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Part vi: CRAYL 

Lambda Construction Station, Hull Assembly Floor 

 

The first thing Crayl had done as soon as he saw the red dots of light fluttering across his chest 

from somewhere in the dark, or maybe even before then, was to throw himself to the side and curl 

up; let himself roll into cover. Mask hadn't been as fast, though. The first shot must have hit him 

even before Crayl could get up and point his rifle at the vast darkness of the hall. Crayl had heard it 

hit the Kel Dor's blast vest, and as he looked up over the rifle barrel he could see another shot 

tearing into his friend, this time from the side. Mask leaped for cover while a barrage of shots 

followed him. He got lucky, but now the two of them were trapped apart by invisible enemies, 

enemies too far away to get a clean shot at, never mind see. Crayl sighed. Closing his eyes and 

tracing his brow with calloused fingertips – a small ritual he always performed when trying to 

sense an enemy with the Force – he concentrated on the source of the last shot. Somewhere to the 

left, high up. He projected an image of the enemy in his mind; then fired. May the Force be with us 

all, he thought grimly as he felt the shot hit its target, followed by a heavy thumping sound from 

the same direction. 

 To his right, Mask had gotten to his knees and had started firing his blaster into the 

darkness. Crayl glanced back at the closed elevator doors. Ghost and the Colonel. He took a 

moment and breathed deeply before he turned back and commenced firing his rifle. There was 

nothing more he could do right now but hold the fort and wait, hoping he wouldn’t run out of 

power cells. 


