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3 ABY, Shiva iv, Wild Space

The city of K'avor was more or less totally obliterated. Ruins of bombed-out buildings stood like 

broken teeth, crooked and useless and painful. Especially now, when there was so little light to 

illuminate the sad sight; the only thing one had to see by were the flickering oranges from the camp 

fire. GLCI-8 had camped just at the edge of the ruins, on a small rise. They had built a small fire 

there, partly shielded within the walls of a building that still had some of the roof intact. Light rain 

drummed the ground hesitantly, chilling the night air.

Colonel Rebo Joon was standing on a spot where the wall had fallen slightly apart, on top of 

a heap of bricks from which he – when it had still been light out – had been able to see most of what 

had once been the home of tens of thousands of people. The radius of the ruined area was more than 

three miles in any direction, the unit's area scanner showing a residue of radiation that lessened the 

further away from the centre of the ruins they got. They had camped where they were at the least 

risk of radiation poisoning, yet still within city limits, Rebo advising the soldiers not to drink any 

water found within a mile of the edge of the ruins. There was a point near what had to have been the 

K'avor city centre where the radiation levels had spiked, which they had decided must be ground 

zero.  The exact  centre  of  the  main  explosion.  Over  there,  nothing  was left,  not  even the  steel 

skeletons of the buildings – everything was leveled, the rubble coated in a faintly blue residual 

glow.

As he stood there alone facing the night, he wasn't pondering the fate of K'avor's inhabitants, 

not even feeling sorry for them and their city. It had become his habit not to do things like that. 

Instead,  his  mind  was  focused  on  nothing;  on  being  alert  even  when  emptying  himself  of  all 

thought. A Jedi meditation technique, and though he himself experienced no personal contact with 

the Force, their techniques for mastering one's own consciousness were still useful.

“Hey! Joon!”
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The voice, though whispering, was familiar enough already that Rebo didn't bother to turn 

around to acknowledge its owner. He was standing with his back to the soldiers around the fire, 

staring  into  the  blind  spot  of  his  own shadow.  Slim as  it  was,  though,  it  granted  him enough 

darkness to rest his eyes while keeping them wide open; to clear his mind and bring to light the 

parts of his sensory system that weren't relying on sight. A silhouette appeared in his peripheral 

vision; a younger man with blonde hair, cheeks scruffy with unshaven fuzz. Rebo didn't have to 

look at the man to know this, or to know he was carrying a mug of coffee, made by dumping the 

horrible field ration instant powder into the boiled, clean water which had taken them two hours to 

find and bring back. The smell of the bad beverage had reached his nostrils long before he could 

even register that someone had gotten close to him.

Urli Ghoss was one of the few people in the Galaxy who had the ability to sense the Force, 

to reach out and touch it, utilise it. He liked to be called “Ghost”, and Rebo could sometimes see 

why. Aside from obviously nursing a very childish notion about cool nick names, the man was in 

fact  mostly  unobtrusive,  and  in  Rebo's  opinion  thereby partly  deserving  of  the  name.  He still 

refused to use it, though. GLCI-8 had their own nicknames, and he wasn't really a part of them. 

Most of them had made that absolutley clear, and he really didn't mind. He was an extra hand, 

nothing more. Ghoss held out the steaming mug. “I thought you might want some,” he said, his 

Alderaanian accent evident, making Rebo – just for a moment – spare a thought of regret for the 

destruction of the man's home planet. “By all the Ghosts of Alderaan” had become a popular saying 

in the last years. Ghoss had been one of the few lucky survivors, making his nickname all the more 

ironic.

Rebo turned his head just slightly and looked at the mug, trying to decide whether he wanted 

it or not. He decided that he did. “Thanks,” he murmured and turned back to his own shadow, 

examining it as though he expected something to leap out of it at any time and rip someone's throat 

out. He sipped the coffee slowly, savouring the terrible taste of it. If the caffeine didn't keep him 

awake for the rest of the night, the aftertaste most certainly would.

After ignoring Ghoss for a while, Rebo realised that the man was still  standing there. It 

looked like he had no intention of going back to the campfire to sit with the others. Rebo drew a 

deep breath. “What?” he asked, deciding that if Ghoss took offense at that, he didn't really care. 

There was no reply at first. Then, a hesitant cough, as though the words had stuck in the man's 

throat and he was trying to dislodge them.

“I wanted to ask you something, sir,” Ghoss said at last. He was the only one who bothered 
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to call Rebo 'sir' at all. “In Cloud City... is it really true that General Pressin went up against Lord 

Vader himself?”

“If anyone, he would be the one to do it,” Rebo replied and took another sip of the horrible 

coffee. Keyan Pressin, ever the legend. He smiled a little.

“But it's true, right?”

Rebo sighed.  The  kid  annoyed him.  Kid.  He's  probably in  his  mid-twenties.  Looks  can  

indeed be decieving. “Yes, it's bloody true. Anything else you'd like to know? The colour of the 

General's knickers?”

Silence fell after that, but Ghoss still didn't go away. “Another thing, sir,” he said hesitantly. 

“At Abridon... I heard you disabled more than fifty stormtroopers by yourself.” When Rebo opened 

his mouth to make a comment, Ghoss just interrupted him. “That's what they're saying, at least. 

Fifty? That's a lot. I mean, that's...”

Here we go, Rebo thought. What is this guy's mental age? Twelve? But fifty stormtroopers 

was a lot,  even for him, and he bit the thought down and the words died in his mouth. Ghoss' 

innocence reminded him of someone else, someone he'd rather not think about.

“...amazing,” Ghoss finished. “How did you do that? I mean, that's heroic, isn't it? You and 

the General are like heroes, right?”

“It's what I do,” Rebo said. “I kill people and, on occasion, I sew them back up. If you want 

to idolise someone, then General Pressin is probably the man you're looking for.” I don't know why 

you think that I should be called a bloody hero, but I can tell you that I bloody shouldn't. He didn't 

say that, though. “Go back to the others, Ghoss,” he said instead. It wasn't an order, but the younger 

man still treated it like one. He turned and left just as quietly as he had come, leaving Rebo to his 

thoughts.
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