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the mysteries 
of the force 

are boundless. 
never-ending.

not even the greatest 
jedi masters—in all their 
arrogance—could claim 
to fully understand all 

of its possibilities, 
all its secrets.

among those secrets, 
one darker and more 
frightening than all…

a secret never told to 
eager young padawans by their 

masters, nor to me by mine…

…even as they trained me, 
molded me into a weapon to 
confront and destroy their 

greatest enemy--my father.



this is the final lesson 
of my jedi training. 
learned for myself, 
here on this ancient, 

forgotten island.

that the only thing 
more difficult than 
learning to feel the 
force, to let it in…

…is learning to 
block it out.

it has taken me years to 
master this discipline, to 

close myself off from the 
energy that binds me to all 

living things, everywhere. 
to achieve true solitude.

still, there are times 
when my greatest effort 
is not enough. when the 
force demands to be 
heard. as it does now.

it speaks to 
me, undeniable. 

a message. 
or perhaps 
a warning.

something. 
someone…

has found me.



confirmed. 
first order 

flotilla dropping 
out of hyperspace 

at close range.

reading three 
resurgent-class destroyers…

and something else. 
something…big.

not another 
planet-killing ball,

is it? these guys have 
really gotta get some 

new ideas.
no, I 

think it’s a 
ship. but it’s so 
big com-scan’s 
not reading it 

as one. stand by, 
recalibrating 

sensors…

that’s a 
dreadnought.

more firepower than 
a dozen destroyers. 
designed for large-

scale planetary 
assault.

always with the big 
ships. sometimes I 
have to ask myself 

what they’re 
compensating 

for.

I suppose 
a little more 

time was too much 
to hope for. how 

many ships?

“general 
organa…
they’ve 

found us.”

Resistance base. 
Planet D'Qar. 

Resistance base. 
Planet D'Qar. 



“we’ve caught them 
in the middle of 

their evacuation…”

I need 
options.

there are 
none. we must 
retreat into 
hyperspace.

this isn’t my 
first evacuation, 

gial. I’m not 
leaving anyone 

behind.

…the 
entirety of the 
resistance, in 
one fragile 

basket.

what I wouldn’t 
give for one good 
ion cannon right 

now.

how about 
the next best 

thing?

we see it. 
we’ll buy you 
as much time 

as we can.

if that
 thing gets 

into firing range 
before the last 
of our people 

are off the 
surface…

connix, 
how much 

more time do 
you need down 

there?

we’re 
loading the 
last of the 

transports now. 
but the first 
order has--


