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Once again, Rebo found himself lifted off the ground by an invisible, crushing grip on his throat. 

Struggling to catch his breath, feeling his second pistol starting to slip out of his numbing grip, he 

suddenly wished he had a wristband missile launcher like the one he had borrowed from Keyan 

once. This happens too bloody often, he thought, his lungs screaming for air. Kavilo, you steaming 

pile of  poodoo1. I know you're there. Take your bloody shot. It felt as though his windpipe would 

snap like a reed at any moment. A brief image of Tia flashed through his head, raising her hand as 

he goaded her into having a go at him with all her Darkness. Then there was a sound, and the 

ground came up to greet him as he landed on his back in the mud and got the wind knocked out of 

him. He rolled over on his stomach, gasping for breath, and saw one of the robed figures on its back 

in the mud, the hood slipped off its face. It was a young man, a smoking blaster wound obliterating 

almost half of a rather nondescript face. Reestablishing the grip on his blaster, Rebo got to his feet. 

The choke hold had restricted the amount of oxygen to the brain, which left him still feeling woozy, 

and he bent over coughing, almost losing his balance. He wiped his mouth. Nothing but silence 

followed that rattling cough, and he decided to follow Crayl's orders and retreat, before something 

like this happened again.

Up on the edge of the hill he found Kavilo sitting with his back turned, packing away his 

ghillie mesh. As the Rodian heard someone approaching, he snatched up his rifle and turned around, 

and Rebo instinctively raised his pistol. They froze like that for a few seconds, both unsure of the 

other's  intentions,  none of  them wanting to  lower his  weapon while  the other  still  had his  up. 

“Alright,” Rebo said. “I suppose I owe you for getting rid of that hostile down there.” He lowered 

his pistol. Kavilo, on the other hand, didn't lower his rifle right away. Instead he kept it trained on 

Rebo  for  a  few  seconds  longer,  as  if  he  was  pondering  something.  Lower  it,  you  two-faced 

psychopath. Take one shot and I'll cut your fucking ears off.

“Eniki2,”  Kavilo  said  and lowered  his  rifle  before  slinging  it  onto  his  back.  “Na yoka,  

lorda3.” He laughed a wheezing laugh that sounded somewhat like insects trapped in a jar.

1 Huttese: “Shit.”
2 Huttese: “Okay.”
3 Huttese: “A joke, sir.”
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“Chess ko, koochoo4,” Rebo sneered, suppressing the urge to put a couple of blaster shots in 

the Rodian's face.  I would never hear the end of it. He was about to holster the weapon when he 

heard the sound of footsteps approaching, but to his relief, it was the Quarren that showed up, not 

another robed bastard. Rebo sighed, holstered his blaster and sat down on a tree stump. He was 

more tired than he had let himself realise at first.

“Hostility in the air,” Akels said gravely.  “In complete darkness,  the Nexu turn on each 

other. They can't separate friend from enemy.” He sat down, studying Rebo for a short while, his 

facial tentackles stirring only slightly. “You look injured, Colonel, you do,” he said. “I can heal you 

if it pleases you.”

“It does,” Rebo said, feeling every blow he had taken to his bony frame during the fight.

The Quarren had just started applying some of his seaweed ointments when Crayl showed 

up carrying Pol Toron's body, rapidly followed by Jak Noraal and the rest. So the ice queen wasn't  

joking,  Rebo thought absentmindedly.  The Lieutenant was actually with them. Dragging behind 

them, last in line, was Ghoss, looking pale and drawn.

“Can  you  do  anything  for  Ghost?”  Noraal  asked,  but  Rebo  just  shook  his  head.  He 

recognised the look on Ghoss' face – the same one Ayaala had as she kept emptying herself to keep 

Keyan alive on Cydon. She had, of course, been a lot worse, but there had been little to do about it 

then. Now, maybe it was worth a shot, though.

“I can have a look,” he said. “But no promises.” He glanced over at Toron's body, still in the 

Feeorin's arms. “What about him?”

“Ghost fixed him,” Crayl said. “At least he's breathing.”

“No  thanks  to  you,”  the  Wookiee  tuned  in,  but  shied  away  at  a  stern  look  from  the 

Lieutenant.

“Alright,” Rebo said,  ignoring the hairball's  remark.  “Ghoss, come here.” The Specialist 

obeyed without so much as his  usual  'yes,  sir';  instead he just  dumped down on the wet  grass 

looking exhausted.

“Should relocate,” Kavilo remarked. “Unsafe.”

Arcoh opened her mouth to say something, but Noraal beat her to it. “We're not leaving until 

the Colonel has had a look at Ghost,” he said calmly. “Go ahead, Colonel. The rest of you, keep 

watch.”

Arcoh didn't look pleased, but she said nothing.  Is that my blaster she's got? Rebo had to 

4 Huttese: “Watch it, idiot”
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remember to get it  back later. He dug a medpack out of his belt and picked out the adrenaline 

syringe. “Look at the pretty bird,” he said and pointed to Arcoh with his left hand, distracting the 

fairly reduced Ghoss enough to be able to plunge the needle into his chest without him protesting. 

Ghoss gasped, suddenly on his feet again, eyes wild, staring rather accusingly at Rebo. The syringe 

still protruded from his chest, and he seemed to notice it only after a few moments. Then he pulled 

it out and stared accusingly at that instead. Rebo suppressed a grin.

“Okay,” Noraal said. “Let's head back to camp. Move out.”

As Rebo got to his feet again, all their coms clicked on simultaneously. At first there was 

only a scraping noise, then they could all hear a female voice emerging from all the coms at once, 

like a weird echo: “Leaving so soon, Jedi?”

“Who is that?” Arcoh asked in a hushed voice.

“My captors,” Noraal said. “They took my comlink. They must've listened in on all our 

communications.”

“Damn it, Jak,” Arcoh sneered. “Let's just get the fuck out. I want com silence from now on, 

boys.” They all nodded and switched their coms off.

“How do we know they won't just follow us to the camp?” Crayl asked.

“You go,” Kavilo suggested. “I stay. Take care of them. Make sure no one follows.”

“Not a chance, Green,” Arcoh said. “Without communications operational, we won't know if 

you're alive or dead.”

“It's actually not a bad idea,” Rebo shot in. “It'll secure our retreat.”

“Then you stay,” Arcoh sneered. “You worthless piece of...”

“No,” Noraal interrupted sternly. “No one stays. We all go. Move out! And that's an order. 

Salbaaka,  take  point.  Sergeant,  you're  on our  six.”  Arcoh opened her  mouth  again,  but  Noraal 

interrupted her again. “This is not a union meeting, Sergeant. Let's go.” She clamped her mouth shut 

and sent Rebo a killing stare to which he replied with one of his more unpleasant smirks.

As they neared the campsite by the city edge, Salbaaka suddenly signalled them to stop. “Someone's 

there,” he growled softy. “At the camp. I see a fire burning, and someone's sitting there.”

“Kavilo,” Noraal whispered. “Keep your rifle ready. Specialists, can you sense anything?”

“I've got nothing,” Ghoss whispered tiredly, shaking his head.

“I sense the Force,” the Quarren whispered. “But resignation, also. Surrender.”

“Kavilo,” Noraal said. “I want you to find a position where you have a clear shot at whoever 
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is  in  there.  Don't  fire  until  I  give  you  the  go  ahead,  understood?”  The  Rodian  nodded  and 

disappeared into the shadows to the side of the path. “Colonel, I want you with me.”

“Uh huh,” Rebo said disinterestedly. “What's the plan?”

“We're going to approach the camp,” he said to Rebo, then turned to Arcoh. “The rest of you 

stay here. Protect Toron and Ghost, they'll need you in case this is an ambush.”

Rebo could see she wasn't happy about it, but she still nodded. “Yes, sir.”

“Okay,” Noraal said. “Let's go.”

As they approached the campsite Rebo took his usual position to the left and a few steps 

behind the person he was with. It wasn't the best position, but that was the one he had gotten used to 

after being paired up with Leo Zahn as Keyan's personal protection. Zahn had, of course, kept to the 

right. Salbaaka was right, though, there was only one person there, sitting by the fire. She was a 

woman, dressed in the same robes as the lot  back at  the village. Her hood was drawn back to 

reaveal her as blonde and fine-featured.

“Stara,” Noraal said as he stepped into the light from the fire, one hand on his lightsaber.

“You know her, Noraal?” Rebo stayed in the shadows, making sure he wasn't blocking the 

sight of this woman from the outside, or he could well get shot in the back.

“She was one of my captors,” Noraal replied, and turned to her. “What do you want?”

“I don't have much time,” she said. “Mother will know I've gone soon. I have to return 

before she suspects. Sit.” She patted one of the stones beside her.

“I'd rather stand,” Noraal said. “What do you want?”

She sighed. “We of the Order of Tund have all learned from a great Sorcerer,” she said. “My 

father. He died when the Imperial General Sk'ar eradicated this city. My mother was at the city 

outskirts and barely escaped with her life. My father's teachings are even more important to her 

now, to the edge of fanaticism. And a hatred burns in her that I can not put out. It doesn't matter that 

Sk'ar is dead, she says. There are two kinds of people she hates more than anything. The Jedi, who 

my  father  disapproved  of  and  suspected,”  she  shot  a  glance  at  Noraal's  lightsaber,  “and  the 

Imperials. I heard you say you are neither. I want to believe that.”

“It's true,” Noraal said.

“She doesn't  believe you, though,” the woman said.  “Your men attacked the village and 

killed  many  of  our  people.  She  doesn't  understand  that  it  was  rightful  retaliation  for  your 

abduction.”

At least he has the decency to look embarrassed, Rebo thought as Noraal cleared his throat.
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“I'm sorry for the lives lost,” Noraal said. “It shouldn't have to be this way. We could still 

make peace. Help each other.”

Peace my bloody ass, Rebo thought. With at least ten of their people dead on my count, do  

you really think they're ready to kiss and make friends? I sure wouldn't be.

“It's too late,” she said. “You need to leave as soon as you can. There's a ship...”

“Hang on,” Rebo interrupted. “A ship?”

She looked up at him as though only just now aknowledging his existence, which annoyed 

him. “A ship, yes. The one the Imperials came in. They're all dead.”

“Well that's bloody excellent, but what has it got to do with us?”

She seemed to compose herself, then said: “I can take you to it. If it still works, you can use 

it to leave the planet.”

Rebo exchanged glances with Noraal. He felt uneasy. “I don't trust her,” he said.

“Trust  me  as  little  as  you  want,”  she  said  defiantly.  “But  know this:  Our  Order  is  in 

possession of the secret spell of torture by chagrin, and you can trust me on this if you trust nothing 

else I say – that any one of you that my mother manages to capture will ultimately die from the pain 

of reliving their most horrible memories.”

“Is that a threat?” Rebo sneered and took a step forward, hand on the hilt of his blaster. You 

little bitch. I knew it had to be one of you doing that.

“Okay,” Noraal shot in. “Stand down, Joon. Say I do believe you, Stara. Was that what you 

tried to do to me when I escaped?”

“It was,” she admitted. “I had to prove to mother that I would do as she said. But I held 

back.” She smiled triumphantly. “If I hadn't, you would have experienced how it really works.”

“Say I believe that too,” the Lieutenant said, looking uncomfortable.  And well he should. 

“Why aren't you using the shuttle for yourselves?”

“You're ready to believe an awful lot,” Rebo remarked.

“You vile man,” the woman said angrily. “I am trying to help you.”  Viler than torturing 

people with your mind? Rebo scowled at her.

“For goodness' sake, Joon,” Noraal said. “Let's just... hear her out.”

“You  might  not  have  noticed,  Lieutenant,”  Rebo  retorted,  “but  we've  been  ambushed, 

skewered, battered, choked, and bloody threatened. Let's not get too eager to be bewitched as well.”

“I don't think I like what you're suggesting,” Noraal said.

“You can bloody stuff it if you don't like it,” Rebo replied. “I don't trust her.”
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“Stop your bickering!” The woman snapped. She stared at them both interchangably, then 

seemed to calm down a bit. “We have no interest in the shuttle. We have no wish to leave our world. 

If you take the shuttle and leave you will be doing us all a great favour! But you must leave now. 

Mother will know I'm gone, I do not have the time to lead you there.”

Noraal looked at Rebo, who shook his head. No bloody way.

“Where is it, Stara?” the Lieutenant asked.

She pointed. “It is still where they landed it,” she said. “On the far side of the city. Half way 

around.” She turned back and smiled at Noraal. “Good luck. Do not ever come back.” Then she shot 

a hateful glance at Rebo and ran off into the night.
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