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Epilogue: Rebo Joon 

The Ever Vigilant, Hyperspace 

 

Rebo stuck an unopened pack of bacta injectors in his mouth to keep it ready, and winced as he 

pulled his shirt off. The fabric of it was stuck to the now crusted edges of his blaster wound, and he 

carefully pulled it away, taking some of the crust with it. He would have to clean it again before 

treating it. Luckily it was in a place where he could easily reach, so it wouldn’t even leave a scar as 

soon as he was done. His rib was, luckily, not broken – only cracked. His neck wound had already 

been bandaged by a very quiet and meticulous Urli Ghoss, but Rebo had decided that he’d have 

another look at it himself as soon as he was done with everything else. It wasn’t so much that he 

didn’t trust the kid, but more that the kept feeling his own heartbeat pulsating in the wound, and 

Ghoss had taken quite a beating himself before looking at it. It wasn’t always easy to keep one’s 

head straight after going through something like that. Ghoss had also set Rebo’s broken nose, but 

that had been easy and he actually felt better already. 

 Right now, the only other person in there with him was Salbaaka in the cot behind him, 

hooked to a primitive respirator and some other machinery. Wookiees were strong and fierce; 

Rebo was certain the furball would pull through. He didn’t quite look like a furball anymore, 

though. Some of the fur had had to be shaved off to get at the wounds without the risk of any 

strands getting caught in there, causing bacterial infections or worse. Rebo had to smile as he 

thought of one of Tia’s stupid questions from a long, long time ago: “If you shave a Wookiee, does 

it turn invisible?” Sometimes she was like a child. 

 Rebo tossed his shirt aside and grabbed a clean sponge and a bottle of ethanol. Someone 

knocked at the door and he said something muffled about entering without really caring to check 

who it was. Carefully, he leaned back on the chair and poured generous amounts of ethanol onto 

the sponge before he pressed it to the blaster wound in his side and groaned. 

 The door slid up, revealing Tia. Of course she had to stick her nose in this, he thought 

briefly. At first it seemed all she could look at was Salbaaka, but then she turned her attention on 

Rebo, meeting his glance. Her face went from neutral curiousity to increasing worry through at 
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least three or four stages as she seemed to look him over as though he was a varactyl for sale. 

 “Do you need any help?” she finally asked. 

 Unable to answer in any understandable fashion with something in his mouth, Rebo stuck 

his chin out, pointing at her with the injectors. Happily, she took the hint and took the packet out 

of his mouth. She closed the door. “Thanks,” he said and cleaned off the sponge before dousing it 

in more ethanol. Most of the crusted blood had come out already. 

 “Why don’t you lie down and let me help you with that?” she asked then, calmly. 

 For a second Rebo considered it, but decided to pass. If you want to keep your distance... As 

it were, she shouldn’t even be in the same room. He couldn’t bear the thought of having her touch 

him. Not like this. Not now. The ethanol made his wound burn, releasing endorphins. That was 

enough. “I’m fine,” he said. “I just... ow. I’m fine.” 

 “Okay,” she said doubtfully. “You’re the doctor.” Except she didn’t sound convinced. Rebo 

didn’t look at her, just held out a hand for the packet of injectors, and got it. He tore off the plastic 

with his teeth and injected the content of one of them into his blaster wound before sealing it with 

a plastiskin patch. 

 “Is he going to be okay?” She nodded towards the mangled Wookiee. 

 “He’ll pull through,” Rebo answered. “Big and... hairy, these Wookiees.” Oh, that’s eloquent. 

Congratulations. He self-consciously fingered the temporary bandage Ghoss had put on his neck 

wound, realising it had soaked through completely. 

 “I just wondered... if there was something I could do to help,” she said. 

 “You could get me a mirror and hold it up for me so I can have a look at this,” he said, 

indicating the wound. 

 “You know I could actually help you treat that,” she said accusingly. He knew she technically 

could. She had been learning the ropes lately. But then she would have to touch him and, as much 

as he wanted that, he couldn’t risk it. 

 “Just get me the mirror. I’d like to see for myself how deep it goes.” Except he knew how 

deep it went. He’d seen the knife Ghoss had pulled out of him. 

 “Sure,” she said. “Don’t trust me.” The tone in her voice was hurt and disappointed. She 

left, no doubt huffing over the fact that he wouldn’t let her tend to his wounds. It’s not you I don’t 

trust, Tia, he thought. It’s myself. 

 When she came back, she just held up the mirror for him without a word. The sight in the 
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mirror was even less pretty than usual. Purplish-black bruises blossomed all over the right side of 

his face and shoulder, and his right eye was a bit swollen. He concentrated on the neck wound and 

pulled the bandage off, revealing the cut. It was about two to three centimetres long, and he knew 

it was about fifteen centimetres deep. He had been extremely lucky for the knife not to have hit 

any major arteries or organs. Even if the cut kept bleeding like a motherfucker, he knew that had 

the blade hit an artery, he would have been dead already. 

 “Did Akels do anything to help?” she asked, leaning in to look at the wound. 

 “He was here for Sal,” Rebo replied, indicating the Wookiee. 

 “Well, he should have tended this,” she said. “It’s very deep. Looks serious.” 

 “Well, he didn’t see it.” Rebo grabbed the sponge and the ethanol again. The visibility was 

bad, he would have to clean up the blood in order to see what he should do about the cut. No 

doubt he would have to stitch it up, but he needed to see what was damaged to be able to treat it 

properly. He doused a pair of pliers in ethanol and tried to widen it – he could always just stitch 

everything back together again afterwards – but he kept slipping. His hands were trembling 

slightly, and he was almost relieved when Tia snatched the pliers out of his hand, sighed, and said 

“Honestly. You can be such a stubborn old moron sometimes.” 

 Placing the mirror in his lap she grabbed a handful of bandages and pressed them against 

his wound with one hand, placing the other on the back of his neck. It felt soft and warm. “Does it 

need clips or stitches?” she asked. 

 “Stitches,” he said. She was close now. He could smell her. Somehow it was calming. 

Soothing. 

 “Anaesthetics?” she asked. 

 “I have some... somewhere,” he replied absentmindedly. 

 “Or,” she said. “Let me try something.” 

 Closing her eyes, she seemed to concentrate. It was like a call from her body to Rebo’s 

coming through her hands, waking his cells up to heal themselves. The most severe wounds felt 

tingly, itchy. Then the pain lessened. She opened her eyes and removed the bandages; threw them 

away, smiling. Then she picked up a sponge and cleaned away some of the blood from his neck and 

chest. 

 “I, uh,” he said. “I forgot that you could do that now.” 

 “You’re welcome,” she said smugly. 
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 He didn’t answer, just picked his shirt up off the floor and grimaced. It was thrashed, soaked 

with blood and riddled with burns. He threw it into the waste bin where it landed with a wet 

smack, picked up his jacket and put it on with great effort. He felt his side with one hand. The rib 

seemed fine. 

 “I hope you brought spares,” Tia said, indicating the shirt. 

 “What are you, my mother?” he replied, a little bit harsher than he has wanted to. “I’ll have 

you know I did bring a spare shirt. Always anticipate blaster burns and nasty bodily fluids on a 

mission.” 

 She smiled, but only slightly. “Are you staying in here?” she asked. 

 “No,” he answered. 

 “I thought you were keeping an eye on this one?” She nodded towards Salbaaka. 

 “He’s stable, at least for now,” Rebo said. “Old fish-face pretty much finished the job for me; 

said he’d keep an eye out as well.” 

 “Then you should get some rest. Not that I’m telling you what to do,” she added quickly. I’m 

sure you weren’t, he thought sarcastically. 

 “You were right, by the way,” he said instead as he passed her on his way out the door. He 

brushed by her so close he could feel her breath on his skin. 

 “About what?” 

 “You can never have enough grenades.” He smiled; his usual half-smile, and started walking. 

 “What do you mean?” She followed him as he headed for the cockpit and his quarters. 

 “I mean that without your grenade we wouldn’t have been able to overload the power core 

and keep up the cover for the mission.” 

 “So all is well, then?” she asked tentatively. 

 “I assume you’re asking because you don’t agree.” 

 “Well, the team seems so... I don’t know. When I saw Jak’s face back there I thought 

something terrible might have happened. You know?” 

 “Well,” he started. Might as well tell her. “When we first entered the hangar bay, we 

encountered several technicians. After persuading them with our nice blasters, we got some access 

codes off them. Except that the codes were false. They most likely triggered a trap and set off 

alarms all over the complex. We were dangerously close to coming back three men short.” He 

paused; let the truth of what he had said sink in, even with himself. They had been close. “Anyway, 
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we got everyone out in the end, so...” 

 “Yeah, I can see that,” she said. 

 “Oh, was I being too obvious?” 

 “You’re here, aren’t you?” 

 They had reached the door to Rebo’s cabin. He entered his code and pushed the door 

button. “Yes. I’m here.” 

 “I’m glad.” 

 “Good. It’s good that you’re glad.” He had his back to her, but he could feel her, even if she 

wasn’t really close enough. 

 “I was worried about you.” Her voice was smaller now, but vibrant. Why did she have to 

stand there and talk to him about this? Why couldn’t she just leave? Stop worrying and accept that 

one day I won’t come back. 

 “We’re on dangerous missions all the time. Don’t you trust me?” Why would she? He 

reminded himself. You haven’t exactly proven yourself trustworthy. 

 “But usually I’m there too.” 

 He turned half way around so he could see her, but couldn’t force his eyes to actually lock 

with hers. She was standing there hugging herself, staring at the floor, throwing only occasional 

glances up at his face. 

 “What difference does it make?” he said wearily. “If you care about me, wouldn’t you 

prefer not to be there in case I died?” He sighed. “You can’t expect to follow me around anymore, 

Tia. It’s not like that anymore with us. We’re not... supposed to do that anymore.” 

 “I know,” she whispered. 

 “Then you can’t be there all the time.” 

 “Of course,” she said and cleared her voice a little. “I was just worried, that’s all.” She 

looked up at his face, and he looked away, afraid to meet her gaze. “I guess you want to be alone,” 

she said then. 

 “I... suppose I do.” Except that he wanted her to come in with him, to stay with him, but it 

wasn’t right. You know it’s not right. He stepped inside his room and saw her wipe her cheek. For 

goodness sake. His knees went watery for a second. Tia didn’t cry very often, and he felt weak 

whenever she did and he knew he was the cause of it. 

 “Please don’t cry,” he said. “At least not because of me.” 
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 “Do you care for me?” She asked all of a sudden. 

 “What’s that supposed to mean?” He paused, watched her wipe the other cheek, still not 

ready to look her in the eyes. “Of course I care for you,” he said. “Do you think that’s a bloody 

switch I can flip when I want it to stop? Because goodness knows I’ve tried that, and it doesn’t 

work.” 

 “Then how do you expect me to go on and love someone else, if you won’t let me go?” 

 “You were the one who kissed me back there, before you gave me that grenade,” he said 

softly. “Which mean you won’t let me go either.” He swallowed. “Never the less, what I do and 

don’t do shouldn’t affect you. I gave you up. You’re free to move on.” 

 “You didn’t give me up,” she protested. “What about...” 

 “We made one mistake,” he said calmly. “One. It doesn’t mean I haven’t let you go.” 

 “You came to my room that time,” she said accusingly. 

 “You followed me when I wanted to leave,” he retorted. If I had only been allowed to keep 

walking, I’d have never turned around. “This was as much your fault as it was mine.” 

 Her eyes narrowed. “You let yourself be brought back,” she spat, her voice filled with hurt. 

“And don’t you forget it. You were the one who walked away before; you should have walked away 

then, too.” She took a step closer to him, this time looking him straight in the eyes. He was unable 

to avoid it. 

She was right, of course. Absolutely, irrefutably right, and he knew it. She knew it too. 

“Then what do you want from me?” he said. 

 Her face softened. “I want you to hold me.” 

 “Is that really wise?” he asked softly, feeling his skin flush with heat. No, it’s not wise, he 

thought. It’s the stupidest bloody thing I’ve heard in a long time. And I want it. 

 “I don’t love you,” she said, slowly and articulately, as if she was trying to explain something 

to a child. It felt like a blow to his face harder than the one that made his face abloom with purple 

bruises. Harder than anything he had ever felt. “I just... miss you,” she added. 

 He said nothing in reply; just let her words sink in. Then he took a step backwards into his 

cabin, giving her room to come inside. 


