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Part iX: Jak Noraal 

Lambda Construction Station, Air Vent 

 

As soon as he had heard the explosion go off he had tried to find a smart place to hide. Mission 

failure, he now thought irately to himself. The deafening bang had shortly been followed by several 

sets of heavy footsteps approaching his position and he had had no other choice than to climb up 

into the air vents. There had been a grate in the roof that he had punched in before hauling himself 

up there just nanoseconds before the source of the footsteps had turned the corner. He had slid 

the grate back as silently as he had been able, which he feared had not been silently enough. He 

wasn’t half as good a scout as he would have liked to be, but sometimes he just wanted to have a 

look for himself. Sadly, it seemed he would have to stop. The habit was proving unhealthy – after 

all, he was no Keyan Pressin. Arcoh was right to try to keep him from it. 

The tunnel of the vent was narrow – uncomfortably so, for someone as broad shouldered as 

Jak. He might not be big in all senses of the word, but he had a rather masculine frame that, right 

now, did not serve him at all. He inched himself along the tunnel to get as far away from the entry 

point as possible. Whoever had come to look for him would soon know that he had used it, either 

to get in or to get out. He hoped that the person would not try to follow him up there. He had no 

room to move, never mind to pull his blaster – as it was now, Jak would very probably get shot in 

the ass before even managing to turn around to face his attacker. It was all pretty stupid, he 

realized. Lieutenant Jak Noraal of the Rebel Alliance, shot in the ass in the line of duty. He briefly 

imagined what sort of medal they would award for that. He would have almost laughed if the joke 

hadn’t been so close to becoming real. He paused for a second to catch his breath, realizing he had 

been holding it for a while. If he had been his grandfather, he would have been able to sense his 

enemies with the Force. As it was now, he would just have to rely on his wits to survive. 

After a few meters he stopped and listened. During those few seconds of complete silence, 

Jak could hear a faint whirring sound from somewhere below him; a sound he couldn’t quite place. 

It was similar to a door opening, but there were no doors in the corridor below him. He stayed still 

for another few seconds, poised on his toes and elbows, trying not to breathe too hard. Listening 
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for the other men’s breaths in the corridor below him, but there were none that he could hear. No 

signs of life. Nothing. 

Then there was a soft click, as if a bolt on a blaster rifle just slid into place. 

Trying to roll himself over to the side in the cramped tunnel of the air vent, Jak felt the hot 

plasma shot punch through the metal plate he was laying on, sear through the cloth on his upper 

arm, and singe the flesh and skin. He grimaced. It was too cramped in here and they knew where 

he was. He had to get out there and fight. Another couple of shots punched through, one of them 

hissing past his ear, and he scrambled onto his back while fumbling for the comlink. Above him was 

a mass of differently coloured wires, appearing and disappearing at the seams between the metal 

plates of the vent. He pushed the com button, but was unable to get the damned thing up to his 

ear. 

 “Genarik!” he shouted, but there was no answer. “Arcoh, do you read me?” Another shot 

burned a hole through the metal plate and passed right between his thighs. Too close. Way, way 

too close. Kicking off from a wire-encrusted beam he managed to slide on his back a little further 

down the vent, where he rapidly kicked the roof plate underneath him a couple of times with the 

heel of his boot until it clattered down to the floor and brought him down with it. He landed 

inelegantly, but on his feet, snapped the lightsaber from his belt and ignited it as he thrust its hilt 

towards the metal plated back of the creature in front of him. A droid, he realized. The droid, 

which had been facing the other way, short circuited and fell forward on its face hitting the floor 

with a loud crash and Jak, who had gained too much momentum just by trying to keep his balance, 

stumbled on top of it and banged his elbow quite painfully on the metal carcass. An SBD. 

Grandfather had told him about them, but Jak hadn’t seen many of them in use. Too unreliable, 

apparently. And too uncomfortable. He got up. Hadn’t there been another one? He seemed to 

remember several sets of footsteps. 

 Suddenly, out of the corner of his eye, he caught a glimpse of movement, but when he 

turned around there was nothing. Bringing his lightsaber up into a defensive position, he moved 

rapidly back down the corridor the way he had come. It was far too quiet here now, especially after 

the explosion he had heard, and the SBD firing through the ceiling. Where’s the backup? He 

thought worriedly. Where’s the blaster fire? And where in all of Alderaan’s ghosts is my team? 

 Then he saw the smoke that filled the corridor, and through it the shape of something. Or 

someone. 
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 “Sergeant,” he called to it, hoping it was her, or another Spook. “Arcoh, is that you?” 

 There was no answer. He swallowed hard and, slowly and carefully, he started backing up 

again, not taking his eyes off the eerie silhouette in the smoke. 


