


“Quickly!  Move, move, move!”


A box popped up on the screen informing the rebels that they had successfully downloaded the plans onto the computer disk.  A quick struggle to get the disk out of the machine and they were off.


On the other side of the wall one of the galaxy’s greatest tyrants, General Byers, sat in the control centre of the excessively armoured fortress known as the Death Star.


“Where’s the box?” screamed Byers, leaping from his thickly padded leather seat as he suddenly noticed the glaring error.


“Box?” asked Kniy from his not-so-padded and far-less-comfortable seat in front of one of the many computer screens in the room.


“The metal box that we keep over the monitors.”


“We keep a metal box over the monitors?”


“Yes,” said Byers.  “The electromagnetic waves emanating from them could be used to reconstruct the picture currently shown on the screen.”  Byers was sure he’d explained this hundreds of times before.


“Oh those boxes,” said Kniy, his tone of voice giving away that he had no idea the boxes existed until a few seconds ago.  “Why would anyone be bothered to do that stuff you just said?”


“There’s some vitally important information on those computers.”  Byers pressed a button and the screen saver on one monitor disappeared to be replaced by the ‘Super Bunny Racer IV’ title screen.  Quickly, but without breaking his professional air, he moved to the next monitor where the technical plans for the Death Star were being displayed.  "See?  Any rebel infiltraters on the station would now have access to the entire plans for the station, and all because you forgot to put the box on.”


“You can’t forget something you never knew,” Kniy muttered.


“It might just be me,” chipped another officer who was going to regret showing up the boss when it was time for the holiday bonuses, “but isn’t it a bit difficult for us to see what’s on the screen if a big metal box is in the way?”


“Ye— that’s not the point,” said Byers, glaring disapprovingly.


A minor staff member, who has no other role to play in this story than one insignificant paragraph, entered the control room.  He handed Byers a slip of paper.  “What’s this?”


The 
messenger – who through some psychic means, or perhaps having guessed on the evidence he didn’t have a name knew he wasn’t going to play an important part in the story and decided he was going to make the most of his appearance – broke into a cheesy song and dance number as he delivered the following: “Some people gave it to me outside and asked me to pass it on to you.  They seemed to be in a bit of a hurry to leave.”


“‘Hi’,” Byers read.  “‘Personally we think you shouldn’t go ahead with the box idea as it might make our job a bit more difficult.  Breaking into high-tech installations with all these new security systems is difficult enough as it is.  Thanks.’  Signed ‘the Rebel Alliance.  PS Please could you add a subsection on the plans for your next base stating possible weaknesses?  This would save us a lot of time analysing them before destroying it.’”


“Noooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooo………………………”


The blood-curdling scream emanating from Byers throat said it all.


“Are you going to tell the Boss about this?” asked Kniy.  “Or am— no, you’re going to tell Him.  It has nothing at all to do with me.”



One of the more common, but less well known about, creatures in the universe is the space amoeba.  It spends its entire life floating about on the solar winds in the void that is space, occasionally dividing in two or absorbing a particle to eat.  All in all, it’s not a particularly exciting existence and one not preferred when one comes to choosing a new life through reincarnation.  However today, for one little space amoeba and his friends, life was about to get a lot more interesting.


The amoeba, who from now on will be referred to as Rob – the usual name given to something small and pathetic – was innocently going about his business when he was cast in an intense darkness.  The shadow remained for quite a long time from the perspective of Rob, which gave him the chance to divide several times and create lots of little Rob offspring.  The light returned, only to be driven away by the darkness again shortly thereafter.


Unfortunately for poor Rob, he never saw the light return for the final time, as he sadly died before the Imperial Star Destroyer, chasing the Rebel Alliance ship, finished moving over him.  Of course Rob never actually noticed the darkness in the first place, nor the ships, nor stream of yellow lettering which had previously filled the sky, as it is a bit difficult to notice things when your total mass consists of one microscopic cell.  Several of Rob’s descendants did notice the Star Destroyer in a way.  They were squashed against the hull as the ship passed.


To make things even worse for the colony of amoeba – the population of which was rapidly decreasing – an escape pod was launched suddenly from the first ship.  The pod plunged towards the planet below, taking away Robs MXIII through MMMMII with it.


This was the beginning.  It’s going to be quite a while before the end arrives, and the cast may be a little smaller when it does.  Be warned.

“Hard to port!”


“Which way is that?”


“Left … I think.”


“Do you want me to turn left or what?”


“Yeah - No! Stop!”


The jawa sandcrawler crashed into a sand dune.  This wouldn’t have been too disastrous an event if all the windows had been closed.  It turned out that despite the leaflet campaign they weren’t and sand now filled the interior of the immense vehicle.  This was just one of the many problems that arose from living on Tatooine.  It would be quite a nice place if there wasn’t quite so much sand, it didn’t suffer from extreme day-night temperature changes, and there was actually something vaguely interesting to do there.


“Let’s try a bit of reverse,” suggested the jawa navigator.


The other jawas nodded their heads in agreement.  Since they’d already tried every other direction with little success, they might as well attempt reverse.  Giant levers were pulled, each requiring four jawas to dangle from before their combined weight would shift them.  The sandcrawler moved backwards slowly until it emerged from the dune.


“That’s more like it,” said the navigator.  “Now left.  Head for that droid.”


In the eight hours it took to travel the fifty or so metres to the little droid (with only a couple of crashes of the major kind en route), the jawas had organised themselves into an attack squad.  They ‘d then sat around for quite a while, played numerous games of 52 Card Pickup with the gullible amongst them, before growing bored and deciding it’d be a lot easier to get out and walk.


The gang of jawas hid where they could in the rocks surrounding the small blue and white droid as he trundled along.  Their little heads popped up from time to time as they tracked his progress.


“Right,” said the jawa who had appointed himself ‘Head’ of the commando squad (since his brother’s wife’s cousin was supplying the catering for the Christmas party).  “We’ll have a standard two-four-four formation, sneak up behind him, then give him a good frazzle with our gun things.”


The other jawas nodded in agreement.  It was a good plan, which, since it was the only one they knew, was pretty fortunate.  They drew their guns and prepared for the kill.


“Remember, we have to be quiet and surprise him,” Head Jawa reminded the others.


The jawas did fairly well considering and managed to restrain themselves for a while at least.  They only threw a couple of stones at the droid and talking was kept to essentials only (excluding, of course, games of ‘I Spy’).  Finally one of the group couldn’t contain himself any longer and jumped out.


“Die!” he squealed, waving his gun around like a psychopath who’d managed to get hold of the keys to the prison kitchen, and the knife drawer contained within.


The jawa fired his gun and a wash of blue lightning spread over the droid.  He wasn’t dead, as this would defy the point of capturing him, but it would be safe to say that the droid wouldn’t be going anywhere for a while.


“Mind out, you could have damaged him,” scolded Head as he and the others came running across.


Then came the difficult part.  The jawas struggled, and (eventually) dragged the droid into their sandcrawler.  The vehicle had been parked around the corner to keep it out of sight, which worked if you faced the other way, closed your eyes and thought really hard about something else.  Advantage of owning a fifty-storey vehicle: it doesn’t matter if you forget exactly where you left it in the car park.  Disadvantage: it’s a tad difficult to hide.
The sandtrooper strolled across the sand dunes.  The fan in the trooper’s helmet had broken again and sweat was pouring from every point in his body – he wouldn’t be having too many people stand close to him for the next few days.


There were a number of reasons why this sandtrooper wasn’t proceeding with any great speed – mostly due to no one ever considering the need to alter standard stormtrooper uniforms for desert environments besides adding a little orange bit to the shoulder.  The other reason was that the longer he took delivering the message, the less time he’d have to spend in the company of Mla’son.  


Mla’son had been left peering inside the escape pod that the squad were currently investigating.  It had first appeared that the pod had been fired from the rebel ship by mistake, but now this sandtrooper had found evidence to the contrary.


Spotting the others, the trooper ran up the slope to the squad leader with the piece of metal he’d found.  “Sir, I have news.”  


“Shoot,” the Leader said, making a gun shape with his fingers and pointing at him.


[The next two seconds have been cut for the benefit of the more sensitive reader.  I have to warn you, this is the last time that I’ll be doing this so you’d better stop reading now if you think you’re going to get upset.  If you do read on, then understand that you’ve given up your right to sue me.  Please fill in the declaration form at the back of this book before you continue so that if the matter did come to court, you wouldn’t have a leg to stand on.]



“Oh no, not again.  Will someone come and clean up this mess?” ordered the Leader.  “Why does everyone have to take everything so literally?”


“Ahh, ‘the messenger is always the first to die,’” quoted a nearby random sandtrooper as he took in the scene before him.


“Achem.  It’s ‘the brave are always the first to die,’” corrected Bert, one of the few who had enough intelligence that if he hadn’t been a sandtrooper, would have been able to find another job – as long as it didn’t involve physical exercise.  Bert wasn’t too keen on this aspect of life.


“Really?  Are you sure?”


“Yes,” said Bert.  “It’s ‘don’t shoot the messenger.’”


“Now you tell me.  I thought I was getting through quite a lot of them.”  The trooper took out his notebook and scribbled a reminder for future reference.


“Look Sir, droids,” Ernie, the sandtrooper who had the unpleasant job of cleaning up the Messenger Mess, held up the small piece of metal the other sandtrooper had been holding before his ‘accident’.


The tracks in the sand led off in two directions, so the squad was split into three groups.  Six men to follow one set of tracks, five men to follow the other, and one man, Mla’son, left to guard the escape pod.  This wasn’t necessary in the real definition of the word, but Imperial officers were not renowned for sticking to the dictionary’s version of word meanings.  There was also the Mla’son Factor, an unwritten law that since Mla’son was generally considered to be the single most annoying person that had ever lived, he should be kept as far away from the population as possible.  This resulted in Mla’son often finding himself guarding things such as rocks, trees, puddles, etc.


Mla’son saluted as he was given his orders, and promised that someone would arrive to relieve him soon.  This one little lie would one day come back to haunt the entire Empire.  But this is all in the future, back to the present…

The jawas had made several more stops to ‘collect’ (certainly not ‘steal’ as this was seen as a dishonourable act) random pieces of machinery, and anything else they could find that could possibly be sold on for a reasonable profit.  They were now busy preparing for the sale of all the junk.


“We’ll put out that thing over there, and that one, and that gold one.”


The jawas scuttled about gathering the bits of equipment.  One of them approached a gold droid who looked as though he’d been built by a ten year old kid.


“Don’t shoot!” the droid squealed.


“I thought you said this thing was fluent in six million languages,” said the jawa to the others.

“Someone obviously doesn’t think our language is important enough to warrant including it in those six million.”  There was the bitterness in his voice of a person who’d tried really hard to get a travel plan from the local spaceport, but instead had suffered from insults from the people waiting behind in the queue when his intentions hadn’t been understood properly.

The items were wheeled outside.  Unfortunately the marketing officer had not been doing his job again, saying he had too much work already with all the assignments he had due in next week (an excuse greeted with ‘eh?  What assignments?  What the hell are you going on about?’ by the other jawas), so only two people had turned up to the sale.  And from their clothing they didn’t appear to be doing very well in the financial area.

“This bloke looks like he’ll be an easy one to con,” said the Chief jawa trader, trying to look on the bright side.  It was a view he often had to take working with this bunch of idiots.  “Look at that dopey boy he’s with.  If he paid for that haircut, he’ll pay for anything!”

They had stopped the Sandcrawler outside one of the large moisture farms, which was supposedly the prime location for customers (the flawed work of the marketing officer once again).  The Chief slowly turned to look at the landscape.  They were outside the only building within a thousand miles – if not more.  Tatooine was really not the place to be if you wanted to make a profit.


“Should we try and get rid of the red one?”


“Yeah.”


The junior jawas giggled as they relished their plan.  The chief sighed as he remembered when he used to enjoy his work like that.  But not any more.  This was what experience did to you.


The jawas had been trying to rid themselves of the red droid for several months.  The motors inside it were a little suspect, to put it politely, and it was prone to exploding in a similar way to a thermonuclear detonation whenever it was switched on.


The Chief wandered off inside the Sandcrawler.  He could only retain his positive and happy aura for so long before needing to vomit.  A short time later he returned to the others to see how the sale had gone.


“Well?” he asked.


“Worked like a charm.  I’ve sold him that faulty red R2 unit and that annoying gold protocol droid.  You know, the badly built one that never shuts up.”


“Oh yes, I know it,” one jawa said bitterly.  He had been the one who had pushed, filed, stamped, indexed, briefed, debriefed and numbered the droid, ready for the sale.  Or attempted to.  After a couple of hours listening to that annoying voice refusing to comply with these procedures he would have been prepared to pay someone to take it away – the biggest crime possible in jawa culture.


“Uh oh.”


The tone said it all.  The Chief turned to see what the noise was all about.  Smoke had started to appear from the red R2 droid as it rolled away after it’s new master.


“They’re not supposed to explode until they get them home and as far away from us as possible!” the Chief yelled.  “Have I taught you nothing?!  He’ll want a refund now.  You!  Weren’t you supposed to have fixed that droid?”


“I though I’d have a game of togga instead.”


“Togga?”


“Football.”


“Ohhh...” Realisation dawned.  This was not necessarily a good thing.


A junior jawa came running up.  “He wants to take the blue one instead.”


“Fine,” said the Chief, “Anything to shut him up.”  Today, like so many others before it, was not turning out to be the best of days.

The sandtroopers had been wandering the deserts of Tatooine for what most would consider far, far too long.  Italics might even have been used, but at the moment the troopers were too tired and too bored to put in the effort.


“Okay, we’ve got new orders,” the Leader called to his men.  Relieved to have a moments rest, the troopers collapsed on the floor.  Getting up again in their current outfits would be difficult, but none of them cared right now.  “The droids have been spotted onboard a jawa vessel,” he relayed the information he had just received from Them In Charge.


The sandtroopers groaned.  They knew what was going to happen now: the order to begin searching sandcrawlers would be given and they would have to spend the rest of the day, if not longer, constantly bashing their heads on the stupidly low ceilings jawas insisted on having.


“Okay, okay, so its not the most exciting assignment we’ve ever been given,” the Leader admitted.  “But once They find out we’ve ridded them of Mla’son out in the dunes somewhere…”  His voice trailed off.  “Achem.”


Ernie and Bert, the two sandtroopers who had been on their knees making sandcastles with their helmets, turned to face each other.


“D’ya think that was for our benefit?” Ernie whispered.


“Don’t know.  Just ignore him and he might go away,” replied Bert.


“ACHEM.”  This was louder and more impatient.  It was the voice of a man who might have gotten rid of the world’s most annoying humanoid that morning, but would have to spend the afternoon with the knowledge that his superiors didn’t know anything about it yet and so couldn’t be planning a surprise party in his honour.


The noise caused Bert to fall forward and destroy one of his sandcastles.  “Hey, that was the best one!”


The Ernie leaned towards his companion.  “I think he was talking to us.  It’s the way his eyes are almost glowing red as he looks at us – it’s a complete giveaway.”


They stood up, knocked all the sand out of their helmets – well, most of the sand; they would spend the rest of the day constantly having to remove dust particles from their eyes – and put them back on.


“Now,” said the Leader,  “as I was saying,” a quick glare at the two who’d interrupted, “we are to intercept the sandcrawler and retrieve the droids.”


“What do we want these droids for?” asked Ernie.


“That’s classified,” said the Leader.


“Why?”


“That’s classified.”


“What have they done?”


“Classified.”


“Who owns them?”


“Classified.”


“So what do they look like?”


“Classified.”


There were times, quite a lot of them as it happened, when the Empire’s rules and regulations, especially in the intelligence area, seemed completely ridiculous.  For those among us with very little brain and who need these things pointing out, this was one of them.


“Wait a second,” said Bert.  He reached into his pocket and rummaged around.  “Erm, Ernie…”  Ernie obliged – the request was nothing new.  Bert shoved the wad of money into the hand of the second highest-ranking sandtrooper.


“The droids hold the plans to the Death Star which got nicked by that princess person and are destined for the Rebel Alliance.  We’re after a tall gold droid who won’t shut up and a short blue one who bleeps,” the second officer blurted out.


Ernie raised a hand.  “Is that bleeps as in [CENSORED] or bleeps as in ‘bleeps’?” he asked, liking to have things presented to him clearly.


“The latter,” said the second officer.  “Unless…”


“No,” Bert butted in to stop any further pointless debate in this area.  “When Ernie said [CENSORSED], what he said wasn’t [CENSORED] but said it to find out if the bleeps were [CENSORED] or not.”


“Thank you,” said the Leader once the three had cleared up everything to their content.  He nodded at his former second officer.  “I now know who not to tell classified information to.”


The former second officer began to sob under his helmet.


“Look, you’ve made him cry!” said Ernie


“Shut it,” said the Leader, who was beginning to wish he’d left a few other people behind with Mla’son.


“You’re a bit nasty really, aren’t you?”


The fate of the trooper who said this was never in any doubt.  Like so many before him, no one had ever bothered to learn his name and he had no purpose other than to see exactly what the BBFC lets one get away with in a  ‘12A’.  Seriously pissed off, the Leader shot him squarely in the head.

“Look at that droid.  The poor thing must have run away from home and got lost.”


Pause.


“Let’s nick it.”


‘That droid’ was one that had recently been ‘collected’ (a.k.a. stolen) by the group of jawas whose exploits we had been following.  Now having escaped from his new owners, the Dopey boy’s family, it was trundling through a narrow pass between two large sandstone cliffs without a care in the world.


The two pursuers stealthily made their way towards the droid.  Despite being a lot more efficient in the ‘stealthy’ department than the jawas, the small droid had learned a thing or two from his last capture and metaphorically ‘put his foot down’.  He sped away at, whilst not really ‘speed’, it was certainly more quickly than he had been going.  After a ten-minute chase the sandpeople, out of breath, gave up.


The sandpeople weren’t having the best of it recently, being seen as little more than badly dressed freaks.  They were currently trying to get people to call them ‘Tusken Raiders’ which sounded more impressive and would hopefully stop them all being called ‘Sandy’ by annoying little kids.


The names were a new idea too and were proving…  ‘Failure’ would be too strong a word, but then so would ‘success’.  They didn’t exactly make the sand Tusken Raiders sound any more threatening, but what they did do was make conversations triple, more often quadruple, in length and introductions to people out of the tribe were...  Hitting was common.


“He can really move when he want’s to,” Youbitchyouslagyoudieyoudielongslowboringdeath panted.  He sat down on a nearby rock and tipped the sand out of his boots.  Years of fashion-evolution and no one had yet come up with a way to prevent sand from infiltrating footwear.


“I’ll go and get the others.  Then we can mob him,” suggested Bitingsomeonesfaceoffisjustsoimpersonal.  It was a plan fiendish in its intricacy.


They approached from the southeast.  The sandpeople, now a formidable clan of twenty which was quite possibly a little over the top for attacking one little robot, merged on the location of the now two droids and one dopey-looking blonde boy.


“Right then,” said the chief, I’llhearyoubegbeforeIripyourthroatout, to his men, “Usual tactics; you distract him and then I’ll hit him on the head with my big stick.  Okay?”


They agreed – some of them because it required less effort than thinking up something else, others because, as everyone knows, one of the sentences that will get you successfully through life is ‘oh, good idea, boss.’  It never hurts to suck up to the boss.


Wewishweweredead, who’d made the unfortunate decision to choose his name after an abysmal performance in the weekly pub quiz, took sucking up one step too far and presented his superior with an apple.  In response, I’llhearyoubegbeforeIripyourthroatout permanently removed the sight in Wewishweweredead’s left eye.  These are the consequences of being too obvious.


I’llhearyoubegbeforeIripyourthroatout clambered over the rocks to the boy’s position.  It was hard going and he kept falling over his sheet, which was traditional sandperson issue.  The sheet was annoying and impractical, but then so many traditions are.


“Boo!” shouted the I’llhearyoubegbeforeIripyourthroatout and the boy spun round.  “ARRRGGGHHH!!!” he screamed.  “What a face!!”  I’llhearyoubegbeforeiripyourthroatout took a couple of swipes with his stick.  “You stay away from me you ugly sonofabitch!”


One of the swipes struck the boy on the side of the head, knocking him out.  I’llhearyoubegbeforeIripyourthroatout nudged the boy’s head with his stick to get his head facing downwards.  He then let out a sigh of relief, the likes of which had not be known since it was declared that all facts relating to the Rooster Incident were to be left out of all historical records.  He called to the others, who came scurrying across.  “I have to warn you men, this isn’t pretty…”


He turned the boy’s head to face his subordinates.


“ARRRGGGGGGGHHHHHHHHH!!!!!”


They turned and ran, leaving the boy and any thoughts of stealing the droid, far behind.  A little away from them an elderly hermit strode towards their previous position making strange noises and waving his arms in an apparently uncontrollable manner.  Rossiebabesthegypsyqueen, who hadn’t quite got the right idea with the whole ‘name’ thing, saw the figure as he fled, noting that it would make the punch line to a particularly funny and entertaining story afterwards.

The Death Star.  The destroyer or worlds (soon to be).  The current location of the Emperor to the Evil Galactic Empire (sorry, wrong film).  The place which would soon be blown into a million pieces (sorry.  Again.  I’ll just get on with the story).  The Empire’s space fortress hung in space, recently finished and ready for a good weapons test.


Inside, Byers and the other senior officers on the station sat in the meeting room, waiting for Him In Charge to arrive.  Hopefully the decision would be made to start executing rebels.  They liked executing rebels.


Sub-commander Wollefgon’ sat with his head propped up in his hands, with fake eyes painted on his eyelids to give the (poor) impression that he was awake.


And then He arrived, clad, as usual, from head to toe in black, with black cape, trim and matching black accessories.  Byers admired Him; he successfully managed to get across an air of intimidation with what appeared to be very little effort.  All Byers ever achieved was to have people laugh at his walk, a waddle necessary due to his overly sized rear.


Byers adjusted his cardigan, checking that only the lowermost button was fastened.  Cardigans were not standard issue and the regulations were quite specific that any breaches of dress code would result in a short-range blaster shot to the back of the head, but no one had ever bothered to implement this.  If Byers wanted to look a complete fool, then so be it.


A discussion followed.  The liquidation of the Imperial senate was mentioned and one staff member was strangled by Him using ‘the Force’, however Wollefgon’ missed all this as he sat dosing.  If he’d been a cartoon, little ‘Z’s’ would have been floating slowly from his head.


Him In Charge left, and the clank of the door as it closed behind him woke Wollefgon’ with a start.  He raised his hand slowly.  “Excuse me.”


“Yes?” asked Byers.


“I have to go.  I have a meeting with the Emperor.”


“Go on then,” Byers dismissed him.  He didn’t particularly like the idea of people leaving halfway through briefings, but he had more sense than to mess with the Emperor.


Wollefgon’ walked out of the room, then broke into a sprint as he got outside and made his way down to level-forty-two-section-twenty-one-alpha: the pub.  The old fool fell for the ‘Emperor’ trick every time.

Back on the great ball of spinning sand known as Tatooine, the sandtroopers began their search for the sandcrawler.  Discovery didn’t take too long (Tatooine may have been a large planet and on the whole the sandtroopers as incompetent as certain university departments, but it’s not that hard to find a fifty storey vehicle in the middle of a desert).


They searched the interior, which took quite a while longer, and eventually came to the conclusion, after the death of sixty-two jawas and the destruction of one hundred and twenty-eight separate pieces of machinery, that neither the droids nor the plans for the Death Star were onboard.


“BUUUGGGGGGGGGEEEEERRRRRRRRRR!!!!!!”


That just about sums up the feeling of all those involved – both sandtrooper and jawa.

“Do we really have to burn this?” Albert asked.


“Yes, you bloody well know we do,” said his sandtrooper partner, known as ‘Death’ to his friends – not that he had that many, or any at all other than Albert.  Due to his unnatural fascination with fireworks and all things explosive, Death was considering quitting his job with the Empire to become a pyrotechnics expert.  Apparently there are such positions.


“All those lovely flames, licking away at the landscape…” Death continued.  He closed his eyes and imagined the scene.


“But there are still people inside,” Albert protested.


“Look, we didn’t get the reputation as being the ‘Evil Galactic Empire’ by letting people out before we torched places.”


“Doesn’t it bother you to hear the screams of the people as the flames close in on them and the choking as the smoke overcomes them?  Not to mention the smell.”


“But the flames…” Death drifted back into his dream world.  “Mmm…flames.”  He tossed the lit torch in his hand towards the house.


“Now that is going to hurt,” said Albert, pointing out the obvious as the building erupted in a spectacular fireball.


“Hopefully,” said Death.


“I am really beginning to worry about your mental stability,” Albert said, but Death was too busy toasting marshmallows to hear him.


“Huh?”


The more humane sandtrooper looked down at his list.  “How many more moisture farm’s have we got to go?” he asked.


“Not enough,” said Death.


“It seems a little unnecessary to go to all this trouble for a couple of droids,” said Albert.  “Them In Charge haven’t even bothered to tell us why we’re after them.”


“Who cares as long as we get to blow things up?”


Albert guessed Death wasn’t really expecting an answer to this question.  “Should we get Mla’son to come and guard this?” he asked, changing the subject.


“No, that’d mean we’d have to talk to him.”


It was a valid point and not one that could be argued with.


Several hours after Albert and Death had left to visit the next farm on the list, the owners returned from their shopping trip to discover that their home was now a smouldering heap of charcoal, and, if the scorched bones were anything to go by, their neighbour wasn’t going to be calling round to borrow a cup of sugar anymore.


“What the hell has that stupid nephew of ours been doing now?” the husband cried when he saw the scene of destruction.  “Blaming that hair cut is not going to get him out of trouble this time.”


“Don’t be to hard on him,” said his wife.  “He’s not a bad boy really.”


“He’s trashed our home!”


“Perhaps…”


“ ‘Perhaps’ you fail to see the burnt remains of our home?  Or ‘perhaps’ you haven’t noticed poor Mr Rudi over there?  This time he’s gone too far.”


“Maybe if you’d let him go to that academy place then he’d stop—“


“Shut up woman, I have to think of a punishment for when he gets home.”


Six years later, long after the demise of the Empire, the uncle had finished rebuilding his farm and was sitting out on the front porch.  Waiting.


“Dear?” his wife came out of the house and sat beside him.  “Dear, I think it’s time you accepted that he’s not coming home.  Sitting here all day, waiting with a stick to beat him with is just a waste of time.”

“If I were you, I’d tell him,” Noj, one of the many members of security on the Death Star, said once He had left the cell.  “We’re going to have to torture you now.”  He paused and composed himself before continuing.  “Where is the Rebel base?” he said in his most menacing voice, which, by all accounts, wasn’t going to be scaring anyone witless any time soon.


The prisoner remained silent.  Noj took off his hat, tied a bandanna – a grubby piece of cloth that had long since given up trying to be red – around his head and rolled up his sleeves.


“Sigh,” he groaned.


SPLAT.


Surprisingly, throwing rotten fruit at someone can become tedious and boring after a couple of hours.  Most people, quite reasonably, think that it would be an endless supply of fun, but nothing remains ‘fun’ indefinitely – especially when your victim is being so damn nice about the whole thing.  So far, the prisoner – apparently she was some important princess or something, which would explain why she was dressed in the most ridiculous dazzling white clothing ever seen on someone that wasn’t advertising soap powder – hadn’t complained once, or shown any annoyance towards him in any way.  It was ruining Noj’s otherwise perfect day.


“Please, just tell me something.  Anything.”


He was getting desperate.  It was those eyes; the way they stared at you and made you feel incredibly guilty when you hadn’t even started on the second of the five main torture groups yet.  He had almost let her go several times, but had managed to remember what would happen to him if he did and stopped himself at the last possible second.


Noj threw a couple more pieces of fruit.  One particularly rotten tomato hit the princess’s face and slowly slid down leaving a slimy trail in its wake. 


“Hey you,” Noj had never bothered to learn his assistant’s name in the hope that he wouldn’t be in his current job position long enough to need to.  “Tell Byers she has resisted all attempts at torture,” he ordered.


“Hadn’t we better try that mind probe thing on her?” the assistant asked.


Noj looked at the probe hovering in the corner of the cell.  He went over to it, walked around it, and had a careful look at the buttons and flashing lights.  “Do you know how to work this thing?” he whispered to try and save face in front of the princess.  It wouldn’t look professional if she found he didn’t even have the slightest idea how the thing worked.


The assistant had a look.  “Don’t know,” he whispered back.


The two men spun around.  The princess was laughing.


Noj growled in frustration.  “Tell Byers she resisted the probe too.”


“What if she mentions to Him about…” asked the assistant, worried that if He found out about this, he wouldn’t be around long enough to progress beyond his current title.


“Not being able to operate this probe that we should have used millions of times before?” Noj asked.  “Go outside for a couple of minutes.  I’ll make sure she never breathes a word of this to anyone.”


The assistant started for the door.  He reached the door handle then stopped and turned around.  “What exactly are you going to do?”


“It’s better you don’t know.”


The assistant left the cell, the door closing automatically behind him.  He stood outside for, what seemed to him, hours.  He considered taking the message to Byers, but then if Noj’s plan didn’t work they’d be in a bit of trouble.  His thoughts were shattered by a cry from the cell.  Then everything went quiet.  In the style of a weak little girl, he fainted.


Noj woke his assistant a few minutes later by repeatedly kicking him in the ribs.  It wasn’t the customary method to use, but it achieved the intended result.


“W-what happened?” the assistant stuttered.


Noj pulled him to his feet.  “You fainted.”


“Did you..?”


“Everything has been sorted.  The princess isn’t going to say a thing.”


“What did you do?”


A smile spread across Noj’s face.  “I reminded her about what I knew of a certain event that happened a few years ago: the Rooster Incident.  If she opens her mouth about us, then I’ll reveal all new facts concerning her involvement that day.”

Mos Eisley spaceport, sometimes not-so affectionately referred to as the Trash-heap of Tatooine (they were particularly pleased of that alliteration, which had happened more by accident than ingenuity).  More often Mos Eisley was called the only place worth labelling on Tatooine.  It was the most built up area on the entire planet, and home to lots of unsavoury people such as smugglers, mercenaries and people who would not hesitate to never return their library books.


The little (or littler, since jawas generally don’t have to worry about things such as low-ceilings) jawa watched the landspeeder make its way through the busy streets.  That’s a nice landspeeder, he thought and once it had stopped the jawa made his way towards it to have a closer look.


Nice, very nice.  The jawa ran his hand over the paintwork.  A bit battered here and there but overall it was perfect.  Probably cheap too.  The owner approached him.


“Excuse me, how much is t—“


The owner, a rather ugly bastard with blonde hair desperately in need of cutting, hurled abuse at him.


“The same to you!  I was only asking!”  The jawa ran off.  The nerve of some people, insulting him in his own town!  He’d show them, these people who thought that a person of diminutive height was of no use other than to be cast as alien in sci-fi dramas!  Maybe the Empire would employ him, he mused, and then he’d get a big gun too.  No one messed with you when you had a big gun.  At least, they never messed with you twice.


The jawa turned and watched the dopey blonde enter the cantina.  He smiled – types like that bastard wouldn’t last long in there.  Maybe there was justice in the universe after all.


The cantina was a general bar where even the most hardened stormtroopers feared to tread.  This wasn’t because they were afraid of the people (or ‘scum’) who inhabited the place, but that it would take them too long to arrest and process all the criminals inside.  The general agreement was that every successful empire needed to have its own criminal underclass.  It was an agreement that suited both sides.


Htims, one of the new bar staff, skipped along outside the cantina holding the day’s rubbish in one hand and a stuffed toy in the other.


“Tra, laa, laa,” he sang, his actions causing spectators to wonder just how far his camp-ness extended.


Once into the alleyway that ran along the rear of the buildings, Htims discovered a problem.  So far things had generally being going well with his job, but this situation could prove disastrous.


“There are two skips!” he gasped.  The shock was so much that he was having difficulty breathing.  “What are we going to do, Teds?” he forced out.


Teds stared back.  There wasn’t a lot else it could do, being an inanimate object.


Which one should he use, Hitms wondered?  The big one next to him with ‘CANTINA SKIP’ painted on it, or the one down the road with ‘NOT FOR USE BY CANTINA STAFF FOR PUTTING THEIR RUBBISH IN UNDER ANY CIRCUMSTANCES!!!’  A dilemma indeed for poor Htims.


Meanwhile five metres away on the other side of the cantina back wall, Lettit sat with a collection of empty glasses on the table in front of her.  “What did he want?” she asked the person who approached.


Ramk picked up his drink and took a sip.  “He wanted me to take him to Alderan, but there’s no way I can be bothered doing that.”


“Aren’t you going there anyway?” she said.


“Yes, but I’m not taking the likes of them.”  He took another sip.  “Look at him and his stupid blonde hair.”


“Let me get this straight.  You’ll take people to systems light years out of your way, but won’t take a couple of people to a place you were already travelling to?”


“You know what?  They even offered to pay me,” Ramk said, disgusted and completely ignoring what Lettit was saying.


“And that’s really bad,” she muttered sarcastically.


Ramk slipped the empty pint glass into his pocket as any respecting student should, and stood up.  “I’m off then,” he said.


“I’m still okay for my lift home, aren’t I?”  Lettit called after him, scrambling to her feet and worried that she might have just talked herself out of it.


“Of course.”  Lettit was female after all and came supplied with assets as standard – one of which was a low-cut top.


“That’s all right then,” she breathed a sigh of relief and hurried after him.

It was getting hot outside.  Tatooine’s twin suns had reached their peak in the sky, promising to bring much sweat-induced stench with it.  Naimad was sitting opposite the Cantina entrance, basking in the sun, when Vgg approached him.


“Hi,” said Naimad, “what’ve you got there?”


“A keyring,” replied Vgg.  “I’ve just bought it.  But it’s not just any ordinary key-holder-togetherer.  Listen.”  Vgg flicked a switch and…


WHEEEEEEE


“Sounds just like a security alarm,” Naimad commented.


“Exactly,” said Vgg, a large grin spreading across his face.


“Hmm, what could we do with that?” Naimad asked innocently, but already knew exactly what they were going to do with it.


They moved to the optimum position across from the cantina – close enough so that they could get a good look at the chaos they were about to generate, but far enough away so that they would have a substantial head start in case anyone came after them.


WHEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE


They let off the alarm as Ramk and Lettit left the bar.  Ramk gave a look of innocence to the passers by, then gave up, looked guilty, and ran off.


“Hey!” cried Lettit and ran after him.  “Come back!”


“Tee hee!”  It was a girly giggle that came from Vgg and Naimad, but they didn’t care – they were having too much fun.


WHEEEEEEEEEEEE


The alien hadn’t taken anything, but felt guilty and so went back inside and gave the barman twenty credits.  The barman looked at him strangely, but put the action down to foreign-stupidity and anyway wasn’t going to turn down free money.  All right, so ‘free money’ is a contradiction as any respecting Business Studies student knows, but who honestly would have noticed if I hadn’t written this?

“See you later,” Naimad said to Vgg, finished with this angle on fun for the moment.  “I have something to do inside.”


He scampered across to the cantina entrance, almost bumping into two sandtroopers.  He mumbled an apology and hurried past.


For sandtroopers to enter the Mos Eisley cantina they would either have to be very brave, or indescribably stupid.  Ernie was currently trying to work out which category he and Bert fell into.


“We might as well try,” said Bert.  “It’s not like there are many other places they could be.”


Ernie had to concede this point.  The trail had led here, so the two droids had to be around Mos Eisley somewhere.


“And whilst we’re here, we could stop for a bite to eat…” smiled Bert as he and Ernie passed through the doorway.

Him In Charge, the Dark Lord, Master of all things evil, in all his rather cheap-looking blackness, entered the bar with a flourish.  No one took any notice – the occupants of the cantina were used to freaks in every shape and form.


“Hhhhhhh.  Hhhhhh,” came the deep breathing one normally associates with Him.  He swirled his cloak in a vain attempt to get someone’s attention.


Ceberca swivelled on her bar stool.  She sighed.  “What the hell are you wearing?”


 After a brief struggle to undo the clips, the helmet was removed and tucked under one arm.


“Huh?” said Naimad.


“I knew it was you,” said Ceberca.  “You and your stupid toys.”  It was the way she managed to make ‘stupid’ onomatopoeic that raised the sentence above normal harmless banter to realms approaching hurtfulness.  “I take it the lightsaber isn’t real either?”  In a mishmash of expression – a tactic that shouldn’t work but that Ceberca somehow managed to with great effect – this sentence was designed make Naimad into the ultimate figure of pity.


Naimad looked guiltily at the tacky plastic sword in his hand.  “Look,” he protested, “these are collectors items.  Left in their box, they’d be worth—“


“But they’re not in their boxes, are they?” she pointed out, now going for ridicule.


“Well…”  He hated it when she did things like this.  Which was often.


“You are in fact, playing with them.”


“Yeah, but…” Naimad tried, and failed, to defend himself.  He never did come out of these arguments, or any arguments for that matter, very well.


“And you’ve now devalued them so that they’re worth?”


“Not much,” he admitted, with a barely audible voice.


“And you paid?”


“Quite a lot.”


“Wait a second,” Ceberca said with a touch of anxiety in her voice as she realised something potentially disastrous, “how did you get here?”


“By train.”


“And you were…”


“Okay, okay!  I played with them on the train.”


“I give up, I really do.  I’ve told you before about embarrassing yourself.  You see this is why you haven’t got any friends left.”


Silence.  Naimad didn’t know what to say.


“Ceberca?” he finally said.


“Yes?”


“Sorry.”


There was a beat as Naimad considered whether to proceed with the sentence that had fought it’s way to the front of his mind, but now that it was there, wasn’t too sure that it wanted to be.


“Ceberca,” he began, setting himself out on a course that would forever change his life.  For better or worse had yet to be determined.


“Yes?”


“I… Do you want to go out for dinner sometime?”


“Yeah, sure.”


And so Ceberca met Naimad for dinner that evening.  It was a magical night and the first of many spent together.  Ceberca regretted all the times she’d made fun of Naimad and finally admitted that his toys really were quite good and not at all geekish.  They spent the days that followed doing many fun and interesting things – only a small fraction of which was watching dramatic presentations on viewscreens with expensive surround-sound systems.  They were the happiest couple the world had ever known, and they remained that way until the end of their days.


“I…”


Back in the real world that was not based entirely on Naimad’s vivid imagination (which from his point of view was a hell of a lot better than what really happened), Naimad never finished his sentence.  He wanted to, of course, but then a lottery win is among most of the population’s ‘wants’ and they’re not going to see that occur either.


Naimad and Ceberca parted and went about their separate business, which for Naimad meant finding the nearest wall and banging his head against it until he passed out – this action and the suspected brain damage it caused probably explained a few things he did later on.


From his position behind the bar, Htims watched all this with interest – or began to, at least.  Events on the other side of the cantina proved to be a lot more interesting to the casual observer than any failed romances could ever hope to be.  He peered over the bar into the crowded room beyond.


“Did you see that?  Htims squeaked.  “That scruffy bloke just shot Greedo for no reason whatsoever.  And he’s supposed to be the hero too!  What an example to set!”


Htims had to fill in what Teds would have said, as Teds was missing many of the necessary body parts required for speech.  “If this was a film, I bet they’d edit this scene in the re-release to maker it look like Greedo fired first,” Teds said in a way that looked almost exactly as if Htims had said it.


“He’s leaving!” Htims jumped up and down, pointing.  “And those troopers aren’t doing anything about it!”


Bert and Ernie, the sandtroopers in question, had selected a table near what, underneath the decades of grime, could once have been a window.  They were busy trying to decide which food they could safely order from the menu without the risk of the chef feeling it required to spit on to improve the flavour.


“I bet it’s us who ends up clearing up the mess he’s left!” continued Htims to Teds.


“Yeah, we’re going to have to do some work for once.”


Htims looked suspiciously at his companion.  “Teds, I don’t think I like your tone of voice.  You’d better behave or it’s back into the washing machine with you.”


“Htims, kitchen.”  The voice came from one of his co-workers.


“Mmkay,” said Htims and wandered in to find all the staff lined up in front of the boss.

“Okay, which one of you idiots used the shop next door’s skip?” the boss asked in a voice that didn’t sound as if it belonged to a very happy person.


“Um,” said Htims, forgetting the second two sentences that will get you through life: ‘cover for me’ and ‘it was like that when I got here’.  “It could…perhaps…maybe…have been me.”


“Well, they’ve charged us seventy-five credits for using it.  Would you prefer to pay by cash or cheque?  And no giving me ‘Teddy Bucks’ this time.”


Htims gave a weak smile and delved into his pocket.  Oh well, he thought, things could only get better for the rest of the day…


In one dark corner of the cantina, as far away as possible from the local law enforcement representatives, Bert and Ernie, Refinnej sat surrounded by a crowd of people.  She held up a bottle in the light.  “You see this,” she waved it and the semi-solid substance sloshed around inside, “this will cut your fuel costs in half overnight.”  She opened the bottle and tipped the contents onto the table.  “Just add a few granules of this to your engine and the efficiency will increase...erm…tremendously.”


The white crystals had been kept submerged in oil in the bottle in order to give some protection – chemical instability was one problem that had yet to be solved.  “Let me just dry this,” she said.  “Pass me that lamp.”  Refinnej moved the lamp so that the bulb was almost touching the crystals.  Actually, touching the crystals would be a more accurate description.  


“Oh dear.”


“What?” said one of the people next to her.  “Is smoke supposed to be coming from that?”


“If I had a penny for every time you said that to me.  I’d have—“


“A penny.  I’ve never met you before in my life and I have absolutely no idea who you are.”


“Oh,” Refinnej inspected the lamp.  “It’s err… got a bit stuck on the lamp.”


“What?” yelled the entire audience in unison.


“Oh don’t worry, the vapour isn’t poison—‘ Refinnej looked at the label on the bottle.  “Ah…RUN!”


This wasn’t the first time that one of Refinnej’s demonstrations had gone wrong and required the complete evacuation of the cantina.  The owner had installed a special alarm for such occasions and everyone was required to know the ‘Refinnej Emergency Procedures’ before entering the bar.


The cantina emptied and the ‘WHEEEEE’ sounds from an overexcited Vgg echoed over the spaceport for hours.

The Death Star was moving as quickly as it could towards Alderan, a planet of what should have been far more importance than Tatooine, but for some reason wasn’t.  Okay so a few ex-senators lived there (before the senate was disbanded and the republic turned into a dictatorship), but that’s about it.


“You’re going to blow it up aren’t you?” Death asked Byers excitedly.  He had just returned from his assignment on Tatooine and hadn’t been able to set fire to anything for hours.  Setting fire to your own station wasn’t looked upon too highly with those at the top of the chain of command.


“Maybe,” said Byers who didn’t like his plans being guessed at, particularly by low ranking stormtroopers.


“You are aren’t you?  Admit it.”


“Perhaps,” said Byers without emotion.


“Go on, tell me.”


“No.”  The emotion was bubbling back.


“Go on.”


“This is just getting annoying now,” Byers said using up the remainder of the calmness he had left.  “Shut up!” he snapped.


“Okay,” said Death, knowing when best it was to not push a point any further.  This trick had been taught to him after several beatings by Byers, who could turn shockingly aggressive when he wanted to.


“Shouldn’t you be doing something?” said Byers.  It was an order, not a question.


“Nope, just filling in time.”

Back in Mos Eisley, the search for the droids continued.


Knock, knock.


“Hi, have you seen two droids, about so high?”


“No.”  Slam.


The next door.


“Hi, I was wondering, have you—“  Slam.


“Let me try,” said Ernie, pushing Bert away from the next door.


Knock, knock.


“Hey you!  Have you seen these two droids?” Ernie yelled.


The door started to slam, but Ernie’s foot was in place, preventing the door from closing.  He raised his blaster.  “Now, I’m going to ask you again.  Have you seen the two droids in the picture my colleague here is showing you?”


Bert held up the badly drawn artist’s impression of the droids on cue.


“No.”


“Thank you.”  The stormtrooper allowed the door to close.  He turned to Bert.  “See?  That’s how you do it.  Now you have a go.”


In the style of door-to-door salesmen, they approached the next building; Bert’s stomach rumbling continuously due to having to abandon his lunch in the cantina.


“Open the door!!”  Bert counted to one, figured they’d had enough time to answer, and then kicked down the door.  A small human stood behind it.  “Haveyouseenthesedroids?” Bert garbled.


“Eh?” said the man.


“Tell me!”  Bert proceeded to shoot the man neatly in the head, which, not so neatly, was removed from the rest of the man’s body.  “It that better?” Bert asked his companion.


“Yes…” Ernie said slowly.  “It’s a…little better…”  Ernie turned and started to walk to the next house.  “Even working with Mla’son wouldn’t be this bad,” he breathed.


“Hey!  I head that!” Bert shouted after him.

That night the jawa from the spaceport arrived home with his new landspeeder.  The bastard had finally seen sense and sold it to him for virtually nothing – the boy was desperate evidently and the jawa was perfectly happy to take advantage.


Not surprisingly, the jawa wanted his first driving lesson.  Depending on who you are, this either went very well, or very, very badly.





If you were one of the motorists not caught in the middle of the 32-vehicle pileup, then the driving lesson was a complete success as there was now one less idiot on the road.  If you were the jawa’s mother, however, things were a little different.


“Oops, went round that corner a bit fast,” the jawa muttered.


The jawa sat with his mother in the landspeeder, upside down in a ditch by the side of the road.  He had a couple of cuts and bruises, but was basically fine.  His mother was a nervous wreck and would be on medication for the rest of her life.  She stared forward, not daring to move.


Strangely, his first driving lesson also turned out to be his last.


The jawa had enough sense to realise that driving didn’t really suit someone who needed that many books to sit on before he could see over the steering wheel.  The Empire, on the other hand, was extremely technologically advanced and had plenty of vehicles that would not need such cumbersome things in order to pilot craft – at least this was what the jawa was hoping as he filled in his application form.

The Death Star had finally reached its destination and now hung in orbit around Alderan, the home world of the princess and several billion other people who were of no particular importance to this, or any other, story.


“Don’t talk to Kniy, don’t talk to Kniy,” Byers mumbled to himself as He walked into the operations room.


Kniy was not the most intelligent of the station’s personnel and had a habit of being involved in a lot of unfortunate accidents.  For example, Kniy had been the one working on the computer last month when the Death Star’s computer database was wiped, he was on box duty when the Death Star plans were ‘procured’ by the Rebel Alliance and he had also been a major participant in the Rooster Incident.  All this did not add up to someone you’d trust to look after your goldfish for five minutes whilst you popped down to the cornershop, never mind place in a position of authority on a fortified military base.


Predictably, Him In Charge talked to Kniy.


“Oh well,” sighed Byers, “at least Vgg isn’t here.”

Despite what he liked to tell people, Vgg had been fired from serving in the Imperial military for being even more useless then Kniy.  It was difficult to imagine this being possible, but somehow Vgg had managed it.

A door opened and the princess was dragged into the room.  Some threats were issued in the hope that she would kindly tell them all where the rebel base was.  She lied, of course, so it served her right that the order was given to blow Alderan out of the sky.


“Great,” said the gunner.  “I’ve always wanted to do this; ever since I first came on board.  As soon as I saw that big lever, I thought ‘I want to pull that’.”


“Get on with it,” Death yelled, being the tiniest bit envious.  Technically Death should have been on duty elsewhere, but he’d hung around for the last few hours in the hope that Byers would choose him for the firing job.  But connections are everything in this universe, and Death just didn’t have the right ones.


“Kinda pretty, isn’t it?” Death said as the lumps of rock emanated from the epicentre of the explosion.


“Whatever you say,” said Albert.  He too shouldn’t have been there, but where Death went, Albert followed.  “I still think you’d better book yourself into one of those psychotic rehabilitation sessions.”  Albert had some serious worries that a completely sane person shouldn’t enjoy quite this much death and destruction without a very good excuse – such as Mla’son being on the receiving end.


“Excuse me, Byers.”  Noj straightened his new uniform.  He’d just received confirmation of his transfer from security to the stormtrooper ranks.   His first task: to snitch to the boss on the activities of his former colleagues (he figured they’d do the same, given the chance).  “I’ve had reports of people bunking off work to play football on the new pitch on level 16,” he said.


“Bonking on the football pitch?  That was bloody expensive and time consuming to lay – you wouldn’t believe how much turf costs.  If they’ve damaged it…” screamed the technician responsible for the maintenance of the pitch.  He was another of the people who should have been working, but wasn’t going to miss the opportunity to tell his grandchildren ‘I stood idly by and watched as an evil galaxy-dominating force brutally eliminated an entire planet for no reason at all’.


“Bunking,” repeated Noj.  If he’d thought telling would have caused this much trouble, he wouldn’t have bothered.  But the deed was done and he was dragged out of the room by an enraged technician to inspect the pitch.


Wollefgon’ passed them on the way in.  “Hi,” he said as he unsuccessfully tried to sneak to his desk and was caught by Byers.


“Where have you been?” Byers asked.


“With…the Emperor?” Wollefgon’ tried.


“Talking of the Emperor, you know you said you had to leave our meeting the other day, just after He left, because you had to talk to the Emperor?”


“Yes…”


“Would you mind clearing something up for me?  You see, well, strangely, he can’t seem to remember you going.  In fact he doesn’t remember ever arranging a meeting with you.  So the last forty-two meetings…”


“It’s never been that many!” Wollefgon’ butted in, and then regretted when he saw the look of fury flash across Byers’ face.


“The last forty-two meetings,” Byers began again, “you’ve missed with me…why?”


“Ah…” was all Wollefgon’ could think of.  He wasn’t too good with excuses.  When he found one that worked, he tended to stick with it.  Hence his current predicament.


“You turn up to His meetings, why not mine?”


Wollefgon’ frowned.  “You wouldn’t happen to be a bit jealous would you?”


“No, of course not,” Byers went on the defensive.  “Don’t be silly.”


“You are!” Wollegfgon’ taunted.


And so that was how Wollefgon’ finished up ending his days working in waste extraction, knee-deep in sewage unblocking drains, with his holiday entitlement removed and his favourite football – his only football – confiscated.

Docking bay 97 (exterior), Mos Eisley, Tatooine, 2:15pm.


The search for the droids continued.  Still.  But this time they had a lead.  Some funny grey guy with a big nose had run up to Bert and started ranting in a language Bert didn’t recognise.  Initially, thinking it was someone trying to get them to ‘lend’ him money until his giro came through on Friday, Bert had hit him with the barrel of his blaster.


“They’re in there!” the Elephant man repeated from his position sprawled in the dirt.


“What?”  asked Bert.  “Ernie, what is he going on about?”


“The droids are in there!” said the Elephant man again.  Really, you’d have thought the Empire would be a little more grateful for supplying them with information.  Well he’d learnt his lesson and he wouldn’t be doing it again.


“Does anyone understand a word he’s saying?” shouted Ernie to the various passer-bys who were doing their best to avoid them.


“I…AIN’T…GIVIN’…YOU…ANY…MONEY,” Bert slowly shouted, hoping that this would help the man to understand.  “GO…AWAY.”


“There!” Elephant man screamed.


Bert grabbed his collar and yanked him to his feet.  “SCRAM!”


Elephant man decided he’d give it one last go before he gave up and went home.  He didn’t deserve this; all he was doing was being a loyal citizen.  He was hoping for a reward, of course, but that went without saying.


He jabbed his finger in the direction of the docking bay he’d seen the rebels disappear into.


“THEY’RE…IN…THERE!” Elephant man slowly shouted, hoping that this would help the man to understand.


“Hey Bert,” said Ernie, who had begun wandering away to look for someone to interpret.  “Look, they’re in here!”


The stormtroopers ran inside, blasters firing, others following as they heard the shots.


“Finally,” said Elephant man.  “Now, my reward.  Hello?  Where are you going?  Come back here!”


The ship with the droids on board had launched and disappeared into space.  The stormtroopers slowly filed out of the docking bay and began the trek to their ships.  The mission was over for them – they’d failed.


It was Bert who summed things up most accurately.


“Bugger,” he said.  “Bugger.”



“Wouldn’t it be really funny,” Noj said to himself as he flew his TIE fighter on one of the regular patrols around the Death Star, “if they thought the Death Star was just a moon?”  He laughed to himself.  “They don’t seem to be too bothered to be approaching the most heavily fortified installation in the entire Empire – oh, I think they’ve just realised.”


The ship in front of him started to change course away from the station, but it was too late.  They say that everything comes to those who wait, and for the Empire this had proven to be true.  After much effort, the Empire had finally caught its droids – by simply doing nothing and letting them come to it.


Noj hit the radio comm switch to report his find and instantaneously the ship was caught in a tractor beam from the Death Star.  He had only been a stormtrooper for a day, yet already Noj had proven himself invaluable in the reacquisition of the stolen Death Star plans.  He’d also made a couple of new friends.


“Noj, this is Eilrahc,” the voice said over the radio.  “We have the ship captured.  Congratulations.”


“Thank you Eilrahc,” said Noj.  “I think I’m going to enjoy this new position.”


“It has its advantages,” agreed Eilrahc.  “And now that Mla’son’s gone, things can only get better.”


Mla’son had been a stormtrooper, so Noj had not worked that closely with him.  Off-duty, however, Mla’son had spent every minute he could talking to Noj.  Noj knew the mistake he’d made – it was showing a polite interest in what Mla’son had said once.  From then on, Mla’son was following him back to his quarters, talking to him about the quality of oranges on Coruscant and generally being a nuisance.  Noj had tried his best to get rid of him, but even the least subtle hints didn’t help, being greeted only with ‘you’re so aggressive’ over and over and over.  It seemed that Mla’son had gotten so used to people insulting him that he thought it was the normal way people behaved towards each other.


“Are you sure he’s gone?” Noj asked.  “I don’t want to open my door one morning and find him sitting there, staring in.   If he waves at me one more time and pretends its perfectly normal behaviour to stake out other people’s quarters, I’m sure I’ll go insane.”


“Don’t worry, we’ve got it covered,” Eilrahc assured him.  “There’s no way he’ll ever make it back on board this station.”

The rebel ship was towed into one of the Death Star’s large hangars.  Several stormtroopers gathered round it – including Death, Albert and newly returned Ernie and Bert – and were preparing to search.  A quick visual look around had found no one on board.  Since this wasn’t the usual way ships were piloted, a scanning crew was sent inside.  There was a muffled ‘thump’ as the scanning crew were knocked out.


“Hey down there.  Give us a hand with this,” the voice came from inside the ship.


“Bloody useless people,” muttered Death.  “They can’t do anything without help.”  He began walking up the ramp leading inside the ship.


“And they’re earning more than us,” said Ernie.


“What?” cried Death, spinning around.  “How?  How can they be earning more than us?  They don’t do anything.  Us, the stormtroopers, are the ones running around risking our lives to protect the Empire and we’re getting paid less than a bunch of stupid scientists who can’t even work their own equipment?”


“Just think how many fireworks you could by with all that extra money,” mumbled Albert, walking past Death into the ship.


“Hey!  That’s right!” cried Death.  “I’m going to have to take this matter up with someone.”


“Just as soon as we finish this,” said Bert, bringing up the rear.


The stormtroopers, being a generally trusting bunch and not really expecting an attack on board their own station, wandered casually inside the ship.  A few blaster shots later and they were all unconscious.  And once again the droids were loose.

“Where are you taking that thing?”


“Prisoner exchange.”


“I’ll have to clear this.”


“Watch out, he’s lose!”


“Shoot him!”

BANG, BANG, BANG.


The Death Star detention block security cameras winked out of existence.  On the level below, the stormtroopers watching the cameras and listening in to the radio feed began to think something was a bit wrong when they were no longer able to spy on their fellow officers.


Riaf Tsruh flicked the intercom switch.  “What’s going on up there?”


“We’re fine,” came the voice.  “All fine here.  How are you?”


“Who is this jerk?  Our standards are really dropping these days,” Tsruh muttered.  “We’re sending a squad up,” he said into the intercom.


“Err, negative,” said the rebel.  Since leaving the ship, it had been relatively easy to get around the station unnoticed, but he had a feeling things were going to become a lot more difficult any second now. 


“Tough.”  Tsruh wasn’t in the mood.  He was busy trying to hack into the Death Star central mainframe.  He’d been talking to Eilrahc – and most of the rest of the crew on board – and they’d come to the decision that it wasn’t enough for Mla’son to be stuck in the desert.  One day it was very possible that he’d leave and try to return to the station.  This was completely unacceptable.  Tsruh was planting a few safeguards into the computer to make this scenario impossible. 


A terrific ‘BOOM’ sounded over the intercom, followed by static.


“What’s that fool done to the intercom now?” grumbled Tsruh, hitting the ‘save’ key and rising from the computer.  “We’d better get up there.”  The stormtrooper headed towards the door.  “Well, come on then.  What are you waiting for?” he said when he realised that no one was following.


“Sorry, we thought you were talking metaphorically,” said one of the others.


“How could that be metaphorical?”


“I don’t know, I just thought you were trying to be clever.  People do that,” he said by way of an explanation.


Tsruh raised his blaster and brought the barrel down heavily on the cheeky bastard’s head.  There was a lot more interest in moving after this.

Albert looked at his watch for the two hundred and forty-first time that hour.  Death knew it was this because he’d been counting – one will do virtually anything when bored.  And bored Death was.  When he’d left the canteen to go to work he had figured that the assignment would be to go and set fire to something, or kill to something – he’d even settle for a little maiming at the moment – but instead the two of them had been assigned to guard tractor-beam control.


Whilst at the moment this makes the kind of sense that doesn’t, since only a page or so ago both Death and Albert were comatose on the floor of the rebel ship, please just accept this and continue.  Don’t worry, it is not the result of a Channel 4 edit and an explanation will follow later, but, for the moment, just remember that story-time does not proceed at the same rate as reading-time – much time had moved on in the story in the few brief minutes it took to read this far.  More details as to ‘what happened in the gap’ will arrive in due course.


Death walked to the nearest wall and banged his head against it.  The plan was to repeat this process until he either killed enough brain cells so that he’d enjoy this work, or pass out – he didn’t care which.


Security had increased across the station in response to the rebels’ escapades, but at the moment things were mind numbingly quiet and uneventful in this part of the Death Star.  Neither of Death nor Albert knew of the rampaging rebels causing chaos through the station.  All they knew about was the large bruises on their heads and the knowledge that when they found the people responsible, they would be very, very Sorry – with the capital definitely deserved.


Albert put his hand on his friend’s shoulder and carefully manoeuvred him away from the wall.


“Albert, d’ya know what’s going on?” Death asked.  


“Maybe it’s another drill.”


“What’s that?” said Death.  There had been the faintest hint of a sound.


“Oh it’s nothing,” said Albert.  “Fancy something to eat?  We could go back to the canteen.”


“Aye, go on then.”  They were going to get into trouble for abandoning their posts, but Death didn’t care.


The ‘that’ of which Death spoke was the sound of an elderly rebel hermit clambering about on the tractor beam power assembly and switching off several key systems (i.e. the tractor beam) in the hope that this would help their ship to escape.  It was a good plan, but the Empire planned better.  Death Star High Command had correctly predicted the actions of Death and Albert; their early lunch break expected, even required for the successful elimination of the entire Rebel Alliance.


The elderly man didn’t know this, so he began his journey back to the ship feeling smug of his small triumph over the Empire.  Fool.


The stormtroopers stepped out into the corridor to be engulfed in a mob of their fellow co-workers.  Before either Albert or Death knew what was happening, the situation had been garbled to them and they had become members of the Great Rebel Hunt.


“There they are!  Look, they’re escaping!” Death yelled.


“Are you sure that’s them?” said Albert.  “They do look a lot like our own troops.  Hello?  Death?  Are you listening?  Oh forget it.”


“Onwards!” roared Death.


The chase was on.  The twenty stormtroopers had crammed into the turbolift to drop the five floors to the detention level.  The droids’ companions had been spotted further down the corridor.  Others had joined the initial group so that now virtually every stormtrooper on the station was in on the pursuit.  Death, as usual, was leading the pack with Albert not so far behind.


“Shoot them!” Death yelled, running at an unnatural speed – a result of the huge amounts of adrenalin being pumped through his body.  “Kill them, kill them all!  I will make them pay for what they have done!”


Death wasn’t happy at all happy about being on the receiving end of violence, and was out for revenge.  He also hasn’t too pleased about being assigned to tractor control and the pent up anger was erupting with force.


Albert was doing his best to keep up, but he didn’t have his friend’s berserk mode.  All things considered, both Death and Albert were in completely the wrong job.  Albert didn’t enjoy the violence at all and Death enjoyed it a little too much.


Having now found real rebels to shoot out, Death had been spurred on and he and Albert had managed to gain a reasonable lead on the other stormtroopers in their group.  Joining up with another squad, the pair had trapped the rebel scum in a 100-metre section of corridor in the detention level.


“The amount of bullets you get through…” muttered Albert as Death finished off another clip in his blaster.


“We don’t use bullets,” said Death.  As if to demonstrate he fired several shots at the rebels, though each fell wide of its target. 


“We don’t?” said Albert, puzzled.  “Then what are we firing?”


“I don’t know, some kind of red stuff.  It hurts when it hits you, which is the main point.”


There was a shout from one of the stormtroopers further back.


“They’re disappearing into the wall,” Albert said, as he looked at what the stormtrooper was pointing at.  “Hey, was that the princess with them?  She’s escaped?  That’s not going to go down well.”

“Eww!  They’re going into the garbage chute!  That’s the foulest thing I’ve ever witnessed.”  Death was not impressed with the rebels’ choice of escape route.  As well as the health hazards from the rotting sewage, it meant that he couldn’t shoot at them.


Albert walked over to the hole and peered down the chute.  “Any volunteers to follow?” he asked.  It was a rhetorical question, and rightly so.


Tsruh and his group arrived from the opposite direction.


“They’re down there,” said Death, pointing.


“Garbage mashers?” suggested Tsruh.


Death smiled beneath his helmet.  “Any security cameras down there?” he asked.  “I really wanna see those people get squished.

The creature popped up an eye out of the murky water as the bodies landed.  It wondered just what the hell was going on.  It had been part of the arrangement of it working here that no one entered the garbage areas.  It ate all the waste the station produced, removing the age-old dumping problem, as long as it was left completely alone.


It mused over the situation for a few moments before deciding that it had had enough.  It wasn’t going to be messed around with – a contract, is a contract, is a contract.  It decided to teach these intruders a lesson.


It made its way towards the nearest of them, gracefully swimming through the submerged rubbish.  A tentacle was extended around his leg and the creature pulled.  The dopey, blonde haired fool disappeared under the water.


Now let’s have a look at who’s disturbing me, the creature thought.  It carefully manoeuvred the body under the water so that it could see the face clearly.  After one glance the grip was released, the creature withdrawing it’s tentacle in horror and disgust.  It sped off down into one of the adjoining areas – now in desperate need of psychiatric help.

After waking up inside the rebel ship, Ernie, Bert, Death and Albert had moved to the canteen to attempt to rid themselves of their headaches with large amounts of caffeine.  Being hit over the head with a large pipe was not of the things you expect to be greeted with when entering a ship to help your colleagues with some scanning, but it had happened, it had hurt, and now they had to move on.


Once the pain had subsided to a tolerable level, Albert and Death had left to return to their shift (and from there finding themselves in the midst of the rebel chase).  Being slightly less enthusiastic in that area, Ernie and Bert had dragged out their break for as long as possible.  Even the sirens and shouts for ‘all stormtroopers to return to their posts immediately’ didn’t make them move.  In fact if Ernie hadn’t overhead the conversation of two technicians as they walked past, it was very likely the two of them would have ended their days sipping coffee and eating chocolate digestives.


“Hurry up or we’ll miss everything,” Ernie urged Bert.


The thought of being able to watch a few rebels being reduced to a smouldering heap of ash by the blaster-fire of a dozen stormtroopers had been enough to achieve the impossible and make Ernie and Bert leave their cups half-full.  Well, Ernie had.  Bert, on the other hand, hadn’t been that bothered, but had gone along with the idea anyway.  Since they’d now been running non-stop for the past twenty minutes trying to find the action, Bert was no longer quite so keen.


The corridor split into three and Ernie skidded to a halt.  A few seconds later Bert crashed into the back of him.


“Which way?” Bert croaked.  He was exhausted and barely able to stand.


“I have no idea,” said Ernie.  “I don’t come into this area very often.”


“We could ask some—“ Bert started.


“No, we’d look stupid not knowing our way round our own station.”


“What do you suggest then?”


“This way!” cried Ernie and resumed running.  Bert took a deep breath and followed.  After ten minutes, and much to Bert’s relief, they stopped again.


“Admit it, we’re lost,” Bert said.


“Not necessarily.”


“Hey, who shut down the mashers?”

The voice echoing down the corridor made Ernie’s eyes open wide and a huge grin spread across his face.  “D’ya hear that?  This way!”


Again they ran, Bert falling ever more behind.  After ten minutes they had to dive out of the way as a squad of stormtroopers charged past in the opposite direction.


“Where are they off to?” Bert asked.


“Let’s get down to the next level – they’re getting out of the tip.”



Bert sighed and collapsed on the floor.  “I can’t take all this running!”


Ernie dragged him to his feet.  “Come on!” he insisted.  “You’ve got to keep up!”


The pursuit continued.

Since almost the entire station was involved in the Great Rebel Hunt, Tsruh had figured no one was going to miss one man and had left the rebel chase for an emergency meeting.  He walked along the balcony overhanging the captured rebel craft, deep in discussion with Eilrahc and Noj.


“So no one’s seen Mla’son recently then?” asked Tsruh.


“I haven’t seen him for weeks,” Eilrahc answered.  “I consider myself very fortunate.”


“You should.  I, on the other hand, had the pleasure of his company yesterday before he left for Tatooine,” grumbled Noj.


“Not since then?” said Tsruh.  “He hasn’t turned up since all the troops there left?”


“I don’t think so.”


“You don’t suppose…no…  He’s not actually still there is he?” said Eilrahc.  “I suspected, but never really thought…”


“He’s still guarding that escape pod?” said Noj.  “Come on, even he isn’t that stupid.”


“Isn’t he?  What exactly were the orders given to him?”


“‘Stay here and guard this until we get back,’“ quoted Tsruh.  “I checked.”


“Did they go back?”


“No, of course they didn’t,” Noj laughed.  “Who would?”


“He’ll still be there then,” said Tsruh.  “I’ll give him one thing: he does as he’s ordered.  I’ve got the computer rigged as a precaution, but I can’t see there being a problem.”


“Does this mean we’ve got rid of him?”


They walked in silence, not daring to speak lest it not be true.


“Yes!” cried Eilrahc.  This was joined by shouts and screams of joy from the other two.


“Hooray!”


The cheers had passed their peak when they reached the room at the end of the corridor.  Noj hit the ‘open’ button by the side of the door.  Nothing happened.  He tried again but the door wasn’t taking the hint.


“Hmm, this door seems to be locked,” said Noj.


“Let me try,” said Tsruh, pushing Noj out of the way.  He gave the door a swift kick, which usually fixed any broken machinery on the station.  Unfortunately, the kick only resulted in a broken toe.  “Ouch!” Tsruh yelled, clutching one foot in his hands and bouncing around on the other.


“Now do you believe me?” said Noj.


“Okay, okay.  How are we going to get in there then?””


“We could always ask the people inside to open the door,” Eilrahc suggested.


“Good idea.”


Knock, knock.  “Hello?  Could you let us in please?”


“Try it a bit louder,” encouraged Eilrahc.


“Hey, open up in there!” shouted Tsruh.


“There was no need to be rude to them,” protested Eilrahc.  “D’ya think they’re gonna let us in now?”


The other stormtrooper shook his head slowly.


“And you’d be right too.”


“Oh, shut it,” snapped Tsruh.  He drew his blaster.  “After all I’ve done for you today with Mla’son…” He fired several shots at the door, blowing away the hinges.  “You could at least be a little grateful.”


“You, and you alone, are going to pay for the damage you’ve inflicted on that door,” was all Eilrahc said.


“Look, I got it open didn’t I?”


They entered the room to find two droids, one tall and gold and the other small and blue.  They were the same droids that had eluded incarceration all day, but since the three stormtroopers had been too busy with the ‘Mla’son’ matter, they hadn’t had the chance to read the reports properly. 


“They’re madmen!” the gold droid said.  “They’re heading for the detention level.  If you hurry, you might catch them.”


“Come on,” said Noj, grabbing Tsruh and running out of the room.


“But I’ve only just got back from there!” Tsruh shouted to avail.  “Eilrahc, help!”


Eilrahc remained where he was and waved as the two disappeared, the cries of Tsruh lingering for much longer.


“I know you’re new to this, but this is enthusiasm taken too far!  There’s nothing that exciting happening there!  Do you really want to crawl about in the rubbish..?” 

Pretty soon, due to one of them needing to stop every few hundred metres to catch his breath, Ernie and Bert had lost sight of the other stormtroopers they had been following.  At one point their search had led towards the docking bay and they had passed Him In Charge and an elderly man about to have a good, old-fashioned lightsaber duel.  Bert had wanted to stop and watch, ‘give some encouragement to our leader,’ as he put it, however Ernie had learnt to identify Bert’s ‘need a rest’ excuses over the years and was having none of it.  He pushed him onwards.


“W-w-where are we?” Bert could hardly speak.


Being lost was the only thing of which either of them could be sure of the last…however long it was they had been running for – neither of them could now remember starting, it was just something that had always been.


There was a faint, distant sound of a gun firing, barely audible above Bert’s gasps for breath.


“Did you hear something?” Bert asked.


“No.”


“No, wait.  They’ll hear!” the princess’s voice echoed loudly down the corridor.


“Now I do,” yelled Ernie.  “Let’s go!”

After emerging from their garbage adventure, the four rebels had split into two groups.  Death and Albert were on the trail of the Floppy-Haired Kid and the escaped princess.  The two rebels skidded to a halt as they reached a vast chasm that some designer had ingeniously placed in their path.  The stormtroopers continued their advance.


“See!” one of them yelled.  “I told you that big hole would be useful one day.”


Albert gave him a look of disgust, which didn’t quite have the intended effect due to his helmet blocking it from view.


A door slammed shut, separating the stormtroopers and their prey.


“Damn,” said Death.  “Open the door!”  He fired a couple of shots to avail.


“Stand aside.”  Death moved to make room for Albert who fiddled with the wires beneath the door controls, dropping them as the circuit sparked and melted.


The door rose slightly.


Twenty eager stormtroopers all dived for the gap.


“Where’d they go?” screamed Death, who had managed to get more of his body through than anyone else.  True, this was only his head and the lower half of his right hand, but it was enough to shoot with.


“Look, over there!” said Albert through the one eye whose vision wasn’t blocked by the body of someone else.


The two rebels had somehow swung across the chasm to a doorway on the other side.  This wasn’t exactly the situation that the stormtroopers had hoped for.


“Oh hell, I’m stuck,” Death cried as he tried to reverse from his position underneath the door.  This situation was even worse.


“I told you, you shouldn’t have had so much for dessert, but would you listen?” said Albert in his most condescending voice.  “Just aim your gun at them and fire.”

With a lucky short-cut, Bert and Ernie had caught up with a gang of stormtroopers and could finally join in the action.  This group were after the other two rebels causing chaos – a human and a wookie.


The doors ahead began to close, an automatic response to the detection of gunfire.  The rebels leaped through the vanishing gap milliseconds before it disappeared, leaving the stormtroopers trapped.


“Open the blast doors!  Open the blast doors!  Will someone please open the damn blast doors!” Ernie pleaded.

The lightsaber duel was in full swing on the far side of the hangar where the rebel ship was being kept.  There was a lot of talking; it was the type of fight where the participants mostly exchange insults and little else, but there was always the possibility of more.


Having completely lost the princess and Blondie, Albert and Death had made a sensible decision and headed for the docking bay.  The squad emerged into the bay a little way from the duel.


“Look fight!”  Death cried, having an uncanny sixth sense at detecting skirmishes, and the other stormtroopers with him raced across to get a good view.  Whereas Ernie wasn’t that bothered with fights, for other stormtroopers any hint of violence was good enough for entertainment.


“Fight, fight, fight!” roared the growing crowd in traditional playground manner.


“Fight, fight!” Death roared.  His cries dropped to silence as he noticed Albert standing quietly besides him.


“Oooh, pretty lights,” murmured the enthralled Albert.  For the first time in his life he was finding violence exciting.  The clash of the blades, the air of danger – Albert had never experienced this feeling before.


With a swipe of his blade, and some poor defensive blocking, He struck down the elderly hermit.


“Where’d he go?” asked Albert.  “Is that it?  It can’t end now it was just getting good!”


The old man had disappeared, presumably dead, but since there was no body or even a drop of blood, no one was quite sure.


“Does this mean there’s a spare lightsaber going begging?” said one of the more optimistic stormtroopers.  There was no reply so he decided he’d best leave it for now, but made a mental note to go back for it later when no one else was looking.


It was now that all four rebels, and the droids who had been cleverly hiding next to a wall, reunited.  Hot on their heels were Bert and Ernie’s team.


“Get them!” cried Ernie.


Bert made it barely through the door before his legs finally gave way beneath him and he collapsed on the floor.


“Run!”


The ghostly voice echoed across the room.  Most were to busy figuring out how to disengage the safety on their blasters, but Albert heard.


“Oh my gods, he’s turned into a voice!” he panicked.  The guilt was setting in.  How could he have ever enjoyed that fight?  That wasn’t him, that was Death’s area and he covered it damn well without any need of assistance.  What if this was his punishment?  What if the old geezer had come back to haunt him?


Hippy Hair had also heard the call for speed and he now gave up returning fire on the stormtroopers and followed the other rebels into their ship.


There were a few more futile shots from the stormtroopers at the ship, mostly to let them know that they were seriously pissed off right now.  The rebel ship rose and departed from the Death Star; the occupants save in the knowledge that the station’s tractor beam was inoperable. 

“Who volunteers to sacrifice their lives in the name of the Empire?”


The TIE fighter pilots looked at each other and then at Byers; each of them hoping that the question was some kind of joke.


“Well?” said Byers impatiently.  “Which of you is it to be?  I have a plan here that could well lead to a promotion, and I’m not going to have it messed up by a bunch of lowly pilots who won’t willingly kill themselves.”


There was a moment where nothing happened, and then all but four of the row of assembled TIE fighter pilots stepped backwards.


“Ah,” said Byers, pleased.  “Well done.  Your bravery will be noted.”


The four pilots who been volunteered looked from side to side trying to work out what was happening.  Seeing the other giggling pilots behind them they quickly came to the correct conclusion.    The four had considered stepping backwards, but hadn’t thought that anyone would actually be so low.  This provides a reason as to why people ‘aren’t as nice as they used to be’ – they’ve all been killed off.


And being killed off is exactly what happened to the pilots as they chased after the rebel ship.  But at least Byers’ plan was proceeding on schedule, which would obviously give comfort to their families.


Dear Mr and Mrs Philips,


I am writing to inform you that your son has regrettably died in the line of duty.  To be honest he wasn’t the greatest pilot in the world, and that was why he was selected for the suicide mission that served no purpose other than to let the rebels think that we were trying to chase them.  It was a minor role in my Plan (for which, you’ll be glad to know, I received a shiny medal and a big lump of cash), and I could probably have done it without Clive Dereek Nigel your son, but never mind, eh?  I’m sure it was all for the best.


Yours,



General Byers

PS

Enclosed is a bill for the library books your son failed to return.  Death is no excuse for late returns.  Prompt payment would be appreciated.  Thank you.

With four pilots disposed of, the next phase of Byers’ Plan was about to go into operation.  This involved pressing a large green button labelled ‘GO’.


“Pisst, do you here that?”


“What?”


“What He and Byers are saying about the homing beacon on that ship.”  Pause.  “You did install it didn’t you, Kniy?”


The speed with which the look of bewilderment spread across Kniy’s face broke several physical laws.  Okay, so it’d only be one, but you have to admit it’s a pretty big one.


“We were supposed to install a homing beacon?” he asked.


“You did, didn’t you?  Tell me you did…please!”  The officer fell to his knees and pulled on Kniy’s uniform.


“Of course I fitted it,” Kniy reassured him.


“You’re sure?”  You could never tell with Kniy.


“Yes.”


“Positive?”


“Yes.  Look, I’m almost certain.”


“Almost?”


“There is a minor possibility that it could have been a hamburger,” Kniy said.  “They look surprisingly similar.”


“They look nothing like each other!”


“To the untrained eye maybe, but actually they are almost identical.”


“If we can’t track that ship then you can be the one who tells Him ‘Terribly sorry, but we’ve mistakenly put a hamburger on their ship instead of a homing device.  Still, never mind eh?’”


Big cheesy grins, that if made of actual cheese instead of just metaphors would have fed several third world countries for the better part of a decade, plastered themselves across the two officers faces as Byers walked past.  Byers nodded in acknowledgement, and was greeted by nods approaching head-losing proportions in response.  Byers, quite the freaked out guy, hurried off.

The rebel ship arrived at the Yavin system, where the main base was located.  The little droid sat patiently as the Death Star plans were extracted from his memory, and were then studied by some of the top brains in the business for a weakness.


Meanwhile, the homing beacon had in fact turned out to be a homing beacon and not an item of cheap fast-food, and the Death Star crept ever closer to the signal source….
It was several hours later and the rebel fighter pilots had gathered together to be given instructions, in a ‘meeting’ if you will, for the coming battle.  It hadn’t taken long for the rebels to find the hamburger-shaped homing device haphazardly stuck to the bottom of the ship with pieces of cheap tape – it had fallen off and knocked out one of the cleaners as the ship landed – and an even shorter time to figure out who’d put it there as, despite the plentiful evidence to the contrary, the Rebellion did not comprise entirely of idiots.


“…A small, one man fighter, should be able to penetrate its defence,” said the rebel leader giving the briefing.


The leader was proving more effective than many university lecturers in that at least some of the audience were still awake and, more surprisingly, were paying attention.


“ ‘Should’?  What does he mean ‘should’?” whispered one of the more nervous pilots to his neighbour.


“…A direct hit on this thermal exhaust port will start a chain reaction…” the leader continued.


“How does he know?  Has he tried it out?  Is it just me, or wouldn’t the Empire have thought about not leaving their thermal exhaust ports lying around where anyone can shoot them?” the pilot continued.


His neighbour, who so far had tried desperately to ignore the ranting, snapped.  “You’re so bloody paranoid, aren’t you?  Everyone’s out to get you?  ‘Our leader is deliberately trying to kill us all’,” he mocked.  “ ‘The Emperor doesn’t exist.’  I’ve had enough.”


There was a ‘ssshhh’ from the row behind.


The paranoid man was stunned to silence by the outburst for a moment, before whispering, “They’ve got to you, haven’t they?  Don’t worry, I shall reveal the truth.”


“…Man your ships, and may the Force be with you,” dismissed the leader, saving the paranoid man from a broken jaw as the room filtered out.


“Does anyone actually know what the Force is?  I mean something like gravity isn’t going to be much help.”  The pilot carried on mumbling as he and the rest of the team left the room, and headed towards the hangar.  “Obviously this whole ‘midichlorian’ thing is nonsense, why they ever thought anyone’d believe that, I don’t know.  If they’re going to cover up a secret weapon they could—”


This time there was no escape and the man received his blow.  


Karber, a new recruit to the Rebel Alliance and currently one of the cleaners, approached the rebel leader and sat next to him on a stool.  Cleaning wasn’t the most interesting of jobs – no one gets especially proud after spending three hours scrubbing the toilet bowl to a mirrored shine – but someone has to do it.


“Yes?” the leader asked.


“What should I do during the battle?” Karber asked.


“You could come and help fight.  There’s a spare x-wi—” The rest of the sentence was drowned out by the undulating laughter from a certain cleaner’s vocal chords.


“
—Arrrghhh!“  Karber fell off his stool and knocked himself out on the stone floor, where he remained for the duration of the battle.  Come and fight indeed!

The Imperial fighter pilots had gathered together to be given instructions, in a ‘meeting’ if you will, for the coming battle.


“…The Empire cried out in one voice,” said Byers who had been ordered, despite protests, to give the briefing.


Byers, being an ex-university lecturer, had managed to send the majority of his audience asleep with his usual habit of turning all the lights off, operating under the theory that this helped to see the OHP display clearer.  It did, not that this mattered.


“ ‘One voice’?  What does he mean ‘one voice?” whispered Noj.  “What is he talking about?”


“…We will not go quietly into the night; we will not vanish without a trace…” Byers continued.


“Is this one of those stupid speeches that is supposed to motivate us, because I find those seriously annoying?  Is it just me, or aren’t we sitting on one of the most secure fortifications in the galaxy thus making this whole pep talk completely pointless?” Noj continued.


Eilrahc and Tsruh, who so far had tried desperately to ignore the rantings, snapped.  “Will you bloody well shut it?  I’ve had enough.  We’ve all had enough,” Eilrahc shouted.


There was a ‘ssshhh’ from the row behind.


Noj was stunned to silence by the outburst for a moment, before whispering, “What’s wrong with you?  This meeting is useless, and you know it.”


“…Today we celebrate Victory Over the Rebels Day!” cried Byers in a rousing finish, and saving Noj from a broken jaw as the room filtered out.


“Why are we even here?  I know we’re short staffed and they’ve ordered anyone with a class III flight rating and above to take part in this mission, but really, why?  I could be doing so many other things right now.”


This time there was no escape and the man received his blow – a double one from both Tsruh and Eilrahc’s elbows.  


On the gas giant the Yavin moon orbited, the Death Star skulked ever closer.  The rebel ship that has so far featured quite a lot in this tale blasted off in the opposite direction.  The scruffy individual on board was determined to show just how much of a coward he was.

T - 30 minutes.

It was a sad day for the space amoeba race.  It was the day trillions of their kind died in the wake of the Rebel Alliance attack on the Death Star (mostly in the explosion at the end), reducing their number to almost extinction.  If amoebas remembered anything (though this would involve some major evolutionary steps), then this day would have gone down in history and been commemorated each year with some kind of memorial service.  There would be cake, wine, permanent stains on the carpet and people drinking too much and passing out – the usual party stuff.

Sporting events, even when the term ‘sporting’ is being stretched to such an extent that snapping is imminent, require cameras and commentators.  Since the cameras were blown out of existence by an Empire not wanting such things being broadcast before they could be switched on, all that remained were the two commentators and a microphone.


“Welcome to the big battle of A Long Time Ago.  It’s a glorious day here in the Yarvin system.  The light is reflecting off the Death Star, and the x-wings can just be seen as specks approaching in the distance.  The stage is set for the greatest battle since the end of the Rooster Incident.”


“The first wave of x-wings is moving in.  These fighters may be small in number, but this is more than made up for in the determination of their pilots.”


”Still, I bet they’d prefer some bigger guns.”


“Possibly, but then they wouldn’t be the underdogs.  It’s a million-to-one chance…”


“But it might just work.”


“Which practically guarantees they’ll win.”


“I have my bet placed, and at quite reasonable odds too.”


“Sorry to interrupt, but the action has begun.  The x-wings have launched the first wave of their attack and the Death Star is firing back with its smaller weaponry.  Red Twelve is moving in, inflicting minor damage to the Star.”

BOOM, CRASH, KA-BOOM


“The Death Star’s small guns aren’t having too much effect.  They’re going to have to launch the TIE fighters and take on the Rebels ship-to-ship.  Here they come!”

SCREECH, BANG, BANG, BOOM


“The TIEs are swarming round the Rebel ships – oh my goodness!  There goes another x-wing!”


Red Twelve slipped behind one of the TIE fighters who were targeting Gold Three.  He closed his eyes, prayed hard, and pressed the fire button.  Smoke appeared from Gold Three’s engines.


“Sorry!” called Red Twelve to his superior officer.  “Didn’t mean it!”


Red Twelve had another go and this time managed to hit the TIE fighter.  Pulled by its gravity, the ship fell towards the Death Star’s surface.


“My God, how did he ever manage to hit me?” complained the TIE pilot.  “How am I ever going to live this down?”


As it happened he didn’t.  Live, that is.


“Maybe gravity is a useful force after all…” muttered Gold Three as the TIE struck the Death Star and exploded in a ball of flame.

T - 15 minutes.

“Bandits are on my tail!” Ernie screamed into the radio of his TIE.  He too had ‘volunteered’ for a stint in the cockpit.  “Bert, get over here and help me!”


“Having a little problem of my own,” Bert answered as he sent his ship into a spin to avoid the fire of the three x-wings behind him.

“Hold on,” said Death as he removed Bert’s pursuers permanently from their families’ Christmas card lists.  With that task dealt with, Death’s TIE swung a hard 180( and repeated his annihilation technique on Ernie’s problem.  This was what he was made for: mindless destruction.

T - 11 minutes.

“…Trust your feelings.”


“Hey everyone,” cried Gold Two.  “Ignore whichever apparition said that crap.  Don’t you dare trust your feelings!”


“Surely feelings are a good thing,” said Red Two.


“Gold Two does have a point. What if say…Red Twelve, for example, feels like turning and shooting at his own side—“ radioed Red Three


“He’s already done that,” said Two.


“Right.  Or…or what if he feels like having a nap or something?  Should we be letting him trust his feelings then?”


“Perhaps we should just shoot him down now and get it over with.”


“Excuse me,” said Gold Three.  “I don’t want to interrupt your vitally important conversation, but can I just remind you two that we have a battle to win?

BOOM, CRASH


“Ouch!  That’s gotta hurt!” the commentary continued.  “Red Four has just been neatly destroyed by a TIE interceptor.  The other rebels seem to be allowing Red Twelve to take the initiative at the moment.”


“Or trying to stay as far way from him as possible.  Did anyone think to check his shooting skills before giving him a ship?”


“Red Twelve has two TIEs on his tail.  Oh!  Nice shooting by Red Two.  He’s taken down the two fighters.  Two sure is proving himself to be a skilled combat pilot.”


“When he’s not chatting to Three.”


“Am I the only one wishing that the TIEs would take down Red Twelve?”


“Probably not, but we can’t dwell on things like that.”

SCREECH, BANG, BANG, BOOM


“The x-wings have moved down into the Death Star trench getting ready for the thermal exhaust port, which we believe is the intended target.”


“A rebel pilot is on a run towards that exhaust port.  It’s Red Leader!  If he hits it, it’s all over for the Imperial side.  He’s getting close to the target.  He shoots!  Quickly, will he hit it?”


“Yes.”


“Oh no!  He’s missed!”

BOOM, BOOM, BANG


“Red Leader’s in for it now, He’s on his trail in his specially commissioned TIE fighter.  Leader’s down!  Red Leader is no more!”


“Along with my reputation as a reliable source for predictions in battle commentaries.”

SCREECH, BOOM

T - 8 minutes.

In a threesome manoeuvre, completely unrelated to any sexual acts, Eilrahc, Noj and Tsruh blasted their way through the rebel ships, leaving a trail of wreckage in their paths.  It was a shame things went downhill rapidly from that point.


In a new leash of life, possibly spurred on by the fact that time was beginning to run out and they had to do something quick before their base was annihilated, the Rebels struck Back.  Eilrahc was caught first; a minor knock to his fighter, but enough to send him careering into Noj and, in a domino-action, into Tsruh.


There was a mass of swearing at the world in general.


“I’ve had enough of this,” muttered Tsruh.  “The others can handle this, I’m going back to the Death Star.  Anyone coming?”


“You’re not suggesting…”


“Look Noj, when you’ve been here as long as we have, then you’ll come to learn that ‘not being arsed’ is one of the most important ways to stay alive,” said Tsruh.


“Damn right,” agreed Eilrahc.


“Whilst we could continue to stay here and fight in our damaged ships, the likelihood is that we’ll be shot down and suffer short, fast, explosive deaths.”


The sense of Tsruh’s theory did not pass Noj by and he turned his ship towards the hangar.  The other two followed suit.


A little further away four more TIEs turned and gave chase.


“Where are they off to?” said Ernie.


“Don’t know,” replied Bert.  “Maybe they know something we don’t.”


“Perhaps they know where there’s a big hoard of rebels to shamelessly execute,” said Death optimistically.


“The voices, the voices…” muttered Albert, who was going to require Therapy at the earliest opportunity.  “He’s coming to get me…”


There was a wash of red around the six ships.


“What was that? Death yelled.


“Damn it, I’m damaged!” cried Bert.


“Ditto,” agreed Ernie.


“We’re leaving!” Bert shouted in the hope that the opposition would hear through the vacuum.  “Stop bloody shooting at us!”


The TIE fighters barely managed to make it back inside the Death Star in one piece.  Most of the wings (and any other sticky-out bits) had been removed, leaving the TIEs looking like Christmas baubles that had been hung on a tree whose owner had decided to leave the value-lights on whilst he went to the party down the road.  The tree subsequently burning itself to a sad death.


“At least we’re safely inside the station now,” said Ernie.  “Nothing can harm us in here.”

T - 3 minutes.

“Sir, we’ve analysed their attack and there is a danger,” whispered Kniy.  He knew the news wasn’t going to go down too well, but he had no choice.


“Evacuate?  In our moment of triumph?” Byers said, shocked that anyone could suggest such a thing.


“I’m going, even if you’re not.  Anyone else coming?”


It was a little too hopeful a question.  The other officers looked at Kniy and started to rise from their seats.  They then noticed Byers’s glare and quietly sat back down.


“We’re okay here thanks,” they muttered.

T - 1 minute.

SCREECH, CRASH


“The Man in Black has taken down another rebel…”

BOOM


“And another…”

BOOM


“And another.  The Rebellion had better hurry up if they want to win this, or they’re going to run out of ships.”


“Have they got Red Twelve yet?”


“No, he’s still alive.”


“Damn.”


“Who is that moving in now?”


“Some dopey-lookin’ kid, I believe.  New recruit apparently.”


“Blackey’s taken down the two x-wings covering him, leaving the kid on his own—“


“He should be used to it with that haircut.”


“—Support is moving up, but it won’t reach him in time.  What’s he doing?  He’s switched off his targeting computer.  This is a major blunder, if ever I’ve seen one.  I bet the crew back at base are wondering why the hell they ever wasted a ship on him.”


“I told you he was an idiot.”


“Oh no!  The R2 unit has been hit.”

BOOM, BOOM, BANG, SCREECH, BOOM


“He’s still going, but everyone’s favourite Dark Lord has him in his sight.  The attack is imminent…”

“Kill him!  Kill him!  Kill him!  Even with all the cheating in the rebel camp receiving advice from ghosts, there’s only one side who’s going to win this now, and that’s the Empire.”


“Oh my, what’s this?  Another ship has arrived at the last second.  The Dark Lord’s out of control, he’s spinning away into space.  Surely nothing can stop the rebel now.  He shoots…

T - 0 minutes.


“Fire when ready.”


The Imperial Gunner rubbed his hands with glee and pulled the switch to charge the main Death Star weapon, the superlaser cannon…




“…and scores!”


“Nooooooooo!” The cries of Byers and all the other Imperial employees could be heard for light years around.  If there’d been any air, of course. 


“The Rebellion has done it, but the question remains; just where is that voice coming from?  This is Barry…”


“…And Si...”


“…Your commentators, signing off.  We hope you’re enjoyed the evening’s entertainment.  Good night.”

And so the Empire had to start work on another station, while the Rebel Alliance made abusive gestures at them, shouting such original insults as “Losers!” and “We won, we won!  Na-na-na-nana!”  There were also a fair amount of tongues being stuck out.


On Yavin, the rebels received their medals and commemorative balloons.  Their superiors had promised them the afternoon off, which had already been assumed by the lower ranks weeks before.  Being dead, or being drunk were the two options that had been planned for – ‘work’ certainly hadn’t.


The camera focuses in on a pair guarding the punch bowl from anyone else who might interfere in their plans for alcoholic domination.  The last two ‘heroes’ had just received their reward from the princess, and any minute now the crowd of pilots and other rebel personnel would turn and march on the position of the bowl. Thinking ahead of the possible queues for beverages later, the two now standing by the bowl had begun helping themselves to refreshment before the ceremony had even started.


The first reached inside his uniform and emptied the bottle into the punch.  Enough was never enough when it came to percentage alcohol contents.  “So what are you going to do with your medal?” he asked.


“I don’t know.  What can you do with a stick?” his friend replied.


“It’s not a stick, it’s a medal,” the first said, offended.  He quite liked his twig.  He’d been looking forward to telling his friends – none of them had twigs this big.


“Look, only the privileged few, like them,” he waved an inebriated finger in the general direction of Bondie and the scruffy coward next to him, “get to have proper medals.  The rest of us get sticks.”


“This is a disgrace.  I demand my medal!”  He now had a feeling that his friends wouldn’t be quite as impressed with the stick as he’d hoped.


“There’s nothing you can do about it.  Even the ones who do get medals have to give them back so they can be reused later.”


“The princess shall hear of this!”


“She knows.  They all do.  They hide it from us, convincing us that these sticks are real medals.  The government has all the control—“


“They aren’t the govern—“ the first interrupted, but was ignored and the second continued without a break.


“The public is being denied the information it deserves.  It’s a conspiracy against us.  No one realises it, but the Galactic Empire does not exist.  It was created by them to get our complete and unquestioning obedience.  What could be better motivating?  Fighting against the evil oppressors to regain our freedom, when all the time it is them who are restricting our thoughts and movement.”


“Will you calm down?  You’re getting a bit paranoid.  I mean, it doesn’t matter that much about the medal.”


“Just because I’m paranoid, doesn’t mean they’re not out to get me.  One day all of you will realise the truth and then you’ll wish you’d listened to me now!”


Hearing the disturbance at an otherwise civilised ceremony, two security guards silently glided behind the paranoid man and dragged him away.


“See?” the paranoid guy shouted.  “They’re taking me away to silence the truth!”  The doors closed behind him as he was pulled away, silencing his cries.  Shortly after he was ejected from service in the Rebellion, which in his mind only proved his point.


With that problem removed, all the medals finally given out, and one less person to share the drinks with, the celebrations began properly.


“If we were wearing hats we could throw them in the air now.”


“We’ve got helmets.”


“Isn’t that a bit dangerous.  They are a bit heavy.”


“Not really.  We’re wearing helmets anyway, so they’d protect— ah.  Point.”


“Oh sod it.”


“Should we?”


The duo threw their helmets into the air, starting a wave of flying helmets that spread across the great chamber.


“Hooray!” adequately summed up the general mood.


The helmets fell to the ground via the only route available – people’s heads.  They were instantly knocked out, which whilst being the usual way parties end, is not a good situation to be in when it’s only been going a couple of minutes and there’s a load of pork pies and sausages-on-sticks going cold in the kitchen.


The balloons were released by those few still conscious and filled the sky with their various colours – no one seemed to mind that they all had ‘Hippy 50th Bittday’ badly printed on the side.

The Alliance was safe from the threat of planet-destroying weapons for the time being – though they’d have to get off Yavin pretty sharpish now that the Empire knew where they were – and could relax.  All that those left alive in the Empire had to look forward to was plenty of overtime to build the new station.  Probably without extra pay.

The lights darkened – causing some embarrassing problems involving hands reaching out to feel their way around the room and instead finding low-cut dresses – and the music began.  Credits rolled…

CAST

In a completely random order:

	Ernie
	Bert

	Death
	Albert

	Him
	General Byers

	Karber
	Wollelefgon’

	Blondeie
	Htims (and Teds)

	Ramk
	Lettit

	Ceberca
	Refinnej

	A coward
	Two droids

	Noj
	The Jawas

	Eilrahc
	An old guy

	Paranoid Guy
	Mla’son

	Riaf Tsruh
	Vgg

	Kniy
	Naimad

	the Princess
	Helmet Duo

	Wewishweweredead
	Various rebel pilots

	Moisture farm owner & wife
	The Creature in the garbage

	The commentators, Barry & Si
	Rossiebabesthegypsyqueen

	Bitingsomeonesfaceoffisjustsoimpersonal

	I’llhereyoubegbeforeIripyourthroatout

	Youbitchyouslagyoudieyoudielongslowboringdeath



	and 1x1018 space amoebas


 “Who am I, who am I?”    “Why are you holding two - oh, I see.  A pathetic Princess Leia hair joke.”    “It had to go in somewhere.”    “I have to disagree.”

CREW

	Director
	Damian Johnson

	Screenplay
	Damo J

	Story
	Mr. Johnson

	Producer
	No one really

	Executive Producer
	That’d be me

	Director of Photography
	None

	Film Editor
	Oops! Forgot to get one

	Costume Designer
	Err, yes…

	Co-Producer
	Me too

	Visual Effects
	Your head

	Music
	[insert a name here]

	Casting
	There wasn’t any really

	First Assistant Director
	Couldn’t afford one

	Second Assistant Director
	Or this either

	Visual Effects Supervisor
	Ditto

	Make-up designer
	Someone cheap probably


“What happened to Yoda?”    “Yoda?”    “Small green guy, very little hair?”    “Yes, I know who Yoda was.  He just wasn’t in Star Wars.”    “Of course he was.  I have the action figure.”    “No, I mean he wasn’t in the first film.”    “Why not?”    “Perhaps Geor – I don’t know.  Stop asking stupid questions.”

	Additional Music
	Look, we didn’t have any music

	Set Decorator
	Anyone’d think these were film credits

	Scenic Art Supervisor Technical Consultant
	?

	Set Designers
	There weren’t any sets!

	Illustrators
	Me

	Second Unit Director
	What happened to the 1st one?

	Additional Photography
	What about original photos?

	First Assistant Photographer
	Being

	Still Photographer
	Happy

	Chief lighting Technician
	Is

	Mechanical Engineer
	Not

	Modelmakers
	Scary

	CGI Resource Manager
	Does ‘Word’ count as CGI?

	Digital Visual Effects Supervisor
	Does it look like I had one?

	Digital Effects Producer
	Hi,

	Digital Optical Supervisor
	How

	Computer Animators
	Are

	Senior Sketch Artist
	½ way through now

	Dialogue Editor
	I wish someone had

	Paint Foreperson
	A very important job


“What about Jabba the Hutt?”    “He wasn’t in the firs- well, um… kind of.  He wasn’t in the original, but was in the Special Edition.”    “You’ve said this before, but this is the Special Edition and there’s no sign of him.  Where is he?”    “He’s in there.”    “Really? I didn’t spot him.”    “You’d better go and re-read it then.”    “Um… Okay.  Just as long as this isn’t some kind of ploy to get me to read it again for no reason.  You don’t happen to receive the profits from re-runs, do you?”    “It’s insidious – just like the Federation.”    “What?”    “Nothing.”

	Dolly Grip
	What?

	Cable Person
	Well, my Dad paid for the computer cables

	Make-up Artists
	I needed a lot of them, what with having only imaginary characters and everything.

	Digital Paint Artists
	Anyone wondering why I bothered with credits…?

	Motion Control Camera
	Because I certainly am

	Main Titles
	(all together now…) Me!


 “Boba Fett?”    “Shut up.  Just, shut up!”

The Producers would like to thank the following for their assistance:

	Jennifer Tan
	Daniel Longfellow

	Charlie Barker
	Kevin Keegan

	Matthew Smith
	K. Howells

	GVG
	C. Beswick

	Mark Tittle
	Me

	Matthew Salmon
	Ian Kendrick

	Jonathan Wadcock
	Lee Fairhurst

	Rebecca Bell
	P. K. Byers

	Rob ‘I am so very boring’ Feldman
	Others who will remain nameless


Animal action was supervised by no one.  Not too many animals were harmed in the making of this book.

This book is protected under some laws (possibly).  Unauthorized duplication, distribution or exhibition may result in civil liability and criminal prosecution (as well as getting me annoyed).

Novelization available from – wait, this is the novelization.

This book is a work of fiction (i.e. made up).  Names, characters, places and incidents are products of the author’s imagination (with a few minor exceptions).  Any coincidence to actual events or locales or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental (and if you believe that, you’ll believe anything.)

Also out there: Episode I, II, III, V, VI, VII, VIII, IX.  Get hold of your copy now before stocks run out! (Which they will, I’m sure of it.  Just as soon as people find out about them, they’ll quickly disappear…  Maybe.)

Monetary donations would be appreciated.  Or beer.  Or food.  Actually, any sign of your gratitude would be gratefully received.
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