

“Oh shit.”


Karber stuck his head out from beneath the leafy coverage.  He’d been living here, under this bush in what passed for suburban Coruscant for the past two months now, ever since leaving the Academy.  Except it wasn’t a bush.  Bushes didn’t grow on Coruscant, years of pollution had seen to that.  Not to be outdone by some of the other, less smog-ridden, planets, some of what passed for ‘people’ – though skilful lawyers would have a hard time proving that these beings fell into that category – had decided that they’d plant artificial foliage outside their houses.


The profanities currently emanating from the region of Karber’s mouth were being prompted by the sudden increase in precipitation.  Climate control devices were in operation in the upper atmosphere in order to prevent situations such as this on occasions such as today, however it was highly likely the entire staff had slipped away to their Local for the evening.  New Year celebrations had this effect on people.


Karber pulled his head back inside the bush where the downpour was lessened to a casual drizzle; a drizzle that no matter where he shifted his position to, always found its way trickling down the back of his neck.


His left hand disappeared inside his jacket and reappeared clutching a small bottle.  He unscrewed the cap and swallowed several mouthfuls of the liqueur inside.  It had been a while since he’d last enjoyed the pleasures of the major food group known as ‘alcohol’.  Not since leaving the Academy, in fact.


The Academy, oh how the memories came flooding back.  All the great times he’d enjoyed with his friends there…  There was a pause as Karber considered this.  Now he came to think about it, he wasn’t all that sure there had been any good times.  Greater concentration was not leading to any ‘not too bad, passed the day without much complaint’ times either.  True the beer was cheap, but there’s only so much of that one liver can take.  It was at times like this he realised why he had left the bloody place.  Things had been great for the two weeks before the bank began enquiring as to where large amount of its money had gone and could it please have most of it back ASAP.


Admittedly his life had gone downhill rapidly from then on, no one really plans on spending a reasonable proportion of their life living under a fake bush, in constant fear of being discovered and evicted – gods, just imagine: he’d actually be upset at being evicted from a heap of tacky green plastic.


He took another swig from the bottle to comfort himself.  The drink had been a treat, something to spend the money he’d been scavenging from down the backs of the sofas abandoned in the city dump.  Two months work had resulted in just enough for a small bottle to see in the New Year.


In many ways he wished he’d saved the cash and spent it on some new socks instead.  Drinking alone hinted heavily towards alcoholism, which Karber suspected could end up being a much more expensive pastime than he could afford at present.


A group of youths walked past, drunk beyond the capacity of sensible thought, if the mode of walking was any indication.  This involved a wavy motion and taking up a large portion of the road.


The countdown began.


Twenty minutes later it was as if nothing had ever happened.  The rain had stopped – naturally, or possibly someone had managed to crawl their way back to the control room – and the smell of gunpowder from the fireworks long was departed.  So far this year was looking pretty similar to the last one.  Great.


“Sod it.”


Karber dragged himself out of the bush and hauled himself upright.  He’d had enough of this.  There was only so much living in a faux-bush a guy could take.  If working for the Empire wasn’t for him, so be it.  It was time to find a new career path.


There must be jobs out there, even for people like him…

