

THRAWN: We require more ysalamiri. And I thought, as long as I was in the area, that we could have a private chat. 

TALON: What about? 

THRAWN: For instance, I am in the market for warships. Perhaps you know where to find some? 

TALON: (his tone carefully guarded) I.... don’t think we can help. 

THRAWN: Ah. Also, I am curious as to why you have not joined the search for Skywalker. 

TALON: I’m a busy man. I couldn’t spare the ships. 

THRAWN: Well, we can talk of such things later. In person. 

The comm switches to tactical view -- a shuttle launches from the SD, heading for Myrkr. Karrde freezes. 

THRAWN: (V.O.) I look forward to our meeting. Thrawn out. 

The screen goes blank. 

TALON: Stang!! (talks fast) Get Aves to have the Falcon moved back farther under cover. Get Solo and Calrissian into their ship, I don’t care what you tell them. 

MARA: What about Skywalker? 

TALON: I’m not turning him over. Not now, not with a Star Destroyer over our heads. And hide that damn lightsaber. 

MARA: What was that about warships? 

TALON: (sigh) Ask me again later. Go. Go now. 

She nods and leaves. Talon takes a deep breath and gets to his feet, thinking furiously.  

EXT. MYRKR BASE – NIGHT
Mara stalks across the base, Luke’s lightsaber in hand and a determined look on her face. 

MARA: (to herself) Should have left you out there...should have killed you when I had the chance...

She walks up to the door of Luke’s cell, gripping the lightsaber tightly.  

MARA: (to herself, lifting the ‘saber) No time like the present -- 

She presses a wall control, and the door opens. The room is empty. 

She freezes for a split second -- then bolts in another direction, toward the Millennium Falcon.  

A roar of engines -- and a brown Skipray Blastboat rises vertically into the sky near her. She changes direction, heads for where the Skipray launched, as it arcs overhead and roars out of sight. 

ANOTHER ANGLE: Mara races into the cockpit of a second Skipray. 

INT. SKIPRAY – COCKPIT

Mara slams into the pilot’s chair at top speed, working cockpit controls furiously. 

EXT. MYRKR BASE – NIGHT

The second Skipray rises into the air, and then blasts after the other at full throttle. 

INT. LUKE’S SKIPRAY – COCKPIT

Luke is piloting, with Artoo alongside. Artoo gives a whistle of relief. Outside the window, the blur of trees flashing past can be seen. 

LUKE: Don’t relax yet. We’ve got trouble. Another Skipray pursuing, and -- a Star Destroyer in orbit?!? 

Artoo moans. 

LUKE: Mara Jade. 

EXT. MYRKR – NIGHT

Luke’s Skipray clips the top of a tree as Mara’s Skipray pursues, firing. 

INT. LUKE’S SKIPRAY – COCKPIT

Artoo squeals in panic as the ship shakes. Luke is starting to sweat. 

INT. MARA’S SKIPRAY -- COCKPIT

Mara’s POV: The shots are missing Luke’s ship, but not by much. The young woman’s eyes are blazing with hatred. 

MARA: You’re not getting away from me, Skywalker! Not this time!! 

INT. LUKE’S SKIPRAY -- COCKPIT

LUKE: Hang on! I’m gonna try and lose her in the forest! 

EXT. MYRKR -- NIGHT

The lead Skipray (Luke’s) attempts a dangerous flight through the upper level of trees, weaving back and forth to avoid collisions. 

INT. LUKE’S SKIPRAY -- COCKPIT

Artoo yelps in alarm. 

EXT. MYRKR -- NIGHT

Mara’s Skipray rises into the air, gaining altitude. 

INT. MARA’S SKIPRAY -- COCKPIT 

Mara levels the ship off, goes in a wide circle, and spots Luke’s Skipray. She goes into a power dive. 

INT. LUKE’S SKIPRAY -- COCKPIT 

Luke’s POV -- Mara’s Skipray suddenly appears up ahead, dives in front of him firing -- 

LUKE: Is she CRAZY?!?

He wrenches the ship, trying to turn it -- the ship hits the trees -- 

INT. MARA’S SKIPRAY -- COCKPIT

She’s going too fast, and she realizes it a second too late -- 

MARA: Oh HELL -- 

EXT. MYRKR -- NIGHT

The two ships hit in mid-air -- and violently crash together into the trees. A beat – and then an Imperial shuttle flies overhead.

EXT. MYRKR BASE -- NIGHT

The Imperial shuttle now sits where the Millennium Falcon was earlier. Thrawn steps off the shuttle ramp, and walks over to a grim Talon and Aves. Flanking him is Pellaeon, Rukh and four stormtroopers. A TIE Fighter escort flies overhead, in perfect formation. 

THRAWN: Pleased to meet you, Captain Karrde. I wonder -- what was that disturbance we saw on our way in? 

TALON: A disgruntled ex-employee of ours. Tried to get away with some stolen merchandise. One of our people is in pursuit. 

THRAWN: Was. We saw them both crash in the forest. 

Talon is shaken by this news. 

TALON: I’ll...I’ll get a search organized. 

THRAWN: Don’t bother. (pulls out a comlink) Thrawn to Chimaera. I want a platoon brought down to the forest. Examine the crash site there, and bring back any survivors. 

OFFICER: (on comm) Yes, sir. 

THRAWN: (to Karrde) Now, I believe you were going to show me around? 

EXT. FALCON -- NIGHT

Han, Ghent, and Lando are standing near the Falcon, which is now situated at the edge of the pirate base, camouflaged by trees and a net. Hiding behind a tree, they look at the meeting. Han looks through a pair of macrobinoculars.

Brief look through Han’s POV: (through macrobinoculars) Thrawn talking to Talon. 

GHENT: Look, could we go back to the ship now? I was told to keep you there, so you’d be safe...

HAN: Lando? 

LANDO: Has to have something to do with those Skiprays that burned out of here. 

GHENT: (very nervous) Karrde had a prisoner -- he must’ve escaped. Look, can we go--?!?

HAN: (still looking at the scene) Karrde’s moved up to kidnapping now? 

GHENT: I don’t think so...

Han’s POV: (through macrobinoculars) A close shot of Rukh. 

HAN: I know so. That gray guy is one of the aliens that tried to grab Leia. Who was this prisoner?  

GHENT: I don’t know. I never saw him.  

HAN: (a dangerous new edge in his voice) Who’s the blue-skinned guy in white? 

GHENT: Uh.....a-a Grand Admiral, I think. I don’t know his name. 

Han lowers the macros and grabs Ghent’s shirt. 

HAN: (tight whisper) That’s the bastard who’s trying to take my kids. What’s his name?!?

GHENT: (terrified whisper) I don’t know -- 

LANDO: (grabs Han’s arm) Look, forget it! Let’s just get back to the Falcon! We’ll stick around long enough to figure out Karrde’s game, then we blow out of here. Even if we gotta take that net with us. 

HAN: (calms down, lets Ghent go) All right..... 

EXT. FOREST -- NIGHT

A banged-up Luke crawls out of the ruins of his twisted Skipray. He waves a hand at the ship – and, with the Force, he floats Artoo out of the ship and onto the ground.  Artoo beeps out a worried inquiry. 

LUKE: I’m all right. Just bruised a little. (looks around) We’d better get moving. There’ll be troops here in no time.

He notices the other wrecked ship nearby. It’s in even worse shape than the one he was in, and he frowns. 

LUKE: (V.O., echoing) I shouldn’t get so wrapped up in galactic affairs that I forget about individual people....

(aloud) 

Artoo, wait here. I’m gonna have a look. 

Crunching his way over some debris, Luke walks over to the wreck, finds the door, opens it -- 

-- and Mara’s blaster sticks right in front of his face. 

MARA: (sounding supremely satisfied) I knew you’d come...

FADE TO BLACK. 

EXT. FOREST -- NIGHT

An Imperial shuttle flies directly over camera view and lands near the crashed Skiprays, flashing spotlights at the wreckage. A dozen stormtroopers pour out of the ramp as soon as it opens, rifles out, searching the wreckage. 

EXT. FOREST -- NEARBY

From a safe vantage point half a mile off, Mara watches the search. She keeps her blaster leveled at Luke, who’s sitting on the ground by Artoo. He regards her curiously – here’s her golden opportunity to give him to the Imperials, and she’s not taking it. 

MARA: (turns to face Luke) Real quiet now. Keep the droid quiet and grab some distance. 

The trio walks out of camera view. 

EXT. FOREST -- NIGHT

Mara stays behind, keeping her blaster on Luke and Artoo as they trudge along. Her other hand grasps Luke’s lightsaber. 

MARA: Hyllard City’s three days off. Can you give me any reason why I should take you or the droid along? 

Luke turns and faces Mara. 

LUKE: You’re letting your emotions get in the way of your judgment. 

Mara’s eyes grow icy at Luke’s calm, serene voice. 

MARA: (almost spits out the words) I’ve wanted to kill you for a very long time, Skywalker. I’ve dreamed every night about it for years.  

LUKE: What about Karrde? He wants me alive. 

MARA: We don’t always get what we want. 

For a split second, something in her eyes flickers through the hatred…then it’s gone. She raises her blaster -- 

LUKE: (talking very fast) Wait! You need to know what Karrde told the Imperials. Artoo can send an encrypted message to my X-Wing. Someone’s bound to check the ship eventually. Your people can decrypt and send a response. 

MARA: (gritting her teeth) Funny, how this scheme requires that I keep you both alive a while longer. 

Artoo moans. 

MARA: What about him? It’ll take forever for it to cross the forest. 

LUKE: If you’d give me my lightsaber for a minute, I could make a sled. 

In several smooth movements, Mara ignites the lightsaber blade and chops down a tree, cutting it down to several smaller pieces on the way down. The blade’s vanished before the remains of the tree even hit the ground. 

MARA: I’ll do it. 

LUKE: (blinks, a bit nonplussed) You’ve handled lightsabers before...

MARA: Just in case you were tempted to make a grab for my blaster. Get going. I want that sled made in an hour. 

INT. CELL -- NIGHT

Han has made his way into a room adjoining Luke’s cell. He’s kneeling down, studying the droid tread marks on the ground. Suddenly, a shadow from the door -- Karrde walks in. 

TALON: You seem to have gotten lost. 

HAN: I do that sometimes. (gestures to the treads) Holding a droid prisoner too? 

TALON: I see Ghent didn’t keep his mouth shut. 

HAN: Who was this guy? 

TALON: That information’s not for sale. 

Lando enters, holding something small in his palm. 

LANDO: (crosses over to Han) Maybe we don’t need to buy it. 

He drops into Han’s hand a small electronic component.

HAN: What’s this? 

LANDO:  Somebody spliced this into that door lock. Recognize it? 

HAN: No, I don’t. 

LANDO: A bioelectronic power supply. Just the kind you’d find in an artificial hand. 

Han’s blaster slowly rises to aim at Karrde. 

HAN: (angry) Those droid treads look about right for an R2 unit...

TALON: (quickly) He’s all right. At least he was a couple of hours ago. The stormtroopers didn’t find him in the wreck. Or Mara. I just hope that means they’re working together. 

LANDO: You don’t sound sure of that. 

TALON: Mara...well, she very much wants to kill him. 

HAN: Why? 

TALON: That’s what I’d like to know. 

HAN: Why was he here? 

TALON: He got jumped by the Imperials. If we hadn’t picked him up, he’d be dead now. (pushes the blaster away from his face) And you’ll notice I didn’t give you two over to them either. 

HAN: I want to see his X-Wing. 

TALON: All right, but not until tomorrow. There’s predators out at night...

WIPE TO: 

EXT. SPACE -- MYRKR

The Chimaera floats in orbit over Myrkr. 

INT. THRAWN’S QUARTERS

Thrawn sits, brooding. The holoartwork has become collection of flame-like works that pulsate. From behind Thrawn’s viewpoint, Pellaeon enters. 

THRAWN: (quiet) Have you found them? 

PELLAEON: Not yet, sir. The only place they can go is Hyllard City. I have a platoon waiting there. 

THRAWN: Send two more. Also a biker scout unit and three scout walkers. 

PELLAEON: Sir? 

THRAWN: Karrde lied to us. That chase was in total radio silence. That, plus the fact he didn’t help search for Skywalker....

Pellaeon’s jaw drops. 

PELLAEON: That was Skywalker in that Skipray!? 

THRAWN: Unlikely, I admit. But possible. 

PELLAEON: (thinking) Sir, if we stay here more than a day or two, we’ll have to move back our attack. 

THRAWN: We’re not moving it. Not for Skywalker, not for anyone. (indicates the art) Their art indicates a biannual cyclic pattern. I want to hit them at their most sluggish. Three platoons should be enough for a powerless Skywalker -- and for Karrde, if necessary.  

EXT. FOREST -- NIGHT

Mara is propped against a tree; Luke has made a pillow of his tunic. A glow rod set by Mara provides the only illumination. Artoo is nearby, dome spinning around slowly. The little droid lets out a warning wail, and the two humans jump up. 

LUKE: I think he’s picked up something....

Mara suddenly raises her blaster and fires. Right next to Luke, a vornskr (one of Drang’s species) suddenly collapses, a smoking hole in the head. Luke jumps, yelping. 

LUKE: Good shot...

MARA: Get used to it. It’s a long way to Hyllard City. 

Luke sighs and lays back on the tunic. 

WIPE TO: 

INT. WOOKIEE HOUSE -- NIGHT 

Leia is in bed, asleep; in almost the exact same pose as Luke in the last shot. A WIDE SHOT shows the room she’s in – a wooden room with a mesh window. A blaster sits on the nightstand next to her bed, along with a comlink and a chrono unit. 

EXT. WOOKIEE HOUSE – NIGHT

Chewbacca and Rallra pace in front of the single door to the house, looking about them nervously. 

INT. WOOKIEE HOUSE – NIGHT

Leia shifts her position in bed, not sleeping very well. From behind, a gray hand slowly moves across the bed, snatches Leia’s arm -- 

She bolts up and screams as she sees the snarling Noghri. She flings the pillow off the bed, revealing her lightsaber. She lunges for it, but the grey alien pulls her off the bed. The lightsaber is snaked down with the bedspread to the floor. Leia instantly grabs the bedspread and flings it over the Noghri’s head. She grabs the lightsaber, ignites it, and slashes through the cover. A gurgling death scream is heard from beneath the cover. Almost instantly, Leia is grabbed from behind and wrestled to the ground by another Noghri, who chops the lightsaber out of her hand and painfully pins both her arms behind her. The weapon rolls away, deactivating. The alien has her trapped, unable to move, and it hisses with satisfaction. 

LEIA: (sobbing) No..... no....

The Noghri suddenly pauses. Sniffs. After a moment, he lets go enough for Leia to scramble out of his grip. She jumps at the lightsaber, grabs it, reignites it. 

LEIA: COME ON!!!

The Noghri just stares at her, not attacking. 

NOGHRI: Mal’ary’ush...

LEIA: (looking frantically about for more attackers) What!? 

NOGHRI: You are.....the Mal’ary’ush......

Suddenly, a roar as the door to the bedroom slams open. Chewbacca plows into the Noghri like a quarterback, slugging him into unconsciousness. Chewie raises his paw, and suddenly lethal-looking claws emerge from the fur. 

LEIA: Don’t kill him!! Tie him up, and follow me. There may be more. 

Rallra enters, leaning against the doorway. His side is slightly bloody, and Leia belatedly notices Chewie is injured as well.  

RALLRA: Not any morrree. They have been dealt with. 

LEIA: (crosses over to him) You’re both hurt. 

RALLRA: Minorrr wounds. We must get away from herrre. 

LEIA: I’m going alone. 

RALLRA: You would neverrr rrreach the landing platforrrm alone. 

LEIA: You’re in no shape to travel. Neither is Chewie. Get out of my way. 

Ralrra grabs Leia’s arm. 

RALRRA: (“end of argument”) We will stay togetherrr. 

Leia sighs. 

LEIA: All right, you win. 

EXT. KASHYYYK -- LANDING PLATFORM - DAWN

The Lady Luck sits on the pad as the sun starts to rise over Kashyyyk. Various Wookiees work frantically to prepare the ship for flight.  

INT. LADY LUCK -- BRIG 

One of the ship’s bedrooms has been converted into a makeshift brig. Leia enters the room alone, lightsaber in hand. Chewbacca stays at the door. At the other end is the Noghri, its’ head bandaged, still tied up. 

LEIA: Why have your people been hunting me? 

NOGHRI: Your hand. May I....? 

She moves her hand to the Noghri’s smell range. He takes a long sniff, sniffs again, and moans in distress. 

NOGHRI: I was not mistaken. You are the Mal’ary’ush. Oh, forgive me. If we had known…

LEIA: Mal’ary’ush. What is that? 

Even tied up, the Noghri tries to bow before her. 

NOGHRI: The daughter and heir of our lord and master.....Darth Vader. 

Leia gasps, completely stunned. It takes a moment for her to recover. She thinks, and then consciously adopts a more regal tone and posture. 

LEIA: What is your name? 

NOGHRI: I am Kharbarakh. (uncertain) You do not know of my people...? 

Leia moves to the chair the Noghri is tied to, and unties the creature under the next dialogue. 

LEIA: My father had many secrets. You must have been one of them. How did your people become his servants?

KHARBARAKH: Your father came to us in our darkest hour. He saved us from extinction. And in return, we served him, as we now serve his heirs. 

LEIA: (pauses, again surprised) He helped you? 

KHARBARAKH: Many years ago, over the skies of our world, there was a battle...the fallout from the destruction poisoned our world. He came and helped to cleanse our land of the poison. 

LEIA: (to herself) A battle...(aloud) Where is your world? 

KHARBARAKH: I cannot tell you. To do so would bring final destruction upon my people. 

Kharbarakh gets to his feet, untied, and then bows before the princess. Leia looks away, and thinks a long moment. Then she faces Kharbarakh. 

LEIA: Take me there. 

KHARBARAKH: (shocked) I cannot!!

LEIA: Why? 

KHARBARAKH: I…I cannot. 

LEIA: Then I want you to go back to your world, and let your people know I exist. And then, if they agree to see me, I want you to meet me in orbit over the planet Endor in one month. 

KHARBARAKH: (disbelief) You will come alone? To a world whose people seek your capture?

LEIA: I will come alone. I trust your people to give me a fair hearing. 

Kharbarakh bows again. 

KHARBARAKH: I hope to see you there, Lady Vader. Farewell. 

He walks past Leia and out the door. Chewbacca looks at Leia with an incredulous expression. 

EXT. KASHYYYK

The Noghri ship rises into the skies.

EXT. LANDING PLATFORM

Outside the Lady Luck, Leia, Ralrra, and Chewie watch the ship go. Chewie growls. 

LEIA: I don’t like it either, Chewie. But I can’t run from them forever. If I have even a chance of getting them out from under the Empire’s control...

The Noghri ship disappears from view. 

EXT. MYRKR – FOREST -- DAY

A flash and blaster bolt sound -- and another dead vornskr lands on the ground. Luke is dragging Artoo on the sled as Mara fires another shot in the vornskr for good measure. 

LUKE: I wish you’d give me back my lightsaber. You must be getting tired of shooting vornskrs off me. 

MARA: What, afraid I’m gonna miss? 

LUKE: You haven’t slept in two days. 

Mara looks around. 

MARA: This area looks clear enough. Let’s send up the sonde balloon. 

SAME – A LITTLE LATER

A silvery balloon is now tied into Artoo’s circuits. Mara and Luke sits before the droid. 

LUKE: Anything? 

Artoo beeps in the affirmative. A holographic image springs out of Artoo’s dome -- an image of Threepio. 

THREEPIO: Good day, Master Luke. And you too, Mistress Mara. Captain Karrde and Captain Solo are both glad to hear that you’re still alive.

MARA: (whisper) Captain Solo? Karrde, what are you doing…? 

THREEPIO: They regret to inform you that a major Imperial force is waiting for you in Hyllard City. Captain Karrde suggests that you switch roles, with Master Luke as a bounty hunter, bringing Mistress Mara in. 

MARA: I don’t think so… 

LUKE: It’s a good idea. 

Mara stares daggers at Luke. 

THREEPIO: At any rate, Captain Solo and Captain Karrde are working on a rescue plan. I’m afraid there’s nothing more I can say at the moment. Good luck. 

The image fades. Luke looks at Mara expectantly, holding a hand out.  

MARA: Forget it. If he thinks I’m gonna let you have a weapon for even a second -- 

A flash of fur, and a vornskr suddenly slams into Mara from behind, with a feral snarl. Mara hits the ground face-first, and is stunned as the creature stands over her prone form. Luke jumps to his feet -- 

LUKE: HHHARRRRIIIEEEIIIII!!!!

The distinctive call of a Tatooine krayt dragon. The vornskr whirls to face Luke, forgetting Mara. She awakens enough to roll onto her back as Luke lunges at the creature. It lashes its’ whip-like tail at him, knocking him back. Artoo rolls up, beeping a blue streak and trying to stun the monster with its’ electric prod. The tail whiplashes again, breaking the prod and knocking Artoo several feet into the air. Luke leaps and rolls to Mara’s side, snatching up the lightsaber. Igniting the blade, he brushes the creature’s nose. It screams and leaps back, then springs straight at Luke. With an expert slice, Luke kills the vornskr. 

The click of a gun. 

Luke looks over. Mara’s again aiming at him, even as she struggles to her feet. 

MARA: Drop it. 

LUKE: (he can’t believe it) I just saved your life -- 

MARA: (voice shaking) DROP IT!! 

Luke deactivates and drops the ‘saber. Mara snatches it up and hooks it to her belt. Shaking his head in disbelief, Luke walks over and helps Artoo to its’ feet. 

LUKE: (calmly) What did I do to you? 

Now it’s Mara’s turn to show disbelief….and astonishment. 

MARA: You really don’t know who I am, do you? 

LUKE: I’m sure I’d remember you if we’d met. 

MARA: Oh, of course, the all-seeing, all-knowing Jedi. We’ve met. Though you obviously didn’t notice me at the time. 

Luke waits. 

MARA: I was a dancer at Jabba the Hutt’s palace. The day you came for Solo. 

Luke keeps meeting her gaze. 

LUKE: But you weren’t a dancer. That was a cover. 

MARA: Good guess. Keep going. What was I really doing there? 

He thinks about it…and finally figures it out. 

LUKE: Vader sent you to capture me. 

MARA: Vader?? Hah! Vader was a fool, and skating on the edge of treason. My master sent me to kill you. 

Luke’s face goes ashen, and he lets out a breath. 

LUKE: (quiet) The Emperor.  (looks away a moment) What went wrong? 

MARA: Jabba wouldn’t let me on the execution party. That was it -- plain and simple. Nothing I said or did could change his mind. 

FLASHBACK IMAGE (BLACK & WHITE)

The twisted end of the Sarlacc battle as seen on the Dagobah cave – and this time, the laughing woman with Luke’s lightsaber is recognizable as Mara. 

BACK TO SCENE

LUKE: If you’d been there...you’d have succeeded. 

Mara is silent for a moment. 

MARA: (bitter) I was the Emperor’s Hand. I traveled all over the galaxy, doing jobs even Vader couldn’t handle. I could hear the Emperor, from anywhere in the galaxy…and I could report back to him the same way. I had prestige. Power. Respect. And you took it all from me. I’ve spent the last five years in the gutter. If only for that.... you deserve to die. 

A beat. Mara keeps the blaster on him, but doesn’t pull the trigger. 

LUKE: Then what’s stopping you? 

Another tense moment. Then Mara lowers the blaster. 

MARA: We don’t always get what we want, do we? 

LUKE: No. We don’t. 

A moment. A new understanding between them. 

MARA: (quiet) It’s getting dark. Get some sleep.

WIPE TO: 

EXT. SPACE 

The Chimaera is now in deep space. A dingy bulk freighter is floating alongside it. 

INT. CHIMAERA BRIDGE

Thrawn watches the freighter from the front windows. 

THRAWN: Status on the cloaking shield? 

PELLAEON: (far back on the ramp) Ready to activate on your mark. 

THRAWN: Any word from Myrkr? 

PELLAEON: No, sir. 

THRAWN: The latest ship count? 

Pellaeon starts to walk up to Thrawn’s side. 

PELLAEON: 112 warships, 65 being used as cargo carriers. 

THRAWN: (thin smile) We get to pick and choose. 

PELLAEON: Sir... (Thrawn faces him) It seems to me this is just the operation to use C’Baoth on. 

THRAWN: (turns to face the window) We don’t need him. Not this time.

PELLAEON: (heavy sigh, disappointed) Yes, sir. 

THRAWN: (without looking at him) It’s not about bravado, Captain. I just don’t want him to get too much of a taste for power. 

PELLAEON: He said he doesn’t want power. 

THRAWN: He’s lying. All men want power. 

PELLAEON: If he’s a potential threat...

THRAWN: (completing Pellaeon’s thought) Then why not kill him? Because soon we’ll give him all the power he wants, in the form of the Skywalkers.... at which point, he’ll be no more dangerous than any other tool. (pauses, takes a deep breath) Activate the cloaking shield. 

PELLAEON: (calls out to a crewman) Activate the shield! 

EXT. SPACE
Outside the Star Destroyer, the bulk freighter shimmers, wavering... then returns to normal. 

INT. CHIMAERA BRIDGE

Thrawn looks down at Pellaeon, who has climbed into a work pit and is studying a console. 

THRAWN: Well? 

Pellaeon looks up, elated. 

PELLAEON: It worked, sir!

Pellaeon climbs up from the crew pit. 

THRAWN: Precisely what I wanted. Congratulations. 

PELLAEON: (excited) We have the go signal, then? 

THRAWN: You have the go signal. Alert the task force, move to the rendezvous point. By this time tomorrow, the Sluis Van shipyards and the majority of the Rebellion’s vessels will be ours. And then... the galaxy. 

WIPE TO:  

EXT. FOREST -- DAWN 

Shot of the sun rising over the forests of Myrkr.  

EXT. FOREST – NEXT HYLLARD CITY

The city is visible from the far distance, through several trees -- as are speeder bikes and an Imperial heavy shuttle. An AT-ST walks across our view.  Luke and Mara are lying on the ground, watching with macrobinoculars. Artoo hides behind a tree beside them. 

LUKE: Our best bet is to just walk in and use that role-play like Karrde suggested. 

MARA: Just walk right into their arms? Smart. 

LUKE: You got a better idea? 

MARA: (pause) Nope. 

Luke gets up and gets alongside Artoo. 

LUKE: Artoo, open up. 

Artoo whistles and opens a flap in the top of its’ dome, and Luke places his lightsaber into it. The flap closes. 

MARA: So that’s how you smuggled that thing into Jabba’s. I’d always wondered. 

LUKE: You ready? 

Mara turns and wades into the bushes. 

MARA: Not just yet. There’s still that famous face of yours. 

LUKE: (sarcastic) I don’t think Artoo can hide that. 

MARA: That’s not what I had in mind. Hold out your arm. 

She plucks up some long reeds. She rubs one across Luke’s bare arm. 

LUKE: What’s that gonna----YYARRGGHHH!! 

A slight hissing and smoking emanates from Luke’s arm, and the skin turns dark and blistered. 

MARA: (fiendishly pleased) Just as I hoped. You’re allergic as hell to it.  

She holds out the reed, a smug expression on her face. 

MARA: You want to do it? Or should I? 

Luke snatches the reed out of her hand. 

LUKE: I’ll do it. 

Luke goes offscreen. He starts screaming his head off as Mara laughs. 

WIPE TO: 

EXT. HYLLARD CITY -- DAY

Hyllard City is much like Mos Eisely – small buildings crammed together and bustling. A pair of speeder bikes stops before an officer at the edge of the city, flanked by several stormtroopers and scout troopers. Luke (his face now swollen and blistered) and Mara dismount as the scouts pull Artoo off the back of one of the speeder bikes. 

OFFICER: What do we have here? 

SCOUT: Man says his name is Jade. Bounty hunter, working for Karrde. Says the woman’s his prisoner. 

LUKE: (rough voice) And I had her fair and square by the time these guys found me! You tell Karrde that! 

OFFICER: (to Mara) Your name? 

MARA: Senni Kiffu. And I didn’t take nothing from Karrde I didn’t have coming. 

OFFICER: (considers a moment) Put the droid with them. Cuff them both. 

LUKE: Excuse me?!? She’s the prisoner, not me! 

OFFICER: You’re both prisoners, so shut up!! And what happened to your face? 

LUKE: (hesitant) Ran into a bush. 

OFFICER: We’ll treat you at headquarters. (waves) Follow us. 

The cuffed prisoners are herded down the street. After a few feet, another scout trooper walks up -- with a handcuffed Han. 

SCOUT: We caught him snooping around the forest. Maybe looking for your prisoners. We’ve checked him for weapons, he’s clean. 

OFFICER: Put him with the others. 

Han is pushed alongside Luke, and the procession starts again.

HAN: (whisper to Luke) Together again, huh? 

LUKE: Wouldn’t miss it. 

Up ahead, a bridge overpass looms over the street. Stormtroopers are herded around the bottom. The stormtroopers surrounding the prisoners pause, spreading out and looking around nervously with rifles raised. They’re clearly expecting an ambush.  

LUKE: Is Threepio here? 

HAN: Nearby, with Lando and Karrde. 

Luke nods – then suddenly kicks his foot out, tripping Artoo up!! The droid falls over with a squeal. The officer and scouts look back at the confusion. Luke moves to help Artoo up. 

LUKE: (whisper) Artoo, tell Threepio to wait until we’re at the archway to attack. 

Artoo lets out a long, loud cacophony of beeps and buzzes. It sounds like he’s telling Luke off. The officer hauls Luke back up to his feet. 

OFFICER: Come on, move it along! (to the troopers) Stay alert. 

The procession begins again. 

HAN: (whisper) I hope you know what you’re doing. 

LUKE: (whisper) So do I. 

INT. HYLLARD CITY -- BUILDING 

From a high window overlooking the overpass, Lando, Karrde and Aves watch the procession. Threepio walks over. 

THREEPIO: General Calrissian! 

LANDO: What? 

THREEPIO: Master Luke just signaled through Artoo. He wants you to wait until the stormtroopers are under the archway! 

AVES: That’s suicide. We’re outnumbered and they’d have cover. 

LANDO: Luke knows what he’s doing. He’s a Jedi. 

TALON: He’s not a Jedi now. You know about the ysalamiri?

LANDO: Force or not, he’s still a Jedi. Are the booby traps in place? 

TALON: Yeah, they’re in place. 

AVES: This is too risky!! I’m not getting killed for you! 

Suddenly Aves has his blaster pointed at Lando. Lando whirls and does the same. 

TALON: Hey, cut it out -- 

LANDO: We wait. 

A long moment. 

TALON: Put it down, Aves. 

Aves lowers the blaster. 

AVES: I won’t forget this. 

LANDO: (looks out) I wouldn’t want you to. 

EXT. HYLLARD CITY

The first of the stormtroopers under the archway step aside to let the procession through -- 

INT. HYLLARD CITY -- BUILDING 

LANDO: Now!! 

Talon presses down hard on a small detonator -- 

EXT. HYLLARD CITY -- ARCHWAY
Four of the stormtroopers suddenly explode!! Han suddenly pulls off his cuffs and knocks a trooper out in the confusion. He then pulls Luke and Mara to cover as Lando and Karrde starts shooting at the troopers. Artoo wheels toward the trio as fast as he can. 

HAN: Trick cuffs. That scout was one of Karrde’s men. Give me your hands. 

The troopers return fire at the building, as speeder bikes race under the archway for cover and a Chariot assault vehicle flies overhead and starts lowering itself over the open end of the bridge facing the fire. 

MARA: (tightly to Luke) Whatever you’re gonna do, do it!! 

INT. HYLLARD CITY -- BUILDING 

LANDO’S POV: The Chariot lowers itself completely in front of the overpass, covering the stormtroopers. A pair continue to fire from the edges of the vehicle. 

AVES: What’d I tell you!? We can’t hit ‘em now! 

A shot suddenly flies through the window, hits Lando in the shoulder. Lando screams and hits the ground, clutching the wound.  

EXT. HYLLARD CITY -- ARCHWAY 

Luke and Mara are now freed. Mara starts shooting the troopers from behind -- 

LUKE: Artoo -- now! 

Artoo shoots the lightsaber from its dome into Luke’s hand -- 

LUKE: Get behind me! 

Han, Mara and Artoo run behind Luke, out from under the archway. With a yell, Luke throws the lightsaber upward. It slices into the top of the bridge. Luke bolts, and the entire overpass groans, buckles and crashes on top of the Imperials!! 

A moment.... and then a cheer from the heroes. 

SAME -- A MOMENT LATER 

Karrde and Aves meets the group at the rubble of the bridge. They’re carrying a wounded and unconscious Lando on their shoulders, and Han quickly relieves them of the burden. Talon looks around, shaking his head.

TALON: One man...

AVES: Well, we helped some. 

TALON: And without the Force, too....

HAN: You all right, Lando? 

TALON: Took a shot. 

AVES: Almost took one of mine. 

TALON: I think he’ll be all right, though. Mara, Aves, get back to base and help with the evacuation. There’s no way we’ll be able to cover up our part in this. 

Mara and Aves nod and rush off. Talon walks over to where Luke and Han are loading Lando and Artoo into a landspeeder.

TALON: (to Han) I’ve left the Falcon and your X-wing at the city limits. 

HAN: I owe you one. 

TALON: You still gonna get Torve’s ship out of impoundment? 

HAN: I said I would. (beat) Well…so long.

TALON: We’re gonna have to pull out of here in a hurry. Got any surplus ships? 

HAN: Are you kidding? 

TALON: A loan, a stripped down Calamari cruiser -- please! 

HAN: (sigh) I’ll see what I can do. 

Karrde steps back as the group climbs into the landspeeder, and the vehicle whines and flies off into the horizon.

EXT. SPACE – NEAR MYRKR 

The Millennium Falcon rises from Myrkr, the X-Wing attached by a tow cable to the pirate starship’s underside. 

INT. MILLENNIUM FALCON COCKPIT 

Han and Luke are seated at the controls. 

LUKE: A Grand Admiral, huh? Did you get his name? 

HAN: Karrde wouldn’t give it to me. Might have to trade it for that cruiser. 

Luke suddenly takes a huge breath, eyes going wide. The Force theme plays...

HAN: You all right? 

LUKE: (relieved) Yeah. It’s like.... being able to see after having been blind. 

HAN: (chuckles) Yeah, I know how that is.

LUKE: You know, I never did find out where I was. 

HAN: The planet Myrkr. I only just found out this morning. Karrde had already decided to evacuate, even before the battle. (slyly) I noticed you and that redhead seemed to be hitting it off. 

LUKE: Don’t count on it. She wants to kill me. 

HAN: Oh? Any particular reason? 

LUKE: It’s personal. 

HAN: Oh. Sure. I mean, how personal can a death mark get -- 

LUKE: (“Drop it”) Personal. 

HAN: oh. 

An uncomfortable beat. 

LUKE: So where to now? 

HAN: Sluis Van, to get you and Lando patched up. But then it’s straight to Coruscant. Maybe even pick up Leia on the way. 

LUKE: That bad? 

HAN: I got a bad feeling, Luke. Something’s about to happen on Coruscant. If it hasn’t already.

LUKE: Well, maybe we’d better forget Sluis Van, then. Lando’s not in that bad a shape -- 

HAN: No, I want him taken care of -- and you need some downtime too. So enjoy Sluis Van while you can. Might be the last peace and quiet any of us gets for a while...

EXT. SPACE 

The Millennium Falcon streaks into hyperspace. 

WIPE TO:

EXT. SPACE 

The Chimaera and the bulk freighter are now joined by five other Star Destroyers. The Imperial March is going full blast. 

INT. CHIMAERA BRIDGE

Thrawn stands where we saw him last, with Pellaeon at his side.

THRAWN: Status? 

PELLAEON: We’re ready. 

THRAWN: What about Myrkr? 

PELLAEON: (concerned) Last report was fourteen hours ago. 

THRAWN: (makes the name an epithet) Skywalker. And he had help. 

PELLAEON: Karrde? 

THRAWN: Who else? So much for his claiming to be neutral. 

PELLAEON: We could spare a cruiser -- 

THRAWN: No, no, he can wait. Signal the freighter -- cloaking shield on, and go to hyperspace. 

PELLAEON: Yes, sir. 

EXT. SPACE

The freighter shimmers briefly, returns to normal, and then leaps away into hyperspace. 

INT. CHIMAERA BRIDGE

THRAWN: (turns to Pellaeon) Is my flagship ready, Captain? 

Pellaeon stiffens to attention. 

PELLAEON: (formal) The Chimaera is fully at your command, Admiral. 

THRAWN: We follow in six hours, twenty minutes. I want a final check on all ships. Remind the crews there are to be no heroics or risks taken. We’re here to gain ships, not lose them. 

PELLAEON: Yes, sir. 

THRAWN: And tell them...(tight grin) our final victory over the Rebellion begins here. 

EXT. SPACE -- SLUIS VAN

A massive shipyard, in orbit of a dingy brown planet. Ships float everywhere, docked to the massive complex and floating free in space. The freighter enters view from the left hand of the screen, rumbling slowly toward the complex. 

INT. SLUIS VAN SPACEDOCK -- WINDOW

Wedge Antilles watches the freighter from the window, while stirring a cup of tea. A frown comes upon his face, and he looks back at a station control room. 

WEDGE: What’s this? 

SHIPYARD MAN: What? 

WEDGE: Scan that ship, would you? 

The shipyard man checks a console and shrugs. 

SHIPYARD MAN: A-class freighter. Empty, no escort. 

WEDGE: (hesitant, speaking party to himself) When was the last time you saw a totally empty freighter…? 

SHIPYARD MAN: (checks the console) Says here they were jumped by pirates. Had to dump their cargo to get away. 

A moment, as Wedge watches the freighter inch closer to the ships with growing unease. Then he pulls out a comlink. 

WEDGE: This is Commander Antilles to Rogue Squadron. Everyone to your ships. Repeat, everyone to your ships.  

He puts the tea down on a table and starts to leave.

SHIPYARD MAN: (as Wedge starts to leave) What’s going on? 

WEDGE: (as he leaves) This is a case of “Better safe than sorry.” 

EXT. SPACE -- SLUIS VAN

Several X-Wing fighters fly toward the freighter, which is now approaching a Calamari Star Cruiser. 

INT. WEDGE’S X-WING FIGHTER

WEDGE: Easy now. Just a nice, casual pass...

EXT. SPACE – SLUIS VAN

As the fighters close in on the freighter, it suddenly shatters into a fireball!! 

INT. WEDGE’S X-WING FIGHTER

WEDGE: (on comm) Mayday, mayday!! Ship explosion near dock V-475!! 

WEDGE’S POV: Suddenly, from the fireball, dozens of TIE fighters come howling out like a cloud of bats, followed by Lando’s mole miners -- 

WEDGE: S-FOILS IN ATTACK POSITION!!! SHIELDS UP!!! 

EXT. SPACE -- SLUIS VAN 

The X-Wings peel away sharply from the incoming TIEs. The whole shipyard becomes a maelstrom of fire and explosions as the Imperial fighters attack everything in sight. 

INT. MILLENIUM FALCON COCKPIT

Han pulls the pirate starship out of hyperspace -- 

EXT. SPACE 

The Falcon roars into normal space -- right in front of the Chimaera and the other Star Destroyers!! A salvo from the Chimaera rocks the ship and severs the towline holding the X-Wing in place. The X-Wing drifts out into space as the Falcon races away, toward Sluis Van and the besieged spacedock. 

INT. MILLENIUM FALCON COCKPIT 

As the ship rumbles under the impact -- 

LUKE: What the --?!? 

HAN: We just flew right into a fight. Got Star Destroyers behind us. 

LUKE: (calm) System’s bottled up. I sense five Destroyers and twenty smaller ships. 

HAN: (grim) Now we know why they hit those three systems. They wanted to bring enough ships here to make an attack worthwhile. 

WEDGE: (on comm) Emergency!! TIE Fighters in orbital dock area!!

LUKE: Wedge, is that you? 

WEDGE: Luke?? Thank the Force you’re here -- we’ve got forty TIEs and about fifty odd-looking cone-shaped things -- 

LUKE: We’re on our way. (gets up) I’ll take the top turret. 

Luke bolts out of the cockpit.

HAN: (to himself)  “Odd-looking cone-shaped things?” Nahh, couldn’t be... 

INT. CHIMAERA BRIDGE

Thrawn whirls from the window showing the battle, and stares at Pellaeon. 

THRAWN: That was them. The Millennium Falcon. And they were towing an X-Wing...

PELLAEON: You don’t think...

THRAWN: If so... Karrde will have a great deal to answer for. 

EXT. SPACE – SLUIS VAN

A pair of X-Wings bob and weave to avoid fire from a pursuing TIE Fighter. They both dive underneath a Calamari Cruiser. 

ANOTHER ANGLE: Underneath the cruiser, the two starfighter bank hard in opposite directions. The TIE follows one, but the other X-Wing turns sharply and blows it out of the sky. 

INT. WEDGE’S X-WING FIGHTER

WEDGE: Nice shooting! 

WEDGE’S POV: As he pulls his fighter up from underneath the Star Cruiser, he suddenly notices one of the mole miners planted firmly on the large ship’s hull. 

WEDGE: (to himself) What is that doing there....? 

The Cruiser suddenly unleashes a salvo of fire at Wedge’s X-Wing, knocking it silly. The cockpit spins wildly, and the console sparks. 

ROGUE FIVE: (on comm.) Wedge, are you all right?? 

EXT. SPACE – SLUIS VAN

Wedge’s X-Wing rockets at top speed from the firing Calamari Cruiser. 

INT. WEDGE’S X-WING FIGHTER

Wedge steadies the X-Wing before speaking again. 

WEDGE: I think so...uh...where are the rest of those cone things at? 

INT. ROGUE FIVE’S X-WING FIGHTER

ROGUE FIVE: I don’t know, Rogue Leader. We seem to have lost most of them. Hang on, I’ve got a contact. 

INT. WEDGE’S X-WING FIGHTER

WEDGE: Millennium Falcon, Rogue Five, with me. I want a closer look at those things. 

EXT. SPACE – SLUIS VAN

The X-Wings and Falcon flies towards a mole miner flanked by five TIE Fighters. The mole miner is about to dock with a Frigate, and the Imperial ships peel away to attack the Rebel ships. 

INT. WEDGE’S X-WING FIGHTER

WEDGE: Take the two on the right, Rogue Five. I’ll handle the others. 

INT. ROGUE FIVE’S X-WING FIGHTER

ROGUE FIVE: Copy. 

EXT. SPACE – SLUIS VAN

Wedge’s X-Wing fires at a TIE, swerving quickly to avoid the attack of another TIE. The X-Wing takes a hit and banks sharply. The Millennium Falcon roars overhead, blasting the pursuing TIE. 

INT. MILLENNIUM FALCON COCKPIT

HAN: You’re all clear, Wedge. 

HAN’S POV: The mole miner turns as it prepares to latch into the Frigate’s hull. 

HAN: That’s one of Lando’s mole miners, all right. 

The mole miner moves atop the Frigate’s bridge and drops to a landing. A bright flash of light arcs on the miner’s bottom as it connects with the hull. 

WEDGE: (on comm.) What was that? Looked like a plasma jet...

HAN: Right on top of the bridge...(realizing) We’ve got it all wrong. They’re not here to wreck the fleet, they’re here to steal it!! 

INT. MILLENNIUM FALCON GUN TURRET
Luke’s eyes widen as he takes in Han’s epiphany. He fires at another pair of TIE’s.

LUKE: Any ideas? Lando said those were two-man ships -- they can’t have more than four stormtroopers in them. 

INT. MILLENNIUM FALCON COCKPIT

HAN: The way those ships are manned right now, four stormtroopers are plenty. We’re never gonna stop all fifty...

INT. WEDGE’S X-WING FIGHTER

WEDGE: Rogues, we’re gonna take out the ones that haven’t docked yet. 

EXT. SPACE – SLUIS VAN

Wedge’s X-Wing peels away toward another part of the battle, followed closely by the Falcon.

INT. MILLENNIUM FALCON COCKPIT

Han has a strange look on his face as he pilots the starship through the battle. 

HAN: Luke, tell Sluis Control not to let any ships out of the orbital dock area. 

LUKE: (on comm.) Han? You all right? 

HAN: Uhh...Had half a grip on some idea. It’s gone now...

EXT. SPACE – SLUIS VAN

Two X-Wings and the Falcon approach a mole miner flanked by two TIE Fighters. The X-Wings streak ahead of the pirate starship as the TIEs turn around to attack. 

INT. MILLENNIUM FALCON -- COCKPIT
HAN: Just blow the top off that one. I want to see what’s inside. 

INT. MILLENNIUM FALCON – GUN TURRET
LUKE: Got it!! 

Luke opens fire on the mole miner. 

EXT. SPACE – SLUIS VAN

A close shot of the mole miner as the Falcon’s fire hits it. The hatch on the miner’s side opens…and a monstrous spacetrooper (stormtrooper in zero-g armor) blasts out via rocketpack. From the spacetrooper’s back, a miniature torpedo launcher fires and hits the Falcon with proton torpedoes.

INT. MILLENNIUM FALCON – COCKPIT

The ship is slammed hard by the torpedoes, and the lights in the cockpit dim and then come back up. Behind Han, a cockpit panel sparks and smokes. 

INT. WEDGE’S X-WING FIGHTER

WEDGE: You all right? 

INT. MILLENNIUM FALCON – COCKPIT

HAN: Yeah, for now. Blast that miner, I’ll try and draw him away. 

EXT. SPACE – SLUIS VAN

The spacetrooper hangs onto the hatch of the mole miner and continues to fire both at the circling Falcon and at the attacking X-Wings. 

INT. MILLENNIUM FALCON -- COCKPIT

WEDGE: (on comm.) They’re heading for a passenger liner!!

HAN: Hang on, I’m gonna ram him. 

LUKE: (on comm.) You’re gonna what?!?

EXT. SPACE – SLUIS VAN

The Falcon bears down on the mole miner at high speed, as it grows agonizingly close to the passenger liner. The spacetrooper suddenly jumps away from the miner while still firing at the Falcon, using his rocketpack to gain distance. The Falcon fires and blows the mole miner to bits, veering barely out of a collision with the liner. 

INT. MILLENNIUM FALCON -- COCKPIT

HAN: (laughs) There you go, hotshot -- enjoy your view of the rest of the battle! 

LUKE: (on comm.) He was listening in! 

HAN: Imperials always do when they...can...

Han again looks uncertain, confused.

LUKE: (on comm.) What? 

HAN: Something about all this...if I could just figure out what...

INT. CHIMAERA BRIDGE 

Controlled pandemonium. Crewmen race back and forth across the bridge, as the Rebel ships loom larger and larger outside the windows. Thrawn and Pellaeon stand at the back of the bridge near the sensor displays.

PELLAEON: (to an officer) Get that starboard shield back up!

THRAWN: Starboard tractor crews, lock onto that disabled Frigate and bring it in close. Keep it between our starboard shields and the enemy. 

PELLAEON: TIE Squadron Four, keep after that B-Wing group....

THRAWN: Any word from Cloak Leader? 

PELLAEON: (checking a display) Forty-three mole miners have attached. Thirty-nine secure and making for our position. The other eight have been destroyed. 

THRAWN: They figured it out, but too late to do any good.

He surveys the scene outside.

THRAWN: The first of our new ships will arrive in minutes. As soon as they’re all with us, the task force will withdraw. 

PELLAEON: Sir? 

THRAWN: The ships are on their way, Captain. There’s nothing the Rebels can do to stop them now.  

EXT. SPACE – SLUIS VAN
The Millennium Falcon flies behind a Frigate, trying desperately to disable it as the Star Destroyers loom ever closer. It’s a bird trying to attack an elephant, and there are far too many other Rebel ships approaching the waiting Imperial warships.

INT. MILLENNIUM FALCON COCKPIT

HAN: This isn’t getting us anywhere!! Artoo?? Any other weak points?

INT. MILLENNIUM FALCON MAIN HOLD

Artoo is hooked up to the starship’s computer, and he moans sadly. 

INT. MILLENNIUM FALCON GUN TURRET

LUKE: There’s gotta be some way to take out a capital ship…

INT. WEDGE’S X-WING FIGHTER

WEDGE: Yeah. That’s what other capital ships are for. 

INT. MILLENNIUM FALCON COCKPIT

Han stares in despair at the losing battle outside – and has a sudden epiphany. 

HAN: LANDO!! Luke, get Lando up here!! 

LUKE: (on comm.) He’s strapped in. 

HAN: Get him unstrapped and up here now!!  

INT. WEDGE’S X-WING FIGHTER

WEDGE: What’s going on? 

HAN: (on comm.) On Nkllon when the Imperials stole those mole miners, they were jamming communications. 

WEDGE: Okay, so? 

INT. MILLENNIUM FALCON COCKPIT

HAN: Why were they jamming? They’re not doing it here....

Lando staggers in, supported by Luke. 

LANDO: ...because the mole miners on Nkllon were running on radio remote. 

HAN: You remember any of the command codes? 

LANDO: Most of them. What do you need? 

HAN: Just start the jets on all the mole miners. 

LANDO: What!? 

HAN: All of them are either on or near a bridge. If they can burn through enough equipment and wiring, it’ll disable the whole fleet. 

Lando feverishly works at a side console under previous dialogue.

LANDO: Hope you know what you’re doing…Ready! 

HAN: Do it! 

Lando stabs down on a button. 

EXT. SPACE – SLUIS VAN

The Frigate nearest the Falcon twitches, and then a jet of flame erupts from the end of the ship directly opposite the mole miner. The mighty ship’s engines flicker and die, and its’ lights go out. A TIE Fighter accidentally flies right into the spouting fire and is vaporized. A WIDE PAN SHOT reveals the same happening to every other large ship that was heading toward the Star Destroyers, as all of them come to a stop.  

INT. CHIMAERA BRIDGE

A long, silent moment. Thrawn just watches as the approaching fleet stops. Pellaeon takes in a sharp breath, waiting for the inevitable explosion of anger from Thrawn…

THRAWN: (calmly) Have all TIEs returned?

PELLAEON: Yes, sir. 

THRAWN: Then signal the task force to retreat. 

PELLAEON: (stunned) Retreat? 

Thrawn turns to face Pellaeon, a faint smile on his face. 

THRAWN: You were expecting, perhaps, an all-out attack? A show of futile heroics? 

PELLAEON: Of course not, sir. 

Thrawn’s smile turns cold.

THRAWN: We haven’t been defeated. Merely slowed down a bit. As long as we have Mount Tantiss, our ultimate victory is assured. 

With that, he silently walks up the command ramp, an amazed Pellaeon staring after him, as the Imperial March takes us out. 

EXT. SPACE -- SLUIS VAN

A long look at the devastation. Dozens of battle-damaged and disabled starships float adrift in space, small tug vessels frantically trying to pull them back to the docking complex. And even that has taken some battle damage. Debris from the Imperial fighters chokes the skies, as do floating corpses of spacetroopers and TIE pilots. 

INT. SLUIS VAN DOCK 

Through a viewport of the complex, Han, Luke, Lando and Wedge stare out at the carnage. 

WEDGE: Not exactly a rousing victory. 

HAN: (sharply) Would you rather the Imperials got ‘em all intact? 

WEDGE: Of course not. But that’s what the politicians on Coruscant are gonna be saying.  

LUKE: Particularly one Borsk Fey’lya. 

HAN: Well, that’s just one guy. 

WEDGE: But he’s a guy a lot of high-ranking military people are starting to listen to. 

A trilling from a wall intercom. 

SLUIS CONTROL: (on comm.) Call for Captain Han Solo from Coruscant. Call for Captain Han Solo from Coruscant. 

Han moves to the wall intercom and answers it. 

HAN: Solo here. 

LEIA: (on comm., very upset) Han.... Thank God you’re all right. 

HAN: Leia...wh-what are you doing on Coruscant? 

LEIA: I think I’ve taken care of our shadow. At least for now. 

HAN: You “think?”

LEIA: Look, that’s not important. You and Luke have to get back here. Right now. 

Han goes ashen at the anguish in Leia’s voice. A worried Luke joins Han at the panel. 

HAN: What’s wrong? 

LEIA: (takes a deep breath) Councilor Fey’lya has had Admiral Ackbar removed from office and arrested. 

LUKE: (shocked whisper) Arrested? 

LEIA: On charges of high treason.

The group looks at each other. Nothing to say. 

HAN: We’ll be there as soon as we can. 

LEIA: Hurry. I’ve seen the so-called evidence, and Ackbar’s gonna need all the help he can get.

HAN: Okay. I’m on my way in the Falcon right now. 

LEIA: I love you, Han. 

HAN: Yeah, me too. 

He shuts off the intercom and glances grimly at the people around him. 

LUKE: Wedge, how soon can my X-Wing be fixed? 

WEDGE: We’ll have it ready to fly in two hours. 

LUKE: I’ll take that, then. (to Han) Let me come with you and get Artoo off the Falcon. 

HAN: All right. 

The two start down a corridor. 

HAN: Fey’lya’s not gonna settle for military commander in chief. Guys like him never do.

LUKE: We could be on the edge of a civil war here. 

HAN: (fake confidence) It’s not gonna happen. We haven’t gone though all these years of hell just to watch some overambitious Bothan wreck it all. 

LUKE: How are we going to stop him? 

HAN: (sigh) We’ll think of something. 

EXT. SPACE -- SLUIS VAN

A final look at the destruction, as the music takes us into: 
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            Sound Design

             BEN BURTT

                Music by 

         JOHN WILLIAMS

      CAST

Luke Skywalker

MARK HAMILL

Han Solo           

HARRISON FORD

Leia Organa-Solo

CARRIE FISHER

Lando Calrissian

BILLY DEE WILLIAMS

See-Threepio (C-3P0)

ANTHONY DANIELS

Chewbacca


PETER MAYHEW

Grand Admiral Thrawn

ALAN RICKMAN

Captain Gilad Pellaeon
DAVID BURKE

Mara Jade


SHANNON BAKSA

Talon Karrde


KRIS KRISTOFFERSON

Joruus C’Baoth

DONALD SUTHERLAND


        SUPPORTING CAST

Artoo-Detoo (R2-D2)

KENNY BAKER

Mon Mothma


CAROLINE BLAKISTON

Borsk Fey’lya


TIM CURRY

Wedge Antilles


DENIS LAWSON

Ben (Obi-Wan) Kenobi

EWAN MCGREGOR*

Admiral Ackbar

TIM ROSE

Winter                                        CATHERINE ZETA-JONES

Aves                                           BILLY-BOB THORNTON

Ghent                                         SETH GREEN

* -- The cast are in CGI; McGregor will be performing the voice, but the image of Obi-Wan will be that of the late Sir Alec Guinness.

