
episode ii: The Shadow fAlls: a different perspective
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So here we are again at the beginning of another chapter (sorry, Episode) of ADP.  Now that Mr Lucas has finished his latest film, its time for me to bring out the Special Edition of the story I originally wrote a couple of years ago.  Luckily for me, this SE didn’t require anywhere near the amount of rewriting A New Hope did when I overhauled that one.  All I had to do this time was change a couple of locations, hit ‘print’ and then get lots of stupid people to reread it thinking it was all new and exciting.  This is assuming anyone read the original version…


Since I am currently an incredibly busy person (TV, pub, occasionally going to lectures), I can’t waste any more of my time on this introduction.  So I’ll bid you farewell for now; but as the man said, ‘I’ll be back.’

Be seeing you,

Damian Johnson
June 2002







Obsession is never a good thing.  It restricts your sight, leaves you closed off from all but one perspective.  It’s limiting.  It destroys lives without the person ever even noticing something is wrong.  Until it’s too late – and by that time it doesn’t matter anymore, you are consumed by its power and it’s never letting go.  It’s like a boa, it’s grip tightens, squeezing the life out of you until eventually there’s nothing left.


It creeps up on you silently.  It can start festering on a minor pastime, but that pastime never remains insignificant for long.  Quickly, or slowly – the time scale is unimportant – obsession begins to take hold.  Soon you cannot imagine your existence without it.


I had a life once, long ago.  I had my future all laid out before me.  Then the worst thing that can ever happen to a person occurred; my father died.  Nothing would ever be the same again.  He was my guide, my protector…my friend.


The event didn’t properly hit me at first; I was too preoccupied with other things.  One in particular: Ceber’ca.


I was once a clever fish.  I got the highest grades in school and was smuggled into the pub on a Monday evening to take part in the quiz, winning most weeks.  I was athletic too, on all the sports teams, had broken numerous records.  I was happy.


Then another fish came along.  Cerber’ca upset the balance that was my life.  Winning the quiz took more effort and was no longer a certainty.  Sometimes we even had to cheat and use a communicator when no one was looking.  Despite all my attributes, Cerber’ca didn’t like me much back then.  I tried hard, but it was no use; she appeared to have just decided she didn’t like me.  I wasn’t quite so happy anymore.

But Ceber’ca changed after Mla’da passed away.  She was actually quite nice to me.  Perhaps she’d just given in to the constant pressure, perhaps love and hate are as closely related as people try to convince you, perhaps it just seemed like a good idea at the time, or maybe she came to realise what a great person I was.  Whatever the reason, we grew closer, and were content for a time.


Then my work started to consume me.  I spent more and more time thinking of my father, my great loss.  I had to find his killer, justice – no, vengeance, had to be sought.  This person had to be caught and punished, honour demanded it.  The tension between Ceber’ca and I rose.  We grew apart; soon we were no longer speaking.  I never realised what was happening to our relationship.  She left and wasn’t going to be coming back.  I was on my own.  But it didn’t matter, I barely even noticed; I had my work – that was all that was important.  Nothing else mattered now.

*
Thunder rolled and lightning illuminated the evening sky.  The rain lashed the windows on the structure, causing them to battle for freedom from their restrictive frames.  The building was shiny and new, well newish, constructed from expensive metal alloys designed to last a lifetime.  But a lifetime tended to be a lot shorter on the ocean planet of Kamino, the 100 foot waves saw to that.  Since the icecaps had melted many years before, all buildings now had to be constructed on giant stilts on former high plateaus.  The engineers had taken extreme weather into account when producing the plans – even engineers know when its wise to take some precautions – but this was pushing the safety measures to the limits.


It had taken three years to get the financial backing for construction.  It had been an unusual request, and it had taken a long time to convince people that it was worth the money.  The instigator had been quite specific that many of the lower floors had to have sea access, creating many crises in the sealant area.  But he assured them that the knowledge gained by studying the marine creatures would be worth the expense.  It was pointed out that the Kaminoans already knew their planet pretty well, and could summarise their surroundings in two words – ‘very wet’ – but eventually he got the funding.


In the end it turned out that there was only one major financial backer to the project.  Apparently this mysterious hooded fellow had been very interested in the Kaminoans skill of cloning and agreed to stump up the cash in return for a large section devoted to this area.  The instigator, being an off-worlder and not really having much choice if he wanted his research lab to be built, had agreed.  The laboratory had been built, and the building had turned out so impressive the Kaminoans had adopted it as their capital, Tipoca, and now a team of select scientists conducted cloning experiments and research, with a sideline in studying the sea creatures and water.


Dr. S. Siloan, a native Kominaon and, usually for his species of expert geneticists, a computer specialist, had been appointed head of research for the financial sponsor.  He knew bugger all about clonging really, but was an expert in the art of deligation.  What was even more bizarre though was the choice of the off-worlder for the head researcher into the marine-life side of things: a droid.


In lower basement 205, Miroler ran his fingers over a control panel.  An airlock slowly opened and a giant marine creature swam into the tank of water that filled most of the floor.


“Good Evening Mla’son,” said the droid.


“Miroler,” acknowledged the fish.  “How is the work progressing?”


“Slowly.  The Computer Facilities Here Are good, But Tracing Darth Stick Is Going To Take A Lot Of Work.  It’s A Big Galaxy Out There, And With The Added Difficulties In Keeping The Work Hidden From The Others--.”


“I don’t want your excuses.” Mla’son snapped.  “I want results.  I must find him soon.  Vengeance dictates that I must find him.  I will make him pay for what he has done.”


“Yes, Yes, Of Course.”


“Let me know as soon as you find anything.”


Miroler nodded and Mla’son disappeared back into the sea.  The airlock door closed behind him.


“Ugh,” moaned Miroler, supporting himself on the computer console.  The pain was quite intense, not only from his old wounds but he was having problems with the new hand he had constructed.  His wiring was worn, causing troubles with his movement and vocal processors, and he kept receiving feedback to his central mainframe whenever he used the hand.  He was old, damaged and it was beginning to show quite badly.


He ran his data card through the lock on the elevator door.  After five tries the sensor decided to read the card; the red light blinked green and the door opened, swishing closed behind him.

A quick recap of the past ten years for those of us confused and bewildered by events so far.  Miroler was last seen being blown into a million pieces at the bottom of the sea, shortly after driving joyrider-fashion through the middle of Mla’son’s father, Mla’da.  Reports of Miroler’s death had been exaggerated, but not by much.  The droid that eventually dragged himself out of the rubble and drifted to the shore was a pale shadow of the droid beforehand.  Circuits had fused, fuses had blown – a serious makeover was needed.


Miroler had been found by a pack of wolves that looked after him as one of their own.  Miroler had suffered a complete system shutdown, closing off his memories.  He had lived with the wolves for months, learning to hunt for food, but much to his disappointment never coming close to mastering licking his own genitalia.


In due course Miroler’s self-repair systems performed their job and the memories flooded back.  But it was much later that Miroler had found out why he had crashed.  It came as a bit of a shock.  No longer finding fulfilment with the pack, and too ashamed to go back to Wohells, Miroler had spent a time visiting the various public houses of the cosmos and making full use of the facilities.  Then one day he snapped out of his depression and decided that he needed to go back and help the family of the fish he’d killed.


Upon finding Mla’son and the state he was in, Miroler had come to the conclusion that in the long run it would be healthier not to mention it was he who had done the dastardly deed.  Instead, he’d helped to set up the research institute in order to track down Darth Stick.  Miroler needed someone to blame for Mla’da’s death and it might as well be Stick.  It wasn’t like he wouldn’t have killed Mla’da given the chance.


Naboo was a bit of a problem due as a base of operations due to it becoming a lot more famous in recent times.  On the other hand Kamino was perfect.  It was way out on the rim, with the only planet anywhere near being Tatooine, who everyone knew was the furthest planet from anything even barely interesting in the universe.  Mla’son had also been assured that his hooded friend with the money was making Kamino even more hidden than it already was.  It also helped that since Mla’son was a giant fish, being on a planet with a greater water content than was generally considered healthy, was an added bonus.

Darth Stick was on a search himself.  Every respectable Jedi Master needs an apprentice, so Stick was looking for one.  To be exact he was looking for two, two individuals he knew of who would fill the vacancy brilliantly.  It had been a long time but he knew they would help – he had felt The Force, which may just have been a bacterial infection, but he still had faith.  These two apprentices-in-waiting were destined to stand by his side and join him in his endless battle against the universe.


Things had not gone so well for Stick over the past few years.  His plan of wiping out takeaway restaurants had been greeted with gratitude by the population, thankful that now they were no longer tempted by the call of fat and grease, they could eat healthy food – perhaps even cook for themselves occasionally.  The ultimate insult was that Stick had even won awards for his work.  In response he had been removed from the Anti-Jedi High Council, his lands seized, and his name stripped of its titles.  He had been thrown out of the Anti-Jedi Guild – and this wasn’t in the usual ‘got drunk, fell asleep in the toilets and was hurled out onto the grass by Security’ way either.  His membership had been completely cancelled.  He was no longer allowed to wear the logo on his clothing, the official Anti-Jedi stationery had been returned – all this from a society he had set up.  That was gratitude for you.  He was left with nothing.  Except his honour, and that didn’t count for much.


Stick was now stuck living in a small rundown apartment on Coruscant, which required fighting off hoards of Slythmongers trying to sell him death sticks just to get inside in an evening.  He didn’t like this planet much, there weren’t enough trees and vegetation to blend into and from the smell he was fairly sure the guy next door had died some time ago, but Coruscant was the metaphorical centre of the universe.  All the affairs of the Republic operated through this planet, if you wanted to be up to date on the latest news this was the place to be.  Until his fortune reversed, he’d just have to endure this pitiful situation.  And the godaweful food he lived on at Dexter’s Diner.


Despite what he had been told by the Jedi council about not being able to spell ‘force’, let alone control it, Stick could feel a great disturbance.  There was great upheaval about to occur.  It was like a bitter taste in the air, almost tangible; Stick could nearly reach out and grab it.  He didn’t like it at all.  The only effect the antibiotics the doctor had given him so to prevent him from doing mind trick.  Damn midichlorians.


Darth Stick liked to talk big, about revolutions and creating a new order, but the truth was he liked this world.  He’d like it even more if he was in charge, but he didn’t want it altering to any great extent.  Things worked fine as they were and he didn’t see any reason to change them.  He had a worrying feeling that he wasn’t going to get his wish.  There was also the niggling regret that if he’d taken up the nice man with the overlysized-hood’s offer to become his new apprentice, then things would have been a lot better for him.


The light flickered again.  That damn woman was still outside.  She’d been out there for ages playing with her little gadgets.  And purple?  What kind of fashion statement was that?  Did she not know that black was the ‘in’ colour for bounty hunters this season?


Just as Stick was about to use the Force to give her a little nudge off the side of the building, the woman was off in her airspeeder, hotly pursued by a couple of Jedi.  Stick watched until they vanished in the traffic, making sure they were gone for good, then got back to work.  There would always be three: a master and two apprentices.

“Look,” Bert pointed across at one of the dunes in the distance.  “It looks exactly like a jumbo hotdog.”


Ernie opened his eyes and looked where Bert was pointing.  He squinted.  “Not really.”


“You’re always thinking of your stomach,” said Chir.


The three of them were lying on the sand near to the expanse of the Dune Sea.  The days on Tatooine were long and hot, activity was at a maximum during the early hours of the day and then again in the evening.  This left the rest of the day for lazing round doing nothing.  The three friends excelled at doing nothing.


Bert withdrew a partly disintegrated biscuit from his back pocket and chewed on it slowly.  “Not all the time,” he said.


Chir was forced to agree that there were times when Bert wasn’t thinking of food; during those it was how to avoid exercise.  It was no surprise that Bert was not the most slender person in the world.  Put bluntly, in a way that way that would result in having one less person to talk to and, more importantly, one less birthday present to open; he was fat.  But Bert didn’t really care; there were advantages to being on the large side.  He never had to share seats on the bus and was never accused by elderly female relatives of not eating enough.  Despite all the pluses, later Bert would look back, a much more normal sized person but still avoiding exercise whenever possible, and thank god he never burst out of his skin.


Ernie was the complete opposite.  He was slim and athletic, the type of boy girls dreamed about.  Most of the crowd though were put off by the collection of engine parts in his room.  Since Miroler had left, Ernie had inherited the basement, quickly filling it with many more useless mechanical pieces.


Finally there was Chir.  He was big, tall and hairy.  He was so hairy that he’d had to begin shaving at the age of three.  When it began to become necessary to shave several times a day, Chir had given in to the inevitable and decided that if nature intended him to be a hairy bastard, then so be it.  His parents insisted that he was human, but he’d once investigated into whether he’d been adopted at birth and was really a Wookie.  He had given up when it looked like taking too much effort.


Chir reached into the mobile refrigeration unit and produced another lager.  Chir drank quite a lot.  He was fourteen years old and could already down a pint in less than six seconds.  Of course he got drunk a fair bit, but then what was the point of drinking so much if he didn’t?  He didn’t quite know why he drank to the extent he did; it was, like sand in deserts, just one of the many mysteries of the universe.  Some people drank coffee; he drank lager.


“Anyone know what time it is?” Bert asked, unwilling to move his arm and look at his watch.


“Don’t care,” replied Ernie.


Chir burped.  “I think it’s time for another beer,” he said.

To anyone else it would have looked like just another part of the wall; to Miroler it was the secret entrance to his laboratory.  If you stood just here, and pressed the wall with just the right pressure there, then a small portion of the steel wall would slide back to reveal a keypad.  The right number combination generated by allowing the mystical spider to crawl across the pad and the right arm attachment plugged into the appeared socket would open the elevator door.


Miroler entered and the elevator shot downwards an excessive speeds, speeds that if it’s been a landspeeder would have resulted in the local police being several hundred credits better off from fines.  The elevator came to a halt at the same level as the seabed.  The door opened and Miroler strode into his lab.  He quickly deactivated the security system to prevent himself being obliterated by the hidden laser network and the many other devices he’d installed and forgotten about.


The scene inside the room was similar to his old lab in Wohells’ basement, but on a scale several times larger.  Scrap metal littered the room, tools thrown haphazardly about.  A security system was not necessary – anyone who was not supposed to be there would kill themselves within a few seconds by treading on something lethal or leaning on a stack of parts that was very liable to collapse on top of them – but it made Miroler feel happier.


In the centre of the room was Miroler’s latest project.  The transmogrifier was designed to alter an individual’s appearance at the DNA level.  It could turn a human into a Dug, a Hutt into a Gungan.  So far Miroler had yet to think up any practical use for it (besides giving Ewoks the chance to become full Wookies and stop them being laughed at – Ewok Inferiority Complex was reaching worryingly high levels), but this was a minor issue.  The point was that Miroler was sure it was going to work.  He couldn’t see how it could possibly fail.  Sure he’d made mistakes in the past, the circle-saber was, he admitted, a complete and total failure – the King of Failures in a world of rampaging malfunctions – but this was different.  This time he’d thought about it.  There’d been no sudden decision to ‘just build something’, no random throwing together of circuits.  He’d drawn out things properly.  Okay, so they’d been drawn on the inside of a submarine that later exploded, but this was a great improvement on anything that had gone before.


The transmogrifier was now nearly complete.  All Miroler needed was something to test it on; a living volunteer would best demonstrate its power and abilities.  It was time to advertise.  This in itself would probably be more troublesome than building the transmogrifier itself.  How exactly do you go about advertising for a person to take part in random scientific experiments?  How many stupid people were out there?  Miroler was certain there were thousands, especially with a small monetary incentive, but he needed to find a way to get in contact with them.


Miroler needed advice.  Since he was conducting this work in secret he would have to be careful how he went about this.  Mla’son wouldn’t help due to his one-track find-Mla’da’s-killer mind.  The only other people Miroler knew were Wohells and Ernie, but a trip off-planet was out of the question for the moment.  Who else did he know?


A bleeping came from his computer.  Miroler waded through the junk until he reached it.  Files scrolled across the screen – someone was downloading the contents of his computer.  Miroler tried in vain to stop the process but it was over before he could activate any of the safety protocols.  Someone now knew what he was up to.  The only option was to try and track where the files had gone to and pay a visit to Mr. Nosey armed with a large club.


The program was set up and running within a few minutes.  After an hour of chasing round the system and back, Miroler had his answer: Dr. Siloan.  Miroler had no idea why the Kominoan was interested in his work, but he had no choice but to eliminate this risk.  It wasn’t just the transmogrifier plans on that computer, but his diary entries going back to that fateful day ten years ago.

The suns’ rays basked the bodies of Ernie, Bert and Chir.  They had been in the same spot for so long that sand dunes had formed around them.  It would be a hell of a climb to escape.


“Do vampires have blood?” asked Bert.


It was time for another interesting philosophical question that could take up the rest of the day.


“Mmm, good one,” said Ernie.  “They’re dead, aren’t they?  So they really don’t have much of a use for it.”


“I guess they don’t need to shift oxygen round their bodies or anything,” said Bert.  “Or do they?  Do vampires breath?”


“No, don’t be stupid they’re dead…technically.”


“If they don’t have blood, why do they go round drinking it?” asked Bert.  “Do they use this blood as their own or is it used like food?  Do vampires uri..ur..rui?”


“Urinate,” said Chir, who until this point Ernie and Bert had thought was asleep, or unconscious.


“Yep thanks.  Uri…ur… What he said, blood?  Wouldn’t that just be really sick?”


Chir listened to the conversation continue for a few minutes.  The idiots, why were they talking about such an irrelevant subject?


“If vampires don’t have blood then why don’t their arms and stuff rot?” this was Bert again.  “Surely if there’s no movement down it’s veins then it’ll start to decay.”


It was now that Chir decided to end the nonsense.  “Of course vampires have blood, that’s how more vampires are created.  There’s a whole blood-sucking exchange.  The real question is, why don’t vampires have reflections?  If a normal eye can detect the photons reflecting off a vampire, then what difference does an inconsequential diversion on a mirror make?”


Chir opened another beer and the debate continued.  Chir took the scientific approach to his arguments, while Ernie and Bert, not understanding a word Chir was on about, let their imaginations run wild.  It was the closest Bert ever came to actual exercise.

Dr. Siloan slept soundly in his quarters on the top floor of the marine research laboratory.  He lay undisturbed by the banging on his door.  He dozed through the sound of the laser cutter making it’s way through the door.  Siloan slept through everything.  He spent almost everyday in bed asleep.  The only time he rose was during the evening when he went out and brought back another female to share his bed.  By rights, he should have been fired years ago, but he was saved every time by being so damned clever.  For one who had installed a tube next to his bed so that he would never have to leave to visit the lavatory, Siloan was one smart dude.


Miroler finished cutting through the door and pushed the piece he had cut out inwards.  He strode inside.  Opening the curtains didn’t have any effect on the sleeping body.  Neither did pouring freezing cold water over him.  It was when Miroler went over and pressed a key on Siloan’s computer that he woke up.


It had been suggested that Siloan had been employed to test sleeping pills, which would explain how he was able to buy all the new computer equipment.  The truth though was that he was just a lazy bastard with rich parents.  But he was incredible clever – what he would be capable of if he ever woke up remained in the imaginative stage but it would be quite amazing.


“What are you doing?” Siloan demanded.


“I Want Those Files Deleted,” demanded Miroler in return.


“What files?”


“My Files.”


“Oh, the ones from your computer?  Why, what’s in them?”


“You Haven’t Read Them?”


“No, but I’m wishing I had now.  I just set the computer up to search for anything interesting and then download it.  Quite an interesting program I set up.  ‘Interesting’ is a little hard to input into usual search engines, you know.”


Miroler caught a sniff of intelligence.  He had a suspicion that here was the random clever person he needed to help him.


“Tell Me Siloan, What Do You Know About Advertising?”


After much discussion, made more difficult by Siloan nodding off every few minutes and needing to be slapped awake, Miroler discovered that Siloan didn’t know much about advertising, but he did know how to find out.  The Galactic Republic’s main database security subroutines proved to not as complex as their security personnel had hoped and soon Siloan had hacked his way inside the system and planted promotional devices throughout.  No one would now be able to log onto the system without hearing a recorded message from Miroler asking for volunteers.


Sloan finished the work as quickly as possible to get rid of Miroler and return to sleep.  Unfortunately his eyes didn’t close in time before the comm. beeped.


“Yes?” grumbled Sloan.


“We have a Jedi here wanting to inspect the facility.”


“About bloody time they came for their merchandise.  Ten years without a word – I was beginning to wonder what the frell we were going to do with it all.”

“We ought to do something you know,” said Ernie.


“You lost!” yelled Bert and Chir in unison.


They were still lying on the dunes.  For the past three hours they’d been competing to see who could go without moving the longest.  Ernie had lost.


“Like what?” said Bert when he’d calmed down.  “This is Tatooine, the dullest planet in the galaxy.  There’s nothing to do here.”


“Except drink,” said Chir taking a sip.  “And, you know, think.”


“There must be something.  Surely three intelligent people like us can find something to do with ourselves on a glorious day like this.”


They lay in silence for about an hour.


“Told you,” said Bert and went to sleep.

It was Thursday; the day Miroler took it upon himself to go shopping.  It would have been simple enough to order things via computer and have them delivered, but this option had never been available to Miroler when he’d been with Wohells and he didn’t see any need to change his habits now.


He was carrying the bags of groceries back along the high street on the midlevels of Tipoca in the direction towards his lab.  The bags were the typical cheap variety supermarkets insist on handing out, so it wasn’t long before one of their number split, spilling own-brand breakfast cereal across the road.


“Bug—Arrrggghhh!”


Another attack.  They had started to occur more frequently over the past few weeks.  They were getting more painful too.  He no longer had what he would consider ‘mild’ attacks; they were all mind-blowing, roll around on the floor in agony, assaults.  Coffee sprayed out across the street, oranges struck windows.  A ‘big mess’ was an understatement of the total devastation caused.


Soon it was over, leaving Miroler looking like a pratt laying in the gutter.  He had ended up, bruised and battered, outside the local newsagency.  Miroler had an idea.  He picked himself up, wiped the majority of the baked beans off his components, and entered the shop.  A little later he left and went back to the lab.


The shop owner looked down at the advertisement the droid had asked him to put up in the window.  He then looked at the tomato sliding slowly down the window, leaving a sticky red trail behind it.  The notice was thrown into the bin, to go wherever these types of unwanted things went to.

Nighttime on Tatooine was, through a complex series of subspace networks, intrinsically linked to cold, coldness and other cold-related words.  The temperature dropped to below freezing within a few minutes of the duo of suns disappearing below the horizon.  No one was out at this time, even on this planet everyone had the sense to stay indoors by the fire and roast marshmallows – sometimes even eating them.  This was where Ernie and Bert were now.  Chir had gone home, dinner had been eaten, and Wohells was desperately trying to keep her eyes open.


Ernie switched off the monitor.  They were getting so desperate for news to broadcast that they were now reporting on the deaths of sandpeople.  Okay, so an entire clan had been brutally murdered, with the killer favouring decapitation apparently, but sandpeople were a pain in the arse – the ex-habitants of the city of Tusk being expert witnesses to that – and the fewer around the better.


Ernie turned to the woman besides him.  For the first time since Ernie and Bert had known her, Wohells looked old.  She sat in her chair covered in an old blanket.  The blanket was almost as mature as she was, it had patches on patches and a rather musty smell permanently hung around it, refusing to succumb to the numerous washes it had received.  A woolly hat, similarly ancient, was pulled down over her ears.  She looked fragile, like the slightest movement would shatter her irreparably.


The boys weren’t concerned at all about Wohells.  Like corrupt politicians, crap physics teachers and student drinking binges; she was one of the constants in life.  She had always been around and always would be.  She had been sleeping more lately and not going out so much, but that wasn’t really important.  With a little rest she’d be good as new.


“Ernie, Bert,” Wohells croaked.  The boys crowded closer to hear her better.  Her voice was quiet, distant.  “I’m not well.  I might even go so far as to say I’m dyin’.”


“Oh,” said Ernie quietly.  “That’s not good.”


“Nope,” agreed Bert.  They didn’t know what to say.


“Now, you’re going to have to look after yourselves.  Its unfortunate Miroler never thought to come back, he could have looked after you.  And I want you to promise me something.  Promise me you’ll do something useful with your lives.  I don’t want you sitting around on your arses doing nothing.”


“Yeah,” agreed Ernie more enthusiastically than was appropriate considering the situation.  “We might turn out all fat.”  Bert elbowed him in the stomach.  Wohells smiled…or grimaced – it was difficult to tell.


Wohells raised her arm and pointed to an envelope sitting on her coffee table.  Ernie went over and collected it.  “What is it?” he asked.


“It’s for Miroler.  If you ever see him, I want you to give it to him.  It should answer some questions.”


“Wh—” began Bert but was cut off.


“Just give it to him.  He’ll understand.”


Ernie took a quick glance at the paper.  “Now, about those free samples.  You’ll laugh when I tell you this, but…”  Ernie stopped reading; it didn’t seem that interesting.  He folded the note up and stuffed it in his pocket.


The evening turned into night.  Ernie and Bert remained sat on the floor by Wohells’ side until their rears went numb.  Ernie went for cushions and they continued their wait.  Wohells slipped in and out of sleep but nothing really happened until the early hours of the morning.  Then she began to deteriorate rapidly.
 Wohells fought for breath.  The difficulty was increasing exponentially with every second.


Wohells saw the panic on the boys’ faces.  “Do not grieve.  Soon I shall be at one with...”


Bert opened his mouth to say something, leaving it open even when he realised he had nothing to say.


“Bye,” Ernie whispered.  Bert nodded his head slowly, mouth still open.


Wohells eyes grew bright for a moment, then the spark of life disappeared.  Her eyelids closed.

Dan inverted the dustbin and the contents tumbled into the truck.  Agency work had never been better.  The dirt, the stench, the knowledge that you were handling rotting, unwanted refuse – well it beat putting handles on buckets.  Society was against students searching for casual summer work.  Businesses demanded ‘experience’, which was fine if you had it, but if you didn’t there was no way to break into the exclusive circle of the employed.  The result: agencies - the kindly group of people who found you jobs doing things no one else wanted to do on the condition that they kept half your wages.


Sanitation assistant, aka ‘bin man’, in the capital of Kamino.  What a great summer he was going to have.


Dan climbed onto the side of the truck and it progressed down the street.  He muttered something about a waste of his qualifications, further alienating himself from the rest of his work colleagues who didn’t particularly like his condescending attitude.  The next apartment en route was recently-turned mother, Mrs. Robinson’s.  The proud parent of quartets, there was a high probability that Dan would be dealing with the nappy-filled rubbish bags


The draught from the speeding truck caught a scrap of paper from the top of the rubbish.  It was crumpled, torn, filthy and smelled slightly of tinned peaches.  That may also have been a tomato stain in the top corner.  The page fluttered around on the floor for a while, dancing along without a care in the world.


A Jedi strode confidently along the corridor.  He was soaking wet, apparently having made the stupid decision to go for a stroll outside and get into a punch-up with one of the residents.  Not only that, but after leaving the flight early, he was going back for another try.


The foot came down on the paper and, as fate would have it, a small piece of chewing gum connected one to the other.  The note travelled several hundred meters before abandoning the Jedi and his bounty hunter mission.


The note sat on the ground for a awhile.  There wasn’t much else it could do.  Presently it was picked up by an obsessive environmentalist, amid mumours of “the youth of today…”   Seconds before disappearing back into a bin, the Kaminoan took a read of the writing.


“Hmm,” he said.  “Sounds interesting.  And with an interesting monetary incentive too.”  He put the paper into his pocket and carried on walking to work in the hangar, where he had to oversee a ship destined off world for fresh supplies.


Slowly the rhythmic jostling moved the cargo towards the pocket exit.  It fell to the floor, sliding towards the open airlock of one of the ships.  It found a temporary home behind a computer console and began the wait.


Days later the paper was on the move again.  Not wanting to give Kamino a bad reputation, the crew were giving the ship a quick tidy up before the supplies were placed on board.  They were nutritional in nature mostly – the climate shift on home-world had made growing anything to eat other than seaweed problematic.


The sheet was picked up, scrunched up loosely into a ball and thrown outside.  This Kaminoan had no problem with littering someone else’s planet.


The ball landed on the grass.  A sudden gust of wind caught it and pushed it along the plains away from the spaceport.


A coastal breeze took hold and the paper was deposited on the beach.  The waves lapped at the shore and claimed the notice as it’s own.  The advertisement was snapped at by various sharp-billed oceanic creatures before it slowly sank towards the seabed of the planet of Naboo.





Hsaw added a few more delicate stitches to her work.  She had been working on it for weeks, non-stop.  A couple of times she’d been unsure what effect her creation would have on the world when she unleashed it, whether it was something she should be doing, something she had the right to do.  Hopefully it would result in a positive contribution to the world, a thing she could proudly tell her grandchildren ‘I made that’.   But you could never tell for sure – life never went as expected.


The middle-aged woman yelled as she stabbed herself with the needle.  ‘And you call yourself an expert,’ Hsaw muttered to herself.


She sucked the blood from her finger and waded through the mass of bits of paper, fabric and empty paint tins that littered her home, to the kitchen where she kept the first aid kit.


With finger safely bandaged, Hsaw went back to her seat.  She patted her growing abdomen.  “Soon be time for you to appear,” she said.  She picked up the fabric and continued sewing.

*
The house was dark as Miroler approached.  There were no lights, no indication that anyone was around.  He knocked lightly on the door.  No response.  He tried the handle and, with some difficulty, it turned.  Using all his weight he managed to get the door to slowly open.


“Hello?”


The house was empty.  Miroler stepped back outside and checked he’d got the right house.  This was it all right, but where were Wohells and Ernie?  


“Hello?” he tried again.


All the furniture was gone and the house didn’t look as though it had been used for a long time.  One of the windows was broken, probably due to a storm, and sand had blown in.


Miroler couldn’t understand it.  Wohells had lived in this house all her life; she wouldn’t just abandon it now.


He checked the rest of the house with no success.  There was nothing here, nor any indication as to where his family had gone.


He headed towards the backdoor.  “Argh.”  Miroler stumbled.  The pain was getting worse.  He needed replacement parts urgently, but had now way of getting them.  There were rumours of a factory on Genosis, but these were unconfirmed reports and he couldn’t spare the time for a trip out there without something more substantial to go on.


Miroler caught himself and pulled himself upright, reaching the door.  He waited there until the pain subsided to a more bearable level, then continued his search.


Outside the backdoor he found something interesting.  A grave.

Coruscant: the galactic capital.  If you didn’t like cities then this was not the planet to be on.  Urbanisation had sprawled across the planet like a plague.  To many of the occupants, the words ‘grass’ and ‘tree’ meant nothing.  They had no concept that there could be anything in the universe other than what was here: buildings, concrete, pollution, the Outlander Nightclub and its ‘vodka’.  Fresh air would kill them in an instant.


It was here that the trio of friends had made their first stop.  They had had no choice in where they could go when they arrived at Mos Eisley spaceport on Tatooine.  Coruscant was the only destination a ship was going to so Ernie had booked passage and now they were here.  Lost.


“Look, it’s this way I know it is,” said Ernie.


“Yes and you know what happened the last time we listened to you.  We were lucky those Gorolians let us live.  Just look at Chir.”


Bert pointed.  Chir’s hair was in an even greater mess than usual.  The Gorolians had cut off thick chunks with their knives.  Chir’s beard, his pride and joy, was virtually nonexistent.  True, it’d only take a day or two to grow back, but that wasn’t the point.


“Give me that map,” Chir snatched the paper from Ernie.  “Where do you think we are?”


Ernie pointed.


“No way, that’s right next to the entrance and unless there’s something seriously wrong with my eyes we not even close.”


Ernie was about to make a comment about how Chir could see anything when his eyes were hidden by hair, but thought better against it; Chir already in a bad enough mood.


The boys didn’t like this planet at all.  They were used to wide open spaces, dry, warm air.  This place was slowly killing them.  They had begun a search for the spaceport shortly after having no idea how to get back to it.  Trying to backtrack had proven hopeless, there were so many tiny roads leading to nowhere.  Bert needing to sit and rest every hundred yards also hampered them.


“I don’t think this is what Wohells meant when she said ‘useful’,” said Bert collapsing onto the floor.


“Oh and what do you think she meant?” snapped Ernie.


“I just don’t see how getting lost on a weird planet could ever possibly be considered ‘useful’.”


“What I can’t figure out is how you ever convinced me to come,” said Chir, deciding that he might have more success with the map if he turned it the other way up.


“It was the drink promise, remember?” said Bert.


“What the ‘it’s a huge city full of bars’ promise?”


“That’s the one.”


“How was I supposed to know they wouldn’t serve you?” said Ernie.  “You never had any problems back home.”


“That’s because at home no one was ever worried about being prosecuted for serving under age people.  There are no police of any shape or form there!”  Chir shouted the last part.  He was tired, irritable and wanted to go home.  “And the women?  The millions of attractive city girls who’d sell their right hand to be with a great guy like me?  What happened to them?”


“Okay, so I admit that was a scurrilous lie.”


“Is that worse than a regular lie?”


“Oh, shut it,” said Ernie.


“Fine,” said Chir.


“Fine!” shouted Ernie


“Fine!”


“Fine!”

“Did you find what you wanted?” Mla’son asked.  “Worth the trip home?”


“I…I’d Rather Not Talk About It,” said Miroler.


“Whatever.  Now, how are you doing finding Darth Stick?”


“I’m Making Some Progress.  But I Haven’t Got Much To Go On.”  Thankfully.


“Miroler, I know what you’re up to.”


Shit.  “Sorry?”


“Your little side-project, the construction you’ve made in your workshop.”


Miroler relaxed slightly, but only slightly.  He had no way of knowing how Mla’son would react to knowing he was working on other things.


“There have been a number of messages left for you whilst you’ve been gone.  I don’t mind what you do in there, as long as it doesn’t get in the way of your other work.”


Miroler left to see whom the messages had been off.  It turned out that he’d received several from people interested in volunteering for the experiment.  Miroler was excited; things were now beginning to move forward with the transmogrifier.  The scientific community would bow before him when he revealed his invention.  He’d get his own back for being called a girl and likened to celebrity chefs for years.


Things were not as brilliant as he’d thought, however.  Upon checking the applicants more carefully he found that the calibre of the people who used the Republic computer systems was not as high as he’d hoped – and for some reason they all seemed to be slightly camp.  He was desperate for a test subject, but not that desperate.  Tramps, sportsmen, even a few chemical engineers had applied.  The scientific community wouldn’t accept results based on these creatures.  It was hopeless.  Siloan might as well have stayed asleep for all the use his help had been.

“I can’t take much more of this!” yelled Bert, his stomach bouncing up and down as he ran.  “I can’t, I really can’t.  I think I’m going to die!”


The trio were running again.  It seemed they’d managed to upset every gang of thugs on every planet they’d visited.  Alderaan was no exception.


Chir stopped running.


“What are you doing?  Are you crazy?” asked Ernie, now a good fifty metres away.


“I’m done with running from these bastards.”


“What?” cried Ernie and Bert in unison.


Chir turned to face their adversaries.  He pushed his coat aside, revealing a cylindrical metal object.  After a moment to allow his opponents – and Ernie and Bert – o stare, he unclipped the lightsaber from his belt.  He grinned.


“Where did you get that from?” said Bert.  “I’ve told you about thieving before.”


“I made it.”


“Made it?” exclaimed Ernie.  “When did you get so smart?  We’ve spent the past few months laying on sand dunes thinking about such problems as why don’t people fall off the southern hemisphere!”


“It’s based on relatively simple physics,” said Chir.  “It wasn’t too hard to do.  You see it’s all powered by a crystal lattice…” Chir didn’t go any further when he realised a) his friends wouldn’t understand a word he was saying, and b) wouldn’t care anyway.


“But only Jedi can use them, they’re force activated.”


“No, there’s a button, here, see?”  Chir pressed it and a bright crimson blade spontaneously erupted form the handle.


“Impressive,” whispered Ernie.


The advancing gang, upon seeing the weapon, weren’t so keen on advancing anymore.  Three kids were one thing, but a hairy individual with a deadly weapon was another.  They turned and fled in the opposite direction.


“Chir, can I ask a question?” said Bert.


“What’s that?”


“A quizzical statement testing knowledge, but we don’t have time for that right now.  What I want to know is why you haven’t done that before.  When we were robbed in the spaceport on Corellia, beaten up on Coruscant, why did you never produce that thing then?”


“Forgot I had it,” Chir admitted.  “Sorry.”


“Well it was your vodka you lost.”


Chir’s body began to shake and Bert could have sworn steam came out of where he presumed Chir’s eyes were.  He let out a cry of frustrated pain.


“It’s amazing,” said Ernie enthralled with the lightsaber.  I’ve got to get me one of those.”


“Anyone mind if we made a stop for dinner?” asked Bert.

“So, What Are Your Motivations In Wanting To Join The Project?”


“Everybody hates me.”


“Okay…” This wasn’t quite the response Miroler had been expecting.  True, he’d only met this guy a few minutes ago, but he was expecting some better motivation for trying out the transmogrifier than this.  Something about exploring new frontiers would have gone down well.  It appeared he’d have to try recruits from further away than Kamino or the local systems.


“I’ve been looking for a girlfriend but no one will have me.  I’ve thought about it a lot and I think it’s because I spend so much time round computers.  They don’t give the right impression; they radiate boredom somehow.  I really want someone to go out with, to take for drives in my car…”


The man rambled on.  Miroler, meanwhile, had switched to standby mode.  The man had progressed from his pathetic love life and moved on to his deprived childhood.


“And This Is Why You Want To Take Part?”


“Oh yes.  I think the course will be very beneficial.  I keep being told that I should have this test taken and get my sanity certificate.”


The metaphorical penny dropped.  “I Think You’re In The Wrong Building.  The Want The Psychiatric Analysis Suite Across The Hall.”


“Oh, right.  Sorry.”  The man headed for the door.


Miroler sighed.  This was getting infuriating.  The machine was just sitting there, waiting to be used and yet no one wanted to try it out.  Mla’son was on his back too.  ‘Go find Stick.  Where’s Stick?’ etc.  Miroler was growing rather tired of his boss’s constant hassling.


“ARGH!!”


Another attack.  The pain wasn’t helping things either; it took Miroler several minutes now for the pain to dissipate to a ‘normal’ level.  He was never completely free from it; it was always there in the background waiting to erupt.

The computer wailed.


“Finally,” said Stick.  In his room on Coruscant, he pressed on the screen in a few places, until a map was brought up.  The search was complete.  It had taken such a long time; despite all of Stick’s resources he had been unable to get a lock on them.  Until now.


It took a few hours for him to get his affairs in order; he didn’t know when he would be back.  Soon he would have apprentices to train, to continue the line after he passed on.


His shuttle was kept on a hovering landing pad adjacent to his skyscraper home.  The craft was old but served its purpose.  Stick fired up the engines.  It took a few minutes before he could satisfy himself that they weren’t going to cut out ten thousand feet up.


Soon he was off.

It was the birth of a great day for Miroler.  The search for a candidate for his side project had been successful.  He had put the advertisement in the window of the newsagency on a whim and hadn’t expected any response from it.  It was all rather strange, all the other applicants, found from the Republic computers, had been complete waste of times, but one small notice in a corner shop window had produced a person who seemed to fit the bill perfectly.  How this person had ever managed to get to the window to read the ad in the first place was of no consequence.


Mla’son let Miroler get on with the work, only caring about the search for Stick.  Miroler had attempted to make Mla’son believe that Stick was dead so that everyone could go away happy, but then the stupid insect had blown up an All-You-Can-Eat balti restaurant and the hunt was soon back on.  Miroler had spent hours searching through newspapers, records, hacking into computer systems.  He knew his search was futile, there was no way Stick could ever be found if he didn’t want to be.  It didn’t matter anyway; Stick wasn’t the real criminal.  But Miroler had to keep Mla’son happy, to try and make it up to him – preferably without the loss of his life.


“So, Your Name Is…?” Miroler held the clipboard in what he hoped was a professional-looking manner.


“That’s not important.”


“No, I Suppose Not.  You Know, You Look So Familiar...”


“I have one of those faces.”


“I Guess.  Well, It Is A Relatively Simple Procedure.”


“When can we get started?”


“Erm,” Miroler was momentarily thrown.  He hadn’t expected anyone to be this eager.  He figured that once they found out what the process really involved, they’d be a little less enthusiastic.  “As Soon As You Like.  The Equipment Is All Ready.”


“Good.”


There didn’t seem much else to say.  The forms were signed, making sure that Miroler held no responsibility should things go wrong, and progressed on to the lab.  And the transmogrifier.


There was a wail of an alarm.  Miroler pointed his test subject towards his creation and hurried over to the computer console.


It couldn’t be true.  He couldn’t actually have succeeded, could he?  His fingers ran over the keyboard.  The figures were all correct; the surveillance was in to confirm it.  Somehow, against all the odds, Miroler had accomplished his mission.  His debt could now be repaid.


“Mla’son,” said Miroler over the comm.  “I’ve Done It.  I’ve Found Him.”

The explosions rippled along the side of Stick’s shuttle.


“Where did they come from?  Why the frell is this planet so heavily fortified?!”


Someone, quite inconsiderately, had been playing about with the defence systems on Geonosis.  The orbital weapons platforms were impressive pieces of kit, designed for one purpose only: to destroy unwanted visitors.  But why?  This ball was nothing more than a heap of rock, and the Geonosians themselves nothing more than giant flying ants.


Stick’s shuttle thrashed around in orbit.  Both engines were lost before he knew what was happening.  The control panel ruptured, throwing reams of toxic gas into the cockpit.  The shuttle was spiralling out of control.  It hit the atmosphere at a trajectory twenty degrees off safety limits.  The ship glowed red as it began to roast under the mounting pressure.


Somehow Stick made it through the barrier but he was no safer now than he had been a moment ago.  Without engines he had no way of controlling his descent towards the earth below.  Stick’s only control was gained by blowing holes in the side of the ship with his blaster and hoping that Newton hadn’t been exaggerating made he called them ‘laws’.

Bert tossed another stone into the murky water.  Their planet search had hit an all-time low.  There was absolutely nothing of interest here, bar a lot of mud and plants growing wildly out of control.  It was like Tatooine, but this was a desert of forest instead of sand.


“Let’s give up and go home,” said Chir.  He’d given up trying to ferment the vegetation, since each fruit ended in another failure.


“No, no,” said Ernie.  “Come on, it’s not that bad.  There are loads of things to do here.”


“Such as what?” said Bert.  “I don’t think anything is going to be happening on this planet for years.”


“Where are we anyway?” asked Chir.


Ernie consulted the map.  He ran his finger down it, following the trail of planets they’d been to.  The total was up to twenty-four now, twenty-four planets and they hadn’t found a trace of anything even remotely ‘useful’ to do.  Even Ernie, who’d grasped onto hope far longer than the other two, was beginning to lose heart.


“Erm… Endor,” said Ernie.


“Endor?” said Bert.  “Who’s idea was it to visit this planet?  Who’s ever even heard of this planet?”


“It might have some importance,” said Ernie.  “One day.”


“Fat chance,” said Chir.  “Let’s just go home.”


“Okay, okay.  Can we just try one last planet?  One more and then we’ll give up.”


“One more, Ernie.  Just the one and no more,” said Bert.  “I need a decent meal at some point.”


“And I need some more drinks.”


Ernie agreed.  There wasn’t much choice.  Surely they’d have some success on the next planet.  They had to.  It was their last, best hope.  Right, now which planet to pick…?

“You!”


“Huh?” Stick shook his head.  He tried to remember what had happened.  He’d been in his shuttle, wishing he wasn’t, plunging through the sky towards the unwelcoming rocky ground.  And then…Here?  Underwater?  He could see his ship in several battered pieces to his left, and to his right, and…


Stick had managed to land in one of the few areas of water on the planet.  Many years ago the scattered lakes on the planet had been covered over and the water beneath used to cool the machinery in the factories that now ran 28 hours a day producing battle droids for the Trade Federation, and more recently a fellow with a large hood.  Stick’s ship had crashed through the reservoirs casing,, next to another hole created by a few hours earlier by a second ship.


Mla’son growled a big fishy growl, showing lots of teeth – an effect enhanced by Mla’son polishing his teeth to a shine that morning.  Teeth were mirrored by other teeth, producing infinite razor-sharp images.  It was all quite impressive.


“What?!” Stick cried.  He wasn’t sure who this thing was, but he was certain he didn’t want to deal with him right now.


“Stick…Stick, you will pay for my father’s death.”


“Father? Look, I think you’ve got the wrong guy.”  Aspirin, that’s what he needed.  Now where would he find a pharmacy around here..?


“It has taken me many years to find you.”

“Do I know you?”


“Prepare to die!”


“Wh?  Look matey, I’m just here to—Right that’s it!”


Upon being gnawed on the leg, Stick leapt into battle.  He wasn’t going to be pushed around by the likes of this guy.  He was a fierce warrior, trained in more martial arts than he knew how to pronounce.  He hadn’t gotten where he was today by letting himself take this kind of abuse – and from a bloody fish of all things!


Visions of the Jedi council telling him where to go filled his mind as Stick swung his fists at Mla’son.  They had denied his rights and he had done nothing.  They had blocked his destiny and he had done nothing.  Not again.  The line would be drawn here, this far and no further.  And he would make them pay for what they had done.


Against a normal component the Mla’son Size Factor would have been important in deciding upon who to place the week’s wages, however Stick was quite well endowed in that area too.  The mass ratio though was a little different.  Several dozen Sticks would be needed to make up Mla’son’s body weight.  Undeterred Stick fought on, fists rubbed raw – his knuckle wraps were lost in the post somewhere between his home and wherever it was the child labourers made them.


Fist clashed against scale, fin struck whatever it was passed for skin on stick insects.  The Force guided Stick’s assault, while Mla’son used the old, reliable Fighting Frenzy.  Any combat rules were abandoned and the battle became a duel of fates, with biting and scratching commonplace.  Even hair-pulling would have been present if either of them had had any.


If this fight had been taking place on land, then Stick would have finished it within two seconds.  His lightsabers would have ignited and sliced Mla’son into twenty pieces before he could move – which of course Mla’son wouldn’t be able to do, being a fish and all.  Unfortunately for Darth Stick, both combatants were immersed in a pretty hefty quantity of water.  Stick’s armsabers had short-circuited when he had tried to fire them up – why oh why hadn’t he invested in the higher quality ones?  Mla’son was on home ground and making the most of it – it was a shame there wouldn’t be a second leg.  Stick didn’t stand a chance.  Still, he fought on.


Darth Stick tried to put up a decent fight.  He used the force to his advantage the best he could, picking up stray material from the wreck of his ship and throwing them at Mla’son.  The water caused problems even here as drag caused the material to land where Mla’son had been several minutes ago.  Stick also had to concentrate on maintaining the bubble round his head that was supplying him with air.  Asking for oxygen breaks every few minutes wouldn’t have gone down very well.


The bubble vanished as Mla’son walloped Stick round the head with his tail.  It was now a race to get to the surface before he ran out of air.  Mla’son wasn’t going to make this easy.  He took several bites at Stick’s body, causing blood to divorce itself of its owner.  In a last attempt at survival, Stick lunged his armsabers into Mla’son side and switched them to full power.  Sparks flew, as much charge back-firing onto Stick as it did into Mla’son.  The fish screamed and lurched backwards.  Stick was free but had no energy left to do anything.  Before Stick knew what was happening Mla’son had recovered and was moving in for the kill.

This was the solution to all her problems.  It was everything she’d ever wanted, an escape from her life beneath the waves.  The years of pain and suffering were soon to be a thing of the past.  She had no regrets about what she was leaving behind, her family might miss her but she considered her happiness to be of greater importance.  On the friends front, there were no such problems – she’d never really gotten along with any of them, only staying with them as she had nothing else to do. 


“You’re sure this is safe?”  No matter how certain she was that she was doing the right thing, the children’s thermos flask sticking out of the top was not exactly confidence building.  She wasn’t sure about the person running this whole operation either – he kept collapsing in fits of pain and she was sure there was something wrong with his voice.


Miroler nodded in reply to her question.  He didn’t lie as a rule, and it was approximately okay.  The only way to find out for sure would be to test it.  If it did work though, it would be a first for his inventions.  He tried to push the image of the circle-saber out of his mind.


There was no turning back now, she decided and she swam into the transmogrifier.  For the test subject, nothing would ever be quite the same again.  The heavy metallic door closed, sealing out the world, and the water slowly drained out of the machine.  She could only survive for a few minutes out of water, but those few minutes were all that were needed.


The pump stopped and there was quiet for a moment, the kind of silence experienced before examinations whilst the woman at the front decides to wait for a suitable time to start – finally deciding on 2:17 and causing students to spend most of their two and a half hours working out until what time they should spend on each question.  The switch was flicked.  Then it all happened.  Sparks, steam, flashing lights – all the usual dodgy machinery effects.  The dull hum from the transmogrifier grew louder, causing the walls of the building to shake.  This was bass, none of your crappy computer-amplified, assistant manager-complaining stuff, but a superior deep sound that stretched towards eternity and beyond.


In the background, barely audible above the roar, Miroler threw back his head and cried out.  “It’s Working!  It’s Working!!” he yelled.  A bolt was blown off and steam erupted from the interior of the transmogrifier, engulfing the droid.  He struggled and fought to replace the piece before the machine tore itself apart.  He fumbled and tried to force it back against the steam.  The gas caught hold of the metal and tore it from Miroler’s grasp, sending it flying and embedding it three inches into the reinforced steel wall.


The pressure inside increased and pipes began to blow, throwing out more toxic gases.  Miroler was swept away from the machine, a fortunate move as concentrated acid leaked out and began dissolving the area of floor he’d previously been standing on.  He scrambled to get to the door and swiped his security card through the lock.  This was not the time for the scanner to decide that it wasn’t going to let him out, but the door remained firmly locked.  Miroler tried again without success before pressing numbers randomly on the keypad in the hope of finding an override.


Cracks, which under more less life threatening circumstances would have reminded Miroler of those back at Wohells’ place, expanded across the wall facing into the sea.  The wall curved inwards as it gave under the pressure outside, the only thing holding out the water was the might of the gas still being produced by the transmogrifier.  The cracks evolved into fissures and water dripped into the laboratory.


Sirens wailed around him as Miroler tried the card again, receiving only sparks in response – water had made its way into the system.  It was then that he remembered the sea doors; the room’s strength around the opening would be at its weakest here.  Peering through the smoke, Miroler saw that this was indeed the case, water was gushing through the central partition.


After one final punch at the keypad with his fist, Miroler began to move round the room to reach the lever for the emergency blast doors.  Trying to stay out of the water proved difficult, but Miroler knew that his circuits, especially in their current state, would not mix well with the moisture.


Then everything stopped.


The blast doors slid across and blocked out the leaks, with the gas cleared as the ventilation system kicked in.  Miroler shut off the alarm and trudged over to inspect the transmogrifier.  It sat silently, surrounded by a pool of dirty seawater.  He could see nothing inside the machine through the windows; the interior illumination system was probably fried beyond repair.


The door unlocked first time as Miroler ran his card through the lock.  A cleanup was in order and Miroler suspected it would up to him to do it.  He returned a few minutes later from the store with a mop and bucket.  He spread the water out over the floor and mulled over the situation.  It could have been a lot worse, he decided.  The lab, through breached, was still fundamentally intact; the city above, safe.  The transmogrifier had done something, though admittedly he wasn’t too sure what.  And he had his health, even if it wasn’t up to much.


It hit him again.  The mop fall from Miroler’s hand and struck the floor with a squelch as the searing pain gripped his body.  Miroler fell to the floor, where the water did its worse to his old and decaying circuitry.  Sparks sprang up all over his body, and Miroler writhed in agony.  His penetrating scream cut through the air.  Then he fell as quiet as the transmogrifier. 

Geonosis had fallen silent.  The battle that had been ensuing above ground was long over, the factories destroyed by grieving Jedi.  One of the explosions caught the structure of a certain water reservoir, causing a wall to give way and the contents skill out onto the rocky surface.


In time a body was deposited by the surge.  It was badly beaten and bruised, blood pouring from numerous life-threatening lacerations.  The skin was burnt black and peeling at the joints.  One leg was missing.


Presently Ernie, Bert and Chir, still on their tour of the galaxy, approached.  Bert and Chir had to admit it: Ernie had made a good choice for the last planet.  This was by far their favourite.  There had been a big fight to watch and now in the aftermath there were hundreds of things leftover to play with.  Ernie was pulling a trolley behind him filled with various parts of blaster and control panels.  Bert had a nice new white helmet and Chir had found a full bottle of whisky hidden in one of the offices in the remains of the factory.  Was there anything useful to do here?  Well, no.  But it was the perfect place of idea-generation.


“A body!” squealed Ernie.  “Another one!”  He tapped it with his foot.  The body groaned.  This was new.  None of the other bodies had groaned, they’d just continued to lay there doing nothing.


Darth Stick opened his eyes slowly and let the image sink onto his retina.  He recognised them instantly.


“Ernie…Bert…” Stick could barely manage a whisper.  “Wohells never told you what happened to your father.”


Ernie and Bert shugged.  “No, that’s true,” said Ernie.  “Not that we ever asked.”


“I am your father.”


Pause.  Ernie and Bert looked at Stick, each other, then back at Stick.


“Yeah, right.”  The pair fell about laughing.


“Search your feelings – you know it to be true.”


“I don’t quite think so mate,” said Bert.


“What about me?” asked Chir hopefully whilst Ernie and Bert were on the floor.  “Are you my dad too?”


“Never seen you before in my life.  Bugger off,” Stick croaked.


“You bastard!” yelled Chir and landed his foot in Stick’s groinal area.  Despite the relatively small percentage of Stick’s body being responsive, this still hurt to buggery.


Chir sat on the sand and sulked as Ernie and Bert found an excessive amount of hilarity in Stick’s revelation.  Ten minutes later the duo came out of their hysterical fits of laughter.


Bert stood up and prodded Stick with what a few hours ago had probably been a blaster rifle, but now, after the battle, was nothing more than a stick.  “Oh, he’s dead.”


“Wonder who he was.”


“Our father?”


More eye-watering, pant-wetting laughter.


“Stupid psycho,” grumbled Chir and opened the whisky bottle on what remained of Stick’s left armsaber.


“What’s wrong?” Bert asked.  Being a generally much slower person than Ernie, he had time to notice the expressions of people’s faces.  With Chir it was a little more difficult because all the hair got in the way, but Bert could tell everything was not well with his friend.  It wasn’t just being left out on the whole Crazy Dead Man thing; it was something more important.  Bert had noticed the tone to Chir’s voice when he’d asked Stick about being his son.


Chir turned away from the body.  “You know the job I told you about?  The one my parents had applied for?”


“Err…  Yes, yes of course.”  Ernie and Bert had no memory at all about this particular subject area.  With the conversations they usually had together it usually wasn’t worth remembering anything for more than a couple of minutes.


“I got a message from them a few hours ago, whilst you were trying to resuscitate Bert.  You know, after he tried doing a press-up.  Well, they got it.”


“The job?  That’s…good?” Ernie tried.  “Isn’t it?”


“I’m leaving with them.  It’s a deep space survey mission so I’m going to be away for a while.”


“How long?”


“Five years.”


Ernie and Bert were shocked.  They couldn’t imagine such a length of time.  To them, next month was an eternity away.  They decided it would be a good time to take up swearing and wished they’d paid more attention to the obscenities produced from Chir’s mouth in the past.


“When do you leave?” Ernie asked.


“Tomorrow.  My parents are travelling from Tatooine to pick me up now.”


There were a few minutes of contemplative silence, following by a longer, more awkward silence, as no one knew for sure when it would be appropriate to break it.


“It’s been nice knowing you,” said Bert finally.


“Uh-huh,” agreed Ernie.


“Bye then,” said Char.  He turned and walked back up the beach.


“See ya.”


Ernie and Bert watched him go.  As Chir disappeared over the rocky dunes, Ernie and Bert remembered that he still had all their money.  Since they didn’t have parents to borrow off, money was a limited commodity.  After a brief fight for the cash, the friends parted again.  After a second reunion, Ernie and Bert were promised a lift home.


Eventually, after a couple more goodbyes and reunions whilst the stuff each other had borrowed from each other over the years were returned, Chir left.  The triangle was broken.  They would never meet again.

*

Yes, obsession can be a bad thing – we all know its potential consequences – but it can also drive one on.  When the world is against you and your goals, the obsession is there to continue the fight.  It’s an amazing motivator; nothing else can achieve the same level of dedication without prescription.  The road may be hard, wrought with problems and difficulties, but in the end the result is always worth waiting for.  What can be dreamed can be achieved, especially when obsessed.


But then why do I feel so empty?  Why do I feel like something very wrong has happened?  Mla’da’s killer is dead; I saw to that.  My obsession is over.  But there’s something else, something more disconcerting, something elusive.  I wish I knew what it was.


“Computer, end recording and delete last entry.”



The grating hit the floor and Ceberca crawled out of the city to meet the storm outside.  She paused briefly as a giant wave struck the landing area in front of her.  It had been dark in those ventilation shafts and Ceberca was glad to be out of them, even if it was a lot wetter out here.  The air on this side of the laboratory, away from the chimneys puffing out quantities of sulphurous gas, was fresh and new.  For the first time in a decade, the storms calmed for a moment.  The sun poked his head from round a cloud and shone down on the newest member of the human race.  Ceberca smiled in return.


The transmogrification process had been a complete success.  She was now completely human and no one would ever be able to tell of her marine ancestry (bar her future love of swimming, but no one noticed this – the very tight and revealing swimsuit she liked to wear tended to distract most people from thinking much more beyond making odd incoherent noises like ‘bu-huh’ and ‘wuoh’).


Admittedly there were a number of side effects that had emerged from the transmogrification process, but they were of little concern.  Since the first of those effects was that Ceberca’s memory had been completely wiped, she didn’t notice any difference.  The second effect was that she had been reduced in age a little, to approximately eighteen months of age, give or take.


Inside the lab Ceberca had just left, Slinn, a minor technician one rung below lemmings on the evolutionary ladder, was setting up an experiment for Siloan.  Various computers had been cross-linked and wires were sprouting out of the back like a misplaced spider plant.  Since he found it necessary to turn up to work at least three hours late everyday, Slinn didn’t know exactly what he was supposed to doing.  He’d decided to use the time until someone spotted he was doing nothing constructively and mix some random chemicals together.  Whilst the words “I wonder what would happen if…?” would later become famously associated with an individual named Vgg and his exploits, at the moment it was Slinn who had an iron-tight grip on them.  But not, I fear, for much longer.


“I wonder what would happen if I used this match on—”


Siloan’s scream of warning, the most energetic thing he would ever do, came to late as Slinn lit the powder.


The shockwaves from the blast shook the ship Ceberca had crawled onto as it climbed into orbit.  The ship was destined for Coruscant to deliver another legion of clone troopers.  It was lucky for the Republic (or not, depending on how you looked at it) that the final shipment of troopers had been dispatched.  It would be a while this particular city would be in clone-producing commission again.


On the ship, Ceberca curled up and fell sleep.  Her adventures were only just beginning…
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This may come as a bit of a shock: Damian.

“Having just read your so-called ‘Special Edition’, I have to say that I can’t really notice much of a difference from the old version.”    “Did you watch George’s SEs?”    “Yes, of course.”    “Was there really that much difference between those and the originals?”    “Of course—“    “Really?  Are you sure?”    “I guess not.”    “And most of the changes he did make, were they really necessary?”    “Probably not.”    “My point exactly.”    “Hmm… Unfortunately, I think I’m going to have to let you win this argument.”    “There’s always a first time.”    “Just as long as there isn’t a second.”

The producers would like to thank George Lucas for actually listening to his audience and as a result creating a far superior film.

DAMIAN RECCOMMENDS

Star Wars Episode II: Attack of the Clones.

DAMIAN OPPOSES

Far too many things to list here.

Five down, one to go…
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