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Part viii: Rebo Joon 

Lambda Construction Station, Elevator Shaft 

 

They had been working on the damaged panel for a few minutes when Rebo started feeling dizzy 

again. The cold sweat was back and he felt stressed, hurried. Despite all of their efforts the elevator 

was still stuck, and though they were not in any imminent danger at the moment Rebo had not 

forgotten the alarm that was probably still blaring away several levels above them. He folded one 

of the multi tools back together and stepped to the side of the panel to allow Ghoss to continue 

working, then sank to the floor with his back to the wall, trying to bring the blueprints back up in 

his mind. The level where the alarm was triggered was one of the larger construction halls, used 

for assembling hull parts. If one could pass through that area, one would have access to several 

different, important locations – among them the power diverter Wraith was supposed to blow up 

as a distraction. Rebo glanced over at the pack containing two of the explosive charges, forgotten 

in the panic and now lying innocently in the corner of the elevator. 

 “Are you alright, sir?” Ghoss looked down on Rebo with a concerned look on his face. 

“You're very pale.” 

 “I'm fine, I just... it's nothing.” He rubbed his chest absentmindedly. Earlier he had felt his 

heart flutter and feared for a moment that it would be ventricular fibrillation caused by the 

discharge from the ruptured power cell, but if it had been he would already have been dead from 

the cardiac arrest that usually occurred within mere minutes of a severe macro shock. The 

timeframe within which such an incident would occur had already passed, though, so his heart was 

fine. At least physically. Though there was always a chance of neuropathy – that wouldn't 

necessarily be detected until later. 

 “Are you sure?” Ghoss kneeled in front of Rebo and shone a penlight into his eyes. 

 “Yes, I'm bloody sure,” Rebo replied sourly. “Just give me a minute. I'll be fine.” 

 “You don't look fine.” 

 “I'm. Bloody. Fine.” He scowled at the Alderaanian. 

 “Then for goodness sake, what are you doing on the floor? We need to get out of here.” 
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Ghoss glanced up at the elevator ceiling, but Rebo knew he was really looking at something else. 

The mental image of comrades in need of backup. Rebo knew the feeling because he was so used 

to it that he hardly recognised it as a feeling anymore. It was more of an instinct. It was what 

would make you go back for your teammates, even those you didn't like. Unfortunately for Ghoss, 

he liked just about everyone he encountered. Just like someone else Rebo knew. 

 Ghoss closed his eyes and looked extremely concentrated. In a very slow and deliberate 

voice he said: “I see them. They’re alive, but… we need to get up there.” He opened his eyes and 

looked blankly at the wall above Rebo’s head for a few seconds. Rebo appreciated the irony of the 

two medics both being trapped in an elevator while the rest of the group probably endured heavy 

resistance. Ghoss blinked a couple of times and seemed to snap out of it. He got back to the panel 

and commenced fiddling with the wires. “If you’re worried about Lieutenant Madine, I’m sure she’s 

fine,” Ghoss suddenly said. “She’s the best damned pilot I’ve ever seen.” 

 Rebo blinked. Ghoss knew? Of course he knows. The kid may not be a genius, but he’s 

bloody damned perceptive. “I’m not worried,” he said. 

 “Of course you’re not,” Ghoss replied gracefully, and said no more. Instead, he concentrated 

on the wiring. 

 The truth, though, was that Rebo was worried about her. How could he not be? He 

wondered, briefly, if Ghoss could find her with his brain the same way Tia had found Keyan that 

time, back in Dac space. It felt like ages ago now. She had, as far as he knew, never been able to 

repeat the feat. Then again, she had been in love with Keyan back then, and love could make you 

do strange things. He pushed away the image of Tia throwing herself at Keyan not long after 

Corellia. That wasn’t her, he reminded himself. That was Fallas. But Tia used to adore Keyan and, 

besides, weren’t Tia and Fallas the same person? Stop it! Stop thinking about that! 

 The Force bit was one of the things that had bothered Rebo about his relationship with Tia. 

The fact that she had a sixth sense that he didn’t have. That she was able to reach inside him and 

place an emotion there, or instantly know how he felt. It was something that had made her, albeit 

only temporarily, into another person altogether; something that had made her connect with Ean, 

the blue bastard of a fish face back on Dac; something that had made her whisper secrets in 

huddled conversations with Droch the Chiss; even pansy boys like Ghoss had been able to connect 

with Tia in a way that he, Rebo, would never be able to. Then again, neither would Butter Boy, but 

Butter at least still had his ‘fabulous abs’. Rebo had nothing but a bad reputation, a worse temper, 
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and a body so riddled with scars as to look like a bloody asteroid map. 

 Taking a deep breath, he closed his eyes and tried to clear his mind like Noonan had taught 

him. No fear. No worries. Only the Force. Except for the fact that Rebo couldn’t exactly feel the 

bloody Force, the exercise almost always had a calming effect on him. It made it easier for him to 

think clearly. To know how to act, what to do, in his body as well as in his mind. His muscle 

memory had always been excellent, but this exercise made it feel even more efficient. What they 

needed now wasn’t another worry. It was a way out of this bloody elevator. 

 “Stinkweed!” Ghoss exclaimed. He slapped his hand against the wall next to the open 

control panel, but immediately took a deep breath and calmed himself. “I can’t fix it,” he said in a 

resigned voice. “I just can’t. We’ll have to think of something else.” 

 Rebo could barely contain a grin as his eyes opened and fell directly upon what he had just 

been thinking about. This will either save us, or kill us. “I know what to do,” he said. 


