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Prologue
“Come on, come on.  Hurry up.”  Ernie shoved Bert and a couple of other Stormtroopers into the TIE fighter.


“It’s a bit cramped in here,” Bert said, removing his elbow from Death’s ear.


“It’s either this or getting blown to bits, which would you prefer?”


Albert was in the far corner of the one-person spacecraft, panicking.  “He’s coming to get me,” he repeated over and over.  He was feeling guilty about enjoying a lightsaber duel earlier and now feared that the Old Bloke, a.k.a. the loser, was coming to get him.


“Is he okay?” Bert asked Death.


“He’ll be fine.  He’s just been introduced to the great ways of violence.”


“Ernie, can we hurry up?”


“There’s just a couple more to squeeze in,” Ernie replied.


Noj clambered into the craft.  “Hi, room for one more?”


“No!” the others chorused.


“Ernie!” Bert cried in despair.


“Can we just wait for Eilrahc and Riaf Ts—“


“No!  Ernie get in here!”


“Okay, okay.”  Ernie got in and closed the hatch behind him.  “Right, we need to come up with a story about why we survived and no one else did.”


“Can’t we take off first and then think of one?”


Ernie didn’t hear.  He was too deep in thought, “Of course, we could still win, in which case we need to think of another story explaining why five Stormtroopers would be in one TIE fighter taking on the Rebels…”


There was a knock on the outside of the fighter.  Ernie went to open the hatch.


“Ernie, leave it!”  Bert ordered.


“We can’t just leave them!”


“We can and we will!”


And so it was that Ernie, Bert, Death, Albert, Noj plus Eilrahc and Riaf Tsruh, escaped the destruction of the Death Star aboard one small TIE fighter, which was getting smaller by the second.


“Move over, I can’t reach the ‘left’ button!”


“Stop sitting on my head!”


“You know, it’d be nice if I could see where I was going.”
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The Snowy hills of Hoth
The probes were launched.  Thousands upon thousands of them emerged from the underside of the Super Star Destroyer.  The group split and the constituent probes headed off in the direction of their assigned planet.


One probe traveled in the direction of Hoth.  It entered the planet’s atmosphere and crashed into the snow.  A little later it headed up from the crater and out across the landscape.

Ernie stared at the empty space on the desk in his quarters.  He was on board a Super Star Destroyer, the Empire’s largest class of ship, having escaped the destruction of the Death Star some months earlier.  He picked up the empty stand and turned it over in his hand.  He made a pledge there and then to get the person who had stolen his prize possession, rendering his stand useless.  He would get the thief, tear out his heart and shove it on a stick for all to see.  He’d get him.  He’d get Bert.

Htims raced across the snowy plains of Hoth on his grey, horse-like Tauntaun.  He was one of several patrols sent out to search for any sign of life on the planet.  They had detected life signs from their scans, but so far had no one had confirmed this with an actual sighting.  Htims was a new recruit to the Rebel Alliance and had quickly risen through the ranks. Htims had kept his past shrouded in mystery.  One or two of the Rebels had thought they recognised him from Tatooine, however upon inspection they became more uncertain.  He was definitely nothing like the boy who they’d originally thought he was.  As a result Htims had become isolated and considered a little strange.  Brave and heroic certainly, especially against Stormtroopers, but still a little strange.


He switched on his radio.  “Echo Seven to Echo Base.  No signs of life here.  Are you sure those readings are correct?”


“Yup, I’m pretty damn certain.  You should be surrounded by aliens,” the reply crackled from the radio.


Htims looked out across the snow.  “There’s nothing here.”


“Look, I took those readings myself.  There is life there.”


Htims suddenly realised who was on the other end of the radio.  “Vgg?  Is that you?”


“Yes…”


Htims sighed and headed back to base.  Vgg would have been defined in a dictionary as: (humanoid being who, despite giving maximum effort at all times, is a total disastre area with a barely readable intelligence level.  There was no point in continuing looking for something that Vgg assured you was there.


Vgg had joined the Alliance shortly after Htims.  He had once been an officer on board the Death Star working for the Empire, however they had fired him for spilling chocolate mousse on one of the computers, causing it to explode.  He hadn’t told the other Rebels any of this in case they threw him out too.  He’d just got his room all sorted.


Htims reached the crest of a small hill and in the distance saw something move.  He reached into his pocket and got out his binoculars.  There was a large, white furry creature progressing across the snow.  It reminded Htims of someone he used to know.

SHUFFLE
Tatooine, Several months previously.

The Stormtroopers were still outside the Cantina as Htims left for home.  The Stormtroopers were asking people if they knew where a ship had gone to.  It had on board two droids with the plans of a space station or something, Htims wasn’t too sure.  He hadn’t been questioned due to his being one of the pathetic breed of humans who no one ever notices.  As usual, the people of Mos Eisley were trying as hard as they could to be as unhelpful to the Stormtroopers as possible.


Htims got into his landspeeder and buckled in Teds beside him.  “Is that too tight, Teds?” he asked.  Teds retained his usual silent stare.  “We can’t have you falling out and hurting yourself, can we?”  Htims continued.


Htims put the landspeeder into gear and speed away along the streets to the edge of the city.  He noticed Refinnej standing by the side of the road and stopped to give her a ride home.


“You didn’t happen to see where this Stormtrooper went to, did you?” she asked as she slipped into the landspeeder next to Teds.  She held up a picture of a Stormtrooper in full uniform with his helmet on.  “I think his name was Boris or Burger.  Something like that.”


Htims shook his head politely.  He had no idea what Refinnej was babbling on about, he rarely did.  Still, she was a nice enough person.  Refinnej frequently appeared in the Cantina where Htims worked.  She always had some new miracle powder or fuel which she was trying to sell, mostly without much success.


The landspeeder slowed as it approached a Stormtrooper blockade.  A long queue of traffic was building up.


“Looks like it’s going to take us a while to get home—“ said Htims


“Yes,” started Refinnej.


“—Teds,” Htims finished.  He proceeded to have a long conversation with Teds, which was a little one-sided.  Refinnej didn’t mind, she was used to Htims’ odd ways.


The Stormtroopers eventually got round to talking to Htims as the planet’s twin suns began to set.


“Do you happen to know where that ship went to?” the Stormtrooper asked.


“No,” replied Htims.


“How do you know which ship I’m talking about?  What are you trying to hide?”  The Stormtrooper snapped and pointed an accusing finger at Htims.


“You and the other ‘troopers have been asking about the same ship all day.  We have no idea where it went,” shouted Refinnej.  She was in a hurry to get home as she had a nagging feeling that she’d left the iron on.


“Okay, okay.  Calm down.”  The Stormtrooper’s radio chirped..  “Hello?  Yes.  Oh right.”  He turned his attention back to Htims and Refinnej.  “It seems we’ve found the ship.  It’s just blown up our space station.”


“That’s a shame,” Htims tried to comfort the Stormtrooper, who was almost in tears.


“Sokay,” the Stormtrooper snuffled, “Only most of my friends were killed.”

The landspeeder raced across the sand dunes.  Htims had dropped off Refinnej at her apartment and was now headed home to his parent’s moisture farm.


“Look at that funny man, Teds.”  Htims pointed to a Stormtrooper standing guarding an escape pod.  Htims waved.


Mla’son was taken aback, shocked.  No one had ever done that before - usually people threw things.  Bricks mostly.

Htims got home and tucked up Teds in his little bed, crudely constructed from an old shoe box and a square of material torn from the corner of his curtains, which Htims hoped his mother wouldn’t notice was missing.


“Good night,” he kissed Teds and then got into his own, much larger, bed.  He quickly fell asleep and slept soundly until dawn.

SHUFFLE
Htims arrived back at the Rebel base to find the place in chaos.


“Hey Karber!” Htims spotted the cleaner on the other side of the hangar, washing the snowspeeders.  “What’s going on?”


“Apparently one of the scouts isn’t back yet and they’re starting to get worried.”  Karber tipped his bucket of water over the snowspeeder to wash off the remaining soapsuds.


“It wasn’t me was it?  I’d better tell them I’m back—“


“No, no one noticed you weren’t here.  The guy they’re after is called Crystalker ….possibly.  You know the one, he’s a little dopey looking.”


“Karber, what are you doing cleaning?” Htims was keen to change the subject away from that idiot.


“Well, you see I’m cleaner, and that requires me to do a fair amount of cleaning.”


“No, what I meant was, why are you still a cleaner?  You joined the Alliance a long time before I did, yet you’re still cleaning out Tauntaun waste, while I’m out doing scouting and other important stuff.”


“Look, this job may seem as boring as hell, and don’t get me wrong - it is, but no one has ever killed a cleaner.  Stormtroopers don’t go home boasting ‘I killed a defenseless cleaner today.’”


“I see your point.  But aren’t you just being a coward?”


“In a choice between coward and death, there is no choice.”


A Tauntaun raced past them and out of the base.  Riding it was a scruffy-looking bloke.


“Where’s he going?”


“To die most likely.”


“Rather him than me.”


“Yes, I know.  You’re a coward.”

On a Star Destroyer, quickly moving towards Htims and Karber.


“D’ya hear?” Death asked Albert.  “We’ve found the Rebels on Hoth.  We’re going in to attack now.”


“That’s nice,” said Albert.  Albert still felt guilty about enjoying the fight.  It seemed that whatever he turned his attention to, the Old Bloke fought his way back into his mind.


“Are you all right?”  Death, on Albert’s advice, was currently undergoing therapy to ease his violent tendencies.  Her was now using, admittedly uneasily, phrase such as ‘can I kill you please?’, ‘sorry for hitting you so hard,’ and ‘please excuse my setting fire to your head.’  It was a start.


“I put our names on the list for extermination duty,” Death continued.  A start maybe, but the therapy still had a long way to go.


“Mmm,” said Albert half-heatedly.


They went to one of the docking areas on the Super Star Destroyer and got on a transport destined for the planet’s surface.


“At least the Snowtrooper uniform is nicer,” mumbled Albert.  He wasn’t going to enjoy this at all.

Htims was in the semiconscious state which lies between awake and asleep.  That place where you think it’s Sunday, only to realise seconds later in ‘awake’ that it’s Monday morning and you’re late for work.


“You killed me.”


Htims shot up from his bed and briefly saw a figure at the door of his quarters.  Htims’ eyes blurred and he wished he hadn’t got up so quickly.  He rubbed his eyes, becoming fully awake.  The figure had gone.


He went into the shower.  The hot water flowed down his face.  It was amazing; after only two months of living on Hoth, the engineers had managed to install hot, running water and electricity in every room.  The ice ceiling only melted a little while the shower was in use.


“Where were you?”

SHUFFLE
The sand blew through the open window in Htims’ room.  It was early morning, but the air was heating up quickly.


Htims leaped out of bed and got dressed.  He then woke Teds and got him washed and dressed too.


He went downstairs.  No one else was up yet, so he went outside to check on his landspeeder.  He had been too tired to put it away in the garage last night, so it was very probable that the thing had been nicked.


Luckily it was still there.  Htims sat Teds down on the bonnet while he got a shovel to empty out the sand which had blown in during the night.  Htims heard Teds call across to him.  He came running with the shovel and saw what Teds was talking about.


“Oh no, Refinnej has left one of her bottles behind.”  Refinnej was famous for the various bottles of substances she carried with her and tried to sell to unsuspecting travelers.  Htims looked at his watch and then across to the house.  “We’ve probably just got time to return it before breakfast.”


He dug a hole in the sand large enough for him to sit in and started the landspeeder’s engine.  “Come on Teds, you can’t sit there.”  Htims reached and pulled Teds off the bonnet and into the vehicle.


The landspeeder sped off in the direction of Mos Eisley and the Cantina.

Htims pulled up outside the Cantina.  He picked up Teds and the bottle and headed inside.


“Htims, what’re you doing here?  You’re not working today.”


Htims turned his head to look around the bar.  “No ,” he replied to his boss, “I’m looking for—oh ,there she is.”  Htims spotted Refinnej in a corner, trying to sell something to a fat man.  She never stopped.


“Hi, Htims,” she said as he approached.


“You left this on my landspeeder last night,” he handed her the bottle.


“Thanks.  Hi Teds,” she saw the object in Htims’ hand, which he carefully sat on the table opposite her.


Refinnej patted Teds on the head, then got up.  “Why don’t you think about it and get back to me later,” she said to the person she’d been trying to off load her ‘merchandise’ to.  She turned her attention back to Htims.  “Come on, lets go and get some breakfast, while some people” she glanced at her potential customer, “make their mind up whether to improve their life or not with one of my amazing heater.”  Refinnej grabbed Htims’ arms and dragged him out of the Cantina.


“Why would he want a heater on Tatooine?  It’s the hottest plan—“


“Sssshhh.”

SHUFFLE
The Imperial transport ships shot away from the Star Destroyers into Hoth’s atmosphere.  They were crammed full of troops, weaponry and huge Walkers.


Noj squeezed through the crowd and sat next to Riaf Tsruh.  “Excited?” he asked.


“Mmm.  Actually, I was just thinking about Mla’son, wondering what he was doing now.  You’re sure he didn’t return to Stormtrooper duty?”


“Don’t worry, Eilrahc sorted everything out.  Didn’t you Eilrahc?”


“If he comes anywhere near an Imperial base then he’ll be arrested immediately.  I filled the computer with about thirty different offenses that he’s ‘committed’.”


“He could be all right sometimes though, couldn’t he?” said Tsruh.


The other two got up and walked off.


The transport hit the ground with a thud.  The large entry hatch opened and a brilliant white light filled the inside of the transport.


“Let’s go get ‘em!”

The ‘experience’ in his quarters meant that Htims was late for the morning meeting.  He ran down the corridor, which turned into a sprint once he heard the alarm.  He emerged into the hangar and slipped behind the men already there.


He noticed Karber on the opposite side of the group and made his way round to him.


“What’s going on?” he whispered.


”You killed me.”


Htims shook his head.  “Sorry?”


“I said, ‘the Empire’s coming’,” said Karber.  “There are about twenty Star Destroyers in orbit and troops have started landing on the surface.”


The group split up and headed for their respective snowspeeders.


“Morning Snrub,” Htims greeted his gunner.


“Htims.  Ready to kill me?”


“Wh?”


“Ready to roll?” Snrub repeated.


Htims stared at the small bear sitting on the front of the speeder.


“What are you looking at?” Snrub asked.


“Nothing, nothing.  Let’s get going,” said a distracted Htims.


The Rebel snowspeeders rose from the ground and hovered towards the hangar door.  Tempers flared and horns sounded as they queued to get outside.

One of the smaller, two legged Imperial walkers, known as AT-STs to those wishing to show off their technical knowledge, wandered aimlessly over the snowy landscape.  In control of the steering was one, very small, Snowtrooper.


“You see they wouldn’t let me join at first on account of my height and my not being able to be understood too well,” the Jawa hit a bump in the snow and the AT-ST jerked, “but then I appealed to the equal opportunities board and the Empire, not wishing to pay out for a lot of legal expenses, let me join…”


Behind the Jawa sat the AT-ST commander who was holding his own conversation with himself as he couldn’t understand a word the Jawa was saying.


“You see the Empire doesn’t exist and I’m going to prove it.  They call me paranoid - we’ll see who’s paranoid - all I need is proof…”


“I now have to pay the board half of my wages each month, but I’m still earning a lot more than I did working on Tatooine…”


“‘You can’t prove a negative’ they say, but once I bring back photographs with no Emperor on, they’ll have to admit I’m right…”


One of the disadvantages of putting a very small person in the driving seat of an AT-ST is that they find it very difficult to see where they are going.  In the case of the Jawa, the short person was in fact minute.  The paranoid commander, so absorbed in his own conversation, failed to notice that the AT-ST was about to walk into a cliff-face.  It was unfortunate for the Rebel Alliance that not all of the attacking walkers were manned by people of below-average height.  It may have cost them an AT-ST, but the Empire proved it’s point to the equal opportunities board.

The Rebels fled as Death ran towards them, blaster firing.  They had obviously heard of his reputation.


“Run, you Rebel scum!” he shouted.  He fired his blaster and four Rebels fell.  Behind him Albert followed at a much slower pace.


“How many sessions a week do you have?” Albert asked.  “Because I feel you should increase it.”


They arrived at one of the entrances into the underground Rebel base.


Death stopped.  “Seeing as though you’re the senior officer, you should give the order to proceed.”


Albert sighed.  “Go on.”


Death unclipped the flame thrower from his rucksack.  He charged at the door.


“Death.” Albert put a hand on his shoulder, “try to restrain yourself.”


“Of course.”  Death charged at the door again.  It splintered and a swift kick from him destroyed it completely.  “Come here Rebels!” he called the corridor and ignited the flame thrower down it.


“Death!” Albert called a warning but it was too late.  The ice ceiling partially melted and collapsed on top of ten Rebel soldiers.  The corridor ahead was completely blocked.


“Maybe we’d better find another way in,” suggested Death.

The snowspeeder swooped low over the snow.


“You all right back there?” Htims shouted over the noise of the engine.


“I just can’t wait to get in there and kick some Snowtrooper,” Snrub’s voice called from the rear of the snowspeeder.


They glided towards the nearest of the four-legged Imperial AT-AT walkers.  The snowspeeder fired several shots, but did little damage.


Inside the AT-AT Noj fired back.


“Stay still!” he screamed.  He fired again.  Noj roared a cry of anguish.  The snowspeeder raced away and Noj turned the AT-At to follow.  “Can’t this thing go any faster?” Noj shouted.


Eilrahc shouted back at him.  “No.  You stick to shooting and let me drive.”  He grabbed the controls back.


The snowspeeder turned and shot towards the AT-AT.


“What the hell’s he doing?” Noj screamed.


The snowspeeder fired a harpoon at the AT-AT.  It stuck in the side of one it’s immense legs.


“What’s he doing?  What’s he doing?”


“I don’t know!!!” cried Eilrahc.


“All right, all right.  What’s up with you?”


The snowspeeder swung around and round the AT-ATs legs.


“Oh no,” whispered Eilrahc.


“What? Do you know what he’s doing?”


“I know exactly what he’s—“


Eilrahc was cut off as the rope tightened around the At-Ats legs.  It swayed for a moment, then gravity took hold and it fell forward, crashing into the snow.


The occupants of the snowspeeder cheered.


“Let’s get rid of the rest of these walkers and then maybe we can get something to eat.”


“Yes…” said Htims, his voice trailing off.

SHUFFLE
Refinnej and Htims sat in the café, down the street from the Cantina.  Refinnej sipped at her coffee, while Htims slurped his milkshake.


“And so after a little work last night, I’ve found out that his name is definitely B-something.”


Htims nodded his head.  Refinnej was talking about the man she had mentioned yesterday evening.


“He sounds ever so nice.  He’s not that athletic, but he has an interest in…”


“That’s nice Refinnej.  Well we’d better be getting back, hadn’t we Teds?”  He looked around.  “Teds?  Teds!”


“Calm down, you must have left him in the Cantina.”


Htims burst out of the café.


“Htims, slow down!” Refinnej called after him from the café doorway.


Htims ran down the street towards the Cantina, and into the body of a Stormtrooper.


“Hey, you can’t go in there,” the Stormtrooper said.


“Let me past,” Htims struggled with him.


“Look, we’ve just raided the place.  We’re busy cleaning up all the criminals now.”


“You don’t understand.”  Htims stopped struggling, he’d had a brain-wave.  “Look at that,” he pointed at an object in the distance.


“Where?” the Stormtrooper turned to look.


Htims ran off behind him into the Cantina.


“You!  You come back here, you sneaky little…”

A few minutes later Refinnej caught up with Htims.  He was kneeling in the middle of the Cantina, his head hung low.


She walked up behind him slowly.  “Htims?  What is it?”


Tears flowed down his face.  “They…they,” he sobbed.  “They…”


Refinnej looked down at what he had in his hands and she fell to her knees beside him.  “Oh no.”


Htims held up the bundle of fabric and stuffing in his hands.  “They killed him, they killed him.”


“I’m sorry…”


“Those nasty people killed him,” Htims was getting angry.  He stood up.  “They killed him and I swear, to the memory of Teds, I’ll avenge his death.  The Empire had better stay clear of me now!!”

There had been a brief but moving service.  Refinnej and a few others (Oh no, I miscounted.  There was only Refinnej) said a few words, carefully avoiding saying that Teds had never been alive in the first place.  Htims stayed silent throughout, contemplating a future without Teds.  For the first time Htims was alone.

SHUFFLE
Albert and Death had spent the last half-hour wandering around in the snow, looking for another way into the Rebel base.  So far they hadn’t had much success and Death’s temper  was beginning to erupt.


“Where did everyone else go?” Death snapped as he noticed that the rest of the Snowtrooper squad were no longer with them.


“They disappeared about ten minutes ago.”


“Great.  Well, there’s only one thing for it.”


“What?” Albert was dreading the reply.


Death dumped his pack on the ground and got out a spade.  “We’re going to have to dig our way in.”


“Here?”


“Why not?”


“No reason.”  Albert knew they were no longer anywhere near the Rebel base, but if Death wanted to spend the day digging a big hole leading to nothing, that was up to him.  Albert got out his spade and joined Death digging.  At least all this exercise should take his mind off being haunted.


After a twenty minutes of frantic digging, all the two Snowtroopers had accomplished was trapping themselves in a big hole.


“We must be nearly there now,” Death muttered and continued digging.


“What was that?”  Albert looked up at the hole entrance, metres above them.


“Hi.”  The two Rebel soldiers peered down at Albert from the top of the hole.  “Stay right there.”


“Oh, like we’d go anywhere,” Albert muttered.  “Death will you stop digging and come and talk to these two—Death!”


“Can’t talk - digging.”


One of the heads reappeared at the top of the hole.


“Where’s your friend?”


Albert got his answer as the opening to the hole began to close high above him.  The other Rebel was pulling a sheet of metal across it.


The two Rebels giggled like children.  “Bye-ee!”


The sheet covered the opening completely and the Snowtroopers were left in total darkness.


“Great.  What do you suppose we do now?”


“Huh?” Death asked.  “Why have you stopped digging?”  He gazed upwards, “the light sure does go quickly here, doesn’t it?”


Albert sat down and burst into tears.


“What?  What’s wrong?”  Death was confused.  “It’s not the ‘Old Bloke’ thing again is it?”


“The last time I was in a confined space with you…”


“Ohhh…”  Death remembered what had happened in the TIE fighter when they were escaping the exploding Death Star.  “Everyone promised to forget what happened in there.”


“It’s a bit difficult to forget things like that—and don’t you dare compare it to the Rooster Incident.”


Death sensed what he had learnt in therapy might be useful here and he attempted to use a friendly, sympathetic voice.  “You were involved with the Rooster Incident too, weren’t you?”


“To this day I still wake up screaming and shouting ‘No!  Take the duck instead!’  That and this TIE fighter thing.  It’s all too much.


“I suppose I could…” Death was deep in thought - something of a rare occurrence.  “I could extract those parts of your brain responsible for remembering those incidents.”


“You’d do that for me?”


“It should be fairly easy.  I just get in there and set about with my knife,” Death said, rather more confidently than he actually was.  “We might as well get started.”


“Now?  But it’s pitch black in here!”


“It’ll be all right.  I’ll do it by touch.”


“If you’re sure…”


“Look at that!”


“What?  What are you doing?”


Death was swinging his spade randomly in the air, desperately trying to find Albert’s head.  Finally he made contact and Albert slumped on the floor.  Death got out his knife and carefully cut off the top of Albert’s head.  He reached in and pulled out the squidgy bit Death presumed was the brain.  Death didn’t really know what to do next, so he made a couple of slices in the brain (and one or two in his own hand by mistake) and plopped it back in Albert’s head.  He replaced the top of the head and used some ice from the hole’s walls to freeze the blood round the edges, to act as a kind of glue.


“Not a bad job,” said Death as he waited for Albert to wake up, “admittedly, not a very good one, but still, it’s not too bad.”

An emergency session of the Designers Guild (current membership totaled a record-breaking two) had been called on Coruscant, the centre of the Empire’s administration and location of the Emperor’s palace.


“How could they reject it?” Nebney shot up from his seat.  “Do they realise how much time I spent on it?”


“It’s the Emperor’s empire and if he decides to reject your design, then it’s rejected.  It’s as simple as that,” said Bstap, the head designer.


The design that they were talking about was for the new Death Star space station, to replace the one the Rebels blew up.


“What was it exactly that he didn’t like?” said Nebney.  “Was it the colour scheme or the room design?—did you show them that there were no thermal exhaust ports?  We won’t be making that mistake again.”


“It was the whole basic design.  They wanted something more reminiscent of the whole station - more spherical.  They said the new design looked like it was from some other franchise.”


“Would he prefer it if I put the thermal exhaust ports back?” mumbled Nebney.


“I want a new design by the end of the week, if you don’t mind,” Bstap left quickly.  He had a feeling that Nebney might throw something at him.


Nebney called up his prototype Death Star II plans on the computer.  It consisted of three concentric circles, with six large docking pylons sticking out, three above and three below the rings.


“Brilliant design if you ask me.  Maybe we could use it as an ore processing station above one of the mining colonies or something.”

The AT-AT walker strode over the snow, step leaving huge footprints behind.  At the controls sat Ernie.


“Ernie, get this walker back on course,” the AT-AT commander ordered.


Ernie spun round in his seat and knocked the commander unconscious.  “Sorry, but this walker’s going on a small detour.”


A snowspeeder flew towards the AT-AT.  Ernie shot at the wing, causing it to crash in the snow, but not destroying it.


Ernie stopped the walker and put on the hand brake.  He felt beneath his seat and pulled out a rope ladder.  He used this to exit the walker and he scurried across to the snowspeeder.


Inside the snowspeeder, the pilot and gunner sat in their seats, dazed.  The entry hatch began to open.  The windows had been completely covered with snow, so the crew could only see what was happening when the hatch was completely open.


Ernie stared down at them and aimed his blaster.  “Where is he?  Where’s Bert?”


The Rebels stared back at him.  “Who’s Bert?” one whispered to the other.


“I have no idea,” the other answered, “who’s this idiot?”


Ernie repeated his question.


The pilot’s mind raced.  He needed to think of somewhere as far away from here as possible.  Somewhere like… “Dagobah,” said the pilot.


“Dagobah?” Ernie was confused.  What possible reason could Bert have to be on Dagobah?  Of course, to get away from him.  “Is this craft space worthy?”  Ernie asked.


“I…I don’t know.  Possibly.”


“Get out.  Both of you.  And give me the keys.”


Ernie fired up the snowspeeder’s engines.  It was still operable.  He hadn’t damaged it too much.  The snowspeeder climbed in altitude and eventually into orbit.  Ernie then discovered that although the snowspeeder could travel in a vacuum, it wasn’t completely air-tight.  Ernie set a course and held his breath all the way to Dagobah.

“The Snowtroopers are coming!” the Rebels cried as they fled back down the base tunnels.  One of them knocked over the bucket of water Karber had been using to clean the ice walls with (don’t ask).


“Watch out!” Karber cried.  He picked up the bucket.  He had yet to notice the advancing Snowtroopers.  “That’s gonna freeze and become a bit of a hazard now,” he said to himself.  “I wonder where the ‘slippery floor’ signs are kept…”


As Karber pondered, a Snowtrooper went skidding past him and crashed into the a wall, where his head became lodged in the ice.


“I just cleaned that!”


Several more Snowtroopers slid after the first.  They hit their colleague and parts of the ceiling began to cave in.


“Will you be careful!”


The ceiling collapsed, blocking the corridor behind Karber and trapping him with a hoard of Snowtroopers.


“Right, I’ve had enough of this.”  Karber put down the bucket.  He picked up his mop and waved it menacingly at the Imperial troops.  “Get out of my clean tunnel!” he cried and struck the nearest Snowtrooper with the mop.


More and more Snowtroopers approached this funny man with a mop, and more and more Snowtroopers fell to the ground unconscious after having been hit with it.


Karber was getting increasingly angry.  “Get your filthy boots off my clean floor!”


Eventually there were no more Snowtroopers left standing.  Karber collected his bucket and put it away with his mop in the cleaning cupboard.  He then went back and took a helmet from one of the Snowtroopers as a souvenir.  It wasn’t everyday he brutally attacked a squad of Snowtroopers.


He went to the stables and rounded up one of the Tauntauns who had escaped in the chaos.  He saddled it up and rode out into the snow to find out where the other Rebels had got to.

“It was you.  Admit it - you killed me!”


“No, nooo!”


Htims stood beside his snowspeeder, which had crashed while he was having his last flashback.  Snrub crawled out of his seat at the back of the snowspeeder.  He rubbed his head.  It was bleeding.


“You were off enjoying yourself while I was being torn to shreds!”


“No,” Htims cried at Teds.


“It was you.  It was you.  You’ve blamed the Empire, the Stormtroopers, but you know in your heart.  It was all your fault.”


“Htims?” Snrub stood up and dusted off the snow on his uniform.  “Who are you talking to?”


“Yes!!” Htims shouted out.  “It was me, it was my fault.  If I’d taken more care, you’d still be here.”


“I am here.”


“I mean here in the flesh - not this guilt-given-form apparition.”  Htims collapsed on the floor.  “It’s my fault.”  He repeatedly head-butted the floor for several minutes, then suddenly stopped.  He wiped away the tears.  “Wait a second.  It’s not my fault at all.  It’s Refinnej’s.”  He got up.


“Oh no,” sighed Teds.


“It was Refinnej who pulled me away, who forced me to have that drink…”


“Just admit it.  It’s your fault.”  The Teds apparition was getting annoyed.


“I’m going to get her, make her pay for what she did.”  Htims ran to the snowspeeder and grabbed a blaster.


“Htims?” Snrub said, but was completely ignored.


“You’ll regret this later,” Teds warned, but Htims had gone - running off across the snow.


Teds sighed and slowly faded away, now that Htims’ imagination was no longer creating him.


Snrub watched Htims disappear into the distance.  “I always thought he was crazy.”  He trudged off, carefully ensuring that he was going in the opposite direction to Htims.

Nebney walked into Bstap’s office and dumped the wad of paper on his desk.


“What’s this?” Bstap asked.


“The latest design.  If this one doesn’t get accepted then..”


“What?”


“I don’t know, but it won’t be nice.  I’m kinda hoping that the threat will be enough”


Bstap had a flick through the paper.  “It looks fine to me.”


“You said that about the last twenty.  However they were all rejected. ‘It’s not spherical enough’, ‘there’s not enough guns’, there’s no where to hang my coat.’  It would have been a lot easier just to use the exact same design used for the first Death Star..”


“But without any thermal exhaust ports.”


“Hmmm.”


“You have an idea?”


“Possibly…”
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From Dagobah to Bespin
“What the hell am I doing here?” Karber cried out to the world in general.


He was on Dagobah, a swampy planet which the Rebel Alliance was considering as a site for a new base.  It was remote and had no potential use for the Empire - seemingly a perfect location.  Karber, after demonstrating his spectacular fighting skills on Hoth, had had his worst fears realised and been assigned to survey the planet and see if it would be suitable.  He had been on the planet for barely an hour and already he hated the place.  If he’d known that this would have been the result, he would have let the Snowtroopers keep the bottle of floor cleaner.


Karber tripped again and fell in the damp, muddy earth.  His souvenir Snowtrooper helmet, once a brilliant white, had now been stained a permanent brown-green.  He picked himself up, swore repeatedly, and continued walking.


“…he will be sadly missed,” finished Prub.  He lit a candle and placed it beside the others.  “I think we’d better take a break before continuing.”


“Great service,” said Eilrahc, who had miraculously survived his AT-AT’s destruction on Hoth.


They were holding memorial services for those who had died in the destruction of the Death Star.  So far they were up to number one thousand, three hundred and eighty seven.


“Do we have to do everyone individually?  I don’t see why we couldn’t get this all over with in one service.  That way we could get back to work within the next ten years.”


“Look,” said Prub, the ‘lucky’ person who had been elected to conduct the services, “it’s to try and improve our image.  To show we care for our troops.  It’s the new caring Empire.”


“Do we really?”


“Care?  Nah, it’s really to convince the Rebels that we’re ‘nice’ and so they will stop attacking us.”


Eilrahc gave him a look of disbelief.


“We’re desperate,” Prub explained.


“Oh, say no more,” Eilrahc knew all about being desperate.


Prub walked to the back of the room and got out another pack of candles from the crate.  Several of the fire-suppression unit members who were in attendance shuffled nervously and tried to hide the fire extinguishers they were keeping up their jumpers.  The top half of the room was already filled with a thick black smog from the candles and they were less that a quarter of the way through the services.


“Right, who next?” Prub ran his finger down the list.  “ ‘Kniy,’ “ he read.


“Sorry to interrupt,” said Eilrahc, “but there’s a bit of a problem with this one.  We don’t actually know for sure that he died.”


“But I’ve got his heart.  Look.”  Prub pulled out the lump of muscle from his pocket.


“I know Kniy wasn’t entirely normal, but how many hearts can one person have?  Everyone’s been feeling guilty about making fun of Kniy when he was alive, so now that he’s ‘dead’, they’re trying to make up of it by buying his body parts.  Who knows what will happen when Mla’son dies.”


“I’ve been given a list of services to perform, whether they’re still alive or not is none of my concern.”  Prub tried to hide his upset about learning that he’d wasted his money on a fake heart.


Eilrahc made his way towards the exit - someone had to get some work done.  On the way he passed an officer completely covered in bandages and plaster casts.  “What happened to you?” he asked.


“Ask him,” the injured man snapped.


Eilrahc turned and looked at the small Jawa-trooper sitting next to the one in bandages.


“It wasn’t my fault I couldn’t see where I was going.  They should make AT-STs for the smaller Stormtrooper.”


Eilrahc left the two bickering.

Ernie’s commandeered snowspeeder approached Dagobah.  Ernie had turned completely blue and entered the planet’s atmosphere just as he was about to pass out.  Ernie took long breaths of the oxygen he had lacked for the past eight hours.  A small normality of colour returned to his face.


He set the snowspeeder down in a clearing in the forest.  Ernie started scanning for life signs.  He then switched to scan for Bert-type life signs when the scanning equipment overloaded.


Ernie got out of the speeder and had a walk around the area.  He heard a low rumble in the sky.  Looking up, he saw an X-wing high in the sky.


“I knew it.  Bert’s joined the Rebellion.”


He ran back to his speeder and fired up the engine.  The snowspeeder rose to just above the tree line and fired at the X-wing.  Ernie missed completely, but the shots disrupted the X-wing pilot’s concentration and he crashed into the undergrowth.


Ernie landed the snowspeeder , grabbed his blaster and set off in the direction of the X-wing.  Revenge would be so very, very sweet.

SHUFFLE
Super Star Destroyer, two weeks after the destruction of the Death Star.

The seven finished making their pact.  For as long as they lived, they would never reveal to anyone the events which had occurred on that journey into space.  Too much was at stake.  A couple of them had only just survived the Rooster Incident with their reputation intact.  If this new episode ever got out, then it would be the end of them.  The end of party invitations forever.


The Stormtroopers went back to work.  Ernie walked with Bert towards the cargo bays, while Noj, Albert and the others went in the direction of the bridge.


“I’ve borrowed some more things,” said Ernie.


“What now?” said Bert.  “Our quarters are full enough already.”


The ‘things’ were some of the materials salvaged from the rubble of the Death Star.  Ernie and Bert had been assigned to sort out the useful stuff, while the remainder was to be melted down as scrap.  Ernie, however, was keen to keep a lot of the things himself.  So far, the Empire was missing three toothbrush heads, a table lamp, a five metre long cable, half a bulkhead and a collection of screws from it’s ‘keep’ pile.


They arrived at cargo bay two.


“There’s one object in particular that I’m proud of,” said Ernie.  He pressed his hand on the sensor and the door opened.  They went inside.  “I think you’ll be impressed.  I’ve even built a stand for it.”


“Yes,” said Bert.  “Shall we get on?”

SHUFFLE
In the centre of the murky forest, Karber sat eating his sandwiches.  The bread was a little dry, but it was better than the usual field rations which were produced by the establishment every time someone went away on a mission.


Karber knocked his Snowtrooper helmet lightly against the ground and large sheets of hardened mud fell off it.  Now he would be able to see where he was going without guessing at the location of trees and ponds.


This whole planet had the potential to be the most enjoyable place that a cleaner like Karber had ever visited.  If the Rebels hadn’t confiscated his mop and bucket.  With all the mud and untidily left sticks and leaves, Karber could spend weeks cleaning up.  But Karber didn’t have his mop and the only water available was dirtier than the stuff he wanted to clean.  The whole experience was becoming very irritating.  Karber was due to be picked up in a weeks time, however if he was ever going to retain his sanity, he would have to leave now.


He resumed walking and reached a clearing in the dark forest.  The clearing was filled with a large pond.  The water was the darker-shade-of-brown-than-the-soil that Karber had come to expect from Dagobah ponds.  It wasn’t the water that interested Karber, it was the half submerged X-wing in the middle of it.


He swam over, the water didn’t make much difference to his already damp and filthy body.  He opened the cockpit hatch and got inside.  He flicked a couple of switches.  The X-wing still had full power.  Karber poked his head up and stared out of the window for long enough to ease his conscience that this fighter didn’t belong to anyone, but making sure that he didn’t spend enough time looking to actually see anyone.


The X-wing began to sink.


“Oh no.”


The water crept up the sides and over the top of the cockpit windows.


“No, no, no…”  Karber pulled hard on the emergency hatch release lever.  “Let me out!” he squealed.  He lent back in the seat and pushed the hatch with his feet.  It slowly began to open and Karber wriggled out into the water.  The hatch closed behind him before the interior got too wet.

Nebney was up all night working.  He had redrawn, from memory, the complete plans for the first Death Star (no one had kept the original plans - they hadn’t thought they’d ever need to build another station).  Nebney then set about altering some of the minor points on it (location of the toilet roll store room, etc.).  After careful consideration - mainly in case he ever got invited round for tea and when the Rebels started to attack - he removed the thermal exhaust ports but added…


The next day Nebney showed the designs to Eilrahc for a final check before taking them to Bstap.


“They’re great,” Eilrahc said.


“And there’s no way this one can be blown up.”


“There’s just one thing.  What about this big hole here?  It leads directly to the power core.  It a ship got in there then—“


“Picky, picky, picky.”  Nebney snatched the plans back and headed for Bstap’s office.  “As if that’s ever going to happen.”

Karber looked at his watch.  He now had three less minutes to wait for his ride off this planet than since he had last looked.


He had come to the conclusion that Dagobah was dirty, smelly and revolting - the perfect place for a Rebel base, as long as he didn’t have to stay here.


Karber thought he heard a rustling behind him.  It was hard to tell as his clothes squelched loudly every time he moved.  He stopped and turned around.  The rustling stopped too.  Karber carried on walking, more slowly and cautiously this time.  The rustling returned.  Karber stopped once more.


“You might as well come out.  I can see the sides of your head sticking out round the tree.”


Ernie emerged from the undergrowth.  “Right Bert,” he cried, “you’re coming with me.”  Karber was still wearing his Snowtrooper helmet, so Ernie has yet to realise that this wasn’t the person he was supposed to be terrorising.


“Who’s Be—“ Karber started but then decided it wouldn’t be the wisest course of action to start arguing with an angry man with a large gun.


Karber trundled to front of Ernie on the way to the snowspeeder.  Ernie was going on about some possession of his that ‘Bert’ had stolen.  There was frequent swearing and Ernie hit Karber with the gun on several occasions.  Karber suspected that there was some hostility between Bert and Ernie.


They arrived at the snowspeeder.


“Right,” said Ernie, “I need to take you somewhere remote, away from the Empire, where I can take my revenge in private.  Preferably somewhere with less mud.”


“How about Cloud City on Bespin?” suggested Karber.  “I hear the Empire doesn’t go there much.”  Karber figured he might as well be useful.  It might make things easier when Ernie found out he wasn’t Bert.


“I am now going to take a lot of pleasure in knocking you out,” said Ernie.  “Hopefully you’ll use up less oxygen that way.”


“Is that really nec—“


Ernie clubbed Karber on the head with his blaster.  The vibrations soaked though the helmet and made Karber’s ears ring.  He fell to the ground.  Ernie then wished he had told Karber to get in the snowspeeder before he’d rendered him unconscious.  It was strange, Bert seemed to have become smaller since Ernie had last seem him.

SHUFFLE
Bert carefully sorted through his pile of salvaged material.  Mostly everything was too deformed to be of any use, so Bert’s ‘keep’ pile was barely existent, while the ‘throw’ pile towered ominously over him.


On the other side of the cargo bay, Ernie’s head poked out of the twisted metal.


“Hmm, this could be useful,” he muttered and threw it to one side.


Ernie’s ‘keep’ pile was also very small.  However this was for different reasons than Bert’s.  Firstly, Ernie was progressing slowly.  Each piece was studied for several minutes before Ernie came to a conclusion as to which pile it should be placed.  Secondly, Ernie had created a third pile - ‘mine’.  This was where most of the things were going.  Ernie took routine trips back to Bert’s and his quarters in order to quietly drop off things before anyone noticed and ‘told’ on him.


“Throw, mine, mine, mine, Empire, mine, mine, throw, …” Ernie muttered as he worked.  He noticed Bert standing over him.  “What’s up?”


“I’ve finished.”


“What?”


Ernie looked across to the large pile which he still had to sort through.  At the start, they had split the original pile into two halves to ensure each person did an equal amount of work (Bert’s idea, surprisingly).  If it had been split according to how fast each person worked, the starting piles would have looked a lot different.


“You might as well take that lot back to our quarters while you’re waiting,” Ernie nodded at the six wheelbarrows full of ‘mine’ material.


Bert chose the lightest and wheeled it towards the door.  It also happened to be the one which squeaked and didn’t travel straight.


“If you get caught with it, say it’s Noj’s,” Ernie shouted across.


“Right.”  Bert left the cargo bay and pushhed the wheelbarrow to his quarters.


Ernie watched him go, there was definitely something not quite right with Bert today.  Maybe the Seven-men-in-a-TIE-fighter Episode had had more effect on him than Ernie had first thought.  He resumed working.

SHUFFLE
The snowspeeder entered Bespin’s atmosphere.  Ernie switched on the radio and skipped through the various frequencies until he found the one used by Cloud City security.


“zzzzzzcrackle Stormtroopers in sector zzzzzz increase security around zzz Imperial troops zzzzzzz.”


Stormtroopers?  What were they doing here?  Ernie was puzzled.  In the back of the snowspeeder Karber began to awaken.


“zzzzz patrols to sezz citizens Bert and Refinnej zzzzz quarterszz”


Ernie switched off the radio.  Bert here?  If Bert was with Refinnej on Cloud City, then who was in the back of the snowspeeder?


“I guess you’ll be wanting an explanation,” said Karber from behind.  “It all began,” Karber leaned forward, “I suggest you make yourself comfortable.”  He lay back in the chair.  “It all began when we were preparing to destroy the Death Star.  I was sitting on a stool…”

Htims knew where Refinnej was currently living.  She had told him often enough that she was going off to live with the ‘Bert’ person she always talked about.  He had hacked into Cloud City’s central computer network and found the location of Refinnej and Bert’s quarters.  Currently Htims was standing outside the door, preparing himself for the encounter and thinking of the most fitting way to end Refinnej’s life.


He knocked on the door.  There was no answer.  Htims tried again and when the response was negative, he set about levering the control panel off the wall.  He short-circuited the lock, went inside and hid behind the door.


Presently, Refinnej returned home.  She opened the door and swung it wide open.


“Bert, are you home?”


Refinnej got changed and then left to find Bert.  Meanwhile Htims continued to lie behind the door which had knocked him unconscious.  He was to remain there for several weeks before anyone found him.  For some reason neither Refinnej nor Bert ever came back.

SHUFFLE
Ernie, eventually (approximately three days after Bert), finished sorting through his pile and went to see how his friend was doing.  He saw the wheelbarrow outside his quarters, still brim full of carefully selected materials which would vastly improve their lives.  He sighed.  It was typical of Bert not to put things away.  Anything to avoid exercise.


The door opened.  It was the empty space which Ernie saw first.  The ‘hole’ which should have been filled with his prize possession.


“Bert?” Ernie called, but he already knew there would be no reply.


Ernie walked over to the table and stared at the empty space.  He picked up the stand and turned it over in his hand.  He made a pledge there and then to get the person who had stolen his possession.  He would get the thief, tear out his heart and shove it on a stick for all to see.  He’d get him.  He’d get Bert.

SHUFFLE
“That service is not currently available due to a security lock down.  Please try again later.”


Ernie lacked Htims’ skill with illegal computer hacking so he had not yet managed to find out where on Cloud City Bert was currently located.


He hit the computer terminal with his fist and shattered the screen.  “Tell me where he is!”


“That service is not…”


Ernie left the computer talking to itself and started to wander the endless corridors of Cloud City, in the hope that he might just have luck on his side and bump into Bert.


Luck had yet to make up her mind whose side she was on, so took a middle path and introduced Ernie to Refinnej.


He saw Refinnej in at the end of the corridor.  He recognised her immediately - Bert had spent enough time talking about her for Ernie to write her biography.  He stayed twenty yards or so away and followed her as she unknowingly led him to Bert.


Ernie stayed at the bottom of the stairs as Refinnej and Bert greeted each other.  He waited until Refinnej left and then made his move.

“Nebney!  Nebney!” Bstap cried as he ran down the corridor.  “It got accepted!”


“What?”


“Construction starts next week.  It’s amazing, they accepted it immediately.  It’s as if you knew exactly what they wanted.”


“Really?” Nebney tried to sound surprised.  This result was as expected.  The Emperor hadn’t wanted a station similar to the last one, he wanted the exact same one.  The only difference was that this was a little larger.  And this time the Emperor might even make it on board and try out his throne room before it was smashed to bits.


“Let’s start building!” Bstap danced away, off to bribe the construction team to get the job completed quickly - not, as is usual with builders, eighteen months after they say they’d have it done.

“Bert.”


Bert spun round and saw Ernie coming up the steps.  “You.”

SHUFFLE
Bert arrived at his quarters with the wheelbarrow without incident (ignoring the strange looks he got off people).


What was once his home, was now filled with piles of scrap material.  Bert had to leave the wheelbarrow outside - there was no room for it inside.  Upon every area of free space in the room, Ernie had dumped things.


 Bert climbed over the rubble to the table on the far side of the room.  Here there was a thirty centimetre square area of unused space.  Bert took off his Stormtrooper helmet and placed it neatly in the gap.


He clambered over to the door which led off to his room.  The door opened and a sea of plastic and metal gushed out over him.


Bert made his way back to the table.  There was no way he would be spending another second in this place.  He’d go and see Ernie and get him to tidy up, or else.


He picked up his helmet and tucked it under his arm.  Bert looked at the space on the table.  He hadn’t noticed it before, but in the area which he’d covered with his helmet, was a cylindrical piece of metal.  He put his helmet on the floor and studied the object.  He pressed the switch on the side.  It still worked.


Bert turned on the spot and looked round the room.  He had to get out of here.  Serving the Empire no longer held and interest for him.  He needed a rest.


The communicator screen on the wall was hidden by the rubbish in front of it.  Bert dug through the mess and cleared the screen.  He dialed a number using the keypad on the side.  Refinnej’s face appeared.


“Bert, is that you?”


“Hi,” Bert said.


“What’s wrong?”  Refinnej was concerned.  Something wasn’t right here.


“You know your idea about going to live away somewhere?”


“Yes.  You’re considering it?  I thought you said you could never leave Er—“


“Let’s go.  Now.  I need to get out of here for a while.”


“Sure.  I’ll get it sorted immediately.  Is Cloud City okay?”


“Whatever.  See you there,” he closed the channel.


Bert turned and saw the object on the table.  He walked to the door.  He paused, then went to the table and clipped the object to his belt, leaving the stand Ernie had crudely constructed, empty.  Bert left his quarters for the last time.  He quietly borrowed a ship form the hangar for the journey to Cloud City.  He never returned.

SHUFFLE
“I’ve finally found you.  You’re a hard man to track down.”  Ernie drew his blaster.


“I meant to contact you, but you know the Empire, they make it very difficult for you to leave if you’re not dead.”  Bert’s hand wavered over his belt.


“You took it, didn’t you?”


“No, I never touched it.”  Bert moved his hand away from his belt guiltily.


“You took it,” Ernie continued, “and then came with her to this place.”


“Ernie, I’m sor—“


“Her,” he spat out the words, “Refinnej.  That canine's mother.”


“She doesn’t even have any children.”


“You ran off and didn’t even bother to tell me.”


“Ernie, I know you’re upset, but I thought it’d be easier if I just left,“ Bert said slowly, trying to remain calm.


“You wanted to destroy our relationship, run away.  You coward.”


 “If you were any other man I would kill you where you stand.”  The tension had finally begun to get to Bert.  “In fact, I might just do it anyway.  You’re trying to put all the blame on mw, but what about you?  You left Kniy behind.”


“Kniy?  Who’s Kniy?” Ernie was momentarily confused.


“On the Death Star, when we were escaping—“


“We all made a promise never to talk about that ever again.”


“On the Death Star,” Bert continued, “you rescued everyone, everyone, apart from Kniy.”


“I didn’t even know you knew him that well.”


“I didn’t really, that’s not the point.  He still died.”


“We don’t know that for sure.  He could have escaped.  It could all be a conspiracy - there are a lot of fake hearts going about.”


Bert reached behind his back and pulled out a lump of squidgy rotting material.


“What’s that?”


“Kniy’s brain.”


“Eww.  Ew, ew, eww.  Where did you get that from?  More importantly, what are you planing on doing with it?”


“This proves that Kniy’s dead.  You can’t fake brains.”


“His body might be dead, but the story of his involvement in the Rooster Incident will live forever.”


“The Rooster Incident; our exploits while…erm…escaping the Death Star, will never compare to that.”


“You promised never to mention it!”  Something inside Ernie snapped and he started firing his blaster wildly at Bert.


Bert reached to his belt and unclipped an object from it.  He flicked the activation switch and the lightsaber flared up.  It’s blade illuminated Bert’s face with a blue glow.


“You,” growled Ernie.  “You did steal the Old Bloke’s lightsaber.”  He fired again and again.


“It’s as much mine as it is yours.”


In the hands of a trained Jedi Knight, the lightsaber is a deadly weapon.  It would have easily deflected the blaster shots from Ernie.  However, Bert wasn’t a trained Jedi Knight, he was only just toilet trained.  That, added to the fact that he was a little nervous, does not result in anything even approaching the word ‘deadly’.  One of Ernie’s shots came close to hitting Bert’s arm and he dropped the lightsaber in fright.


Ernie walked over and picked it up.  He threw away his blaster and swished the lightsaber at Bert’s head.

The lightsaber fell down, spinning as it fell.  The spin was a little off balance because of the object stuck on the end of it.  The lightsaber continued to fall, when a hand reached up towards it…

Bert caught the lightsaber and it’s blue blade flashed on, blocking Ernie’s attacking swipe.  The severed hand fell off the end of Bert’s new lightsaber and they battled on.


The lightsaber blades danced, creating patterns of coloured light in the air.  The war raged between the two men, neither side ever gaining more than a small advantage over the other, before the opponent caught up and eliminated it.


On they fought.  With a lucky swipe, Bert knocked the lightsaber from Ernie’s hand.  Ernie did the only thing he could do.  He fell to his knees and cried like a baby.


“Come on, there’s no—“ Bert tried to comfort Ernie, but Ernie leapt forward as he came towards him.  “That’s not fighting fair,” protested Bert as he flew backwards and hit the floor.


Ernie rolled over to his lightsaber and re-ignited it.  “This is war, everything’s fair.”


“There are rules…”


“Which tend to make victory more difficult for those who choose to follow them.”


“Does this mean I can attack from behind?”


“Yes.”


“And repeatedly kick you when you’re down?”


“Yes?”


“Biting?”


“Come on, some things are just too low.”


They circled each other and swished their lightsabers dramatically.  The fight continued as the sun set outside.  People stopped to watch momentarily, before busying themselves with evacuating the city to escape the Imperial troops.  A number of bets were placed.


Ernie was now heavily injured and growing extremely tired.  In a last burst of energy he threw his lightsaber in the general direction of Bert.  It spun towards him, the deadly blade still activated.  Bert prepared for the worst.  Of course he could have ducked, could have moved out of the way, but that wouldn’t have been dramatic, would it?


“Bert!  I forgot to ask, what do you want for your te—“


“Refinnej!  Get out of here!” came Bert’s desperate plea.  Typical, she was never around when you wanted her and then the one time you don’t…


She spotted the blade accelerating towards Bert.  “Noooo!”  She leapt heroically into it’s path.  The lightsaber sliced her in two.


“Noooooo!” screamed Bert.


“Yahoo!” cried Ernie.


Bert attacked in a rage, he charged towards Ernie, pointing his lightsaber directly at his heart.  In response, Ernie stuck out his foot and Bert tumbled.  He tried to steady himself on the rail surrounding the chasm next to him, but failed and fell down into it.


Bert had plummeted several hundred metres when a side chute opened and he was sucked down into it.  Down and down the chute he slid, until a hatch opened and he emerged outside, beneath Cloud City.  Unfortunately Cloud City was suspended several miles high into the air.  He made a grab for one of the aerials sticking out of the bottom, but he missed and fell downwards towards the rapidly approaching ground.


Above Bert a man shot out from another, similar chute.  This person was luckier and managed to grab hold of the aerial Bert had so narrowly missed.


Bert hit the ground with a ‘splat’.

The audience shuffled in their seats.  Once again, the screen went black before them and the familiar music played.  Reluctantly the audience left the cinema and returned home to await the showing of the final episode…

Epilogue
“Ouch.” Karber rubbed his head.  Ernie hadn’t taken the news about him being ‘Karber’ and not ‘Bert’ too well, and had repeatedly hit him with a conveniently placed, nearby club.  Karber blinked his eyes and tried to correct his blurry vision.  He looked around the room.  He didn’t recognise any of it.


He tried to stand up, but discovered that his arms and legs were bound.


“What’s going on here?” he said, half to himself.


By rolling about on the floor, he eventually managed to get himself on his feet.  He hopped over to a stone table and sat down.


The room shook, Karber gathered that he must be on a vehicle of some sort, probably a space craft if the stars zooming past the window were any indication.


The table was cold, hard and not very smooth.  He moved to look at it.


“Arggh!” Karber jumped backwards as he saw the agonised face staring at him.


The table had a persons body carved into it.  Karber noticed the flashing lights on the side of the table and the small square of buttons.  This wasn’t a table, but a person in


“Carbon freeze,” Karber whispered.


Karber’s eyes widened as he realised what was happening.  Two people, being restrained in one way or another.  Prisoners - bounty.  Being transported to…to…


“Oh no, not him.”
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“Here we are again at the credits.  Where do you think Karber’s off too?”

“Don’t know.  I’m eagerly awaiting Return of the Jedi to discover the exciting ending.”
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That is about it.  I won’t waste my time, paper, or printer ink pretending anyone else took an interest.

“So what’s your excuse for the omission of Yoda this time?”    “He didn’t seem relevant to the story.”    “Not relevant?  Who was it that gave Luke all his training?  Who hinted at the existence of his sister?  Who confirmed that Darth Vader was Luke’s father?”    “You may have noticed that none of them were in it either.”

“Any hints about the final part of the trilogy?”    “Well, Mla’son’s back.”   “You mean the one nobody likes?”    “You remember him then? He meets up with another regular and they do something.”    “What?”    “You don’t expect me to give away the entire plot do you?”    “It has a plot?”

The Producers wouldn’t like to thank anyone for their assistance, as no one helped (Call me selfish if you like, but it’s true.)

Animal Action was not supervised by anyone at all.  Fifty(ish) animals were harmed in the making of this book, but most of them could be classed as natural causes.  (Are axes natural?)

This book is protected under no laws whatsoever.  Unauthorized duplication, distribution or exhibition will result in me asking ‘why bother?’

Thanks to George Lucas for not suing me (again).

Novelisation available from – wait, this is the novelisation.

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

Coming definitely: Return of the Jedi: A Different Perspective.   And you all thought I’d never get round to writing this one!  Though, there is still absolutely no chance of me ever writing the prequels.

Monetary donations would be appreciated.  Especially as they failed to arrive last time
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Thank you for wasting your time.

