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Part iv: Rebo Joon 

Lambda Construction Station, Elevator Shaft 

 

Rebo instinctively jammed his fingers into the rapidly narrowing crack between the elevator doors, 

but came to his senses at the last fraction of a second and withdrew his hands before his fingertips 

were crushed. “Fucking mother of all rancors!” he spat. The doors must have been on some sort of 

emergency auto-lockdown. Toron must have fucked up. Slicer fucks up, alarm goes off, lifts close 

down. Bloody simple, really. Simple and inconvenient. He made as to bang the door angrily with his 

fist, but stopped himself. It might be that no one knew of Ghoss and himself yet. No need to alert 

anyone that Crayl and Toron had had company in there. If the alarm was set off by leaving the 

elevator, Rebo and Ghoss might not even have been seen behind the two others. He was barely 

done following that train of thought when the elevator kicked into motion again, continuing 

downwards. 

 “What happened?” Ghoss asked. “Some sort of lockdown? Why are we moving?” 

 “If I knew, don’t you think I'd bloody tell you?” Rebo asked. Think. Think fast. Why are we 

moving? Why not just lock us in, or the others out? He brought up the blueprints in his head again, 

straining to remember the details of the elevator shafts. Suddenly remembering the other elevator, 

he clicked his com to Arcoh's frequency. “Spectre, this is Wraith. What's your status?” Please don't 

be dead. 

 Arcoh's voice came in a hushed whisper. “This is Spectre. We have enemy activity. We're 

closed off from the storage area, waiting for an opening. We have not been detected. Requesting 

frequency silence.” Instead of giving a reply he just clicked out, and in that same instant he thought 

he remembered where this elevator shaft ended. Wasn't there an airlock at the bottom of it, for 

access to outside maintenance?  In that case, they were most certainly going down towards it. But 

why? In that same instant he could feel the elevator slide to a halt, and a panel by the doors 

suddenly lit up, displaying a standardized warning message and a countdown clock. A pleasant 

female voice came on the elevator intercom: “Airlock engaging in sixty seconds. Please ensure that 

your suit is properly secured and prepare to engage magnetic clamps.” Rebo hit the emergency 
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stop button next to the panel by pure reflex, but nothing happened. He could feel his mouth dry up 

and his palms turn slightly clammy. He hit a few more buttons to try and get into the interface, but 

all it accomplished was that the panel displayed a short “Error” message before asking for a code. 

A code I don't bloody have. Maybe this was what happened if the alarm went off. Anyone still in 

the elevator would be flushed into space. It was a clever trap, he had to admit; one he would have 

appreciated a great deal more if he hadn't been a victim of it. His eyes flickered across the elevator 

walls looking for... for what, exactly? A way out. A way to not die. Fifty-seven seconds. Fifty-six. 

 “What?” Ghoss said, his face suddenly pale. “What did she... it... say?” 

 “Shut up,” Rebo said absentmindedly. “I'm thinking.” Fifty-three. 

 “N-no, but...” Ghoss sputtered, but stopped as his eyes met Rebo's. Rebo was no good at 

calming people down – actually, he was better at agitating them at times – but he didn't need to 

do anything this time. Ghoss understood. He wasn't a bad kid; he knew how to keep his calm. He 

had to. After all, he could touch the Force. As Rebo's eyes flickered once more across the lit-up 

panel by the doors, he retrieved his set of small tools from his belt and drew one of his throwing 

knives from its bandolier. Edging the tip of the knife under the panel, he started prying to get it 

loose. Fifty. Forty-nine. He struggled a little, but at last it snapped off and clattered to the floor. 

Inside was a mess of lights, circuits, and wires. As he stood there trying to take it all in, Ghoss 

moved up next to him and looked over his shoulder. 

 “Do you mind?” Rebo said, annoyed. Forty-five. 

 “I want to help. Tell me what to do.” 

 “I don't know yet.” Forty-four. “I need to figure this out.” Why am I explaining myself to 

Ghoss? He asked himself. Because I want him to feel better, to feel assured that I'll do whatever I 

can. Bantha crap. Why would I want to assure him, if I don't know if I can help him? His eyes 

followed the wires, his subconscious doing the numbers in the back of his head. Forty-one. 

Disabling the computer might not do anything useful at all. The sudden feeling of being trapped 

like an animal in a cage tried to overwhelm him and he shook his head to get rid of it. His eyes 

abandoned the wires and instead went upwards towards the ceiling. There was an emergency 

hatch. It was small, but it was there. He looked from it to Ghoss and back again. It was made for 

small repair droids or smaller alien races. There was no way Ghoss would fit through it. Thirty-

seven. But Rebo himself might. I get out and he stays here. Why? Because I'm the only one who can 

fit through that hatch. That's bloody why. There was nothing Rebo could do about that, though. 
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“Help me reach that hatch,” he said. 

 With a little help from Ghoss there was no trick to unfastening the trap door at all. Shoving 

the metal plate aside, Rebo discovered he could get his head through without any problems 

whatsoever. Thirty seconds. He unfastened his tool belt with the blasters and threw it up onto the 

elevator roof. “Push me,” he said. Ghoss pushed, and Rebo squirmed his way through. It wasn't 

hard. Twenty-five seconds. He swallowed. 

 “I can't fit through there,” he heard Ghoss say from below him, the kid's voice calm, but 

under the surface it struck a note as near to panic as was possible without losing it completely. 

Rebo assessed the situation. If he didn't put the plate back, even the elevator shaft would be 

vented as the airlock opened. But I know how to fix this, he told himself. If I can only look at it 

again... He swallowed. I wonder how much time it would take me getting from down there back up 

here, putting the plate back at the last second. Ignoring the cold sweat that broke out all over his 

body, he slid back down and was at the wall panel in two steps, scanning the wires. Nineteen 

seconds. Why am I doing this? He could have just put the plate back and waited. Could have gotten 

back up the shaft somehow. So why didn't he? Because you're not a bad guy, his mind answered, 

like an echo of Tia's words. He wanted to push that thought away, exchange it for a useful one, one 

that would let him survive, and it dissolved into a sudden understanding. The wires, their 

purposes, and their power source connections fell together in his head like pieces of an intricate 

Devaronian puzzle. Fifteen seconds. But I know what to do. He realised he had forgotten his tool 

belt on top of the elevator and cursed inside. Pulling out two of his throwing knives he handed one 

to Ghoss, who stepped in closer, face as white as a clean sheet. “Cut this wire on my go,” Rebo said, 

pointing. “On my bloody go, you understand?” Ghoss nodded. Twelve seconds. Rebo bent some 

other wires aside and stuck the point of his knife into a crack in the wall behind them. Calmly but 

quickly he started to pry. 


