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Part X: Crayl 

Lambda Construction Station, Hull Assembly Floor 

 

A barrage of blaster fire spattered across the wall behind him. Crayl hunkered down behind the 

crates again, checking the power supply for his rifle. The energy cell was running low; the third and 

last one he had. Again, he concentrated, tracing his brow with his fingers. A muffled moan from 

across the elevator doors almost broke his focus, but he ignored it. Mask had stopped firing some 

time ago. It might be that the Kel Dor was too wounded, but Crayl couldn’t think about that now. 

He knew that if he let his emotions get the best of him, he wouldn’t be able to save his friend. He 

wouldn’t even be able to save himself. That was the way of the Force as he had come to 

understand it. 

Closing his eyes, he sensed the whereabouts of five men. They were holding fire, having 

nothing to shoot at for the moment, but they were there and they were ready. They had relied on 

the darkness to conceal them, but Crayl had a second sight that few knew about, which showed 

him their positions clear as day. He checked his power supply again. It was the same. He hadn’t 

expected it to change, but he wanted to be certain that his eyes hadn’t betrayed him, or that his 

self-control hadn’t – he wanted to make sure that fear wasn’t seeping through his mental armour 

to make him think he was worse off than he really was. He had to advance on the enemy’s position 

sooner or later – him and Mask were sitting mynocks back here; he might as well do it now. He 

couldn’t do it alone, though. 

“Mask,” he muttered, hopefully loud enough that his teammate could hear him. The Kel 

Dor was half lying, half sitting, back to the crates, loosely gripping a heavy blaster pistol in his right 

hand and clutching the side of his chest with the other. When there was no reaction, Crayl raised 

his voice. “Mask. Mask! Machine!” 

At the sound of his old Seppie nickname, Mask reacted and looked over at Crayl. The 

Feeorin made a string of military hand gestures, indicating the different positions of the enemies, 

and that he needed cover fire. The Kel Dor nodded, but so vaguely that Crayl caught himself 

wondering if Mask had really grasped it at all. No matter. This would end now. He allowed the 
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Force to fill his body for a moment, ready to discharge it into the first enemy he could hit, before 

nodding to Mask. We are go. 

He got up and darted forward through another series of blaster barrages towards the next 

discernible position of cover, relieved to hear shots being fired from behind him as well. Mask 

always pulled through. On the way past another huge chunk of metal he ran into one of the hidden 

shooters, an armour-clad person toting a rifle. Crayl crashed into the enemy shoulder first and 

drove his bayonet efficiently through the crack between helmet and breastplate, into the man’s 

throat. It took only an instant; then he was on his way again. As he slid into cover behind a faintly 

gleaming hull part he brought the butt of his rifle to his shoulder and fired three shots in rapid 

succession towards the closest target. He might be low on ammunition, but he wasn’t dead yet. Far 

from it. 


