
Chagrin, Part viii: Crayl

Part viii: Crayl

Just as soon as the first grenade had gone off, Crayl jumped down from the edge of the cliff, Fuzzy 

hot on his heals. The wookiee pulled his Ryyk blade as they moved into the shadows of the mud 

huts. A loud thunk told them that the Sarge had followed, helmet on, rifle brought up to her cheek 

and ready to fire. Crayl listened for a moment. In the wake of the explosion, he could hear only the 

sound of running feet – no shouts, no alarms. He hoped Whiz had noticed this too – he was hanging 

back, getting ready to use his mojo if necessary. The Sarge signalled with one hand, and Salbaaka 

took out another grenade, throwing it back the way they had come. The second explosion sent an 

echo bouncing between the walls of the crater, emphasizing the silence of the village's inhabitants.

The Sarge signalled again, and Crayl took point. As he rounded one of the huts he came face 

to  face  with  a  robed and hooded figure,  armed with  a  simple  spear.  Despite  his  danger  sense 

tingling, he didn't fire, just kept his rifle trained on the figure. “Drop your weapon,” he growled. 

“Drop it and everything will be...”

A quick jab that barely missed his face was enough to make Crayl throw all courtesy to the 

wind. The second jab he blocked with his rifle before bringing the muzzle back down and stabbing 

his vibro-bayonet into the attacker's gut. Behind him, Fuzzy roared, and the familiar sound of his 

huge blade slicing effortlessly through meat bore witness of another hostile confrontation. Dodging 

a  third  blow,  Crayl  shouted:  “Don't  these  people  understand  Basic?”  The  Wookiee  roared 

something, but if it was a reply, Crayl didn't understand it anyway.

“Do we care, Corporal?” the Sarge barked. “They're trying to kill us.” She fired a round at 

someone Crayl couldn't see.  They are trying to kill us. He had to give her that.  But why? Who is  

being aggressive right now? We are. He was interrupted by a stab in the arm that made him grunt 

with pain and surprise. But they're not helping. He slashed at the perpetrator with his bayonet, then 

something invisible hit him in the face and he fell hard on his back in the mud and had the wind 

knocked right out of him. It took only a tenth of a second for him to understand what this was. He 

had seen it before, even felt it before. “Blast it,” he shouted, tapping his radio. “Whiz, you'd better 

get your ass down here! These boys are laying on the mojo!”

He got to his feet only to have another spear thrust through his side, right under the soft edge 
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of the blast vest. Backing up, he got hold of the hilt and pulled the weapon from the attacker's hands 

while it was still stuck in his body, then pulled it out while he set his eyes on the enemy. The wound 

was bleeding, but he would worry about that later. “I don't shoot an unarmed man,” he growled and 

threw the spear back into the man's hands before lifting his rifle and firing a round into the dark 

hood of his robe, downing him. As Crayl went down on one knee to get a better aim at any possible 

other attackers, he couldn't resist the urge to bend down and pull the hood back from his would-be 

killer's face, and what he saw puzzled him: A young human's face, barely old enough for the need to 

shave his cheeks, his blue eyes wide open and staring at nothing. Why would a young human on a  

technologically apt world live in a mud hut and wield a spear? Then again, the spear hadn't been 

the only thing he had wielded.

Whiz appeared at Crayl's side then, looking down on him, clutching his staff in one hand. 

Crayl resisted the urge to look from the dead human boy to the Quarren, but somehow the people in 

this village reminded him of Whiz – his mannerisms, his choice of weapon and clothing, maybe 

even his perception of himself. “You are wounded,” Whiz stated.

“Right  on,  Captain  Obvious,”  Crayl  said  and  fired  another  round  at  some approaching 

hostiles. “We can worry about that later. My head is still spinning. I need you to check if you can 

see how many of these people are tuned in with the Force.”

“A Captain, I am not,” the Quarren said. “But obvious, perhaps I am. I will find this out for 

you anyway.” He stepped back into cover behind a wall and took on that glossy-eyed look that 

Crayl had sometimes seen him do. A couple of his facial tentackles twitched, then his eyes snapped 

back to focus again, and he turned his gaze to Crayl. “I believe, Corporal,” he said, “that all of them 

have this ability.”

“All of them?” I don't fucking believe it.

“Yes, all.”

“Well, that's just wonderful,” Crayl said sarcastically and got up.

“I don't believe that 'wonderful' is the right word for this situation, Corporal,” Whiz said. “I 

think I would say, rather, that it is unfortunate that they are our enemies.”

You really are something else, Crayl thought, but he didn't say it. “Let's move.”

“I agree.”

They started hustling North, Crayl on point and the Sergeant on six. Using the huts as cover, 

the plan was trying to draw the enemy towards them and away from the guarded hut, but as Crayl 

looked over his shoulder to ensure they were all following, a curse escaped him. The Sarge wasn't 
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behind them anymore. “Bantha crap,” he sneered. “Fuzzy! Go back there and find her!” But no 

sooner had he uttered those words than they could all see her, dangling in thin air between two huts 

before her body was hurled violently against the rocky side of the crater. She fell to the ground, 

limp, her rifle gone. No trace of who had done that to her. “Belay that,” Crayl said to the Wookie. 

“Go back there and bring her!” Then he turned to the Quarren. “Whiz, I need you to do your thing. 

Any one of these people single himself out, you go for him.” The Quarren nodded, and they hustled 

one more hut over. Crayl looked back again, seeing Salbaaka bend down to pick up the Sarge, 

taking a spear to the shoulder before roaring and lashing out with his sword. Carrying her in one 

hand and fighting off enemies with the other, Crayl didn't envy him, but right now this was their 

part of the rescue operation. He just hoped Mask and the others were doing their part.
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