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Part XiX: Rebo Joon 

Lianna Shipyards, Aboard The Ever Vigilant 

 

Ghoss was already working on the bleeding wound in Rebo’s neck when Arcoh Genarik tore the 

door off the salvaged escape pod and looked inside. “Are you both alive?” she’d asked, and Ghoss 

had answered a high strung “Yes!” before Rebo could even open his mouth. 

 After being patched up, Rebo had rushed to the medbay to take care of Salbaaka, who had, 

apparently, tackled the shrapnel of several grenades directly to his back in order to shield Kavilo 

and prevent the explosive charge they had brought from going off prematurely and, in turn, 

probably killing all of them. Which was why the Wookiee needed medical attention so 

immediately, it should have been given to him yesterday. Quite the hero, Rebo thought as he 

looked over the mangled heap of fur and blood on the medbay cot. Since surgery was required, he 

decided to get on with it, but realised after a short while that he would have to do it in intervals to 

save both all of the Wookiee’s organs and all of his limbs. All he could do for now was stopping him 

from going into shock and make sure he was stable before commencing surgery. Luckily for old 

Fuzzy, as they called him, he was a Wookiee, and thus had a stronger physique than most others. 

That was probably the only reason the furball was still alive. 

After making sure the Wookiee’s vitals were as stable as he could get them right now, Rebo 

sat down on a chair and ran his hand through his hair to collect himself. He had to be calm to not 

screw this up. Then, without knocking, Jak Noraal entered and shut the door behind him. Looking 

over Rebo’s shoulder at Salbaaka’s mangled body was his first priority, it seemed, but then he 

turned his attention to Rebo and his real agenda. 

 “I’m aware that you’re technically a senior officer,” he began, “and I’m very aware that 

you’re a personal friend of General Pressin.” 

 Rebo didn’t answer. He knew where this was headed and had no desire to comment on it. 

Yet. Instead he turned around and opened a nearby drawer, taking out a bottle of antibacterial 

spray. 

 “I shouldn’t have to tell you that what you did back there was totally unacceptable,” Noraal 
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continued sternly. “You might style yourself a Colonel, but as long as you’re on my team I’m in 

command in the field. You disobeyed direct orders.” 

 Rebo got to his feet, sprayed his hands with antibacterials, and rubbed them together 

before he took a packet of bacta injectors out of his Medkit. “I don’t style myself anything,” he 

said, and added “Sir,” as an afterthought. “I accepted a job from a friend, a job which doesn’t even 

pay well, if at all. Because this is what I’m good at, and I happen to believe in this cause. The New 

bloody Republic or whatever they want to name it is fine by me as long as what they end up with is 

something other than the bloody Empire. Something that maybe won’t authorise or encourage 

genocides, slavery, or the raising of mindless children programmed to become sodding e-web 

fodder. Can you believe that?” He walked the two steps over to the cot, ripped open the pack of 

injectors and set three of them in rapid succession in the Wookiee’s wounds. 

 Noraal fell silent for a short while. “I can,” he said. “But you put one of my people at risk, 

Joon. I can’t accept that.” 

 “He did fine,” Rebo said, realising that he meant it. The kid had been good. Useful, at the 

very least, but also resourceful. Skilled. Calm and controlled. “Have you even asked him what he 

thinks about it?” 

 “It’s not about what he thinks, it’s –” 

 “You haven’t, have you?” 

 “What if the situation had been reversed?” Noraal snapped. “If someone under your 

command disobeyed orders like that? Risked your people?” 

 Rebo thought about it for a minute while he started working on removing some of the 

Wookiee’s burned skin – the extra crispy parts – as it was a good question. What would he do? 

Then again, he normally only commanded doctors and nurses. Civilians, mostly, who were eager to 

further the cause by other means than taking lives. Like Lee. Rebo actually missed her, if not for 

anything else, then for the fact that when he was with her, he didn’t have to talk all the time, or 

explain his feelings or justify his decisions. She wasn’t after his words, or his thoughts, least of all 

his morals. He pushed her out of his mind. 

 “I honestly don’t know,” he said after a while. “When I’m in the field I usually work with 

Keyan Pressin, and goodness knows there’s nothing commanding him except for a shit eating grin 

and a ludicrously huge ego. And he likes explosives.” He fetched an electric shaver from another 

drawer and started removing some fur from Salbaaka’s body. It was true, though. The only military 
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team where Noraal’s question could really apply was GLCI-1, the members of which always finding 

themselves in some kind of life threatening danger, or they would have sent someone else in their 

stead. 

 Noraal’s eyes flickered for a moment, possibly in embarrassment over hearing someone say 

something nasty about the deity that was Keyan. “Nevertheless,” he said. “I’m sure you can 

appreciate where I’m coming from.” 

 Rebo gave no ground. “It was the best plan, given the situation. If you want to make a 

complaint to the General, then by all means, feel free. Just remember that without my plan, we 

wouldn’t have been able to blow up that station.” 

 “Keep justifying it to yourself, Colonel, I’m sure it helps you sleep at night. Do you need 

Akels in here?” 

 “I don’t need anyone, but if you insist,” Rebo said, making the first incision into the 

Wookie’s belly skin to assess the organ damage. Had I needed the smell of fish in here I would have 

asked for your Sergeant with her trousers down, was what he wanted to say. But he didn’t say it. 

Instead he said: “Could you please leave me to work, or do you want to play daddy a little longer?” 

Noraal opened his mouth as if to say something foul, but snapped it shut again. Then he 

threw Rebo an angry look – a look that said ‘this isn’t over’ – and left. There had been no need for 

that, though, as Rebo had no illusions that this was over. No doubt Keyan would see both sides – 

the mission was as good as accomplished – but disobeying orders, putting men at risk... especially 

one of his precious Specialists? Rebo didn’t think it would go down well. The fact that Ghoss had 

been there by happenstance, and that he had been in on the plan, albeit grudgingly, probably 

didn’t carry much weight. Rebo would have to file a report, of course, detailing how a sneaky little 

fucker by the name of Teshin managed to impersonate a technician for who knew what reasons 

and then act the part of a hostage, slipping Spooks the wrong access codes and ultimately landing 

half the team knee deep in bantha poodoo. He could only speculate what the man was doing 

there, but there was no doubt that he was some sort of agent for the Empire. A technician, at 

least, he was not. 

 

Rebo had just finished stitching up some of Salbaaka’s ruptured organs and closed the wounds with 

bacta sealer agent, hooked his patient up with some intravenous fluids, a breathing apparatus, and 

a heart monitor, when Akels knocked and entered. The Quarren looked a bit paler than usual, 
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which told Rebo that he had probably been working his mojo on Toron. “The Lieutenant suggested 

that I should assist you,” he said in his broken Basic. “I’m happy to help.” Then he walked over to 

Salbaaka. As he touched the Wookiee and closed his eyes in concentration, the half-shaved, hairy, 

huge body convulsed violently, the effort of it ripping out needles and popping most of the stitches 

that Rebo had meticulously sewn in earlier. Rebo groaned inside, but then the heart rate monitor 

went crazy for a few seconds before it settled into a nice and steady beeping pattern as the 

Quarren removed his hands. Rebo noticed that the leftover burns and skinless areas looked 

healthier, at least superficially. Akels wheezed for a bit, collecting himself. 

 “Now, Colonel,” Akels panted. “Is there anything I can do for you personally?” 

 “No, thanks,” Rebo answered. “I can handle myself.” 

 “If that is your opinion,” said the Quarren gracefully. 

“It is.” 

“Then I will go back and treat the Sergeant’s head wound,” Akels said. “I will come back and 

keep an eye on Salbaaka for you. You should rest, yes?” 

Rebo mumbled something noncommittal in response, and the Quarren was out the door. 

Rebo got up from the chair again and studied Salbaaka, looked the body over to assess the very 

useful effects of what had been explained to him as “the light side of the Force”. Then he shook the 

awe off before reinserting the loose needles and strapping his patient securely to the cot in case he 

regained consciousness and didn’t know to keep still. A slight stir in the muscles told Rebo that 

Salbaaka actually might be waking up in not too long, but decided that it wasn’t such a good idea if 

he did. The pain had probably been what had knocked him out in the first place, and for good 

reason. No one should have to consciously feel that kind of pain. The body knows it; sometimes the 

mind just refuses to let the body decide when to shut down. Rebo got another dose of anaesthetics 

and set it carefully, reckoning the Wookiee deserved another few hours in blissful ignorance. There 

was still a week, maybe more, until they could finally drop out of hyperspace. Until then, they 

might as well get comfortable. 


