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Crayl cursed inside and jogged towards the hut they had singled out before hand. Mask was down, 

the Sergeant was down, the Lieutenant still missing, and Crayl himself had a spear wound to his 

side that had started to itch. This was going the way of Nerf shit in the morning – downwards, and 

fast. I guess I'm in command now, he thought grimly to himself. He halted suddenly as he realized 

that Whiz had stopped following. Turning around, he saw the Quarren standing straight-backed, 

staring at  something with a focused look on his face.  Then he shot his arm out and flexed his 

fingers,  the  knucles  on  his  other  hand  whitening  around  his  quarterstaff.  In  a  heartbeat  Crayl 

understood what was happening. The Force. Whiz creased his brow and made a dismissive gesture 

with his hand, then brought it back up. He didn't make a sound, and neither did his opponent – the 

only sounds Crayl could hear were footsteps in mud, distant blaster shots, and Fuzzy heaving for his 

breath.

“Go and find the Corporal,” Whiz said loudly,  still  not taking his  eyes from his hidden 

opponent. The Quarren wasn't entitled to give any orders, but still Crayl didn't hesitate. If Mask was 

down, they would need to get him out. He turned and hustled away, the Wookiee hot on his heels, 

sword in one hand, the Sergeant slung across his opposite shoulder. If we could only call for backup, 

Crayl thought regretfully. No one was available, though – this was thought to be an intel mission, 

maybe a diplomatic one. Help was far away.

They hustled from hut to hut until Crayl suddenly caught a glimpse of Mask's body in the 

mud, and stopped. No one seemed to be around, but he couldn't be certain yet. The Kel Dor looked 

dead, a spear had him skewered, probably even nailed to the ground. He might still be alive, Crayl 

thought grimly to himself. If he is, I don't envy him.

Then several  things happened in rapid succession. Two robed figures stepped out of the 

shadows, hands stretched out towards Crayl  and Fuzzy.  Crayl  was just  about  to raise his  rifle, 

realising he was probably too late, when he saw Mask get up from the ground behind the enemy 

like a walking corpse, spear still protruding from his chest, blaster in hand. Two shots rang out, 

rapidly accentuated by a sudden crossfire, and the two attackers fell to the ground. As the Kel Dor 

started collapsing back down, Ghost stepped out of the shadows and caught him, rifle slung on his 
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back, its  muzzle still  smoking.  “Help me,” he pleaded,  and Crayl  stepped forward to help,  not 

caring whether he was trampling the bodies of their fallen enemies. He grabbed hold of Mask's 

body, lowering it gently to the ground. The weight of the spear had torn open the wound in the Kel 

Dor's chest, making it bigger. It was bleeding a lot, the warmth of the blood steaming slightly in the 

chill of the rain. “Oh no,” Ghost said, pulling some of the torn armour and clothing aside. “No, no, 

no...” He looked up at Crayl. “This is bad, Corporal,” he said. “We should get the Colonel.”

“No time,” Crayl said. “Do what you can.” He motioned to Salbaaka to put the Sergeant 

down. The sight of her made Ghost's face turn from worried to desperate. “What happened?”

“She was slung into a rock,” Crayl said. “She was wearing her helmet, she'll be fine. Worry 

about the Corporal,  we'll  cover your ass.” He looked around. There were still  shots being fired 

nearby – probably the Colonel. Well, Colonel, you're on your own, Crayl thought. I told you to stay  

put, it's not my fault you won't listen. Hopefully, the man was closer to Green's position now, which 

meant that the Rodian would ease out the situation a little. They always expected wounded, even 

casualties from time to time – this was war, after all – but Crayl wasn't exactly eager to return to the 

base with the Colonel in a bag. The General wouldn't like that. Not at all. Beside him, Ghost put his 

hands on the spear wound in Mask's chest and took a couple of deep breaths.

“Corporal,” he said to Crayl, half smiling. “Could you pull out the spear on my go?”

Crayl nodded. Ghost gave his go, and Crayl pulled, feeling the wound suck at the wooden 

handle, the metal edges of the spear tip snagging on tendons and broken bones. Then Ghost closed 

his eyes and concentrated for a few seconds, during which the wound slowly closed itself, at least 

partially, leaving itself much less severe. Ghost coughed and fell forward a little, gasping for air, 

then he seemed to shake it off and quickly turned to the Sergeant.

“No time,” Crayl barked to interrupt him. At the same time he caught something moving out 

of the corner of his eye, and spun around, rifle at the ready. Then Jak Noraal stepped out of the 

shadows, brandishing his lightsaber, the rain making hissing noises against the heat of the blade. He 

had a fresh burn on his cheek, but looked otherwise unharmed.

“Aw, crap,” Crayl said, grinning. “Good to have you back, sir. If you don't mind me asking, 

where the fuck have you been?”

“Let's tell stories later,” the Lieutenant said firmly and swithed off the blue energy blade. 

“We should get out of here. What's our status?”

“Toron's down, same with Genarik,” Crayl grumbled. “Don't know where the Colonel or 

Akels are at. Did you see any more robes around?”
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Jak shook his head and turned to Ghost. “Can you wake the Sergeant up?”

Ghost nodded, then pulled her helmet off and placed his hands on her face. There was a 

lump on her forehead where it had banged against the interior of the helmet, and Crayl noticed 

pieces of her armour were dislodged in several places where spears had been stabbed at her. Then 

the lump on her head shrank, and her eyes batted open. As she had no pupils it was hard to know 

what she was looking at, but Crayl could guess. “Jak,” she said. “What happened?”

“You were stabbed and knocked unconscious,” Crayl interrupted, unconsciously placing a 

hand over his own wound. I'll be fine a little longer. “The Lieutenant escaped on his own.” He had a 

look around. “We should leave, it's not safe here.”

“Damn it, Corporal,” she barked and sat up, ignoring Ghost, who was heaving for his breath 

again, on his knees in the cold mud. “Safety is for babies and lizards. What's the biggest risk we're 

facing?”

“Two women were interrogating me,” the Lieutenant said. “They did something when I ran 

from them... something with my mind, something to do with the Force, I think.” He put a hand on 

her arm. “We need to get everyone out of here, Arcoh. Now.”

She nodded and clicked her com. “This is Wraith leader,” she said. “Retreat immediately. 

That's an order. The Lieutenant's with me. I repeat, the Lieutenant's with me.” She clicked it off, 

then gestured to Crayl, who bent down and slid his arms under Mask's body before he lifted it out of 

the mud.

Jak nodded. “Salbaaka, help Ghost. The Sergeant and I will cover you.” To Crayl: “Do you 

know where we're going?”

The blaster shots he had heard previously had come from the North, but now, Crayl realised, 

it was once again deathly quiet. He hesitated for a few moments. “Let's go North,” he said. “I just 

hope that Whiz will follow us.”

“Where is he?” the Sarge asked, picking up the pistol Mask had dropped in the mud. She 

checked the power cell; a force of habit.

“He's duking it out,” Crayl said. “Keeping some mojo off our asses. Let's go.” He started 

heading North, and the rest followed. Then another, single shot rang out, and they quickened their 

pace.
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