
Chagrin, Part ii: Pol Toron

Part ii: Pol Toron

“What is he doing?” Salbaaka asked Pol Toron in a soft growl. His eyes darted towards the two men 

standing just at the edge of the light from the camp fire, just outside a giant hole in the wall. Both 

human, both with their backs turned. Toron didn't have to look, so he just kept doing what he was 

doing; going over their equipment, making sure everything was in place, counting to see how much 

ammo was spent, how many rations. Checking the long-range comlink. The Wookie probably took 

Pol's silence as some sort of reprimand, because his next words were more careful. “He should be 

over here with us,” Salbaaka said. “That's all I'm saying. Ghost is one of us. That human isn't.” He 

went back to poking the fire with a long stick.

Pol sighed. He knew what the Wookiee was referring to, and though he had decided to stay 

out of any disagreements, it was hard. Like the rest of the Spooks, Salbaaka had thought this unit 

had the complete trust of General Pressin – or, rather, not complete, but at least as much trust as one 

could possibly place in a unit where three out of eight men had an ability that could well drive them 

insane. Or already has, Pol thought to himself as Chuul Akels passed by them, readying himself for 

watch. The Quarren was as mad as they came, but he wasn't a danger to any friendlies, at least not 

as of yet. Now, despite this alleged trust, the General had seen fit to temporarily supply the team 

with what he called “extra firepower”, represented by Colonel Rebo Joon, a human that, in Pol's 

opinion, was so much damaged goods. Many soldiers were, but the trick, he told himself, was to not 

let what you had seen take too much from you. Colonel Joon had, as far as Pol could understand, 

not been very successful at this. Still,  one had to admire the man's ability to stay focused. The 

Colonel was a veritable mission machine, hardly concentrating on anything beside the objective. He 

wasn't here to make friends, but Pol himself wasn't, either.

“What are you going on about, Fuzzy?” Crayl grinned and sat down beside Salbaaka. The 

Feeorin had just finished his watch, his usually alert poise now more relaxed.

“He doesn't  think  Ghost  should  keep  company with  the  good Colonel  over  there,”  Pol 

translated.  Though the Wookiee understood Basic, the Feeorin didn't understand Shyriiwook. In 

fact, very few of the Spooks didn't, only Crayl and Ghost lacked the fundamental understanding of 

the growling patterns of the Wookiee race. Pol filled a mug of coffee and offered it to Crayl.
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“That so?” Crayl asked and waved away the mug. “You know I don't drink that stuff, Mask,” 

he said. Instead he uncapped a hip flask and had a good swig. It looked suspicious, but Pol knew 

there was only clean water in it. He gave the mug to Salbaaka, who took it with a grateful growl.

“Apparently, that's so,” Pol answered and filled a mug for himself. Over Crayl's shoulder he 

could see Ghost returning to the fire, only stopping for a brief word with Sergeant Arcoh Genarik. 

She looked annoyed as per usual, barking something inaudible to Ghost's astonished face. He just 

nodded, then came and sat beside Crayl, reaching his hands towards the fire to warm them.

“I don't see the problem,” Crayl said, taking another swig. “Unpleasant as he may be, his 

reputation says he's good at two things: Taking lives, and saving lives. A useful combination that I 

rarely have a problem with.”

“Ghost  is  the medic,” Salbaaka growled.  “And we have enough firepower.  The General 

doesn't trust us.” Pol translated this to the others, but added: “I disagree. This unit was never meant 

to do heavy work. Having sent an extra man with us doesn't mean the General doesn't trust us, it 

means he wants to protect us. Besides, the Colonel has experience with the Force, and from what I 

hear he has learned from a true Jedi.”

“You  and  your  talk  about  Jedi,”  Crayl  grumbled.  “There  is  no  Jedi  Order  any  more, 

remember?”

“But... he can't touch the Force,” Ghost exclaimed in a puzzled voice. “The Colonel, I mean. 

I think I would've sensed it if that were the case. Does that mean he's like the Lieutenant?”

“He's  nothing like the Lieutenant,” a harsh voice piped up behind them. It was the Sarge, 

and she had put her armour on. “Now stop gossiping like little girls and pay attention.”

All  four  of  them immediately shut  up.  Pol  put  his  mug  down and picked  up  his  rifle. 

Lieutenant Noraal was out scouting with Kavilo, to look for survivors – any living proof that there 

was still sentient life left on the planet. The only thing they knew for certain was that it had a “dark 

feel” to it – a thing on which both Ghost and Akels could agree. Their intel said something about an 

Imperial shuttle that had come here after the bombing of the city – seemingly for no reason – and 

that it never returned. If it had “disappeared”, the Empire might still send another one to look for the 

first,  though, which was why GLC had to move quickly. Arcoh was wearing her business face, 

which Pol took to mean that the Lieutenant had failed to report back within the set timeframe. He 

might have found something, but more probably – more worryingly – something might have found 

him.

“Whiz!” Arcoh barked to Akels. “Joon! Get your asses over here! We have a problem.” For 
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this mission, the Colonel seemed to have little or no command in the field, though he still more or 

less called the shots during any tactical planning. Pol thought it a bit strange, but his own place in 

the hierarchy was clear: Follow Noraal, follow Genarik; and in the event that none of them be 

available – follow Joon.

Behind Arcoh Pol could see the Colonel turning towards the fire, slowly, to adjust his eyes 

to the light. He stopped half way, his face still in shadows under the beak of his cap, going: “I can 

hear you just fine from here, Sergeant.” Arcoh's face turned a darker shade of pink, but she said 

nothing. Akels moved closer to the group, but stayed on the alert, eyes turned outwards into the 

dark ruins around them. “Sergeant,” he burbled in his broken, heavily Quarrenese-accented Basic. 

“I warned you of the creeping night, I did, even before we touched the ground. The Lieutenant too. 

The Ghost knows of what I speak.”

“Shut  it,  Specialist,”  Arcoh  barked,  but  not  as  agressively  as  she  usually  would.  She's  

worried, Pol thought. And now, so am I.
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