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“Grenade!” 

A dull thud was heard as Sergeant Palov’s body bounced. The entirety of the squad’s attention went straight to their squad leader who lay in the center of the formation. 

Private Gillis jerked violently and crumpled into Private First Class Tawney as the shot echoed off the cliff face. Without much thought, Tawney caught his teammate by the straps of his armor and began dragging him towards cover.

Tawney’s mind immediately went to triage Gillis' wounds. He knew Palov was dead. Any man who lay on a frag grenade usually ended up dead, or they died soon thereafter. His current goal was to get Gillis behind something so he could take a look at him. Blood could be seen marring the ground as Tawney dragged Gillis over it. His adrenaline started pumping as he looked up and saw their assigned Jedi being pushed back by repeater fire. His lightsaber slashed back and forth as he attempted to keep the sniper’s attention on him. Corporal Clevis was strafing left and right across the hilltop with covering fire as he marched backward, covering the two. It didn’t seem to bother the sniper much as he kept firing at the Jedi.

Tawney finally scrambled around the rock, dragging Private Gillis by the straps of his armor. He cursed as he fell back and pulled his wounded squad mate on top of him. Tawney ended in a sitting position with his back against a small protrusion of rock that erupted from the center of their cover. Tawney clawed his way from underneath Gillis and knelt over him and began administering medical treatment.
“Where did that come from?” Corporal Clevis yelled as he took cover behind Tawney. 

“I don’t know Corporal, but if you don't shut up and let me work I will shove you out there.” Tawney’s tone was enough to stop any further argument or noise from Clevis. 

The Jedi finally popped around the corner swiping another blaster bolt to the side before deactivating it and crouching behind the rock. He was breathing heavily and he seemed deep in thought. Tawney could only do limited work on Gillis with what he had with him. 

“Sir,” Tawney’s voice was soft and calm but, when he didn’t get an answer, his tone took a more demanding turn, “Master Jedi!”

The Jedi’s head snapped towards Tawney as he finished up binding Gillis’ wounds up.

“He needs a medivac, we need some form of air support, he has maybe five minutes before i won't be able to help him.” The Jedi nodded and began hailing command for support. 

“Don't say that!” Clevis exclaimed. 
“What?” Tawney stated flatly. A heavy hand turned his shoulders away from Gillis and towards Clevis, whose tears could be seen marring the layer of sand on his face.

“Sarge isn’t dead!” the man almost half pleading with Tawney. 
“He layed on a frag grenade, our armor isn't designed for that and you know it.” Tawney violently pulled his shoulder out of Clevis’ grip and rose up into Clevis’ face. “Our job now is to get Gillis to a hospital, or at least to the knights to ensure he survives this, so-”
“Both of you stow it!” Talis finally butted into the argument. “We won't be getting any air support until we clear out the enemy, he is dug in with a whole arsenal of blasters.” The Jedi was massaging his saber arm as he spoke.

“Then what are we supposed to do,” Clevis’ voice seemed frantic to Tawney. This unnerved the medic more than ever. This squad had been through a lot and had lost half of their unit in the initial push and he had never heard Clevis this frantic. Through fights with Sith and battles with enemy armies and recon missions that went bad, Clevis had always been cool headed. This was different, and uncharacteristic of the man.


Suddenly the group went quiet as a moan reached them. Tawney knew immediately and went to bolt past the Jedi who grabbed him and deposited him on the ground next to him. Tawney looked up to see the outstretched arm tensed up as if strangling some invisible foe. 

“Let go of me Jedi,” Clevis grunted. Tawney turned and saw Clevis sitting with his arms pinned to his sides and drag marks following him. 

“I don't need you two getting yourself killed, so sit here, shut up, and let me think.” Talis crouched back down and sat on his haunches as he began formulating a plan.

Several tense moments went by Tawney could hear his heartbeat as he looked upon the calm Jedi before another moan assailed their ears. Tawney had to muster every ounce of control to not go running out to get his squad leader. He could only imagine what was going through the Corporal’s mind at that moment.
A small laugh escaped the Jedi which drew the three squad member’s stares.
“Young Master Jedi?” Gillis rasped out through a cough that covered his hand in bright red blood.
“I know what we need to do,” The smile that spread across the Jedi’s face was eerie and foreboding to the medic.
“I don’t know if I like this idea already,” Corporal Clevis responded as he dug the butt of his rifle a little deeper into the pit of his shoulder.
“Just follow my lead,” Talis paused and pointed at the Corporal, “You come with me, Corporal, and stay close.”

Tawney moved over the protruding divide and next to Gillis and watched as the Jedi and the Corporal staged themselves at the edge of the rock. A minute ticked by before they pounced out and around the rock. Tawney scrambled to the edge of the cover to watch the gamble unfold. 

A geyser of hot water and steam had erupted and the Jedi was standing at its base motionless. His attention was fixated on the ridge as if searching for their enemy. 

“You might want to cover your eyes, Corporal.” Tawney was confused until he saw the light erupt from the jedi’s hand as he batted a blaster bolt to the side and dove the opposite direction. Tawney ducked behind the rock and blinked his eyes hard as he tried to remove the spots from his vision. A yell of surprise and pain echoed down to the medic, which caused him to pop his head over the rock. He was just in time to see their Jedi ally pick up Palov and spring back towards cover as the mountainside collapsed. Tawney jumped down from his perch, and met Talis as he slid to a stop next to him. He immediately set to work on trying to put Palov back together.

Oh man I've never seen this much blood leave a living man. The thought ran through his mind for a moment before he clamped the major artery that was pumping the hot crimson liquid out. Tawney did what he could quickly, and administered pharma, but his work had blocked out what was going on in his surroundings. 

“Damn it!” Clevis exclaimed as he smacked his gun repeatedly. Tawney looked over and about twenty feet, lying on the ground was their Jedi. Almost on instinct Tawney reached down and picked up the rifle laying next to Sergeant Palov’s unconscious body. He rose and stepped out from behind the cover and past Clevis. His nerves were calmed. He felt the cold metal through the warm blood covering his crimson stained hands as he glared down the scope of Palov’s rifle. It moved in slow motion as the enemy sniper’s shoulder and head came into view of the scope. Remembering his training, Tawney let out a breath. As it came to a calm, he squeezed off a shot. 

***


The humming of shuttles drowned out everything as two troop transports and a medivac landed as Tawney knelt over the dead body of Sergeant Palov. The man’s wounds were too severe for Tawney to work against. He passed while Tawney was checking on the unconscious Jedi. Medical troops and Jedi poured out and made their way to the unit. A particularly angry looking Kel Dorian walked over with a man to where the Jedi still lay. Tawney didn't have the energy to drag his unconscious body to their position so he left him where he fell.

Tawney’s attention was torn from the two strange Jedi as a medical unit stepped in to examine  Palov’s body. The medics immediately went into a frenzy. One began chest compressions on Palov while the other brought out a defibrillator and began prepping the device. Tawney couldn't watch and made his way to Gillis, who they were loading up on a stretcher. Tawney grasped his hand and walked with him as they carried Private Gillis to the shuttle. Tawney cast a gaze over the field and saw Talis arguing with the Kel Dor as a Togruta knelt over a body. Then, as if being kicked in the chest, it hit him. There lay the first man that he had taken life from. 


Tawney climbed into the shuttle as he tried to shake off the feeling. He knelt down next to Gillis and assisted the on board medic with administering care. The sound of engines whirling up pulled his attention away for a moment. Tawney watched as Talis, the padawan, loaded up and began talking to Clevis. Tawney returned his attention to his injured friend who pulled him in.

“Thank you, Callen,” Gillis used Private First Class Tawney’s first name, “You saved my ass out there brother.”

“Hey,” Tawney smiled from ear to ear as he leaned in, “You are buying first round when this is done, Gillis.” 


