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A Different Perspective             .

EPISODE I
                                        Menace

He had abandoned the car several long miles ago.  Remembering to buy essential items such as petrol was not his strong point.  Neither was exercise, as the sweat pouring from face proved.  If only he’d kept up with the morning exercises he’d promised himself he’d do ‘everyday without fail’.


The house was in ruins—and not the high quality sort people would pay money to look around and make ‘ooh’ and ‘ahh’ noises.  The fire had rampaged through the building leaving no combustible material left undamaged.  The windows consisted of occasional shards of glass sticking out of the frame, the once immaculate paintwork completely ruined.  He noticed the front door was still ajar where he hadn’t shut it properly when he’d left.


It hadn’t always been like this.  Once upon a time the house had been a thriving oasis in the desert of cheap and crappy housing that loitered the area.  Those were simpler times, times when he was carefree in a world that insisted on persecuting him.  Those were good years, but they were now gone forever.  Nothing was the same anymore; everything had changed, for better or worse had yet to be determined.  But some things had changed more than others.


The writer rummaged in the pocket of his jeans and withdrew a pen and pad.  Ideas flowed.

Welcome to the history of A Different Perspective.  Episode I goes back 30 years to uncover the history of events that led to several explosive company executives being able to retire early and go on many expensive holidays abroad.  Meet old friends for the first time, and be introduced to some new.  Read the events of another time.  Read what is hopeful the best perspective yet.
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
The sand was everywhere.  That happened quite a lot in deserts, yet no one had yet to quite explain the phenomena to any satisfaction.  Some had suggested the dry atmosphere, but sand covered hundreds of beaches across the galaxy and no one could (truthfully) say that there was a lack of water there.  With that explanation ruled out, what was left?  Not a lot really.  Philosophers and scientists alike turned their attention to more ‘important’ things, so there was little chance the mystery would be solved soon.


The sand on this particular planet was causing an even greater nuisance than usual.  Sand storms were common at this time of year, whipping up the grit and implanting it into the eyes of those people who were stupid enough to go out during this abysmal weather.  One person was having this problem at the moment.  It didn’t matter what kind of protection you wore, the grains managed to find a crack, a fissure, in the armour in which they could penetrate.  And once they were in, they were in no hurry to leave.


A ring of dust rose around the small bundle of rags as they were dumped on the doorstep.  A spindly hand rapped lightly on the door, then departed into the black (orange?) of the night, leaving the bundle behind.


An old woman cautiously opened the door and just caught sight of a flash of dark green being enveloped into the storm.  She looked down.  She kicked the bundle lightly and, when it didn’t bite, explode, or seem to seem to cause any other kind of immediate threat, picked up what had been left.  
She unwrapped the ‘package’ and inside the numerous layers of material was a small sleeping infant.  His head was oval in shape and had an unmistakable orange tinge to it.


The woman stared down the street where she had seen the figure, but he was gone and wasn’t going to be back for a while, she guessed.  She shivered and pulled her woolly hat down over her ears; the temperatures dropped far below freezing during the night in these parts.  After a moment of contemplation and seeing no alternative, she carried the child inside into the warmth and closed the door behind her, shutting out the night.




The early morning sun decorated the landscape.  The scene was set for another perfect day on the peaceful planet of Naboo.  The birds sang in the trees and the rabbit-variants that lived in the plains to the south were bathing in the sunlight.  In the main land-based city, people would be asleep for hours yet.  It is not human nature to rise from bed before it is absolutely necessary, and these people were no exception.  The light twinkled gently on the surface of the water of the sea that covered a large proportion of the planet.


Then the silence was shattered.


Mla’son reached optimum speed and smashed through the surface of the water.  He shot about fifty feet into the air, swished his tail, then fell back to the sea with a giant ‘splash’, the type only obese people (and giant fish) can make.


Beneath the waves Mla’son was accelerating again.  Fast.  The water rushed past his fins, remolding him in places if it would produce a more streamlined shape.  Mla’da, Mla’son’s father, looked on.  The old fish was teaching his son the finer arts of ‘fishy-ness’, but Mla’son needed very little help.  He was born to be in the water, which I suppose made sense because if he hadn’t, he wouldn’t have lived for very long.  And Mla’da would have been asking his wife a few questions as to whom she’d been spending her time with.


Mla’son broke the water once more.  Mla’da felt ‘dead chuffed’.


Eric was out yet again.  He took his boat out at this time every morning in the hope of catching something for breakfast.  He’d never been that good at this ‘fishing’ lark, but he was assured by the doctor that it was relaxing and good for his blood pressure.  Eric sighed.  Fishing had to be the most boring and pointless activity ever undertaken by civilised humanoid society.  He didn’t even like eating fish, when faced with one on a plate he couldn’t help but think that this thing had spent it’s entire life swimming about in it’s own, and many others’, waste bodily fluids.  Surely eating anything like that couldn’t be remotely healthy.


The worm wriggled and tried desperately to escape from Eric’s grasp as it was implanted onto the end of the fishing hook.  Eric cast the line over the side of the boat and began what he knew would be another pointless wait.  He looked at his watch.  Three hours he’d been here and all he’d caught was one tiny fish – and that appeared to be suffering from some skin disease.  He wished he’d listened to his head, and not his wife, and stayed in bed.


The shockwave from Mla’son’s latest dive struck the small fishing boat.  Eric now regretted buying the cheapest model and wished he’d gone for the one with the sophisticated ‘anti-tilt’ mechanism.  The boat flipped over, spilling the fisherman and what would have been his breakfast into the sea.


Delia made a break for it.  Fortune was on her side today.  She’d expected the end (something Delia had grown to expect all the time due to her unpredictable health situation) after being caught in that net.  Now she was free again, with a new philosophy to accomplish as much as she could in each day.  Live for the moment, but build for a better future as well.  She would dedicate her life to helping those fish less fortunate then herself.


Tired, Mla’son paused his activities to rest.  He yawned, opening his mouth and filling it with several gallons of water.  Delia swam faster than she had ever swum before, but she was still moving backwards towards the immense blackness.  The current swept Delia, and all her dreams for the future, into Mla’son’s mouth.  The man was right: there’s always a bigger fish.


Silence swallowed the area once again.  Some exotic sea birds flew overhead.  It was all quite beautiful – if you ignored the quiet hum of the engines in the distance.


If either of them had looked, the two Aquaticans would have seen a fleet of spacecraft landing on the plains outside the capital city of Naboo in the far distance.  If either of them had looked.  They didn’t as it happened; Aquaticans didn’t tend to take much notice of the actions of the surface dwellers, except when they were hungry.


There was an increasing amount of machinery in that area of the planet.  Finely polished metal was having a battle with the dense, lush greenery.  So far green wasn’t having much luck.  Trees were felled as the plains were extended to fit in ‘just one more’ battle tank.  Animals gave up on having a quiet meal in the sunshine and began running for their lives before they were crushed.  Flocks of birds fled the downdraft of the landing ships.  Turf was either torn up or flattened depending upon which heavily armed fighting machine it came into contact with.


Eric hauled himself back into his boat and headed back in the direction of ‘bed’.


Mla’son got back to practicing.

*

The shadows stirred.  There was a movement, only slight, and lasting for barely a second, but something had definitely happened.  A slight difference in shades of black could be seen.  Something alive?  A figure?  Perhaps.  But for now nothing else was going to be revealed.

A million miles away, in another star system entirely (Tatooine to be precise), the old tradition of ‘breakfast’ was being prepared in much more peaceful surroundings than on Naboo.  Today’s special was lightly grilled fish.  It didn’t look like the most appetizing meal in the world as fresh food was difficult to come by, but that was what you got for living on a desert planet in the middle of nowhere.


“Good Morning, Wohells,” Miroler greeted his master as she sat down for breakfast.  He adjusted the chef’s hat which was slowly sliding off his head—silicon knows why they didn’t make them in proper droid size—and began unloading the tray he had brought in from the kitchen which was loaded with the breakfast.


“Thanx.”  Quite how the elderly Wohells managed to pronounce the ‘x’ was unknown, but it was a definite ‘eks’ sound, not ‘ks’ or ‘z’, but ‘x’.  It went against all laws of vocalization; voice boxes weren’t designed to make those kinds of noises.  She had seen one of the teenagers next-door use it in a letter once so had decided that it was the ‘modern’ way of doing things and had adopted it.  Keeping up to date was why she had Miroler (that and not wanting to prepare meals if she didn’t have to).  She had observed a gang of youths stealing some machinery from one of the moisture farms just outside Mos Espa.  Seeing this as too small a target, she had decided to steal, among other things, a battle droid from one of the small military bases on Tatooine.  Miroler was the result.  He now cooked and cleaned the house and, when not busy with other tasks, was down in the cellar building things.  He thought he was highly intelligent, so spent his time inventing things—most of which never worked.


Among Miroler’s failed inventions were the underwater umbrella, the helium gun which used the ‘fountain’ effect to shot a stream of super fluid helium (the only problem being the heavy equipment that needed to be carted round with it in order to store and cool the helium), the ‘safety’ microwave oven (without all those dangerous electromagnetic waves and incidentally without any way of cooking food) and the ‘oven-proof’ tea set (for those occasions when you’d made some tea in a glass, let it go cold, and then need to reheat it for five hours in an oven without producing vast amounts of black ash and thick carcinogenic smoke) .  The only thing that Miroler had invented that actually had any sort of use was the Four-Legged Equipment and Other Accessory Holder.  He had been quite upset when he found out it had already been invented.  He was even more devastated to find out that he’d built his FLEOAH on one of these ‘tables’.


Something scratched at the kitchen table leg.  Miroler reached down and picked up the small child and sat him in the chair he had specially designed.


“Mornin’ Ernie,” greeted Wohells, once again using her ‘hip’ language and needlessly dropping the ‘g’.  Wohells was sixty-five, going on sixteen.


The chair was meant to work on a hydraulic system, so that Ernie could clamber into the chair, pull a lever and be slowly raised up to table height, saving everyone else the bother of lifting him up.  After the first trial run, when Ernie had been launched into orbit with the force of the raising chair, Wohells had insisted that it be set at a constant height.


Wohells went over to the pot on the worktop and withdrew a packet of tomato sauce.  It was one of the types found in cafeterias and motorway service stations everywhere.  She tore it open and emptied the contents onto a corner of her breakfast-covered plate.


The pot contained many similar sachets that had collected over the past few months.  This wasn’t due to the obvious ‘Wohells going out and taking things from restaurants to save some money’ (this was true about her new cutlery set, but that’s a different matter entirely), but someone, some mysterious person with nothing better to do with their sad existence, had been posting the stuff.


It had begun with a couple of sauces pushed through the letterbox whilst Wohells was away once.  Miroler just thought they were free samples from the postman; that was until three days later when he woke up to discover a huge pile of assorted packets on the doormat.  When the same thing happened the next day, Miroler suspected someone was playing a joke on him.


Wohell’s had returned and the presents had slowed in frequency but still kept occurring, eventually switching to packages posted through the mail.  These letters contained a little note as well.  The one yesterday read:

Thank you for your continued support of our company.

With Compliments.

Miroler had his suspicions, but everyone he accused denied doing it.  One day…


The droid was brought back to reality from his musings by a torpedo of porridge launched from Ernie’s spoon.

The shadow became more defined.  A hint of green; not a lot – barely a thin slither, which wouldn’t have been noticeable at all if it wasn’t for the eyes.  The bright red pupils shone out from the darkness.  Something was there, something watching, waiting.  For what, still had to be determined.

Mla’son stirred from his slumber.  Every giant fish needs his beauty sleep; Mla’son though was less interested in the sex appeal-giving qualities and more the ‘removing fatigue’ properties at the moment.  After his early morning practice he’d taken a nap to recuperate and to try and make up for what he’d inevitably lose tomorrow.  Tomorrow night was The Party.  Mla’son, being one of the most popular fish in the area, often found himself being invited to parties.  It sounded like a perfect situation; the only problem being that going out every night eventually starts to take its toll.  As a result Mla’son had to turn down a lot of the requests for his presence that he received.  But tonight was different.  It was a party in honour of his father who’d won an award for his heroism.  No matter how many Mla’da got, no one ever tired of it.  Mla’son’s whole family was greatly respected in the community.


The blue three-man submarine that had roused Mla’son sped past.  Mla’son considered giving chase for a moment; it was an immature habit teasing the humans and he knew he shouldn’t lower himself to their standards, but it provided endless hours of amusement.  He rejected the idea upon noticing Ceber’ca in the distance, deciding that his efforts would be better spent in the pursuit of her.


“Hey,” he said as he swam up.


“Hey what?” Ceber’ca said.  She was one of the few Mla’son had yet to charm and this was driving him crazy.  The one fish he was interested in was the one who viewed him on a level slightly lower than plankton.


Ceber’ca was the most attractive Aquatican who had ever lived in the history of the multiverse (according to Mla’son - everyone else just agreed that she was very nice).  What no one could argue with was that she was one of the most intelligent fish around (probably why she found Mla’son so easy to resist).  She was destined for the top.  The word ‘failure’ meant nothing to her, yet she never boasted about her abilities, never showed off.  She just worked hard and was rewarded.  Her stunning beauty was an added bonus.


Mla’son was also ‘up there’ on the intelligence ladder, but found it desperately hard to keep up with her.  He figured that there were just some things that other people were better at than him.


“Just ‘hey’.  Going to the party?”


“Are you?”


“Of course.”


“Then no,” she said bluntly.


“Damn.”  Mla’son was disappointed.  One day she’d see how great he was.  He had a destiny.  He’d be someone.  He wasn’t going to end up some loser with no friends and an eternal thirst for vengeance.  So far he was well on track for The Dream.


“Please?” he tried.  “I’ll buy you a drink.”


This was a different matter entirely.  If Mla’son was buying then “Okay, I’ll go.”


The smile spread across Mla’son’s face.  Whether it was a side effect of her other amazing gifts or not was unclear (hey, everyone has to be bad at something) but Ceber’ca wasn’t especially good at controlling her liqueur.  One drink and she was a little tipsy, a few more and she was taking up a large portion of the floor.  Mla’son had only to time his drink buying just right so she was too drunk to know what she was doing properly, but not spreading vomit about floor-cleaner fashion.  It would require complex calculation.  Luckily this was something Mla’son could handle with ease.

The eyes blinked.  A flash of black-green, then away.  There was work to be done.  This was a guy with a mission, a goal to obtain no matter what the cost.  The word ‘destiny’ would pushing it a little as this implies something out of the hands of mortals, and this was situation was definitely not.  It had taken months of careful planning, but now he was ready.

Back home, Mla’son cautiously approached his father.


“Mla’da?” Mla’son inquired.  He never made any reference to his father than by name.


“Yes, son?”  The fish put down his newspaper and turned his full attention to Mla’son.


“There’s this girl…” Mla’son began.


A look of panic shot across Mla’da’s face.  He always dreaded questions like this.  He knew he was going to have difficulty answering the question that was about to follow.  It wasn’t just Mla’son who sought him out for advice, or topics limited to affairs of the heart that he was asked about.  It seemed that since he was this big hero, people expected him to be an expert on everything.  After many years of enduring this, Mla’da now solved problems with a quote.  Over his many years he’d accumulated a vast range of useless information in his head, so he figured he might as well put it to some use.


“Mla’da, how should I go about impressing this girl I’ve met?  She’s really nice and…stuff,” Mla’son finished in a non-too spectacular way.


Mla’da considered the best quote for the occasion.  “‘Everyone likes a drink,’” he said.  Then, upon thinking a little more and realizing that this wasn’t particularly helpful and could cause some serious problems depending on how Mla’son took it, he decided to offer some of his life experience.  “Mla’son, I have been around for quite a long time now and I have yet to understand the ways of the female half of the species.  Each one of them is different.  Trying to impress one in a certain way may be successful on one of the creatures, but may have an adverse effect on another.”


Mla’son nodded and waited for Mla’da to go on.


“Basically, most of the time they satisfy all the requirements for being complete bitches,” Mla’son nodded so hard his head hurt, he knew this part to be true.  Mla’da continued, “But there’s no way you can ever live without them.  For a start, who’d do the cleaning?”  Mla’da waited for the laugh, disappointed when it didn’t come.  “Sorry but there is really no advice I can give you, it’s all down to trial and improvement.  Try your best and if you don’t succeed, remember there literally are plenty more fish in the sea.”


Mla’son had switched off most of his brain after hearing the first part of Mla’da’s advice, the bit about the ‘lots of drinks’.  He was glad he’d had this talk; he could now proceed with his Get Ceber’ca Pissed plan, safe in the knowledge that if Mla’da had recommended it, it was bound to work.


Once certain that her son had left the room, Mrs. Mla’da entered with a large broom and pounded her husband with it.  It seemed she wasn’t especially happy with the ‘bitch’ remark.  Mla’da’s resulting bruises remained for months.

They had been called into his basement workshop, where Miroler was going to ‘amaze’ Wohells and Ernie for potentially the first time ever.


“And Here It Is, My Latest Fantastic Invention: The Circle-Saber!”


“The what?” asked Wohells.


“The Circle-Saber [Patent Pending],” replied Miroler, who was quite chuffed to say the least.


Wohells ushered Ernie into the adjoining room; Miroler’s inventions had a habit of going wrong, and Wohells suspected that this one would be no exception.  The less people in the immediate line of fire the better.


“Allow Me To Demonstrate,” said Miroler producing a metal cylindrical object roughly fifteen centimeters long.  He held the object for a long enough time for Wohells to absorb properly the majestic item he was allowing her to see, and then continued talking.  “Normal Lightsabers Only Have A Blade At One End; Occasionally Some Showoffs Have A Double Ended One, But On The Whole Just One.  Now, Just Imagine That You’re Being Attacked From All Directions At Once.”


“Oh yes….” Wohells half replied, as she concentrated on trying to think of a way she could get to Miroler’s ‘off’ switch without him noticing.


“With A Conventional Lightsaber You Would Only Be Able To Defend Yourself From One Attacker At A Time, But With My New Invention…” Miroler hit the ignition button on the circle-saber.


“M—!” Wohells started to shout a warning, but it was too late.  The circle-saber blade sprang into life and Miroler discovered for himself the fatal design flaw he had made.  The circle-saber blade, as intended, went in a 360-degree circle; unfortunately this meant that there was nowhere that the user could hold it.  Well, hold it safely and for more than a fraction of a second.


Miroler’s metallic hand fell onto the floor, while the rest of the droid stared down at it from above.  “Oops.”  Oil dripped down from Miroler’s arm creating a growing black puddle.


Ernie, who had been peering through the doorway the entire time, tried to smother his laughter.  All the excitement got a little too much for him and he required a change of pants shortly after.  The floor needed a good clean too, but I don’t think it would be wise to dwell on that.

A black-green snarling face, then nothing.  The game was afoot.

A day out at the races.  Despite protests from Miroler about being seen out ‘incomplete’, Wohells had insisted they all go.  In order to avoid the usual five-hour search that occurred at the end of the day whenever they went anywhere, Miroler had attached a heavy-duty chain to Ernie’s waist.  Wohells left to place a bet on the winner of the podrace, leaving Miroler to wander the stalls that always gather at any sort of event.  These stalls usually had most of the following: cheap table that could easily be abandoned, all items sold from out of a briefcase/large bag, at least three people located at the ends of the road keeping watch for law-enforcement officers, one slightly shifty-looking man serving customers with a constant eye on the pre-determined escape route.


Wohells had covered Miroler’s damaged hand with enough tape to keep several companies’ bank balances happy for several months to come.  This may have stopped the leak, but the extra weight also meant that Miroler had to drag the left side of his body along.


Miroler wandered over to one of the more respectable scrap dealers and made inquiries about where his order of circuit boards had gotten to, while Ernie set about removing the chain with a laser cutter he’d borrowed from the scrap dealer’s back trouser pocket.


The parts Miroler wanted were stuck on Naboo and wouldn’t be available for some time due to some blockade round the planet.  On the matter of a new hand Miroler was having the same bad luck.  The parts were made only by the Trade Federation and unavailable to anyone outside it.


Free from his restraints, Ernie took the opportunity to walk the streets of Mos Espa.  The town itself was deserted.  Most of the occupants were at the podrace, leaving Ernie free to help himself to anything he wanted in any of the shops and houses he found.  Ernie was a hoarder.  He collected anything.  Whilst most normal two-year olds might have a little difficulty getting their hands on things such as hyperdrive units and thermal detonators, Ernie constantly proved that he was not a normal child.  He never stayed still.  Being small he had the advantage of being able to take items without being seen by the owners until it was too late.  Wohells didn’t take much notice of the amount of things in his room.  “It’s his room and he can do what he wants with it,” was her attitude.  Miroler used to be more concerned, until he discovered things in Ernie’s store that he found he could make use of in his experiments.


Wohells picked up Ernie from beneath a pile of scrap landspeeders as she came back from making her bets.  She’d backed every pod driver in the race, which in her logic meant she couldn’t lose.  The crazy thing was she always came home with more money than she left with.  None of the bookmakers had thought that anyone would ever back everything, so it was possible to do it and make a profit.  One had once questioned the situation and almost banned her, until she threatened to tell everyone how to do it.  The bookmaker quickly changed his mind, allowing her to continue as long as she kept her mouth shut.


The siren sounded to announce that the main race of the day would be starting soon and it would be a good idea for everyone to get a move on.  People began scurrying to place those ever so important last minute bets.  Wohells found Miroler and they made their way to the stadium on the edge of town.


Wohells had managed to acquire some of the best seats in the podrace arena.  She unclasped her handbag and brought out her cap, placing it in the ‘hip’ backwards position on her head.    A quick look in her notebook to check the latest slang words, then she started cheering.


“Woo-hoo!” she yelled.  People sitting nearby shuffled away.  Miroler and Ernie tried to pretend they were with someone else.


The race itself was fairly uneventful.  The winner obviously cheated as he’d never even completed a race before in his life, but this was expected of the racers.  If everyone stuck to the rules the race would be even more boring.


Wohells went to collect her winnings.  It wasn’t much this week, but enough for her to take everyone out for a meal.  Being a droid and not requiring any nourishment, save the occasional can of oil, Miroler sat and tinkered with the circle-saber while the other two dined.


Ernie sat on the other side of the table in the restaurant and pulled the tablecloth slowly towards him, bringing the circle-saber ever closer.


“Oh No You Don’t,” said Miroler, snatching away the lightsaber just as Ernie was about to investigate the many buttons along its side.  Ernie scowled, but cheered up when the next course was served out.  His favourite: desert.

A definite figure.  Tall, thin, dark green with six appendages.  He had presence.  He was one of those people who, upon entering the room, caused everyone else to turn and a silence to fall.  He blinked and his eyes shone out.  Everything about him said ‘this is not a nice guy’.  He was not one of the people who’d be on the top of the first draft of Granny’s birthday list.

Mla’son was supervising some of the final arrangements for the celebrations.  After several disasters in the past he had made sure that there were plenty of glasses and barrels of beer available, with more on standby next door, just in case an emergency arose.  He was still debating having food at the event – it provided an excellent place for people to vomit – but his aunt was doing the catering and it was usually best not to argue and just let her get on with it.


The crate of party poppers arrived and Mla’son directed the deliverymen with it over into the corner of the room where they could be sorted out later.


Ceber’ca wandered into the bar, then tried to sneak out again when she saw Mla’son.  But it was too late – she’d been spotted.


“Ceber’ca!  Over here!”


There was no way of escaping now so Ceber’ca figured she might as well be polite.  “Hi,” she said and walked out.


Mla’son either didn’t get, or chose to ignore the hint and chased her outside.


“Evening Mla’son,” said the local police officer as Mla’son burst out of the bar. 


“Good evening Mr. E’wis.  Going to the party tomorrow?”


“Of course, I’ll see you there.”


Mla'son hurried after Ceber’ca.


“Wait!” he called after her.  “Oh, hello Miss. Kic’seb.  How are you?”


“Fine thank you Mla’son!”


Ceber’ca didn’t understand how much everyone liked Mla’son.  To her, he was one of those people she could only put up with when she knew for certain he was at least fifteen miles away.  The rest of the community invited Mla’son round for dinner.  He had that annoying ability of being able to make everyone feel at ease.  He listened to what people had to say.  But it was more than that – he was actually interested.  Female fish lined up to go out with him.  Most he turned down – why couldn’t he see one of them instead of chasing her around all the time?


Mla’son managed to catch up with her.  “Didn’t you hear me call?” he asked.


“Oh, sorry,” she said.  “What is it you wanted?”


“I was just wondering if you were still going tomorrow.”


“Yes, probably.”  Now it was time to drive in the stake.  “I’m going with Far’el.”  Ceber’ca could see the flash of pain across Mla’son’s face.  She realized going further was a mistake, but the words were already out.  “I’ve been seeing quite a lot of him lately.”


Ceber’ca later could have sworn she heard a shattering sound as Mla’son’s heart broke into a thousand pieces.


“Right…” he said, his voice trailing off.  “Okay then…I’ll…see you tomorrow.”  Mla’son was trying desperately to regain his usual calmness, but having little success.


Ceber’ca watched him swim off, and then turned for home.  She was in one of her contemplative moods, one of those ‘where the hell is my life leading’ trains of thought that can very easily result in suicide notes being written and some worried friends when you tell them about it later.  She’d swum down this road every day for the past ten years or more.  It had reached the worrying stage where she no longer realised that she’d travelled down it until much later.  Everyday was the same for her and she was reaching the point where if something new and exciting didn’t happen soon she suffocate from what she desperately wished wasn’t her life.  She needed a change, a fresh start somewhere new.


She had reached the front door to her home.  She turned and looked back the way she had come.  The same old houses, the same people, even the same rubbish littered the roadside.  She knew then that if anything were going to change she’d have to take drastic actions.


Ceber’ca sighed.  Who was she kidding?  She was stuck in this rut for eternity.

They arrived home late from the restaurant.  Wohells had insisted that they take the long route, driving with the roof of the landspeeder down and letting the wind rush through their hair.  She’d quickly changed her mind once the temperature had dropped below freezing and the winds had picked up, filling the speeder with sand.


Wohells carried the sleeping Ernie inside the house and set him down in his bed.  She didn’t bother tying him up, he wasn’t going to wake up until late the next day.  She put the kettle on and studied the post she’d thrown onto the kitchen table as they’d gone out that morning.  Bills mostly, but there was one interesting-looking envelope.


Miroler came inside after putting the landspeeder away to find Wohells sitting at the table, staring down at an envelope, the other letters pushed to one side.


“It’s for you,” Wohells said without raising her head.


“What Is It?”


Wohells didn’t answer.  Miroler looked down at the envelope Wohells had handed to him.  On the corner was the mark of the Trade Federation.


“Oh No…”

The upper two hands clenched into fists and the two lower arms ignited slowly into bright red beams, in that way that looks impressive on film with all the added sound effects.  In the real world the effect would be accurately described as ‘bloody scary’.  Lightsabers.  Two of them, replacing arms.  The figure took a step into the dim light given off from the battle tanks strewn in the distance.  The tall, thin, green figure was clearly visible now.  This was a giant stick insect not to be messed with.


He wielded his armsabers in a dramatic display to the cosmos, which had the added bonus of disposing of the moths attracted to the light, and then began the walk down towards the Federation droid army on the Naboo plains below.


Under the cover of night, Darth Stick had arrived.




Harmony bobbed up and down near to the surface of the water.  Her bright yellow head shone out beneath the waves like a lighthouse built upon ground that should have had its landslip potential thoroughly investigated before construction began.


A much larger object rose up behind Harmony.  An eye blinked and Mla’son opened his mouth ready to swallow the tiny fish before him.  Some may view it as cruel for a gigantic creature such as Mla’son to prey upon such a defenceless being as little old Harmony.  She’d never done anything wrong, never done anything to deserve the fate she’d been handed by the universe.  But Mla’son had to eat something; it was necessary for his continued existence.  Turning Veggie would not only leave him short in several important nutritional areas, but would also bring out the ‘plants have rights’ brigade.  Big fish eat little fish – it’s one of those circle of life things.


It was the cord that was the first giveaway.  Mla’son swallowed Harmony to find her body being followed by a length of wire into his stomach.  The taste was wrong too.  It was all hard and cold, splinters stuck in his tongue.  It hit Mla’son like a street cleaner bumping into drunken clubbers outside a chippy.  This fish wasn’t real.  It was a fake.


A lot of thoughts now rushed through his head.  Why would anyone set a fake fish out into the sea?  What damage was this wire doing to his insides?  Why had no one ever stressed to him the importance of checking food carefully for hidden extras before dining?


Mla’son spat out Harmony, a fish much the worse for wear.  Her paint was peeling and most of her tail was now making the long trip along Mla’son’s intestines.  Slowly she was pulled upwards.

Eric looked down at his bait.  He sighed.  When would his Mrs realise this wasn’t the activity for him to pursue?  He’d spent a fortune on those damn fish lures only to have them all ruined.


He tossed Harmony into the bucket with the other doomed contraptions.  Jaws, with his huge fin and sharp teeth, had looked too fierce and frightened the predators away; Matt had been avoided like the plague (Eric suspected it was too do with the nasal abnormalities, fish were tremendously picky in what they ate); Colin had been lost immediately upon release into the sea - Eric hadn’t tied the line on quite tightly enough and it had come lose.  Despite what it said on the packet, this fish did not float and was now somewhere at the bottom of the waves with all the fish excrement and old shopping trolleys.


To top it all, it had begun to rain.

*

It was the letter he’d always dreaded receiving.  It was the letter that meant that the Trade Federation had found their lost droid and wanted it back.  Immediately.  Miroler stared at the piece of paper.  Okay, it was true that he couldn’t actually read a word that was written on it (why would a battle droid be programmed with skills such as that?  Having to read notices before killing people didn’t happen very often.  And if it did, the droid didn’t live very long anyway) but he could guess.


Wohells took the paper from his hand and began to read.  She too was having difficulty as her sight was not as it used to be and Ernie had sat on her glasses.  There was no way she was going to let Miroler experiment on her eyes to ‘restore them to their former glory’.  She’d seen what had happened to Thelma and Louisa, her ex-pet cats.  Be warned, no matter how proficient the surgeon insists he is, cats cannot have their brains reprogrammed so that they don’t leave their presence about.  Training may take longer, but ultimately is far easier.  Having two cats still in one piece at the end of the procedure is also an advantage.


“What Is It?” Miroler asked.  “What Do They Want?”


Wohells took a deep breath.  “Everything’s going to be all right.  They’re letting me keep you.”


Miroler breathed a sigh of relief, or as close as a droid sound apparatus could approximate.  “Thank Goodn—”


“Not!”


No matter how many times she did that he always fell for it.  And, much to Miroler’s annoyance, Wohells never found it any less amusing.


“They’re enlisting you into the squadron on Naboo,” Wohells said. “If you don’t go, they’re coming round to get you.”


“They’re Bluffing.  Why Go To All That Bother For One Droid?”


“Well…it’s not just the one droid I ‘borrowed’.  Whilst I was at the storage depot there were a number of other things laying around that I thought might come in useful.  You never know when you may need a thermonuclear fusion reactor, or an arsenal of type eight blaster rifles, or…” her voice trailed off.  Wohells had no one but herself to blame for Ernie’s hoarding habit.  “Anyway, the point is that they want you back pronto.  There’s a war on apparently.  But hey!  They’re not going to prosecute!”


Wohells tried to smile in a way that would ease her friend.  Unfortunately since Wohells had taken out her teeth, Miroler was ‘comforted’ by a row of gums.  If he could have been sick, he would have been.


Miroler climbed the steps down into the cellar where he kept his workshop and considered the situation.  Wohells’ house was the only place he’d ever known.  He looked around his lab.  Memories came flooding back.  The stains on the wall where his cloning experiments are taken a slight turn for the worse.  The cracks, which had appeared in the wall after his search for a new super fuel.  Not forgetting the cabinet in the corner that had fallen through from the floor above and was now too heavy to move back up.  He put his hand behind his back and gripped the mobile power cell Wohells had installed so that he could operate without the need of a Federation control ship in orbit.  Ahh, the memories…


Wohells tossed down a suitcase into the cellar.  Her head poked down the hole.  “I forgot,” she said. “This came too.”


Miroler took the envelope and opened it.  Inside was a small sachet of salt.  A note fell to the floor.

HERE IS THE FREE SAMPLE YOU REQUESTED.  WE NOW CONSIDER THE MATTER CLOSED – PLEASE STOP SENDING US LETTERS.


“Not Again,” he groaned.  Miroler passed the salt back up to Wohells to put in the pot and disposed of the packaging in the bin.  He turned his attention back to packing.  The task didn’t take long – his toolkit, his circle-saber and a pile of laundry he could wash on the way and then post back.  There was a pressure on his foot.


“What Are You Doing Here?  You Should Be In Bed.”


Miroler picked up Ernie and sat him on the workbench.  Ernie struggled as he fought for control of every item on the bench before Miroler gave up and just let him have it all.  Ernie smiled.


“Don’t Worry Ernie, I’ll Be Back.  Just As Soon As This War Is Over, I’ll Be Back At Home And With A Whole Heap Of New Ideas For Inventions.”


Ernie nodded, though Miroler suspected his interest was less on what he was saying and more on the circle-saber in the suitcase.


“This Means That I’ll Want My Lab Back, Understand?  Preferably In One Piece.”


Ernie nodded again.  He’d managed to successfully hone the ability to appear to be listening, whilst at the same time concentrating on something entirely unrelated.  Such as the circle-saber.  Miroler was one of the few people who saw through Ernie’s act.  He gave up on the farewell chat and slammed the lid of the suitcase shut.


Three hours later, Miroler was on a transport heading for Naboo.

The party rocked.  As usual no one turned up until an hour after the time on the invite, but pretty soon everyone were off their faces and prancing round the room like idiots.  All except Mla’son.  He still had to plan Ceber’ca’s night.  Now was not the time to let his focus wander.


As usual the evening began with speeches.  The ones that have no relevance to anything, especially the reason the party was being held in the first place.  Mla’son waited until the speeches were over before he moved – he didn’t want to take the risk of what Ceber’ca might do during them, this was still Mla’da’s night and he didn’t want to ruin it.  Someone, the same ‘someone’ who would be completely ignored for the following week, had thought it a good idea to invite the Mayor as guest speaker.  The intention was to give the event some importance, but resulted in everyone being very bored.  There were lots of ‘get a move on’ coughs and ‘I can no longer feel the lower half of my body’ shuffles, as everyone was told to ‘work hard and play hard’, which was further explained in great detail over the following several hours.


Eventually the Mayor remembered why he was there.  Mla’da was introduced, got his award, was applauded, applauded again, said his speech (“Ta very much.”), more applause (conveying the general feeling of ‘thank the gods for the briefness of it’), announced that it was time to drink the place dry, followed by a final round of applause and cheering (‘finally!’). 


Released from their torture, the fish moved as one to the bar, where the waiting staff wished they had chosen a different career path – one where it was still possible to hold a sensible conversation with the clientele after fifteen minutes of meeting them.


Once everyone had a drink and people settled into buying rounds, things calmed a little round the bar.  Mla’da hid in a corner with his mates and commenced with drinking games, the rules of which no one remembered too well, but by the fourth round this didn’t matter much anyway.  The game generally followed the following procedure: one fish would complete the sentence ‘I have never…’ with some action, and anyone who had done that would have to take a drink.  For example, Mla’da first came up with ‘I have never eaten a human’.  This caused two of the group to drink.  The game broke down once everyone began to get a bit thirsty and decided to choose things such as ‘I have never swum’ and ‘I have never lived underwater all my life’.  In the end drinking games were abandoned in favour of just getting ‘ratted’.


With his father otherwise engaged, it was up to Mla’son to socialize with the guests, all the time with an eye firmly fixed on Ceber’ca.  He talked to various uncles and other relatives he never knew existed until that evening.  Much to the joy of the bar owner, Mla’son’s throat became very dry, very quickly.


Mla’son made his excuses from the more important members of the community who had turned up (he figured if his father could disappear then gods damn it, so could he), and went to find his target.  En route he encountered some of his mates.  Ceber’ca was safe.  For now.


“Great party, Mla’son” said Jake.  “Buy you a drink?” he offered.  Only a fool would refuse.


Mla’son spent the next couple of hours talking, drinking, and generally enjoying himself.  Des and Penelope sat stuffing themselves with the peanuts and other bar snacks Evil Fish had bought for himself.  When Evil Fish brought out his medicine, needed to clam him down and prevent him eating the others in the room, Des and Penelope swallowed that too (something they would regret later when Evil Fish turned on them).  Armin sat and waffled on about nothing in particular while Seth and Sarah, being as boring as usual, fell asleep under the table after having a half-pint of lemonade between them.  Jake, despite his missing eye, tried to molest every female who walked past.  Having a one-eyed fish wink at you is quite unnerving and most girls were unsure if Jake wanted to pull them, or brutally attack them Evil Fish style.


Eventually Jake was thrown out of the bar when he tried to seduce Des and both engaged in the type of brawl normally reserved for football matches.  Evil Fish left the group to try and pick off the weak fish in the pub.  Penelope slide off her chair to join Sarah and Seth in their slumber.


Mla’son was left on his own.  The night was marching on and he had yet to set things in motion with Ceber’ca.  He scanned the room.  Far’el was nowhere in sight, Mla’son hadn’t seen any sign of him all evening – obviously Ceber’ca hadn’t been telling the entire truth about her ‘date’.


He found Ceber’ca standing by the bar, trying to tempt people into buying her drinks.  He obliged (after much resistance, Ceber’ca only giving in when no one else seemed to be going to offer).  He bought something light on alcohol content to ease her into it – half a pint of shandy.


Ceber’ca caught a whiff of the fumes coming from the drink.  “I was wondering,” she said, “Can you get drunk on beer?”


Mla’son took a deep breath.  Did he really want to continue in the pursuit of this girl?  He was beginning to doubt this now, but he’d already got one drink invested and thought he might as well see it through to the end.  Failure occurred very rarely when Mla’son was around.


He handed the glass over to her.  Her fin reached forward and Ceber’ca took a small mouthful of the drink.  She blinked.  When she opened her eyes again they had a glazed look to them.  She gazed out at the world through the fish bowl of her cornea.


Realizing that he was moving far too quickly, Mla’son reached out to move the glass away from Ceber’ca.  Her fin shot out.


“Mine,” she growled, quite an impressive act for a fish.


Mla’son tugged on the glass but her grip was too strong.  Nothing would move it now.  He let go of the glass and Ceber’ca took another gulp.  Mla’son caught the glass as Ceber’ca went to put it back on the bar and missed.


“Oh gods,” he muttered.  “What have I let myself in for?”

Things were quiet in Wohells’ house without Miroler.  Say what you like about him (and most people did), but he always managed to liven things up.  Then he destroyed them.  Wohells sat reading a book entitled ‘How to Talk Like Someone Fifty Years Younger’.  It was her favourite read, if you discounted ‘The Life and Times of a Teenager’ and, though she’d never admit it, ‘101 Things to do With a Ball of Wool’.


Ernie had been locked inside his cage and was now working on escaping.  Wohells figured she would have about fifteen minutes peace before he managed to pick the lock.  Well, not pick the lock.  Ernie somehow found a way of getting out of the cage bypassing the lock altogether.  She’d sat there once, watching to see how he did it.  For ten hours Ernie had just sat there, then Wohells blinked and he was out of the cage setting fire to the curtains with a flamethrower.


She sighed.  Wohells hated having nothing to do.  She descended the steps down into Miroler’s lab; she figured she might as well do some tidying up down there.  It wasn’t exactly in with her ‘cool’ image, but she figured as long as no one found out she’d be okay.


Junk lined the interior of the lab.  In some places there were obvious gaps where things should have been – Wohells made a mental note to search Ernie’s room later – and there were stride separated spaces on the floor so that it was possible to walk round the room as long as you stuck to this designated ‘path’.


Under a pile of dust she found something interesting.  A chest containing various stoppered tubes, all nicely labeled in black ink with the chemical they contained.  It was too tempting to resist mixing a few of them together.


Nothing happened.


She started again with the two most dangerous chemicals she could find in the chest.  A white powder formed.  She tried again with some more chemicals.  A grey powder.  After making three more powders Wohells put the tubes away and shut the box.  Chemistry just wasn’t any fun without a Bunsen burner.

They say all good things must come to an end, but in this case they never even started.  Mla’da’s party eliminated any hope Mla’son ever had with Ceber’ca.  The Bastard had decided to turn up after all.  Mla’son suspected he’d done it on purpose; turn up late and get all the enjoyment with none of the expense.  And Far’el certainly was enjoying himself.  Ceber’ca spent the whole (and I mean ‘whole’, I’m not exaggerating in the slightest) time from when he arrived with her face stuck to his.  Far’el, how Mla’son detested that name.  He was some rich fool with villas on Corruscant and things.  Mla’son and Far’el had been bitter rivals ever since he could remember.


To say that Mla’son was angry about the situation would be an understatement.  He was enraged.  It was him who had spent all of his hard-earned, parent-given money, but it was Far’el that was getting all the attention.  Mla’son hated that evening.  Not only was Ceber’ca getting off with someone else, but he was also stuck being polite to guests when all he really wanted was to cause some random destruction.  His friends had left so he couldn’t complain to them, he just sat there depressed – apart from when he almost got up and punched Far’el.  This was a little uncharacteristic, but he didn’t have much else to do.  Common sense then prevailed and he went back to sulking.  Later Mla’son wished he’d gone through with it – he could have blamed it on the alcohol and pretended he couldn’t remember any of what happened the next day.


Ceber’ca ran her fin over Far’el’s scales.  A feeling progressed through Mla’son’s body in a way comparable to someone scraping their fingernails down the world’s largest blackboard, then deciding it was so much fun they’d do it again.  And again.  And again.


Bugger, Mla’son thought, only using much more colourful language.  He considered trying to reach into his heart and ripping it out, but he wasn’t at his best around blood (especially his own) so decided against.


Ceber’ca lay on the ocean floor outside the pub and pulled Far’el down next to her.  They didn’t look like they were going to be moving anywhere for a while.  Except for maybe—no, it was too hideous to contemplate.


Mla’son glared.  Treacherous cow.  Oh well, maybe I don’t know her as well as I thought I did.  If that’s the type of fool she likes, then so be it.  I don’t care.  Except he did, and that’s where all the trouble started.


He left the two of them fondling each other and went off to find his father.  Mla’da would always appreciate him.  He pulled off his party hat, the elastic snapping as he tugged.  Bitch.  He glanced back at Ceber’ca, then instantly wished he hadn’t.  He didn’t want to see things like that.  There were some sights which shouldn’t come anywhere near a healthy fish’s mind.


Mla’da was by the bar, his mates having made the long journey home.  He’d had a little too much in the drink department too, however unlike Ceber’ca he was still able to swim and wouldn’t be denying being sick in the sink the following day because he couldn’t remember doing it.  Father and son chatted for a while, having several ‘last one for the roads’.  It took a fair amount for Mla’son to get drunk; he’d had his share of alcohol in his time and had become desensitized to its effect in the most part.  Twenty-five pints, however, has an effect on anyone.
Miroler had been in the service of Wohells for a number of years and during that time she had made a few alterations to his original program.  The voice had been the first thing to go.  After a week of listening to the tinny standard voice box battle droids were programmed with, Wohells had been going insane.  What Miroler had now was the best Wohells had managed to accomplish with no formal training (or any training come to that) and a ‘500 Circuits to Make’ electronics kit.  It was an improvement, but Wohells still had to shut him down every few hours to give herself a break (it also meant that Miroler couldn’t experiment with anything for a while).


The other changes Wohells had made were to Miroler’s personality subroutines.  She’d made him have views on things as diverse as the weather to the current financial situation on Corrusant – essential for so-called ‘small talk’.  His invention hobby was Wohells fault too; she thought he might come up with something useful.  Finally she’d given him a name instead of a designation, saying 3X-IIB was a bit of a mouthful – especially after a few drinks.


Miroler didn’t know much of the ways of ‘normal’ battle droids and expected them to be similar to himself.  He wandered round the neatly lined ranks of battle droids in the squadron he had been assigned on Naboo.  They stood motionless as Miroler introduced himself to them all.


“Hi, I’m Miroler.  What’s Your Name?”


No response.  After fifty-three tries, disappointed, he gave up and sat down on the grass.  He undid the clasp on his toolbox and fished around inside.  “Nooo…” he cried as he withdrew two small samples of low-fat margarine.  “When I Get My Hands On Whoever Is Doing This…”


He put his latest present away and extracted his circle-saber.  He started to fiddle with the settings.  He’d get it sorted eventually.  Maybe some sort of metaphasic shielding would do the trick…


In the distance a Gungan army was approaching.  For the Gungans it was a huge battalion full of their finest warriors (plus anyone else they could enlist via an expensive advertising campaign), for the Trade Federation battle droids, it was a minor annoyance.


Miroler was interrupted in his work by the arrival of the dreaded figure of Darth Stick.  The giant insect spoke to one of the battle droid commanders and the unit headed off down the grassy slopes, away from the Gungan army.  Technically Stick had no authority over the droids, however even battle droids know that it’s best not to argue with someone who has two intimidating lightsabers for arms.  Miroler got up and followed the crowd.


Stick grinned evilly to himself.  He had his army and soon he would have what he been he had been wanting for years: revenge.  Discovering about the Federation army had been amazing luck.  The plan needed an army, there was no way around that, but average soldiers may have objected to his orders.  Droids were a different matter entirely; they would do as they were ordered and not question a thing.


The band of no more than thirty droids was ordered by Stick into various one and two man submarine craft.  Miroler got into a submarine by himself.  None of the other battle droids had been programmed to push.


The engines roared into life and the subs slowly vanished beneath the waves.  The fleet set off beneath the water to invade and/or destroy (Stick had yet to decide) the underwater city inhabited by the Gungans while it was empty of its population.  Stick’s plan was to create enough destruction for the Jedi council to take notice of him.  They’d regret calling him a failure.  After a practice run on this city he’d start on some larger targets.  Supermarkets, chip shops…that sort of thing.  He might even tackle a kebab shop.  Imagine the panic that would ensue when the population was deprived of its Friday night done kebab.


Fifteen years ago Stick had applied to the Jedi council to be trained.  ‘Too old’ had been the response.  Stick had been enraged; he’d already learned so much from the self-help books he’d subscribed to.  Stick then resorted to training himself in the ways of the force, becoming quite proficient in the art.  It seemed that a determined student didn’t need any so-called experts.  The operation to install the lightsaber implants followed.  The last step was the name.  In order to earn the title ‘Darth’ Stick had had to prove himself truly evil.  Since Stick never tested well, in the end he’d had to resort to bribery to pass.


Miroler watched the subs disappear into the murky water.  He sat for a moment, then remembered that he was supposed to be following them and started the engine of his own submarine.  With a little difficulty (caused by trying to steer and change gear with the same hand) he proceeded downwards.


Maybe it was time to give up on the circle-saber, thought Miroler.  It wasn’t as if he was making much progress with it.  Besides, he’d just had another idea for an invention.  This one was sure to work, probability laws had to come in to force at some point and guarantee him a success.  With Magic 8 Ball on his side, how could he fail?


After twenty minutes of circling, Miroler came to the conclusion that he was lost.  The others were nowhere in sight.  It was dark this deep down and he hadn’t yet figured out which button operated the lights.  Just as he was about to give up and go back to working on his new invention designs, Miroler saw a movement in the distance.  Guessing that this could only be due to the movement of the other subs, Miroler set off in that direction at maximum speed.

Mla’son was swimming happily with Mla’da.  The events on the surface of Naboo held no concern for them.  In fact they didn’t even know anything was happening.  And why should they?  The people of Naboo took no interest in their affairs either.


The two fish had left the party at throwing out time and were now making their way slowly – very slowly – home.  This of course included a detour for a kebab, which, as Stick was putting all his hopes, is the essential ending to any night out.


“You know son *hic*” Mla’da spluttered.  “I…I’ve had a g-great night.”


Mla’son was busy trying to decide if it was only him or was the ocean spinning round, and round, and round.  “Yhht,” was all he managed to reply to his father.


“It’s…It’sa been fun.  You know what I always say, ‘Some things are destined to last forever’.  Well, y-you and mesa going to..to…Whatsa word?”


“Be sick,” replied Mla’son not looking his best.


“No, no.  It’s some’ing like ‘rule the world’…or some’ing.  *hic*”


Mla’son didn’t know about ruling the world, but the Being Sick Prediction was proving to be quite accurate.


A submarine, traveling at high speed, approached.  The Aquaticans took no notice.  Most people knew that it was better to move out of the way than risk the wrath of the mighty Mla’da and his offspring.  The two fish continued their conversation about the pros/cons of the local pub extending its opening hours as they staggered on.  So far cons were at a minimum.


It was approximately thirty seconds before the impact that Mla’son began to worry.  The sub was still accelerating and showed no sign of moving out of the way.  Ten seconds and Mla’son thought he ought to say something.  One second…


The submarine struck and continued onwards, the pilot oblivious to what had happened.  He was not the only one.  Mla’da also had no idea what had happened, but this was for a very different reason.  He was dead.  The sub-shaped hole through the centre of his body was the first clue to that.  The second clue…well, is a second really that necessary?


Mla’son screamed as his father’s insides became outsides and coloured the water with a reddish hue.  Mla’da’s party hat floated up to the surface of the water where it later became the lining of a seagull’s nest.


“Mla’da…no.”  Mla’son lowered his head unable to look at his father for fear of being sick.  Again.


“My time has come, my son,” Mla’da spluttered, coughing up more blood, it was amazing how much it was possible to cram into one fish.


“I’ve got to go and get some help.”  Mla’son’s eyes darted from side to side, looking for someone who could assist.


“No, stay here with me.”


“You’ll die if I don’t go,” Mla’son protested.


“Nothing can prevent that now.”


“I…  There must be something I can do.”


Mla’da made an attempt to point towards the large expanse where his internal organs should have been.  “Mla’son, listen to me.  I’ve been hit by a bloody submarine.  That submarine has driven straight through me, taking a lot of pretty damn vital stuff with it.  Face it, pally, the chances of my survival are so infinitesimally small they warrant a delta in front of them.”


Mla’son had to admit the guy had a point.


“I’ve always tried to be more than father and mentor to you,” Mla’da continued.  “I have been, and always shall be, your friend.”


A tear rolled down Mla’son’s face.


“I never took the Kobayashi Maru test.  What do you think of my solution?”


“What the hell?”


“Farewell my friend, I go on to a better pl…”


And with that Mla’da died.  For such a great fish it was a bit of a disappointing death dramatically and would have to be altered a little for the history books.  For example removing the word ‘drunk’ and replacing it with ‘battle fever’ and ‘badly driven submarine’ with ‘army of fierce warriors’.  Such changes are made to history over time to try and liven them up; religious books in particular suffer in this way.  ‘Popping down to the offy’ amazingly changed into some kind of water-metamorphosing miracle act in only the space of a few hundred years.  The fist rule of storytelling is to never let the truth get in the way of keeping an audience entertained.  Artistic license is there to be used.

In his submarine Miroler noticed a slight bump, but thought nothing of it and carried on.  He was mind was completely engaged with his new invention.  Design schematics were reproducing in his mind like crazed rabbits in the mating season.  Not having a pen or paper to hand, he’d doodled all over the submarine cockpit using his oil as ink.  He was feeling a little light headed, but began to take more notice of the outside world when the sub warning lights lit up like a Christmas tree from hell.  Mla’son, not being very happy with the demise of his father and mentor, not to mention being very drunk, had decided it was payback time.  He rammed the sub again.


The sub was covered in dents where Mla’son had stuck to the extent that in some places they had been beaten out again.  Mla’son was one of the strongest fish around – of all the fish to seriously piss off; Miroler had chosen the wrong one.


Another hit.  The ship shuddered under the strain.  Water was working hard at punching its way through the hull.


Miroler pressed buttons randomly without success.  He considered engaging in a frantic search of the glove compartment to see if the manual had any ideas.

SECTION 12B: ACTIONS TO TAKE WHEN UNDER ATTACK OF A MUTANT-SIZED FISH

1) Beg for mercy.  2) Run for it.  3) If both of the first two methods have failed then the publisher feels that it is a little too late to start worrying about what to do.  Instead relax, quickly write your last will and testament, and let nature take it’s course.


But no one had ever thought to bother including this section.  And even if they had Miroler certainly didn’t have enough time to look for it.  He was now too busy holding in the front windows and trying to keep an eye on the black petrolly substance gushing from the fuel tanks.


The craft span out of control.  Miroler may have had more success if he’d still got his other hand attached.  But he hadn’t (bloody circle-saber.  This was it; no more time would be wasted on it).  The sub ploughed into a clump of rocks at the bottom of the sea.  There were a few explosions, one of which singed the tip of Mla’son’s tail.  A few rocks were scattered about.


Mla’son watched for a moment, then left to inform his people of the death of a legend.


‘Clang.’


The piece of metal hit the side of the submarine.  There was a quiet scraping sound as a few flakes of paint were removed.  The metal plate floated off again.  Darth Stick’s army lay in pieces below him.  And above him.  And to his sides as well.  Most of the local area contained some sort of wreckage: heads, engines, propellers… 


Everything had been going great for Stick.  He had an army prepared, he had a target and most importantly he had a thirst for annihilation.  That was until he suffered what many would consider to be a minor setback.  On the way to the Gungan city the droid army had encountered a shoal of giant fish.  Not wanting to waste any time whilst they moved, Stick had mistakenly given the order to fire.  This was a move that saw his careful preparation come to nothing.


It had been a short battle – fish, especially the tipsy variety, don’t like their parties to be interrupted.  The droids had not been designed to operate submarines, and certainly not to survive underwater without protection.  To be fair the droids had tried their best under difficult circumstances.  They’d attempted to fire at the fish, to inflict some kind of damage on their foe.  In response, the Aquaticans had surrounded the craft, rammed them and fractured the hulls.  Water had flooded the interior of the subs and the droids ceased to function shortly afterwards.


Stick could only look on as his army was decimated.  Bloody fish.  The rest of the droids on the surface would have gone into battle now so there was no point heading back for new recruits.  All things considered, it was not the best of days.


You may, quite rightly, be wondering how Stick had managed to survive when the rest of the team had perished.  The answer is simple.  A failed Jedi he may have been, but Stick knew that during a battle the best place to be is as far away from the enemy as possibly.  To prevent harm to its occupant, Stick’s craft had been parked a suitably safe distance away from the action at all times.


It had been tough, more than once a random blaster shot almost caught Stick’s engines, but he had made it through alive.  Stick knew the mistakes he’d made; next time he’d use real people in his task force.  More than one person was now realizing how poor droids were at fighting.  The Aquaticans would pay for making him look a fool.  They’d get what was coming to them.  All he needed was a little time to come up with a new plan.

The camera pulled back.  Stick’s sub became smaller and smaller, finally disappearing in the gloomy depths.  The camera hit the surface and burst out of the water.  It turned slightly as it rose, showing a group of sea creatures all dressed in black.  It moved further back, increasing in speed.  It passed over lush green plains, over the smouldering remains of several tanks and robots.  Over a palace, and through a firework display.  Finally it accelerated through the Noobian atmosphere and into the endless void of space…

The sand was everywhere.  Still.  If there’s one constant in the universe, it’s sand.  Sand happened quite a lot in deserts, yet someone had still to explain it to any satisfaction.  The dry atmosphere had been ruled out ages ago, but sand covered hundreds of beaches across the galaxy and no one could (truthfully) say that there was a lack of water there.  Other explanations were not forthcoming.


The sand on this particular planet was causing an even greater nuisance than usual (though it was becoming more regular).  Sand storms were common at this time of year, whipping up the grit and implanting it into the eyes of those people who were stupid enough to go out during this abysmal weather.  One person was having this problem at the moment.  Again.  It didn’t matter what kind of protection you wore, the grains managed to find a crack, a fissure, in the armour in which they could penetrate.  And once they were in, they were in no hurry to leave.  Last time his eyes had stung for weeks, but here he was out in it again.


A ring of dust rose around the small bundle of rags as they were dumped on the doorstep.  A spindly hand rapped lightly on the door, then departed into the black (orange?) of the night, leaving the bundle behind.


An old woman cautiously opened the door and just caught sight of a flash of dark green being enveloped into the storm.  She looked down.  She kicked the bundle lightly and, when it didn’t bite, explode, or seem to seem to cause any other kind of immediate threat, picked up what had been left.  
She unwrapped the ‘package’ and inside the numerous layers of material was a small sleeping infant. His head was pear-shaped and had an unmistakeable yellow tinge to it. 


“Not again,” she breathed.


The woman stared down the street where she had seen the figure, but he was gone and wasn’t going to be back for a while, she hoped - the last present had caused enough trouble.  She shivered and pulled her woolly hat down over her ears; the temperatures dropped far below freezing during the night in these parts.  After a moment of contemplation and seeing no alternative, she carried the child inside into the warmth and closed the door behind her, shutting out the night.


“Ernie meet…*think, think*…Bert.  Bert, Ernie.”
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“So ADP has begun a new trilogy.  Since everyone already knows how it all ends, you have to wonder what the point is.”

“The point, you miserable maggot who’s intent on putting a dampener on everything I do, is to tell the history.  How and why people ended up as they did.”

“You’ve got too much spare time again, haven’t you?”

“No, quite the opposite.  Thermodynamics is calling me, but it’s just too easy to resist it.”

CREW

Written & Directed by Damian Johnson

Cover illustration - Damian Johnson

Promotional material - Damian Johnson

Once again this was a one-man production, with the exception of Rich occasionally asking if I’d finished it yet and Adam suggesting I get the things published.  And then get sued.  Great idea Adam.

“Any new/old faces turning up in Episode II?”

“Some.”

“Details?”

“You’ll just have to wait and see.”

“You don’t know, do you?”

“Not exactly no.”

The Producers would like to thank Dad for carting the computer to and from Birmingham all the time.

Animal Action supervised by Simon; who made sure that only Delia died during the production of this book.  The rest only caught a minor life threatening fungal infection – and died a little later.

George Lucas has no grounds to sue me, so he needn’t bother trying.

Novelisation available from – wait, this is the novelisation.

This book is obviously a work of fiction.  Names, characters, places and incidents are products of the author’s imagination (who wrote them all down by himself).  Any coincidence to actual events or locales or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental (mostly).

Coming definitely: Episodes II and III.  The plots have already been decided upon, I just need Mr. Lucas to hurry up and finish what he’s doing so I can get locations sorted.

MM
