A Different Perspective            .

EPISODE III
                                     Rooster

He stood and stared at the sun as it sank beneath the horizon.  It had begun so innocently, as a way to use up some time in a mildly constructive way.  But it had changed.  Without him noticing this…thing had grown into something he could no longer control.  He wondered what was left for him now; he was no longer needed.  Had he really become so old, so inflexible, that he had outlived his usefulness?


The last rays shone out before the sky was enveloped by the darkness of the night.  It was different from last time.  Last time he had been ready for it – the end had been expected and he had welcomed it.  Things had gone on for too long, it had almost become a chore.  Last time.  But this time was different.  He’d miss it.  Before there had been the possibility for coming back for more one day, but this really was the conclusion.  The end, without hope of parole.


It seemed a shame.  He had only just finished getting the house back into a barely liveable state and here he was again, ready to trash it.  He didn’t know why – it was something he just had to do.  It was time to finish it once and for all and this was the final step.


He slowly smuggled the lighter out of his pocket and ignited it.  By now someone would probably have noticed it was missing, but he would not be stopping round here long enough for them to catch up with him.  The lighter was already beginning to run out of fuel – it was typical of those people to purchase the cheap variety.  It was now or never.

He woke.


He rubbed his head, knowing that a killer migraine would be on the attack soon.  An area of his brain had closed itself off forever and that was really going to hurt.  At the moment he was suffering a happy state of shock, which he would be glad to prolong for as long as possible.


The mental building where all of his work had been produced was now nothing more than a pile of ashes.  He smiled.  The work was complete, what had been needed to say had been said.  He no longer needed that place and it was with only a small amount of nostalgia that he looked back on what had happened over the past two years.  Despite what he felt, he couldn’t prevent a tear from making its way down his face.  He quickly wiped it away before anyone saw and thought him soft.


A head poked round the door.  “Coming to the bar?”


“Yeah, why not.”

The length of two years is relative to what you’re looking at.  To one of those 24-hour fly things, two years is unimaginable.  To the universe, two years is nothing – barely a crumb in the cake of time.  For me a lot has happened over this time.  A lot of changes – mostly for the better, but there are occasions when it might be nice to go back to simpler times, when decent cartoons were being produced and the only worry was whether to play Transformers or Thunder Cats.  But you can never go back.


I can remember two years ago, during sports day, sitting and writing Star Wars: A Different Perspective whilst everyone else was either at home or trying to sneak back there when Mr Hennessey’s back was turned.  Well I’ve finished that story, and four sequels to it as well.  There’s only one thing left to do: the finale.  And remember with the finale, all bets are off.


It’s time to finish what I started.

Damian Johnson
June 1999
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The bleeping of the communications unit startled him, sending him from his usual hunched position in the chair to bolt upright.  He had been typing on the computer for almost the entire day and hadn’t noticed the time slip away.  Until now.  He glanced at the clock on his desk.  It was early evening and night was drawing in fast, cruelly snatching away the light of the day – another thing he hadn’t noticed.


The comm. unit bleeped again.  He leaned over and flicked the switch on the front of the box that sat at the back of his desk.


“Hello.”


“Hello,” a deep voice replied.  It sounded familiar.  It was artificial, metallic almost.


“Who Is This?” he asked, eager to get back to his work.  The video-feed had been disabled; preventing him from seeing who it was he was talking to.


“Miroler, Miroler, Miroler…Don’t you know never to ask ‘who is this’?  You’re just asking for trouble.”


“Then How Do I Find Out Who I’m Talking To?” Miroler asked.  He was searching his neural net trying to place the voice.  He was sure it didn’t belong to anyone he knew, but still there was something about it he couldn’t quite place.


“If it’s someone you want to talk to you shouldn’t have to ask.”


Miroler sat forward in his chair.  “Then Why Should I Talk To You?”


“Because if you don’t I’m going to rip you to pieces.”


Miroler sat stunned for a moment before leaning further forward to switch off the comm. unit.


“Don’t hang up on me.”


After a brief hesitation Miroler hit the switch.  There were some seriously strange people in this galaxy and he didn’t particularly want to spend his time talking to them.  Miroler relaxed and turned his attention back to his work.  His autobiography was going well.  He estimated he was almost three quarters of his way through it.  Only a couple more chapters and he’d be finished. He’d already selected a reputable publisher to send his manuscript to.  It was a small company and they had promised to print only a limited number of copies, but it was a way into the business.  And once inside…


The comm. unit rang out again.


“Hello,” Miroler said, a touch of annoyance to his voice.


“I told you not to hang up on me.”


“Who The Hell Are You?”


“I’m the one asking the questions.  You don’t speak unless I say.  Clear?”


Miroler sat in silence, pondering the best course of action to take.  This person knew who he was, had found out his name, and who knew what else, from somewhere.  For the moment this placed Miroler at the disadvantage.


“Clear?!” the voice yelled.


“Yes,” Miroler said, trying to remain calm.


“Now we’re going to play a little game.  Do you like games?”


“What Type Of Game?”


“You shouldn’t say things like that – you might get an answer.”


“What Type Of Game?” Miroler repeated.  He was cool, he was relaxed, he wasn’t afriad – as long as he kept reminding himself of these facts then he would be okay.  Cool, calm, not afraid.  Cool, calm, not afraid…


“Just answer three simple questions.”


“Why?”


“You ought to stop asking questions.  If you don’t play then I’ll slit Wohells’ throat.”


“She’s Dead.”  The tension was beginning to get to Miroler and this, admittedly interesting twist, wasn’t going to help much.  Whoever this person knew how to get past Miroler’s barriers.


“Really?  You know that for sure?  You’re willing to take that risk?”


He’d seen the grave.  Wohells was dead – Miroler knew that.  He wasn’t going to let this person wind him up.  But then he hadn’t seen the body.  There was always that chance…  Bloody doubt, he could really do without it at the moment.


“What Questions?”


“I’m glad you’ve seen sense.  Question one: name a marine species.”


“Aquatican,” Miroler answered cautiously.


“Correct.  See, it’s not that difficult.  Keep this up and your friend’s head will remain firmly attached to her body.  Question two: name one of these creatures.”


“Mla’son?” Miroler asked, unsure what this was leading to but certain that he wasn’t going to like it.


“Good, very good.  Now for the final question: who turned his true love into a filthy human?”


“I…I Don’t Know.”


“Incorrect!” the voice shouted.  “You do know and that’s a mistake you’re going to regret!”


Miroler lunged for the ‘off’ switch.  What had he been thinking?  Wohells was dead and there was no coming back.  There was a noise outside the window.  He had lived in this building in an isolated area of the planet Alderaan ever since leaving Naboo.  Another noise, closer this time.  Miroler hurried over to check the lock on the window, finding it non-existent as usual – he really should have found time to go and get one.  He stared outside.  He could see nothing except his reflection in the glass staring back at him.


The comm. unit bleeped again.  Miroler knew that he shouldn’t answer it, knew that he ought to go and find the blaster he knew was in the next room, but the urge was too great.  He was fighting against anti-common sense rules that had been imbedded into the fabric of the universe.


“Yes!  What Do You Want?”


“I told you not to hang up.”


Miroler turned as the window behind him crashed inwards.  A shower of glass swept over him, engulfing him in its razor-sharp clutches.  Miroler fell to the floor under the weight of what had broken through. 


“What The?”  Miroler put his hand to his head, removing it to find it thickly coated in oil.  He looked down at what had hit him, then screamed a girly high-pitch squeal.  Wohells’ dead and decaying body lay on top of him.  She was riddled with maggots, which were systematically munching their way through her corpse.  Her eyes had gone, leaving deep holes in her rotten face and yellow bone poked through the tattered skin.  The stench was overwhelming.


Miroler struggled to get out from under her.  He crawled into what he hoped was the safety of the corner of the room.  In the doorway he saw a silhouette – a large, dark, foreboding figure filling the entry.  The shape reminded him of a chicken or some other form of poultry.  Upon closer inspection the assailant was clearly humanoid, encased in a long black robe.  The fowl-impression was given by the mask worn to hide his facial features.  The attacker put his hand to his waist and unleashed a large hunting knife from its scabbard.  He advanced forward.


Miroler scanned the room for a weapon, finding nothing.  He was facing a battle on two fronts, one against the man with the large pointy metal object and the other with his own fear.


The attacker lunged forward, knife poised in classic slasher position.  Miroler rolled out of the way, but the knife still caught and slit one of the cables in his leg.  Chicken-man hit his head on the wall giving Miroler much needed seconds to hobble away.  Trust him to be trapped in the one tidy room in the house.  In any of the others there would have been hundreds of heavy blunt instruments to defend himself with, but not here.


He hobbled into the corridor and forward to what he hoped was the door – the cut on his head was losing Miroler a lot of oil and his vision was almost as blurred as the reception on his portable TV.


Chicken-man appeared in front of him blocking the exit, knife at the ready.  Miroler turned for the back door and, despite his injuries, managed to break into a run – self-preservation was a remarkable motivator.  Chicken-man chased after him, swishing the knife in the hope of reaching Miroler’s back.  The power cell was dangerously exposed and one well-placed stab would render Miroler inoperable.


The rear door was constructed of mostly glass and, unfortunately for Miroler, was locked.  Chicken-man was approaching fast, having overcome momentary troubles with his robe.  There was no alternative – Miroler leapt through the glass, sending shards flying.


Chicken-man reached the door and looked out.  Miroler had vanished.  He stepped through and peered into the wildness.  The gnome flew downwards and struck Chicken-man firmly on the head.  On his way to the ground, Chicken-man thrust his knife into Miroler’s chest.  Miroler dropped the gnome and clutched at the wound.  Chicken-man drew himself up and pulled the knife out, replacing it in the side of Miroler’s neck.  He collapsed onto the floor.  Chicken-man shook his head to clear to clear it of the gnome-blow and went to collect his knife again to finish off his prey.  In a blur Miroler had snatched up a large fragment of the broken glass and drawn it across Chicken-man’s throat, causing a stream of bright red blood to ooze out.  The man fell backwards onto the edge of the doorframe – the one with the sharp remains of glass sticking out of it.  The glass easily punctured through his body.  Blood erupted from around the points spiking his chest, spilling onto the black cape.  Chicken-man coughed, producing more blood and coating his mouth and teeth.  He hand reached towards Miroler before the last shreds of life were removed from him.


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The vessel violently shook.  It was tossed from side to side as the barrage of weapons fire struck.


In his quarters, Chir cowered under his bed.  This wasn’t the bravest thing he’d ever done, but sod brave, Chir wanted safe.  It was supposed to have been a simple, safe, mission cataloguing gaseous anomalies.  All had been going well, the mission was almost complete.  In a couple of month’s time he would be back home again.  He would be able to have access to private toilet facilities, be able to turn his music to whatever volume he liked and, most importantly of all, he would have beer again.  Then this happened.  They’d discovered an armada of ships waiting just outside regularly used shipping lanes in unknown space.  The crew of the Excalibur were content to leave them alone, but suddenly the ships had started firing.  This was not good, not good at all.


The ship jerked and Chir was thrown across the room, driving his head into the wall.


“What the?”


The door slid open and one of the cleaning crew Chir knew to be called Hazel, entered.


“We’re evacuating,” she said as though nothing was casually as one would ask about the weather.


Another lurch as more shots rained down on the vessel.


“Let me just empty your bin,” Hazel said, oblivious to the exploding panels.  She upturned the waste paper basket next to the door, the contents falling into a large bin bag.


Hazel wandered off leaving Chir to puzzle over what was happening.  He stuck his head out into the corridor to see a flood of panicking bodies running past.  A hand grabbed his wrist and Chir was dragged into the chaos.


“Come on,” his assailant urged.  In all the commotion Chir couldn’t focus on who it was that was leading him through the throng.  Whoever it was was an expert, effortlessly weaving in and out of people.  Someone was obviously a Saturday afternoon shopper.


Chir hoped he was going in the general direction of somewhere out of harm's way, or, if this person was female, the nearest empty room.  The bar storage area would be ideal.


It wasn’t the bar where Chir was going, but something that at the moment was equally appealing.  The large pink neon sign indicated the location of the escape pods.


“Who are they?” he asked.


His question was ignored.  Either no one heard, no one knew, or no one could be arsed answering.


“What do they want?!” he yelled down the corridor.


A panel exploded next to him, sending out a fine spray of sparks and singeing the hair on the left side of his face.  The mysterious guide was lost in the confusion as another panel erupted.  


“Bugger!”

The four giant triangular-shaped ships positioned themselves for a final assault.  No one was supposed to be in this area of space, the ships were meant to remain hidden for a while yet.  No doubt there would be serious repercussions for opening fire, plans would have to be accelerated, but this craft couldn’t be allowed to reveal their position.  A battle was the lesser of the two evils.


More shots rained down on the science vessel.  The hull groaned under the strain.  Two escape pods were launched, but quickly destroyed by the small one-man fighter craft flowing from the belly of the bigger ships.


The Excalibur creaked, and then gave in to the external forces.  She split in half like a banana skin, but without the pleasant fruity insides.
*

“Move!  Get out of the way!”


The trolley burst through the doors and into Alderaan’s, the Republic’s second planet, main hospital.  Desperately trying to grip the sides of the bed was Hsaw and attached bump.


“Move, move, move!”


People dived out of the way as the trolley, its occupant, and the five pushing doctors thrust their way down the corridor.  One small Malistairan child was grabbed by her mother nanoseconds before being crushed under the wheels.


“Get her into room four!”


The crowd rounded a corner and the doctors briefly lost control, the trolley sliding into equipment storage shelves.  Arms grabbed at Hsaw, pulling her to safety as she disappeared onto the floor.


The bed slid into place in an operating room.  Clamps emerged from the floor and locked onto the wheels, preventing it escaping.


“Scalpel!”


Nurses hurried to and fro giving out equipment as senior staff yelled for it.  A group of staff with nothing better to do switched on machinery, creating nauseating sounds to provide the correct atmosphere.  One particularly small man sat in a corner and sprayed blood onto the doctors, no doubt to make it look to unknowing observers like they were earning their money.


“No, no!  Put that back!  That’s not supposed to—”


The scalpel was already halfway through the artery when the medical student realised the mistake he’d made.  Blood, the real stuff this time, gushed out of the incision.


“Get out of the way!” one of the other doctors yelled, violently pushing the student from the table.


“I was—” the student tried to explain.


“Go!”


The student backed away from the crowding staff.


“Out!”


The doors slid closed behind him.  He pulled off his gloves and dumped them on the floor.


“A—” one of the reception staff began to call his name, but the student had stormed out of the building.


The bleeding Hsaw clung onto life like an oddly shaped leech.  But the leech was almost full and pretty soon would fall off.  The artery was a fairly major one and at rush hour carried millions of blood cells to their homes.  Most of these cells were now desperately wishing that their taken the scenic route.


“We need to find something to stop this bleeding!” the doctor who had taken charge after the mishap yelled.  Her long hair was tied back with a piece of string and with all the commotion it was beginning to break lose.  She desperately tried to see round the thick curtain of hair that had fallen forward and blocked her view.


The blood-spraying guy switched off the pump and ran out of the room.  After a rummage in his locker, he came back and handed what he had found to the doctor.  Without looking, something she would learn never to do again, she took the object and attached it to the artery.  The staff that had seen what the doctor had done slowly counted the time until…


“What!  Where the hell did that come from?!”


The proud smile disappeared from the face of the owner of the optic.  He began to whistle and look around the room in that ‘I didn’t do anything’ way that is used by everyone at some point in their lives.


“We don’t want to measure out shots from this woman’s bloodstream!  We’re not vampires, we don’t commemorate the end of a successful operation with a celebratory glass of type A!”


The owner of the optic came to the conclusion that it would be greatly beneficial to his long-term health if he weren’t in the room for the next few minutes.  He ran.  The doctor gave chase.


Sirens wailed to signify another emergency coming into the hospital.  The other doctors left, leaving a couple of nurses to figure a way of removing the optic from Hsaw without causing more damage.  The general consensus was that, all things considered, it would be easier to leave it where it was.


Hsaw awakened later in a ward to find a peculiar lump in her side.  And the larger abdominal lump still present.


“Where the hell is my baby!”


Cue lots of running around and shipping Hsaw back into theatre for the caesarean she had come in for.

Kniy was enjoying a pleasant picnic in the park.  It wasn’t often he came out here in public, but when he did he liked to make an occasion of it.  He had prepared hundreds of sandwiches, using enough bread to keep an average family of four alive for months.  Three bottles of champagne were being chilled, next to the five tubs of ice cream.  More food was in the landspeeder waiting to be unpacked.


It had the potential to be the perfect day.  Only one thing was missing: people.  Kniy’s problem was that he wasn’t too lucky in the friends department.  No one had ever really given him a chance, not being bothered to talk to him.  It was a sad story.


He unwrapped another pack of sandwiches and set them on a plate.  He withdrew a bottle of champagne from the cooler.  Unable to find a corkscrew amongst the food Kniy went over to the landspeeder, finding the utensil in hiding in the back.  He turned and went back to the picnic.


It wasn’t the same picnic that he had left.  It was a disaster area.  The food had been trampled to nothing, the carefully prepared fairy cakes devolved to crumbs.


Kniy fell to his knees.  “What happened?” he whispered.


He turned at the sound.  A flock of birds were sprinting away from the scene.  Under other circumstances, Kniy would have been impressed at the speed the things managed to achieve, but at the moment he was a little too annoyed to notice.  Kniy leapt to his feet and began to pursue, but the fowl had too great a head start.  Instead Kniy stood and gave menacing looks.

A serious accident had taken place and someone had to take the blame.  There was currently a woman three floors below with an optic in her side.  Sure it would be a lot easier for her to donate blood, but that wasn’t the point.


With no money available to purchase a hammer, Dr. Onamor struck the desk with his fist in an effort to quieten the assembled thong of medics.  He was famous for his impatience and quick temper.  He stuck to the rules like two dancers in a nightclub getting to know the more intimate details of each other’s anatomy, but, as is common for those in positions of power, Onamor was not slow to smash those same rules into a bloody pulp when it served his purpose.  He watched those gathered.  He had already decided who would take the fall for the latest mishap to occur, but the unions demanded a hearing, so a hearing had to be held.


“You…yes you,” Onamor pointed into the crowd.  “Gather your things.  You’re fired.”


Onamor attempted to point at the supervisor of the student who had mistakenly severed the artery in the first place, but at that moment, in a million-to-one chance, a bird flew through the open window.  Startled, Onamor turned to see the bird flying directly towards his head.  At the time he yelled ‘fired’ Onamor’s finger was no longer pointing at the supervisor, the one responsible for ensuring the student was doing everything correctly, but at the student himself.


“Who, me?” the student asked.


Once he had made a decision, Onamor made it a policy to never change it.  The student would now have to find a different career for himself.  “That’s right you,” Onamor struggled to read the name on the badge, “Albert.  I want you out of the building within the hour.”


Albert stood up.  Five years in medical school for nothing.  Five years of staying in on a Saturday night revising for nothing.  Five long years pretending he enjoyed hanging out in the med school bar all for nothing.


The bird that had interrupted the proceedings made another pass.  It dive-bombed the medics, depositing foul-smelling material on a number of newly-washed white coats.  Albert ran for cover, swearing and demanding revenge.

Onamor arrived home late that night.  It had been a long and tiring day, with the hearing and everything.  The hospital had been packed with patients, and it seemed that he had spent all day in theatre performing thousands of minor operations.  What he would do for a good major accident to send in some more interesting cases.  He hadn’t become a doctor to remove hairballs from Wookies, he wanted blood flying chaotically round the room.  He wanted the buzz of seeing mangled bodies being returned to people-shape again.  But more than anything, he wanted a decent wage.


A salary increase wasn’t going to be happening soon.  Onamor could try another medical facility, possibly off-planet, but he doubted things would be any different there.  Things had become so tight lately that he’d had to investigate other avenues to bring in some money.


He dove into his trouser pocket and produced the house key.  Onamor couldn’t even afford to invest in a more sophisticated security system, but then since he had nothing to steal, there wasn’t really any point.


The collections of files and papers tucked under his other arm began to slip and Onamor had the split second decision about whether to keep a grasp on his bunch of keys or the papers it would take hours to put back in order.


In retrospect he made the wrong choice.  The files fell from his grasp and sent a million pieces of paper into the air.  Onamor put the key in the lock and turned, placing the one document he had managed to keep hold of inside.  The others were mostly at his feet, but a few had begun the journey down the path to the wilderness that surrounded Onamor’s isolated home.  Onamor liked living away from everyone else.  There were problems because of this such as power and heating, but the generator in the back solved these most of the time.


The last file was stuck in the hedge by the gate.  Onamor bent down to reach it.  He rose again and looked out into the forest.  He opened the gate and wandered a little way into the forest.  There was something out there, he was sure of it.  Onamor had lived here for years, had learned to know every inch of the area.


Unlike many, Onamor had some sense.  Walking about in the forest at night was asking for something, something bad usually, to happen.  He went inside the house and came back with a torch.  The beam showed up the anomaly immediately.  Something out there was reflecting the beam from the torch.


Onamor lifted his foot out of a thick black puddle.  It stuck to his shoes and Onamor desperately tried to wipe it off on the grass – new shoes were a luxury he couldn’t afford.  With the worst cleared, he advanced further into the forest.


Partially hidden by a scraggly bush lay a body.  It was a droid, a badly damaged one.  It was covered in mud, scratched and dented more times than was countable without multiple abaci.  Onamor rolled it over with his foot and discovered the origin of the puddle.  Oil, once probably gushing, was now dripping out of a large gaping hole in its back.  Onamor shone the torch inside the fuel tank.  It was virtually empty.


Preferring blood to mud on his hands, Onamor withdrew a handkerchief from his pocket and with it wiped away some of the mess from around the droid’s control box.  To his surprise he uncovered a light, blinking away dimly.  It was still functioning.  Onamor was a surgeon, and no matter the impression he liked to give, he was dedicated to saving a life, or whatever it was that robots had.


Back inside his house Onamor gathered some tools.  It was his first operation on a droid and wasn’t entirely certain how to proceed.  Moving the patient was not going to be possible, the droid was liable to fall apart if he tried that.  Operating in the forest was not ideal, but he had no choice.


The operation lasted until the early hours.  The rain halfway through hadn’t helped matters, Onamor had had no choice but to drag the robot under cover – it was either that or face electrocution.  There had been many times when Onamor had wanted to give up.  The droid had been barely functional.  Only the tiny flickering light on the power cell kept him going.  Until that disappeared, Onamor was determined to stay and help.  Unfortunately for those among us who like the dramatic, there was no need to yell ‘clear’ and run large voltages of electricity through the droid’s body.


Onamor had left the droid for an hour to recuperate before dragging him into the garage.  Impatient as ever, Onamor had turned him on as soon as he was inside.


Miroler slowly opened his eyes.  He felt terrible, but since this was a vast improvement on how he’d been feeling lately, he didn’t mind too much.  His vision was blurry, as though his eye sensors weren’t connected properly.  He attempted to stand, but found he couldn’t.


“Don’t move.  It took me ages to weld those new wires in your legs and I don’t want them breaking free now.”  There was smile from the doctor, but at the same time Miroler wasn’t sure if it was meant to be a joke.


“Where Am I?”


“How about a ‘thank you’?” said Onamor.  “I did just repair you.”  The grin had gone, confusing Miroler even more.


“Thank You?”


“Better.  But you could say it like you mean it.”


Miroler was sure it was a dig at him – a remark that was over in a second, but one that was meant to let you know exactly who was in charge.  “I…Sorry, What Did You Say Your Name Was?” he said.


“I didn’t.  My name is Onamor.  I found you inactive out in the forest.  I repaired you…mostly, and now you’re here in my garage.”


The man seemed to be unstable – no, not unstable.  Onamor was completely sound of mind - it was something else, something elusive.  Miroler couldn’t quite figure out what it…Irritating.  That was it.  This man was used to ordering other people around, he got his own way and damn everyone else.  This had lead to a less than pleasant personality.  The superior, smug attitude – Miroler wondered how long he could put up with it.


Miroler peered up at Onamor.  Despite the difficulties he knew he would have to endure, Miroler needed this person.  He was a brilliant doctor, had transferred his surgical skills almost flawlessly to Miroler’s mechanic systems.  For whatever reason, Onamor had taken Miroler into his home and perhaps he would help him further.  Mla’son was back and wanted him dead.  Despite all the precautions, he had managed to track Miroler down somehow.  He wasn’t safe anywhere anymore.  He needed someone to trust.  Could it be that Onamor was the man to fill that role?

Much later, back in the recovery room, Hsaw was with the doctor who had implanted the optic and who was now desperately trying to convince her not to sue.  Hsaw however was more interested in her new child.


“So you say it’s a..?”


“A boy,” said the doctor.  She was leaning over the baby and tickling his chin.  “He’s cute, isn’t he?”


“A what?” said Hsaw who was having difficulty with a few things.


“Boy,” said the doctor.  The baby moved in a blur and before she could recoil the baby had clamped his teeth onto her forefinger.  She cringed, not willing to let herself be bested by an infant.


“What?” 


The doctor began to shake as the baby’s teeth dug deeper into her flesh.  “Your baby is male,” she said.


“Male? I don’t understand.”


The pain wasn’t putting the usually calm doctor in the best of moods.  “Look,” the doctor scooped up the baby with her free hand and shoved him into Hsaw’s face. “Baby boy?”


“Where?”


“MKniy, you’re beginning to try my patience.  I come in here offering you considerable compensation for the…accident that befell you earlier to find that you’re having trouble with the fact that your son, like half of the population, is male!  Instead the baby has permanently attached himself to my bloody finger!”


Hsaw let a moment pass.  “Are you sure there’s something in that bed?”


“Arrrggggghhhhh!”  the screams echoed round the hospital.  It was a dual-cry, combining the best of the pain in her finger and the frustration of trying to get this crazy woman to recognise her son.


“Is that a no?”
Miroler sat and considered his position.  Through some covert means Mla’son had found out what Miroler had done to his ex.  This was not a good position to be in.  It appeared using the old ‘blame someone else’ routine wasn’t going to work this time.  Well how could he have known?  What were the odds of the person Miroler tested his transmogrifier on being Mla’son’s wonder woman?


The floor where he sat was cold and damp; Miroler would have to complain to the owners of the cellar he was ‘borrowing’ for the time being.  He planned on staying here for as long as it took for him to find a way back to Tatooine.  This planet was the one place in the galaxy where he would be in complete safety.  The atmosphere was too hot and dry for Mla’son or any of his hired assassins from Naboo to follow.  True there were plenty of thugs on Tatooine which Mla’son could get into contact with, but those who hung out on the desert planet were usually not interested unless the price was so high that it would be out of Mla’son’s league.


But all that was for the future.  Currently he would have to try and make himself comfortable here in this cellar.  Some light would have been nice, or some furniture to sit on.  The cellar was completely empty, never used by the owner.  He thought back to the night he had come here.  Dr. Onamor had been very kind in helping Miroler.  Most people would have left him there to rust, but Onamor had taken it upon himself to save him.  After a couple of days in the garage and explaining in some detail the peril he was in, Miroler had been upgraded to the luxuries of the cellar.  Whilst the doctor was at work, Miroler hid there, thus avoiding the problem if someone came to the door.


It would be another four hours, seventeen minutes before the doctor returned from work.  Trying to fill the time locked in this prison was a nightmare.  And it was a prison; the door was locked to prevent anyone getting in, leaving Miroler unable to do anything except sit and contemplate over and over all the things that had led to him being here.  It was almost as though the universe knew of his past crimes and decided that a life sentence was a suitable punishment.  He’d lied.  He’d cheated.  He’d bribed men to cover the crimes of other men – well, not at the moment, but it couldn’t be long before he did.  He was an accessory to murder – hell, he was a murderer.  But the worst thing was, he thought he could live with it.  He would learn to live with it.  Mla’son was insane, of that Miroler had no doubt.  He’d lost his father under tragic circumstances, but this time he’d gone too far.  Hiring an assassin to eliminate him for a minor mistake was taking things too far.  Miroler had always thought that every man had a line that he would never cross, no matter the circumstances.  Mla’son had proved this wrong, any limits Mla’son once had were long forgotten.

“You heard me: a job.  This is a job agency, isn’t it?  Or have I just walked into the wrong building?”  It wouldn’t be the first time but he wasn’t going to admit that right now.  “So?  Do you have any jobs?”


The attendant sat back in his chair.  He’d encountered people like these two people before.  They might have intimidated an inexperienced person, but Jim was a seasoned professional, his skills honed after years of service.  He had been working for the same company, sitting in the same office on Naboo for longer than he could remember.  It had reached the stage where he performed everything on autopilot without thinking.


“Welll…” Jim was a master of the art of speaking-slowly-in-order-to-really-piss-everyone-off.  It was more difficult than it looked, it was all too easy to break into a normal speed of speech and shatter the whole impression.  “Youu haave tooo…” The clients waited for him to continue.  “Understand,” Jim finished.


“Understand what?”


“Youu doon’t…”


“Yes?”


“Have any…”


“This is getting ridiculous.”


“Anyy…What’s it called?”


“Somebody shoot me now.”


“Exxperience.”


In the interests of keeping this novel to a sensible length and possible retain the audience; the following has been speeded up.


“Experience?  We’ve got loads of experience!”


“Such as what?  You’ve never been employed, never had any formal education.  Just what kind of job do you think you are suited for?”


“I don’t know, that’s what you’re for.”


“There must be something,” for the first time the other, chubbier one spoke.


“Okay, I’ll look.”


Jim tapped at his computer, bringing up file after file.  Nothing suited them – most because of their inexperience, others because of their freakish appearance.  After much searching and cross-referencing Jim managed to find one vacancy.


“Road sweep?  What kind of job is that?”


“It’s a very respectable profession.”


“If you say so.”


“The only snag is that there is only one job available.  You’ll have to share it and split the wages.”


The quieter one raised a hand; the way children are conditioned to at school and without serious concentration can become a lifelong habit.  “Excuse me,” he said, then as if realising it was a required action stroked his pathetic excuse for a beard.  “But is it useful?”


“I guess,” said Jim.  “It keeps the place tidy, which is always nice.”


This seemed to satisfy them both.  Contracts were signed, the new employees being slightly annoyed with themselves for not reading them first when it turned out that the job agency would be getting rather a large percentage of their pay.  Brushes and bin bags were handed out, and the two men were shoved out onto the streets of Naboo.


Jim congratulated himself on another successful day.  Getting people for that cleaning job had been an aim of his for months.  Today was his lucky day, two gullible people turning up at the same time – perfect.


Pain.


Completely unexpectedly Jim felt a stabbing pain in his foot.  On impulse his leg jerked upwards, smashing his knee into the desk.  He howled in pain, even more so when the same thing happened with his other leg.


“What the...?” Clients gone, Jim returned his speech to normal speed.  His first foot was now back on the floor.  The stabbing action occurred again and Jim fell to the floor clutching his legs.


“You!” The bird cocked its head to one side and peered at him from under the desk.  “How did you get in here?”


The bird, deciding it had had enough excitement for one day, made for the door.


“You get back here!” Jim bellowed.  “Come here and let me tear those feathers from your body!”


Bursting into flight, the bird vanished through the doorway. 

“Onamor?  Is That You?”


The lock on the cellar door rattled again in typical horror film fashion.  It was the typr of rattle which had audiences gripping their partners for the shock that was about to occur.


“Onamor?”  Miroler walked up the wooden stairs to the door.  “Hello?”  He heard some muffled groans behind from behind the door, before a key was heard moving in the lock.  Miroler relaxed - only nice people could possibly have access to a key.


The door opened.  There was no one there.  Miroler stepped out into the light.  He moved further forward, still seeing no one.


The cellar door slammed shut.  Miroler spun round.  Still no one.


“Hello?”


A noise.  Miroler turned back to face back down the hall.  The front door was wide open and a cool evening breeze was blowing in – it was probably this responsible for the cellar door slamming.  He walked towards it, casually surveying each room as he passed.  Nothing, endless nothing.  Miroler felt as though he were being played with, as though someone was dragging things out to build up the tension.  He suspected the suspense would reach a maximum any second…


The attack came from nowhere.  It seems intelligent people can also discover where keys are kept.  As Miroler turned back he was greeted with a blue ball flying towards him – a Gungan special.  The ball struck, transforming into bright blue lightning.  It washed over Miroler’s body, spreading through his circuits, slowly paralysing him.  He fell to his knees, the energy-dampener draining his power.  Miroler lay on the floor, unable to move.  He stared upwards as the figure strode over him.  Chicken-man.


“You’re Dead,” said Miroler.


“Not quite.”  It was the same deep voice Miroler had heard a month ago when he had been attacked in his home.  Chicken-man pulled off the mask.


“You!” exclaimed Miroler.


“Who else?”  Onamor dropped the chicken-mask on the floor and removed the microphone positioned in front of his mouth.  “Come now Miroler, you think Mla’son would give up that easily?”


“I Don’t Understand…”


“That’s always your problem, isn’t it?  You don’t understand.  More than one person sent after you perhaps?  Maybe after the first failed another was called?  Getting hold of the costume and the battle droid speaker unit was simple enough.”


“Why?”


“Is this the part where I’m supposed to reveal my motives?  The part where I tell you everything only to regret it when I’m defeated later?  If those are the rules then so be it.  My motivation was quite simple: nothing more than money.  I don’t have any, the hospital doesn’t have any, and Mla’son was willing to hand out a substantial amount for turning in the droid living in my cellar.”


“You Sold Me Out For Money?”


“Yes, look I think I made it pretty clear.  The hospital needs money.  The reserves are low, nonexistent even.  With the Republic as unstable as it is lately all funding has stopped.  I can’t afford to pay the staff, buy new equipment, nothing.  I see the loss of one droid’s ‘life’ as insignificant for what will be gained in return.”


“So Where Did You Get Hold Of The Gungan Energy Dampening Spheres?”


“When – is all this explanation really necessary?  Can’t you just accept that I got one, threw it at you and now you’re my prisoner?”


“I Guess Not,” said Miroler, disappointed as he was trying to keep Onamor talking long enough to regain his strength.  It wasn’t going to work, energy dampeners lasted an infinite length of time.  The only way to recover was to be recharged and this wasn’t on Onamor’s list of priorities.  Miroler had no option but to wait and see what fate had in store for him.

“This cannot go on.  They’re pushed us too far, for too long.  They’re making us look like fools.  We no longer have control of our lives.  We must make a stand.  Here, now.  We have to resist.  Resist today, resist tomorrow, resist until every one of the creatures is either dead or dying.”


The group, consisting of almost fifty people, had squeezed themselves into a tiny one-bedroom flat in one of the slightly better off downtown areas of Alderaan’s capital.  It was the area of the city where theft was rampant but the burglars were considerate enough not to make too much of a mess when they turned out drawers.  Solitary walkers had guns pointed at them, but the attacker didn’t shoot as long as you handed over all valuables.


It had been quite a task fitting everyone in the flat.  A lucrative trade was going on for the few chairs available – many of the richer attendees only had to share with three people.  This was not the place to be if you minded being compressed against members of the opposite sex.


Whose home this was no one knew.  Someone had called the meeting; though it was highly likely he had been crushed and been replaced by someone else by now.


“What are you suggesting?” someone yelled above the dim of complaining voices.


“My friends, what I am suggesting is that we take what is rightfully ours.  We take it now, whilst we still have the chance.”


“What?  What do we take?”


“Revenge.  Revenge!” There were cheers to this.  The speech-giver was encouraged and repeated the word a couple more times for effect.  “I say we kill every one of the little buggers.  I say we wipe out the entire species, rid ourselves of the nuisance once and for all.  I have enough weapons ready for us to being immediately, strike now when they least expect it.”


“Are you sure this is the right thing to do?  Surely we must—”


“There is no other way, non-believer.  The chickens, the turkeys, the hens, the roosters…all of them, the entire population, will die!”
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Once when he was very young Gruber had received a vision from the gods.  It consisted of one word: resist.  He had wondered about what this message meant his entire of his life.  Resist what?  It was vague and ambiguous.  The most worrying aspect for Gruber was that at the time he’d had no religious beliefs.  He was of the opinion that all religious people should be drowned at birth, their head coated in caramel and roasted in a furnace to be later eaten by wild dogs as a human toffee apple.  Whilst this belief could also be interpreted as religious, it wouldn’t have been wise to point this out to him.


This was until he found the Hen.  She lived in the Great Farmhouse In The Sky with all the poultry who had served good lives.  The Hen had been responsible for the creation of all life.  From Her mystic eggs all the creatures of the universe had hatched.  She cared for all her children equally, except for the poultry, which were vastly superior.  These individuals had been blessed by the Hen and would forever bear her image.  The followers of the Hen were small in number among the humanoid population – in truth Gruber had yet to meet another believer – but soon the Hen would come down from the Great Farmhouse In The Sky and lead all her followers to paradise.


In his small thatch cottage Gruber busily cleaned his ceramic statue of the Hen and prayed she would come soon.  She was needed more than ever at the moment.  The galaxy was not what it once was, worlds once living in peaceful cooperation with each other, were now finding any excuse to have an argument.


As Gruber became engrossed in his thoughts of intergalactic politics, he paid less attention to the pressure he was applying to the statue.  The left wing came away in his hand, fell from his grasp and shattered on the wooden floorboards.


Gruber fell after it, smashing his chin on the floor alongside the ceramic fragments.  His jaw dislocated on impact, his top teeth spraying out from his mouth as the bottom teeth slammed into them.  The vibrations ran up his face, fracturing his skull and causing a headache that would be setting up home for several days.


Blood trickled from Gruber’s mouth and splashed down onto the pieces of the Hen.  This was a sign for certain, and the probability was that it wasn’t for something good.  Someone had to do something, stop the horrors that were destined to occur.  Gruber would not fail the Hen in this time of crisis.


He searched the floor on hands and knees for his missing teeth, then Gruber left to visit the dentist and undergo a little reconstructive surgery.

The lander emerged from the underbelly of the large orbiting transport ship.  It sank towards the atmosphere, striking it and continuing through.


It was another thundery night.  The wind howled and tossed the lander as it flew through the clouds towards the surface.  Though nature was strong, its efforts were futile against the power of the lander’s engines.  It stopped, hovering above the sea.  A hatch opened and a large cage dropped out.  As it hit the water air bags inflated and the cage floated on the water.  The winds were gentler this close to the ground; the enclosure was rocked gently, but nothing more.


Mla’son’s head grew out of the sea to greet his present.  Miroler peered out through the bars.


“So, we meet again Miroler, and for the last time.”  With no response from Miroler, Mla’son continued.  “It has been a long time since we last met.  I thought you perished in the destruction of my laboratory.  I thought I would never get the chance to enact my revenge for what you did…”


“Now About That,” Miroler interrupted, “You See That Wasn’t Exactly My Fault.  If She’d Explained To Me Exactly Who She Was Then…”


“Silence!”


The roar shocked Miroler to silence and he shrank back into the cage.


“You don’t seem to understand what you have done.  Ceber’ca was the One, the only person to ever understand me.”


“Yeah, But…” Miroler stopped when commonsense kicked in.  Mla’son wasn’t going to take to kindly to being reminded that Ceber’ca hadn’t exactly been his number one fan for the majority of his life.  Instead he sat down and braced himself for the lecture he knew was to follow.


“We were happy, her and I.  Those times together were the happiest of my life, ever since…” Mla’son paused before continuing.  “Mla’da passed away.  She made me complete, whole again.  Until you ruined everything.  I allowed you, very generously in my opinion, to proceed with your experiments.  But I did not expect you to begin conducting those experiments on her!  You destroyed my life!”


“Now Wait A Minute…”


“You are the cause of everything that has gone wrong.  If I had never met you then who knows what I would have been able to accomplish.”


“Hang On There…”


“You!  It’s your entire fault!  All of—”


“HEY!”  Miroler grabbed the bars of the cage in an effort too free himself.  Unfortunately Mla’son had had the foresight to electrify them.  “BUGGER!”  He flew back from the bars and slammed against the rear of the cell.


Miroler’s squeals of pain brought Mla’son out of his depression session.  He swam to the bars of the cage.  “From now on you will enjoy no benefit of rank, no benefit of name.  From now on you will be referred to only as droid.  You live, droid, only because I choose it.  I have need of you now, but know this; once I am through with you, you will…die.”

He had been waiting in the bushes all day for them to go away.  Kniy had thought he’d been lucky when he’d been assigned this mission, but over the past five hours he’d come to understand that things are never as simple as they may seem.  He’d also learnt that it’s always best to visit the lavatory before going out, or face problems later when one is not as easily accessible.


Quite why he had been ordered to wait until no one was around before putting up the posters was a mystery.  Kniy couldn’t understand the reason for not letting anyone see him pin up the things.  Quite a long list was forming of the things Kniy couldn’t understand: why the secret society was secret when they were working for the advancement of all mankind; why his security access codes had been deactivated after that accident with the blaster; how retailers got away with charging so much for computer software…


Kniy rummaged in his pocket and produced a box of plasters.  After a minute of ‘fun’ trying to remove the backing, he stuck it in place on his elbow.  He swore at the thorns that had turned him into a human pincushion and crawled into the open.


Once sure the area was clear Kniy stuck his arm back into the bush and pulled out a battered old bag.  The posters had been expensive to produce – high gloss, full colour prints didn’t come cheap – and Kniy hoped it would be worth the cost.  He struggled with the tape but finally managed to unite poster with tree without the need for his fingers to chaperone.


Soon the town square had been covered with promotional material.  The word ‘excessive’ would not be out of place.  Kniy stood back to admire his handiwork.  The only thing to do now was wait and see what the response would be like.


The following morning Bert and Ernie were up early.  Street cleaners usually are.  They get up before dawn and tidy the streets whilst normal folk are fast asleep in their beds.  They make a community proud of their village, are the sole force behind winning the Best Kept Village competition each year.


Are they hell.  As anyone who has met one of these peculiar creatures will tell you, road sweeps do none of the above.  They are paid to clear the pavement, not the road.  This of course means that all litter is pushed from pavement to road, depriving the poor waste of its destiny in the rubbish bag.  And talking of bin bags, as soon as the supply runs out the road sweep stops work immediately, excusing his actions by saying that without new bags he cannot work.  But does he ask the local authorities for more?  No, he does not.  Road sweeps will boast that they go out in all weathers and on public holidays, which is true but only so that old women will take pity on them and, not understanding decimalisation too well, give them huge tips.  In summary, road sweeps cannot be trusted.


Bert ran his brush along the curb, at such an angle that all material encountered was encouraged to live in the gutter.  He was worn out.  He found getting up at this time almost as difficult as a student does.  A giant yawn gripped him – at the right angle it was almost possible to see into his stomach.


“Come on,” persuaded Ernie.  “We’ve nearly finished.”


Bert’s mouth slammed shut with a force similar to that produced by a stampeding bull.  He wiped away the drool from his beard with the back of his hand.  Well, ‘beard’ might not be entirely appropriate.  Over the past few years – almost since Chir had left – Bert had been trying to invest in facial hair.  It wasn’t working.  It had begun as a tribute to his missing friend.  Later, when Chir failed to return, it evolved into a way to honour his passing.  Now it was a personal battle to prove that he could grow the damn thing.


There was also the chin factor.  Fat people invariably grow beards to make it look like they have a chin, rather than head and body melting into each other.  Bert did have a neck – the folds of fat were not so extreme as to hide it completely – but he also liked wearing clothing with large padded collars.  Good-bye neck.


It wasn’t that he hadn’t tried with the beard, but as everyone knows there is no try.  After ten years of non-shaving, a thing layer of fur barely covered his face.  In bad light it looked like Bert hadn’t washed for months, in good it looked exactly what it was – a mistake.


Kniy hadn’t done his job to the highest possible standard.  Several of the posters had peeled away from their moorings and now formed a crust on the floor.  Sweeping them into the road, as Ernie soon found out, was not easy.  There had been a light rain in the hours since Kniy had been at work.  As contact was made with the brush the posters formed a sludge.  Combined with the tape, a sticky mess was produced.  The bristles were clogged with the pulp, which in turn attached itself directly to Ernie as he tried to free the brush with his hands.


“Bloody hell,” muttered Ernie.  “This I don’t need.”


Before a warning could be called, Bert found himself in a similar predicament.  “What is this?” Bert exclaimed.  He abandoned the brush to its papery captor and went to inspect one of the posters still in its rightful place stuck to a tree.  He read it through once, then again to check the details.


“What is it?” asked Ernie behind him.


“Read this.”


They studied the poster for a few minutes.


“What do you think?” said Bert.


“I think it’s a lot better, and more useful, than this,” said Ernie holding up the congealed mass which once may have been a cleaning instrument.


A short time later two badly injured brushes lay abandoned poking out of a rubbish bin.

“Grenade launcher, plasma rifle, dual-fire blaster.  Greande launcher, plasma rifle, dual-fire blaster.”  He handed over the armament pack to the last soldier.  “That’s the lot.”


He slid the helmet onto his head and picked up his own weapons.  He ran through a quick systems check on the helmet’s systems, running through the various sight-modes on the visor and the auto-detection scheme.  Everything was in perfect working order.


He clipped one last power cell to his belt and joined the others to receive their orders.

The cries sailed across the ocean for miles.  The screams of a tortured man.  A man who had held out of days, who had refused to give his captor the pleasure of hearing him yell in pain.  But every man has a point at which he has no choice but to give in.  A point when the pain becomes too much and all the emotions pour out in a ceaseless onslaught.  The tortured is reduced to a child-like state, a primitive knowing only of the basic emotions of fear and hurt. The same is similar with droids.


Miroler had been holding out for days.  Mla’son had hit him with just about every torture method in the known universe.  It was always just the two of them, Miroler in his cell and Mla’son controlling events via a little remote box outside.  Mostly Mla’son sat in silence and just tapped away at his box, subjecting Miroler to horror after horror.  Occasionally he would say one word; tell.  He never explained himself, never said anything else.


“what is it you boris want?” Miroler cried.  “what is it you want me to tell you?”


Mla’son remained silent and turned up the power.  Miroler writhed in pain.  The same happened day after day until, about a week after breaking him, Mla’son stopped all the devices in Miroler’s cage.


“What I want, Miroler, is for you to do to me what it was you did to Ceber’ca.  I want you to make me…” Mla’son had to force the next word out.  “Human.”


“is this what this hello this has all been Damian about?  why didn’t you cheshire just goats ask me?”  Miroler’s voice was barely present.  It was a broken whisper, crackling with interference.


“You wouldn’t believe how much I have enjoyed our past few weeks together.  It’s quite amazing how much fun watching you suffer has been.  It’s all been quite…satisfying.”


“you sick…”


“You will help me.  You have no choice.”


“you would hello make yourself human for her?  she doesn’t boo even like you klingon anymore.  she left you, remember?”


Mla’son turned the power to full and left.

The mission assignments had been handed out and discussed thoroughly to the point of people falling asleep during briefings.  Everyone knew what was required of him or her in the forthcoming days and all everyone wanted now was to get out there and do his or her duty.  The men were dismissed and filed out of the room to implement phase one.


“Kniy.”


Kniy stopped following the crowd and went over to the guy at the front of the warehouse base.  “Yes?” he said.


Jim looked down at his clipboard.  He had resigned his old job and was now working for what he felt was a higher cause.  After careful consideration, influenced in no small by the large array of weapons being carried around, to drop the slow speech impediment.  Due to the small turnout upon joining, he had quickly risen through the ranks and was now one of the highest-ranking officials in the Squad.


Kniy was the complete opposite.  Despite being with them for only a short time, Kniy’s record was not shaping up to be the most glowing report ever written.  A task such as putting up posters should have been easily accomplishable, even for someone with Kniy’s limitations.  No one had expected the sacks of letters complaining about the gluey poster mess all over the high street.


“Kniy, the board have been discussing your recent performance and fell that your…” Jim looked back down at Kniy’s record.  How had he managed to set the roof on fire?  It was made of flame retardant material, for force’s sake.  “Talents are being wasted,” Jim finished.


Kniy beamed.


“We’ve got a special mission for you.”  Jim handed Kniy an envelope.  “Read this, then eat it.”


“Yes sir!”


Jim waited until Kniy had disappeared before allowing a grin to spread across his face.  It was time to let someone else deal with him.  There was now one less liability for the Squad and its goals.


He reached behind his back and withdrew the blaster cannon from its holster.  The safety guard was flicked back and Jim eased his finger onto the trigger.  The weapon purred as the cannon charged.


“Let’s rock.”

Darkness descended on the house of Onamor.  He sat quietly reflecting recent events.  He felt oddly good.  Miroler had been a droid, a lifeless factory creation.  Droids had no rights – that had been made very clear in court when they were first introduced.  They were the property of their owner and, whilst possibly possessing opinions, had no entitlement to act upon them unless instructed to.  To all intents and purposes, Miroler had been the property of Onamor.


Payment had been transferred into Onamor’s account as soon as Miroler had been on the ship.  Onamor stared at the large multi-noughted figure again.  He was used to seeing noughts in his account, but now there was a ‘1’ in front of them.  This money would save the hospital, with plenty available to invest in new technology in the future.


There was a knock at the door.  Onamor eased himself up from his chair and crossed the room to answer it.  He was greeted by a man dressed completely in black with dozens of grenades attached to his belt.  A menacing black helmet covered his face, but the most prominent feature was the modified heavy-duty blaster.  The weapon was currently pointed directly at Onamor’s head.


“Move!” the man cried, pushing Onamor out of the way before he had chance to respond.  He charged into the house, gun sweeping the room.  Another two men followed.


The two men rampaged through the house, before returning empty-handed.  The first man turned his blaster back on Onamor.  “Well?” he asked.  “Where is it?”


“Where’s what?” Onamor exclaimed.


The man shoved the barrel of the blaster up into the recesses of Onamor’s chin.  “We received reports that you’ve had contact with Species X.  Do you deny this?”


Was this man talking about Miroler?  How many people were after that droid?  “He left,” Onamor choked.


“You let it escape?  You allowed one of the fowl to live when you had the opportunity to erase it permanently?”


“Fowl?  You mean that cockerel in the hospital?  I don’t know where that—”


“Lieutenant, take this man away for interrogation.”


Another man grabbed Onamor roughly by the collar.  “Hey!  What do you think you’re doing?” Onamor protested as he was dragged from his house and bundled into the back of a van.


The original man removed one of the grenades from his belt.  “This place must be cleansed of all chicken-scum.”  He removed the pin and hurled the grenade towards the house.  The van screeched away as the explosion griped the house, tearing it from its foundations.


The Poultry Annihilation Squad had hit its first target.  The commandos had had enough of the evil ways of chickens.  The decision had been made to wipe them out, all of them.  No longer would stupid birds ruin the lives of the people of the Republic.

Hsaw gazed down into the cot.  She was certain it was empty.  The way that the covers raised into a bump was mysterious, but she put it down to a natural meteorological phenomenon.  Or imps.


“I’m told you’re in here,” she said.  “The doctors assure me that you’re in this bed.  I guess they should know, they’re paid to recognise stuff like that.”  She sighed.  “I guess this belongs to you then.”  Hsaw left the bedside and rummaged around in the cupboard where her things were being kept.  She emerged holding a stuffed toy.  She carefully placed it in the cot.  “This is yours then,” she said.  “It’s something you can always depend on.  It’ll be one of the few constants in life.”


Htims was fast asleep, dreaming of people who could actually see him.


The door burst open, giving Hsaw the fright of her life.  A team of six men had stormed into the room.  Helmets covered their faces and they were all dressed in similar black clothing.  With the information from Onamor, the Squad was about to cleanse the hospital.


In a split second the team had opened fire.  Hsaw was coated in weapons fire.  She was toasted beyond all recognition.  The guns fell silent and Hsaw collapsed into a pile of dust.


One of the men removed his helmet.  “Bugger.  Not again.”


“Albert, replace that helmet,” Jim demanded.  “Minor civilian casualties were expected, there’s nothing we can do about it.”


Albert reluctantly put his helmet back on and readied his blaster.  “Let’s get on with it.”


There were cries as other troops swept the corridor.  The same thing was being repeated on all floors of the hospital.  Systematically the whole city was being cleansed, everywhere there had been any trace of a chicken was being destroyed.  It wasn’t just on Alderann.  Across the galaxy, the Poultry Annihilation Squad was making its presence felt.  Some considered them heroes, but even those who were disturbed by their actions knew that it was unavoidable.  The poultry had gone too far this time and it was time to make them pay for what they had done.


One of the larger men in Albert’s team growled.  From his size, body hair and inability to hold a conversation without hitting someone, he was undoubtedly a Wookie.


“Okay, let’s go kill some poultry!” Albert yelled, the others cheering in agreement.


With numerous dead hospital staff and patients and no sign of farmyard animals, the commandos filed out of the hospital.  They moved onto the next building and began the routine again.


Sleepily Htims reached out and pulled the toy towards him.  “Teds,” he gurgled and closed his eyes again.
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Gruber watched the computer as the casualty reports filled the screen.  Hundreds of thousands of names were cycled through.  At the start of the conflict Gruber had read every one, he felt it was the least he could do for those who had given their lives for the cause.  But now all the names blurred together.  There were so many, it was impossible to keep track of them all.


Unable to take it any longer, he turned away from the computer to face the others seated around him.  “We have to stop this,” he said.  “All avian life forms are being exterminated.”


“It’s not all birds.”  The statement came from a man at the back.


“What?”


Kniy stood up and took a step forward.  “Not all birds are being killed, only the poultry – the hens, the chickens, the roosters.  Nothing else is being harmed.”


Against al the odds Kniy had successfully infiltrated the underground resistance dedicated to the protection of the roosters.  He had earned their trust and then gone about sabotaging key systems.


“Are you…” started Gruber, “Are you defending their actions?”


“I just think we should keep things into perspective,” said Kniy quickly, worried that his cover would soon be blown.  “This underground resistance serves no purpose.  So what if a couple of breeds of eliminated from the galaxy?  I say good riddance.”  He regretted it as soon as he’d said it.  It wasn’t the most appropriate choice of words for one supposedly wanting to help the feathered beings.


“Get out,” said Gruber.  “We don’t want your kind in here.”


Kniy advanced towards the front.  He wasn’t going to go quietly.  “Why?” he demanded to know.  “After all they’ve done you still want to save them?  I choked on one of their chicken bones.  I had to spend the day in hospital having the bloody thing removed!”


“Get out before—”


“Do you mind?  I haven’t finished.  When I was out for a quiet country picnic they arrived and ruined it.  All the hard work I put into preparing it wasted.”


Kniy pulled out a small blaster from his pocket and slowly turned to point it at all the members of the resistance cell.  “I don’t want to go this, but you leave me no choice.  Join me and the Poultry Annihilation Squad or die.”


It was a tough dilemma for those assembled.  Abandon the resistance to save the chickens in the world, or be shot.  A general consensus was quickly reached: sod the resistance.


“You’ll regret this!” cried Gruber as Kniy and the others departed from the room.  “You may destroy the resistance, kill me, but the dream will never—”


Kniy fired.  Gruber dived backwards over the computer, cracking the screen and continuing onwards.  His head hit the concrete floor with a slightly unpleasant sound and a hundred credits worth of dental work was ruined.


After twenty minutes of not dying, Gruber got up.  “Hmm.  He missed.”


Gruber’s head hurt like hell, but his statement was correct.  Kniy’s shot had missed Gruber by a large distance, instead creating a big hole in the wall.  The room was now devoid of people.  Gruber tried to ignore his thundering head and tapped at the computer.


“I have to stop this insanity,” he muttered.  “A few misfortunes cannot condemn a whole society.”


He established contact with the other resistance cells to find that they had all encountered a similar affair.  Gruber’s requests for assistance were all greeted with the same response – death threats.  It seemed that he was the only survivor of the uprising within the resistance.  He was alone.  It was up to him to save the chickens now.  It was his destiny.

On Naboo, Ernie and Bert stealthily crept along the passages of Theed Palace.  Their weapons were primed, Bert with blasters in both hands and Ernie, ever the show-off, with a large bazooka strapped to his shoulders.


Bert was having difficulties inside his helmet.  The ventilation system had decided that it preferred to remain off, despite being bashed with Bert’s fist every few minutes.  Oxygen deprivation was about to knock him unconscious.


“We’re close, I can feel it.”  Ernie patted the bazooka.  “And I’m ready for it.”


The chase had been long.  All its feathered friends had long been exterminated, but this one was tricky.  Both men were tired and were looking forward to completing their work.  Above all they wanted a good nights sleep.


Without warning a wall exploded ahead, revealing the sea beyond.  Bricks flew out at the pair, plaster collapsed from the ceiling.


Bert turned to Ernie.


“Sorry,” Ernie apologised.  “Wrong button.”


After a brief fight amongst the ranks the weapons were switched, giving Bert the bazooka.  Ernie looked at his blasters in disgust.  He fired at a wall and was not impressed with the small scorch mark it produced.


“When you prove you can behave, you can have the bazooka back,” said Bert, but Ernie wasn’t listening.


“Quiet,” Ernie whispered, pointing.  “Look, there it is.”


The last known surviving turkey in the Naboo system made a run for it.  If it could get to an open window then it had a chance of living through this.  He had to try and find others, more who had survived the onslaught and were now hidden in fear.  He was sure they existed somewhere, in Gorchifna, the blessed land.  A place where all turkeys could live in peace, safe from homicidal maniacs out of blood.


The rocket launched from the bazooka.  Ernie jumped up and down with excitement.  Bert would have done to, but he was suffering from the weapons recoil.


In typical war-movie fashion, the rocket was viewed in slow motion.  It crept along, slowly getting closer to its target.  The turkey opened its mouth and a long deep gobble came from the depths of its throat.  The air behind the rocket quivered in the wake, a long trail of ionised gas being produced.


Time caught up with a bang.


The rocket struck the wall and exploded, spreading its deadly explosive burst.  The building creaked as yet another wall was reduced to dust.  Part of the floor collapsed.


“Yes!” the men cheered.  They dropped their weapons and pranced round in a circle like crazed fools.


“Gobble, gobble.”


They stopped dead.  Slowly they turned their heads to face the noise.


“Gobble, gobble,” the turkey repeated.


Keeping his eyes on the bird at all times, Bert bent down and picked up one of the blasters.  He ejected the power cell and replaced it with a fresh one from his pack.  He raised the gun and took aim.  The turkey jumped out of the hole in the wall.


“Noooo!” cried Bert and dashed after the creature, firing the blaster wildly.  He dived out of the wall behind the turkey, luckily finding a swimming pool to break his seven-storey fall.


“Bert!” Ernie snatched up the other blaster and sprinted to the opening.  “Wait for me!”

Miroler plugged the hose into its socket and locked it in place.  He had agreed to rebuild the transmogrifier – he hadn’t had much choice.  The torment of the past few weeks had become too much. The endless pain was far more than he could take.  Mla’son had broken him, Miroler would have promised to anything, anything at all, to stop the agony.  He could see five lights; there was no denying it.  The agony had stopped – mostly.  What remained was a residual suffering that would never go away.  Miroler had experienced so much, had been damaged so often, that nothing would ever be able to correct all the faults and restore him to his former glory.


Construction was approaching completion.  For speed and financial considerations, the transmogrifier had been built directly on the beach.  Aside from Miroler desperately trying to remember exactly how the previous machine had been built, the main problem was power.  Vast amounts of energy were needed for the process, more than any number of mobile generators could provide.  Miroler had been reluctant to inform Mla’son of the only possible solution.  It wasn’t the type of thing one should undertake lightly, but in his current state Mal’son would agree to anything.  Eventually though there had been no choice but to begin tunnelling into Naboo’s crust.  The planet’s geothermal energy was sufficient for the task.  Safety precautions had been nonexistent, but it all appeared to be working.


Miroler was far from certain that the transmogrifier would work.  It had been a bit iffy last time, big bangs abound, and his memory was now not what it once was.  On a lot of things he’d resorted to guessing.  This wire probably went here, and that red thing fits in there so it can stay.  ‘Dodgy’ springs to mind.


Another lorry arrived and dumped its load.  Some workmen would have been nice, but Mla’son wasn’t out to make things nice for Miroler.  After the project was complete death was a certainty for the droid.  It would have been easy to deliberately sabotage the transmogrifier to ensure Mla’son never had a chance to complete his threat, but Miroler was a professional.  A professional scientist would never lower himself to that.  He would just have to hope that everything turned out as it should.

Albert pulled down the visor on his helmet and switched to fowl-mode.  There was one of the creatures hidden in this building, he was sure of it.  The world turned from black and was coated in an eerie green hue; any birds in this sight would stand out of the background as bright white objects.  There was a slight problem in that all the background showed up as almost the exact same shade of green, making manoeuvring through the abandoned building perilous to say the least, but you can’t have everything.


The radio crackled with the background noise of the other commandos chattering.  Albert moved one hand from his rifle and, scanning the room constantly, turned it off.  He caught sight of a slight movement further down the corridor.  Albert increased his pace.


At the end of the corridor, the passage split into two.  With a mental coin flipping making the decision, he hurried down the right-hand passage.  Crates and boxes obstructed his path, slowly his progress.  After stumbling for the third time, he turned off fowl-mode and changed to night-vision.  The chickens would be difficult to spot, but at least he would lessen the risk of breaking limbs.


The passage opened up and Albert found himself in a large room.  Like the corridor, this was piled high with crates.  Then he heard it.


The cry of a chicken being struck on the head with a three-way laser spanner is as distinct as the scream of a hamster being trodden on by a careless child.  Albert froze as he heard the sound.  His head snapped up facing the direction of the noise.  His left hand ran along the rifle and ejected the charge unit, switching it with a fresh one.  Freshly energised the rifle vibrated gently, causing Albert to grip the weapon more tightly.


The green washed back as fowl-mode returned.  Albert peered round the edge of the crates.  There she was.  Albert raised the rifle and took aim.  With some uncanny sixth sense the bird’s head spun round in full Exorcist-twist to face Albert.  He fired.


With the advance warning the chicken was able to escape the blast.  Unluckily the crate behind contained some very volatile chemical reagents, ones that didn’t take kindly to being shot at.  The crate burst into flames, igniting its neighbours.  Like an extreme game of dominoes the entire collection of boxes, one by one, burst into flame.


Undeterred, Albert ran after the petrified creature.  If he was going to die, he was going to take the thing with him.  He fought his way through the raging inferno, each step a wrestle with death, the flames licking at his clothing.  He couldn’t outrun them.  He couldn’t destroy them.  If he damaged them, the essence of what they were remained – they regenerated and they kept coming.  They were relentless.  Eventually he would weaken, his reserves would be gone, and he would burn to death.


The chicken launched itself into flight, leaving the battlefield behind.  It made its escape through the skylight, once filled by a force-field, now nothing more complex than a hole in the ceiling.


Albert abandoned his helmet to the fire.  The blaze welcomed the fuel, in return allowing Albert a few seconds respite.  Then it was back with a vengeance.


Once again the poultry of this world had attacked and wounded an innocent man.  This was the reason why they should be wiped out.  Albert now had the added humiliation of knowing that one of the things would soon be responsible for his death.  Beaten by a chicken, what kind of epitaph was that?

ALBERT,

friend and colleague.

killed in the line of duty by a ruthless chicken.


The children would be falling about in laughter.  Albert knew they would place his burnt body near to the entrance of the cemetery.  The kids would go to visit their grandparents, having no choice but to pass his grave.  The headstone would stand out against all the others, he wouldn’t put it past them to cover it in neon lights, the children would read it and then collapse, unable to contain their amusement.


Wishing he’d disposed of his gun and not the helmet containing the breathing apparatus, Albert choked on the fumes.  Barely able to utter a few more poultry expletives, the smoke overcame him and he collapsed.

In a far away galaxy lay the bodies of hundreds of dead poultry.  Across hundreds of planets commandos, soldiers, and ordinary people had taken up arms and helped in the eradication of a species.  Those terminated with blasters were the lucky ones – a single shot had ended their suffering – but in the panic people had taken up other objects as weapons.  Chickens lay in bloody heaps, battered to death with furniture.  And death wasn’t the end of the horror.  The birds had then been trampled over in the rush to batter some more of the things.  Brains and intestines were some of the nicer objects that littered the ground.  It was amazing what went into the manufacture of a farmyard animal.


On Alderaan things were as bad as on all the other planets in the system.  All the poultry on the planet were dead.  Did I say all?  In one small village on the northern continent, one rooster still held out against the oppression.  In this one place there was still hope for the future.


The rooster dangled perilously over the cliff edge.  It swayed in the breeze, only one small hand clutching its feet prevented it from falling onto the jagged rocks far below.  Leading up the hill was a trail of fowl remains.  The bird had been chased for miles, the predators increasing in number with every house it passed.  Well over five thousand humans, aliens and miscellaneous jostled in an attempt to get closer to the victim.


“Is this what you want?” he concluded.  “You really want to see this rooster smashed into a thousand pieces?  Would that make you feel better?  Would the death of one tiny insignificant creature make that much difference?  Do you truly want to condemn this species to the history books?  This is the last example of poultry left in the galaxy, is it really necessary to eliminate it”


“Yes!”


“Oh.”  That had not been the response he had been expecting from the crowd (or should that be ‘mob’?).  He had thought that his little speech would have changed their minds.  Until that point he had been quite proud of it.  Normally at any kind of social gathering his mind would go blank and he’d sit in the corner in silence sipping whisky until everyone went home and he was left trouser-less on the front lawn.  This small, feathered creature however, had managed to drag, kicking and screaming, some words of sense from the deep recesses of his mind.


Gruber had been waiting for this moment for a very long time.  It all made sense to him now.  Resist.  He would oppose this slaughter with his last breath.  He didn’t want to die, but if he had to go he wanted his life to count for something; a martyr to the cause.  Those who had abandoned the faith would regret what they had done.


He surveyed the assembled crowd.  His pleas for sanity weren’t working – they rarely do.  He’d have to employ a different tactic if he wanted to save this rooster’s life.  He spotted a figure in the background, one of some fame, one who must see the error of her ways.  He hoped.  “Princess!”


The princess stopped growling and hid the spoon behind her back as people turned to look at her.  A spoon wasn’t going to do much against a rooster, however everyone else had weapons and she didn’t want to be left out.  Unfortunately being a small child she hadn’t managed to reach anything more lethal in the few seconds it took for the crowd to pass her house.


“Wh?” she said.


Gruber waved the bird back and too.  The closest members of the crowd moved away slowly as the rooster turned a sickly shade of green.


“What has this magnificent beast ever done to you?”


“It—” the princess cut herself off, she had been hoping that no one would ask her that.  She concluded that there was no way out of it now and proceeded with her tale.  She was four years old and would now say things that would hang over her for the rest of her life.  Hoping that her cuteness would lessen the blow was a little unlikely.

Silence overcame the hilltop mob.  It was the most ridiculous tale ever told.  One man sniggered.  Others joined in.  Soon the whole lot of them was rolling about in fits of pants-wetting laughter.  The princess now wished she’d reconsidered her decision to tell them what had happened.  Her reputation as a young and innocent member of society was ruined forever.


The rest of the crowd was now called on to state their reasons for the execution.  Whilst many would normally have seemed ludicrous and prompted hits of laughter from others, today, after hearing the princess’s tale, they didn’t seem quite so bad.  It was only at the end that one or two realized that if they’d remained silent they would have been able to bribe the rest of them about revealing to anyone else about what they had said.  But everyone present was now involved, thus making this impossible.


The crowd had relaxed and clamed.  They looked at the rooster.  It didn’t seem as important to tear it to pieces anymore.  They felt slightly ridiculous.  It looked so helpless dangling there.


Kniy ran up to the group, shouting battle cries.  He had spent the discourse looking for a suitably large stick with which to beat the bird.  He wasn’t completely satisfied with what he’d found, but after he’d added a few nails sticking out of it, he felt a little better.


The ‘club’ waved in the air and Kniy let out another battle cry.  He pushed his way to the front of the crowd.  “DIE!”


Kniy swung the club in the general direction of the rooster.  He missed.  He did, however, manage to hit Gruber in the chest.  Gruber crumpled into a heap and toppled backwards over the edge of the cliff.  It was unfortunate that since now the crowd had finally decided to let the rooster live it was stuck in Gruber’s tightened fist.  The rooster followed Gruber to the ground far below.


The mob broke and slowly started for home.  No one noticed the man with the notepad and pen that had been silent throughout, scribbling everything everyone had said down.  Well why would they?  Who would have thought that someone was going to do a thing like that?  There’s no reason, no excuse, for doing it.


A few minutes later the cliff top was clear from any sign that anyone had ever been there (the bottom of the cliff was a different matter entirely).  The Rooster Incident went down in history as the end to one of the stupidest cultural wars ever.  All those involved would rather forget what happened during this time, many claiming that it was the more honourable Clone War they were involved in.  The crowd lived in peace for a while, happy in the knowledge that no one would reveal anything, as they would only end up implicating themselves.  It was gradually all, not forgotten, but pushed to the back of people’s memories.  It was a lot safer there than out in the open.  Then someone started reminding people…

Ernie sprinted across the field as quickly as he could.  He thundered along, hitting the ground with a force that crushed many innocent bystanding insects.  He reached the edge of the field and hurled himself over the stone wall.  He landed on the other side with a bump that would have incapacitated a less determined man.  Ernie scrambled to his feet and began running again.  It was a long way to the farm and Ernie didn’t have that much time.


The buildings began to come into sight.  Ernie increased his efforts, knowing that he couldn’t afford to waste a second.  He tried yelling but his voice had left him.


“Hey Ernie,” said Bert, greeting his friend as he reached the barn.


Ernie fell to the floor, too exhausted to stand.  He tried to speak but the words still wouldn’t come.


“Hey, what are you doing out of uniform?  Wait a second and I’ll be with you.”  Bert twisted the valve and the ethyne-nitrous oxide-mixture began pouring out of the end of the instrument.  He hit the ignition switch and the flamethrower roared into life.  Ernie reached out a hand, but Bert had already begun work.


“Goodbye turkeys!” Bert yelled as the flames hit the fuel-soaked barn, home to the last remaining turkeys in the system that’d discovered too late they weren’t in Gorchifna but an easily combustible wooden structure.

“Our bird found some friends,” shouted Bert over the roar of the flames.  “It was nice of them to all gather together.  It makes toasting them so much easier.”


Too late Ernie got his voice back.  The barn was ablaze and the turkeys dying.  “No!”


Presently Bert joined Ernie on the grass near to the cliff-edge and watched the distant building burn.


“Sorry,” said Bert.


“It doesn’t matter.  You didn’t know the ceasefire had been established.”


The roof of the barn caved in and the turkeys gave a final cry.


“I guess this wasn’t the most useful thing we’ve ever done,” said Bert.  “Wohells wouldn’t have been pleased.”


“No,” agreed Ernie.


“I wonder what she meant when she said ‘useful’.  It’s a little ambiguous.”


Ernie withdrew a newspaper from his pocket.  “I’ve had an idea about that,” he said, flicking through the pages until he found the one he was looking for.  He showed it to Bert.  “What do you think?”


Bert studied the advertisement.  “It could be exactly what we’ve been looking for,” he concluded.


Ernie stood up.  “Let’s go,” he said.


Bert joined him and they turned away from the barn to face the sea.  “I wonder what’s happening down there.”


They peered over the cliff edge to the beach below.  A droid was wandering about, tinkering with various large pieces of equipment.


“I don’t know,” said Ernie, putting the newspaper down and leaning further over the edge.  “I can’t see properly.”


They watched for a moment then moved on, back towards the town.  As they vanished out of sight their voices could still be heard.


“You know if you’re going to do this you’re going to have to lose the beard.”


“I can do that.”


“And some weight.”


“Oh…I can try to do that.  It’s for a good cause, isn’t it?”


“Obviously.  We’d never do anything that wasn’t.”


“I wonder what Chir’s up to.”


“Drinking most probably.”


“I miss Chir.”


The abandoned newspaper was caught by the wind and shuffled along the grass towards the edge of the cliff.  It disappeared over the edge.

“for the last time; i warn you that this is not safe.  i can’t say for certain that—”


“You made it work once, you will do it again.”


Miroler knew that protesting was pointless.  Mla’son had made up his mind and was going through the procedure no matter what.  The transmogrifier wasn’t safe, had never been safe, and most likely never would be safe.  Ceber’ca had been lucky to survive the process the first time and since this time he’d had to rebuild the entire machine from his not-so-brilliant memory disaster was sure to follow.


“You will do to me what you did to Ceber’ca.  I will be with her forever.  I shall find happiness again!”


Miroler climbed aboard the crane and slowly winched up the transmogrifier, moving it across from the beach and gently into the water.  Without hesitation Mla’son swam inside.  The door slid shut.


“you okay in there?” Miroler spoke into the radio.  “this is your last chance to change your mind.”


“Get on with it!” Mla’son yelled so loudly that his following sentence was lost in static.


“here goes…”


Miroler picked up the remote unit from the ground and pressed a few buttons.  The transmogrifier began to hum.  Once the machine had warmed up more buttons were pressed.  Lights flashed in an attractive pattern and Miroler took a few steps away from the machine.  Just in case.


This was it, Miroler thought.  This would finally be his debt repaid.  No longer would he feel indebted for the death of Mla’son’s father and, more recently, the transmogrification of his ex-girlfriend.


“What?!” cried Mla’son’s voice from the radio.  “What did you say?”


“oh no…” Miroler desperately tried to remember if he’d just thought about confessing about the whole submarine-through-Mla’da’s-body thing or just thought it.


“You drove where?!”


There seemed to be little doubt anymore.  Sorry didn’t really seem like it’d do much good but it was the only course open to him.  He tried it.  As expected it didn’t help the situation.


“Look here, Miroler.  When I get my fins on you, you’re going to regret the day you were constructed!  How could you?!  How difficult could it have been to steer out of the way?!”


Whilst Mla’son was getting a few things off his chest, another course of action had occurred to Miroler.  It involved pressing a big green button labelled ‘START’.


Once again the transmogrifier exploded.  The central core was set shooting upwards followed by a trail of fire.  The explosion ripped through the equipment, tearing it into more pieces than your average jigsaw puzzle.  The explosions began the journey down the conduits to the transmogrifier’s power source.  Due to the extreme length of these this process will take a while.


Miroler didn’t try to escape, he knew that resistance was futile, there was no way he’d ever be able to outrun it.  Or he would have done if he’d had enough time.  In actuality all Miroler got to think was ‘bugger’, or something similar.  Whilst at first it may seem that Miroler’s only legacy to the world would be a giant crater in the middle of the Naboo landscape, events he set in motion would become very important to the people of this planet after his death.  He’d hoped for something better, but this would have to do under the circumstances.


A little way off, the radioactive core splashed down into the sea.  The fusion reactor ignited.  The fish didn’t know what hit them.  One minute the Aquatican race was enjoying another day in the temperate waters, the next the water boiled and people began losing fins.  Immense radiation burns raced across their bodies, which in turn tore the fish apart.


For some readers this next part may seem a little Disney-ish, but I have to ask how many Disney movies would involve a slasher sequence?  Or a torture scene?  Or someone smashing their head on he floor and losing all his teeth?  Or the use of large pieces of weaponry to wipe out an entire species of cute birds?  I would suggest none.  Every good novel needs a good moral at the end and this is the one for Episode III: personal desires are not worth the eradication of a species.  Or chickens aren’t evil – take your pick.


Mla’son could only look on as he managed to be responsible for the total annihilation of his species.  He was protected from the events outside by the (for lack of a better word) bubble, which was just about finishing off his transformation.  The ‘bubble’ and Mla’son sank to the bottom of the sea.


‘Life goes on’ states the saying.  Eventually the dust settled and for most, events did indeed progress.  Not for the Aquaticans it didn’t, but there was little could be done about that now.  The other citizens of the planet got on with their lives, things moved on, explosions became closer to their destination.


At the bottom of the sea, the bubble burst.

On the edge of charted space a vessel moved.  Behind it another followed.  And another fifty.  The giant triangular vessels launched into hyperspace, their destination: Coruscant.  The Galactic Republic would soon be no more.  In the next couple of days the Supreme Chancellor would be making the transition to Emperor and enforcing all the changes to the Republic that an empire needs, such as armed stormtroopers on the streets and the cancellation of New Year festivities.


To say that it was the beginning of a dark era for the galaxy is an understatement.

*

Relatively recently in a galaxy not too far away, a being landed.


Chir was quite lucky that the landing wasn’t more of a splat, but it still hurt like a very painful thing.  He considered continuing to lie there.  He felt the same way that every student does when they wake up and quickly come to the decision that their 9am lecture isn’t that important and they can catch up later – possibly the night before the exam.


The hairy bastard reconsidered when a large truck came rampaging towards him.  He scrambled on all fours to the grass verge.  It was at times like these that Chir desperately searched his pockets for a hidden bottle of whisky.  As chance would have it, Chir was successful in his search.  He unscrewed the cap and took a long swig.  Many more swigs would follow over the next half hour.


As is common when someone has been beamed down to earth and has absolutely no bloody idea where they are, Chir faced the problem of what to do next.  He went back over what had happened.  The ship.  The battle.  The explosions.  The big swirly purple ring in the corridor.  The taking a closer look.  The being sucked in.  The… No, that was about it.  Next had been The Waking Up With A Splitting Headache and the fast-approaching vehicle.


He put down the bottle and checked the remainder of his pockets.  There was nothing useful in there: a piece of string, a half-eaten apple, a few coins… Chir inspected the coins.  He hadn’t seen anything like them before.  They had strange pictures on – one woman appeared regularly on them.


A thought struck him and Chir felt to his waist.  It was okay – his lightsaber was still there.  As long as it had that then everything… It wouldn’t turn on.  He pressed the activation button again but all that happened was that a little light bulb blinked.  The usual sound was present, but it wasn’t the usual healthy hum.  And the blade, it was…plastic.  


He tossed the ‘lightsaber’ into the bushes.  Something was very wrong with the situation.  This wasn’t anywhere he recognised, it was all completely alien.  Another vehicle sped past.  It looked vaguely like a landspeeder, but wheels?  Were they really necessary?  What was wrong with a good old anti-grav unit?


He began walking.  Not knowing which direction he should go in, he chose one at random and preceded onwards.  Presently he came across a sign.

SHEFFIELD

10 MILES
It seemed like as good a destination as any.





He couldn’t breath.  The water filled his lungs (lungs?  Now there was something new…) and the pressure was crushing his chest.  The glass shattered as the hand smashed through to freedom.


Mla’son made his way to the shore.  Standing with the water at waist-height, he took in the scene before him; the soggy mess of fins and scales floating around him.  Pieces of his old friends and family bobbed past like mutated seaweed.


He looked around, unaffected by what should have been a very traumatic experience indeed.  First Mla’da had perished, then Ceber’ca had left him, and now the city and the rest of the Aquatican race had been eliminated.  This wasn’t turning out to be the best of lifetimes for him, but still none of it had an effect.


He thought he noticed something familiar and went over to investigate.  Green goo oozed from the half of Far’el’s face that still remained recognizable.  Mla’son smiled; he didn’t know why but he felt happy at the sight of his lump of mutilated fish.


Mla’son had no memory of his past life.  Others may have been a bit worried about not being able to remember more than five minutes ago, but Mla’son took it all in his stride.  He knew what his name was, that was certain.  In the following ten minutes he concocted a story that would serve as his past for now.  It was a dramatic tale, full of heroic adventures for its hero and certain to impress any who heard it.  Friends were certain to flock to him because of it.


There was now the question of what to do next.  He left the water behind and wandered onto the beach.  He walked around the ruins of what appeared to be some kind of mechanical equipment.  He caught a glimpse of himself in a piece of silvered rubble.  His usual semi fish-like humanoid features gazed back at him.


The wind caught a scrap of paper and blew it conveniently into Mla’son face.  He caught it, and read the sheet several times, turning it over to make sure there was nothing hiding on the other side that could cause embarrassment later if he missed it.


He dropped the paper, turned, and walked off, leaving the devastation behind.


The note dropped onto the floor.

BECOME A MEMBER OF THE IMPERIAL EMPIRE!

DO SOMETHING USEFUL WITH YOUR LIFE AND HELP THE GALAXY TO BE A BETTER PLACE FOR ALL.

CONTACT YOUR NEAREST STORMTROOPER BASE FOR DETAILS*.

*NEW BASES ARE OPENING ALL THE TIME – CHECK LOCAL PRESS.
The explosions finally achieved their destiny.  They completed the long and perilous journey from the transmogrifier to the power source where they entangled in rather interesting ways with Naboo’s molten core.  The magma grew to even greater temperatures than the extremes usually encountered beneath planets’ crusts.  It bypassed adolescence and matured directly to violent-hood, lashing about like the legs of an upturned beetle.  The pressure began to build, in turn increasing the temperature.  In an accelerating spiral both variables reached critical.


On the surface of the planet cracks began to appear, growing from splinters in the ground to things much more impressive.  Giant chasms fought each other for supremacy, drawing buildings into their depths as a result.  In the capital, the ancient and tourist-popular Royal Theed Palace began to crumble into dust.


Mla’son upgraded his casual walk to a run as the lava chased after him, lapping at the heels of his feet.  The planet was fragmenting and there was nothing anyone could do to stop it.  Fighting fate might sound like fun, but it’s not something to be taken on lightly.  The internal stress pulled, ripped, Naboo apart.  As the home to thousands went ‘boom’ only a few small ships blasted into orbit and safety of space.  Behind them, their world was consumed in a ball of flame.
CAST

In alphabetical order

Albert

Bert
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Gruber
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Jim
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Miroler

Mla’son

Onamor

The Princess

A few thousand really pissed off rooster-hating people

And more poultry than I would care to count

CREW

Damian.  Yet again.

The producers would like to swear a lot at all those who think A Different Perspective is libellous in any way.

Dear Natalie, when you come to use the printer you may find that there is no black ink left.  This is because I have emptied it again and not bothered to tell anyone.  Your brother, Damian.

Animal action was supervised by that kind woman who promised she’d give all my furry/feathered friends a good home afterwards.  Admittedly at first the fur coat was a bit worrying, but I felt much better once she assured me that it had come from evil bunnies intent on world domination.  I’m sure some casualties had to be expected from the subsequent fight for freedom.

This story has no relation to that chicken film due out in the summer – I got there first.

DAMIAN RECOMMENDS

Use of the word ‘womble’ when describing inebriation.  For example ‘I was wombled last night,’ or in extreme alcoholic circumstances ‘I was really Uncle Bulgariaed.’  I would like to take this opportunity to thank Sarah ‘non-ginger’ Jones for creating this saying.

DAMIAN OPPOSES

Rodimus Prime action figures, Chaos 2 and flippers in general.

The End.
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