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“I don't like this,” Crayl grumbled as they trudged along through the underbrush. In front, Fuzzy 

shook some rain out of his fur, but it was immediately replaced with more rain. It kept coming 

down in a steady drizzle.

“I don't care what you like, Muscles,” the Sarge spat. “Move! Green, is it far?”

“Not far,” a voice said out of the darkness ahead. Green didn't believe in carrying his own 

light source. “Cliff is right ahead. Where I fell. We go left here.” Silence fell again as Fuzzy turned 

left and led them in the right direction. All Crayl could hear was his footsteps and those of the 

others. He strained his ears for sounds of the Spectre group, but he heard nothing. I don't like this, 

he repeated to himself, silently mouthing the words instead of saying them. Something about this 

whole area felt wrong. He could feel it in Whiz, too – the Quarren was much more uneasy here than 

he usually was. Could it be all the people who must have died when that city was obliterated? It 

couldn't have been long ago. Or was it something else?

“Here,” Green said suddenly. The rest of the Wraith group walked up to him and Fuzzy 

immediately bent down to look for tracks. The Sarge lifted her glowrod and blinked it twice to 

signal Spectre to stop.

“Good. Get a move on, Fuzzy,” she said to Salbaaka, and to Kavilo: “Green, you move back 

to Spectre. Mask is in charge. If you lose him, Joon is in charge, if you lose Joon, you're in charge. 

If this goes haywire, protect Ghost. Got it? Get him out in one piece and get to the pick-up point. 

Lay low there until Integrity gets you out. Don't wait for us.”

“Don't  wait.  Understood,”  the  Rodian  said  and  disappeared  into  the  shadows.  Salbaaka 

growled something Crayl couldn't understand, and the Sarge replied: “Good. Move.” As they got 

moving,  Crayl  couldn't  quite  shake  the  feeling  that  someone  knew they  were  coming.  “We're 

walking into a trap,” he mumbled to himself, reaching inward, looking for an answer. He had used 

to think it was his instincts giving off these occasional warnings, now he knew it was the trappings 

of the Force; that he was able to touch the vast web which encompasses all living beings and their 

fates. He reached inwards but, to his surprise, found nothing. He hefted his rifle, for a moment 

uncertain of what to think. Could it have been nothing? No, he decided. It was never just nothing. 
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He reached inwards again, this time sensing the darkness that Akels had talked about before, but 

also something else; something ready, just waiting to strike.

“Sergeant,” he said. “What if this is a trap?”

“We're getting the Lieutenant back, trap or no trap,” she snapped. Crayl shut his mouth then. 

Jak would most certainly not have backed out from helping any one member of the Spooks from 

possible hostile captivity, though Noraal also would have chosen another approach at it. To Arcoh 

Genarik, though, this meant more than to any of the others – from what Crayl heard, the Arkanian 

had been taken hostage once, to give the losing enemy a bargaining chip, and Noraal had talked her 

free and saved her life. She often seemed without fear of death, but Crayl imagined it was one thing 

to be shot dead in battle and quite another to be in your enemy's hands, at his mercy alone. Not a 

pleasant thought.

Whiz must  have been searching his  feelings  as  well,  because after  a while  the Quarren 

caught up to Crayl and touched his shoulder gently. “Corporal,” he said politely. “I beseech you to 

convince the Sergeant that it would be unwise to proceed. I am quite convinced, I am, that there is 

danger ahead, and of an unknown type and strength.”

“Quiet!” hissed the Sarge from up front. “We're here. Up there.” She pointed to Fuzzy, who 

was on his belly on top of a small hill, signalling for the rest of them to follow.

“Mother help us all,” Whiz whispered, and they turned their glowrods off and got down on 

their stomachs, crawled up the last of the hill and looked down over the edge. Below them a bowl 

had formed in the landscape, maybe once a shallow crater of some kind, now containing a tiny 

village consisting of mud huts with thatched roofs. A great fire roared in the middle of the village, 

surrounded by cloaked and hooded figures, some obviously working on crafting something, others 

eating, maybe talking, or just poking the fire with sticks. The Sarge clicked her comlink.

“Spectre leader, this is Wraith leader, do you read me? Are you in position? Over.”

“Wraith leader, this is Spectre leader. We're ready for your order. Over.”

“You know the signal,” she said. “We'll try to identify the target.  Wraith out.” Then she 

looked at the rest of them. “What do you think, boys?”

“That's the place,” Crayl said and indicated one of the huts. Guards with spears were posted 

at the door. “No guards anywhere else.”

“I agree,” she said. “But let's make sure.” She clicked the com again. “Ghost, this is Wraith 

leader. Can you locate the missing man? Over.”

“This is Ghost. I'll try. Over.” The com died down for a moment, faint static the only sound 
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coming from it. Crayl found himself holding his breath without really knowing why.

“Anything?” she said impatiently. “Over.”

A brief silence, then: “Nothing. Can't get through. Over.”

“Damn,” she said to herself and gave the obligatory “Wraith out” to Ghost. “It'll have to do, 

boys,” she said, calling up Mask with another click on the com. “Spectre leader, do you copy? 

Over.”

“This is Spectre leader. Target identified? Over.”

“Third hut from the east, guard posted outside. Wait for my signal. Over.”

“Understood. Spectre out.”

“Fuzzy,” she said, grinning, to the Wookiee. “Be ready with those grenades.”
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