 Introduction:


My World Ends





He put down the pen and placed the final piece of paper on the pile with the others.  The end.  Completion.  Closure.


	He had been spurred on by the fact that a couple of people had actually read one of the pieces - one person had even commented that it was ‘quite good’.  Some had said that he had ‘too much spare time’, but the real reason was that all he had was spare time, and an unwavering dedication to ‘the project’.


	The trees rustled in the wind outside the window where he sat.  The sun was setting, creating lots of pretty light effects in the evening sky.  Only three small black clouds moving across the horizon ruined the scene.  He rose from the chair, paused, then went outside.  The candle on the table providing the room’s only illumination wobbled in it’s holder and fell onto the paper.


	The car’s engine roared into life.  He drove the vehicle slowly onto the road.


	Inside, the fire was taking hold.  A window exploded outwards.  He turned and looked at the imminent scene of destruction before him.


	“Damn.”


	He waited a moment more, the light of the fire reflecting on the car’s white paint work, then put the car into gear.  The car and it’s driver disappeared into the distance.





The third and final part of Star Wars: A Different Perspective is now finished.  The fate of Ernie, Death and the others can now be told.
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The Beginning of the End





The tunnel was dark.  Htims had been digging away for days, possibly weeks—he’d lost all track of time.  Outside, the twin Tatooine suns heated up the landscape to all-time highs, but here in the tunnel it was deathly cold.  Hitms’ spoon was on the verge of wearing away completely.  Digging through the sand was no easy task.  He couldn’t remember the last time he’d had anything to drink, let alone eat.  He was fatigued and his clothes filthy.  It couldn’t be much further now.


	Sweat poured down Htims’ face.  He took a moment to rest and emptied the sand from his boots.  He looked back down the tunnel, the way he had come.  The entrance was no longer visible.  Htims was tunneling blind, the torch having died yesterday.


	Karber had better appreciate this, Htims thought.  Karber was being held captive by some giant slug.  Under normal circumstances Htims wouldn’t have bothered attempting a rescue like this, however Karber was the closest thing Htims had to a friend, plus he hadn’t got anything else to do.


	The wall of sand in front of Htims disintegrated.  A dim light came through and illuminated the tunnel.  Htims was in.


	He hauled himself out of the tunnel and into the depths of the Slug’s palace.  The stench was overwhelming—obviously some prisoners had been forgotten about for years.


	A quick glance round confirmed that Htims was in the prison block, and luckily not in one of the cells.  Htims approached the nearest guard, a green pig-like humanoid.  “Excuse me.  Could you point me in the direction of Karber’s cell please?”


	The guard looked puzzled.


	“Karber?” Htims repeated.


	The guard continued to look confused.  He grunted.


	Htims was now glad that he had enrolled in the Rebel Alliance’s language course.  At the time it had seemed a pointless waste of time, every Tuesday and Thursday spent in a room being lectured was hardly fun, but now…  “Hello?” Htims grunted in almost perfect whateverlanguageGamorreanguardsspeak.


	Delight washed over the guard’s face.  “You speak my language?  I didn’t know anyone else could do that.”


	“You’d be amazed.  Now, where is Karber being kept?”


	“Karber…” the guard mulled it over in his mind, “Oh yes, he’s over in that cell.”  The guard pointed down the corridor.


	“Thanks.”





The rabbit thundered through the forest.  It leaped over fallen trees and round moss-covered rocks.  The rabbit was hitting the ground with such force that permanent footprints were left in the grass


	Behind, attempting to capture the rabbit, was Ernie.  He was trying hard, but the rabbit was in no real danger of ever being caught.


	“You know, you’re never going to get any better at this.”  Floating alongside Ernie was the ghostly form of Refinnej.


	“Shut up,” Ernie panted.


	“Only trying to be helpful,” she replied.  “Watch out for—“


	“Shut up!” Ernie yelled.  His foot then caught under a tree root and he fell flat on his face.  The rabbit disappeared out of sight.


	“I did try to warn you.  Looks like you’re going to go hungry again tonight.  Unless you want to try eating that stuff Pickett brings you.”


	Ernie had moved to the forest moon of Endor soon after Bert and Refinnej’s deaths.  He had befriended an Ewok - Pickett - and it was thanks to him that Ernie had survived up until now, providing food and equipment for him.  He had wanted to get away from the Empire for a while and have some time to think.  It was then that the Emperor had decided to start constriction of a new space station in orbit, and his ‘friend’ turned up.


	“It’s quite nice here, isn’t it?” said Refinnej.


	“Refinnej, I didn’t like you when you were alive so I’m definitely not going to start now you’re dead.”


	“Well I’m having fun.”


	“I don’t know why Bert couldn’t haunt me.  At least I got on with him…once.”


	“That would kind of defeat the object of being haunted, wouldn’t it?”





“Albert, Albert!”


	Everyone in the meeting room turned round to see Death burst through the double doors.


	Death noticed the look on everyone’s’ face, especially that of the generals, and quietly slipped into a chair next to Albert.


	The General continued with the briefing.  He then realised that no one was listening to him anymore.  All the Stormtroopers in the room had turned their backs to him and had their full attention on Death.


	“Death, stop disturbing the briefing.”


	“Sorry.”


	The General gave his lecture another try.  He gave up when he heard increasingly noisy whispers of ‘well done’ and ‘congratulations’.  “What is it?” he demanded.


	The Stormtroopers fell silent.  Death snatched back the piece of paper from Eilrahc and stood up.  He held up the paper.  “For the past few months I have been attending therapy classes—“


	“Yes, yes.  To try and curb your violent tendencies.  I’ve heard about it.”


	“Well, the exam was on Friday and,” he shook the paper, “I passed.”


	A cheer erupted from the Stormtroopers.


	“You deserve it!”


	“Nice one!”


	“Woo-hoo!”


	“I’m glad it was of some—“ Albert stopped in mid-sentence.  The room had begun to fill with flowers.  They were a mixture of colours; red, blue, yellow.  The metallic floor of the meeting room disappeared, to be replace with a lush green grass.  The walls and ceiling crumbled and the sun shone down from the brilliant blue, cloudless sky.


	Albert rose form his seat and danced.  Birds sang in the sky and rabbits ran alongside him.


	“Albert.”


	The grass flickered a dull grey.  The colour drained out of the sky.


	“Albert.”


	“What?” Albert was back in his chair, in the meeting room on the new Death Star.  “What happened to the rabbits?”


	“Albert,” said Death in a soothing voice. “You suddenly got up and started dancing round the room.  Now I’m no expert, but that, to me, is not exactly normal behaviour.  Do you remember?”


	“The flowers...”


	Death helped Albert out of his chair.  “Come on, I’m taking you to sickbay.”


	The General abandoned the meeting.  He didn’t have much option as everyone had sneaked out while he had been distracted by Albert’s antics.





The prison block was almost as dark as the tunnel had been.  Hitms was following the guard’s instructions as to the location of Karber’s cell.


	Arms and tentacles poked out of the small bared windows in the heavy wooden doors.  There were a vast variety of creatures being held here, more than Htims knew existed.  One of the doors shook on its hinges as it’s occupant charged against it in a futile attempt to break out.  In another cell a creature cried out long high pitched wails.  It was in the far cell that Htims found Karber.


	The door had been designed for a much larger occupant, so Htims had to peer in the window on tiptoe.  “Karber?” he called.


	Inside, one of the shadows moved and in the dim light Htims could make out Karber’s outline.


	“Htims, what are you doing here?”


	“I’m here to get you out.”  Hitms played with the door handle.  After ten minutes he came to the conclusion, “It’s locked.”


	“That’s how they keep people, prisoners usually, in and not out.”


	The door was made out of a thick lump of wood reinforced with metal rods (Htims had to guess about the metal rods part, but they must have been there otherwise his superior strength would have been able to break down the door).  There was no way that Htims would ever be able to force it open.


	“I’ve got an idea.” Htims produced a knife from his belt.  He tossed it into the cell.  “Scrape away the mortar around one of the stone slabs in the wall.  Then we can push out the block and you can climb through the hole.”


	“Htims, have you looked at these slabs?”


The slabs were a metre in depth.  Scraping away all the mortar round one of the blocks would have taken weeks.  Then there was the problem of moving the block out of the wall.


	“Can’t you think of something else?”


	A clock ticked inside Htims’ head.  “The guard.  I’ll go and talk to the guard and see if he’ll let me borrow his keys.”


	“Like that’ll work.”


	“I’ll tell him I’m the new cleaner and I need to open the stock cupboard.”


	“That might work…” Karber wasn’t entirely sure, but this plan was a vast improvement on the last one, and if all else failed it was only Htims who would end up being killed.


	“I’ll be right back.”


	Htims went off to see the guard.  He was very obliging and gave Htims the keys without hesitation.  He didn’t seem bothered that he’d just seen this ‘cleaner’ tunnel into the palace and ask where one of the prisoners was.


	Htims arrived back at Karber’s cell.  He tried all the keys in the lock and the last one in the bunch, as is normal practice, opened the door.


	The object flew at Karber.  His hand reached up and grabbed it on instinct.  “What’s this?”


	“I took a small detour.”


	Karber inspected the mop in his hand.  “Not bad.”  He spun it in his hands.


	“I thought you’d prefer it to a blaster,” said Htims.  “Let’s get out of here before they miss you.”


	On cue an alarm wailed.


	“It looks like we’re going to get company,” said Htims and drew his blaster.


	Karber spun his mop menacingly.  “Let them come.”


	The Gamorrean guards ran towards them.  Karber hit the nearest with his mop.  It broke into two pieces as it made contact with the guard’s head.


	“Typical.  No one ever invests in high quality cleaning equipment.”  Karber poked the guard in the eye with that part of the mop still in his hand.  “Htims!” he cried.  “Get that blaster going!”


	Htims was having as much luck with his mop as Karber had had with the mop.  He pulled the trigger.  Nothing happened.  “Karber!”  He undid the catch on the blaster and a pile of sand poured onto the floor.  “We could be in trouble...”


	“Ugh.”


	“Did you say something, Karber?”


	“Yes,” said the guard who had just hit Karber with his club.  “He said the same thing you’re about to say.”


	“Ugh.”  Htims collapsed on the floor.





“What is happening to me?”


	Albert stared out into space through the window in the Emperor’s throne room at the pinnacle of the Death Star.  He was busy cleaning the windows—a low profile but necessary job.


	The stars before him vanished and a sea of blue and green flashed before him for a second.


	“What was that?” he asked the galaxy in general.  “The grass, the flowers and fluffy bunnies—it’s all so peaceful.  Then I’m back here…” he glanced round to make sure he was alone before making his next statement “…in this dump.  Am I ill?  If so from what?  Death calls them hallucinations, the product of an unstable mind,”  He once again checked the room, “but then Death is hardly the most ‘normal’ person I know.”


	Albert rubbed his head.  “This has all started since being trapped in that hole on Hoth.  If only I could remember what happened there.  All these headaches—it’s as if someone’s been poking round in my head…”


	There was a ‘bleep’ and Albert looked at his watch.  Time for his appointment at sickbay.  Death had managed to get him in only five hours after collapsing in the briefing room—pretty good for an emergency case.


	“So what’s wrong with you?  Been shot and are now bleeding to Death?  Can only last ten minutes at most?  Right, come back at 15:00, I should be able to fit you in then.”  This was the usual way it went in sickbay.  The Empire had, at the moment, plenty of new recruits to choose from so medical care was not a top priority.


	The watch bleeped again.  A feature programmed in by Death in case Albert had been off in one of his trances the first time.  Albert quickly finished wiping the window, collected his things and set off.  He crossed his fingers and hoped for the best, whatever that happened to be.





It was another peaceful afternoon on Endor.  Ernie sat in his deck chair beneath his favourite tree.  Refinnej had disappeared for the moment, giving Ernie some peace and quiet - something he had been searching for some time.


	Ernie had not taken Bert’s death well (not as badly as Bert had taken it, but this was only to be expected).  True, they had not been speaking to each other when Bert had died, but they had been friends for a very long time.  If only Ernie hadn’t tripped up Bert right next to that chasm—no, Ernie corrected himself, then he would be dead as a result of Bert’s rage.  If only...she hadn’t come along.  Everything had been fine before Bert had met her.  It didn’t help that Ernie was now being haunted by her.


	“Pickett!” Ernie called and a small fuzzy body fell out of the tree above him.


	Pickett had befriended the Ewok shortly after arriving on Endor.  He provided Ernie with food when Ernie failed to catch anything (every day so far).  Neither Pickett nor Ernie understood each other completely, but that kind of relationship worked for the Paranoid Guy and Jawa-Trooper, so why not them?  Ernie had learnt to say ‘help’ and ‘the breakfast is burning’ in Pickett’s language, so in an emergency they were all set.


	The Ewok waddled over to Ernie.


	It’s amazing, Ernie thought, no matter how many times he falls out of that tree it never seems to hurt him.


	Pickett sat down in front of Ernie and looked on expectantly as Ernie tore off the piece of paper from the pad he had been working in.  He rolled it up and handed it to the Ewok.


	“I need you to get a few things for me,” Ernie said.  “It’s just a list of tools.  If you’d be so good as to go and get them from wherever you got the rest of the stuff.” Ernie was referring to the blasters, three-piece suite, mobile communications unit and pool table that Pickett had procured.


	The Ewok took the paper and went off into the undergrowth.  “I have great plans for this tree,” Ernie said quietly to himself as Pickett disappeared.





“Rats.”


	The above is an approximation of the word used by Ernie upon hitting his thumb with the hammer.  The word really used had been invented at that precise instant.  Fortunately the word would never again be uttered, if it had it would have gone down in history as on of the most vile words ever (once someone had thought up a meaning to go with it).


	Ernie dropped the hammer.  It fell from it’s previous position in the tree to the top of Pickett’s head far below.  Pickett took the opportunity to once again show how thick his skull was.  He climbed the tree and returned the hammer to it’s owner.


	“Um, thanks.”  Ernie wasn’t too sure what you were supposed to say to someone you had almost accidentally killed.  Deliberately, he knew all about.  When you almost deliberately killed someone you swore at them and then had another attempt.


	Pickett nodded, let go of the tree and dropped to the ground.


	“Nice work.”  Refinnej materialised in midair next to Ernie, who had almost fallen out of the tree after Pickett.  She hovered around the structure Ernie had been building.  “What is it exactly?”


	Ernie calmed himself, then went back to work.  He had been working hard ever since Pickett had returned with all the tools from his list, plus a few extras such as a trailer full of gas cylinders and half a banana.  Quite what these were for Ernie didn’t like to ask.  His plans for the tree were progressing nicely and that was all that mattered.


	“Ignoring me are you?  Fine, go ahead—se if I care.”  Refinnej perched on one of the branches.


	A minute of silence passed.  The only sounds were Ernie’s hammer hitting the nails into the wood, the birds singing, the call of deer in the undergrowth, the distant hum of the Imperial shield generator.  Okay, so he only criteria for classing the scene as ‘silent’ was that Refinnej was not talking.  Though compared to before this was absolute silence.


	“You missed a bit.”


	“I thought you weren’t going to talk to me?”


	“Aha!  Got you to talk!” Refinnej was happy with herself.  Ernie wondered what she was going on about.





“They’re at it again.”  It was late.  Ernie had stopped construction for the day and was staring upwards at the midnight sky.  “You’d have thought they’d have learnt after last time.”


	Even from this distance, the Death Star 2 was clearly visible.  A moon orbiting a moon.


	“Looks bigger than the last one.”


	Pickett squinted.  The light had a lot further to travel to his eyes than to Ernie’s.  he could see the half complete station and some of the larger ships delivering supplies.


	“It’ll all end in tears,” predicted Ernie.  “It always does.”


	“Reminiscing about old times?” Refinnej asked.  “Hurry up will you?  I need to haunt you a bit more to meet today’s quota.”


	“You know you always manage to spoil the atmosphere, don’t you?”


	“Just a knack I have.”


	“It wasn’t a compliment.”


	“I know, but I’ve found over the years that the best way to respond to an insult, is to twist it into a compliment.”


	“You’ll have had plenty of opportunity to practice.”


	Ernie turned to face the tree.  It looked ominous in the dark.  Planks of wood jutted out at strange angles where Ernie had failed to tie them down properly.  So far everything was on schedule.


	The wind intensity increased.  It caught the loose wood and it tumbled to the ground.  One of the support struts snapped and the rest of the structure followed.


	Pickett tugged at the bottom of Ernie’s shirt.  Ernie looked down and Pickett held up a hammer expectantly.  Ernie nodded, accepted it and made his way to the tree.





The sail barge made it’s way over the Dune Sea of Tatooine.  This ‘sea’ was rather unique as, being on Tatooine, it consisted of vast quantities of sand.


	Alongside the barge flew a number of hover platforms.  On these the Slug’s prisoners and guards traveled.  On board one, Htims and Karber were chained.  Their guard for the day was Alf.


	Alf, on instructions from the guard Htims had first made contact with, had been very kind towards the two prisoners.  He’d given them a glimpse of today’s program of events.  Htims and Karber were due to be dropped into the Saarlac pit first, as a warm up before the more important prisoners were dropped.


	The platform swung into position above the pit entrance.


	A golden head appeared out of one of the windows of the sail barge and said that the Slug would listen to their pleas for mercy.


	Karber and Hitms looked at the gold droid and then at each other.  They fell to their knees.  They begged, groveled and sucked up to the slug for as long as they could drag it out before having a warning shot to ‘shut up or else’ fired at them.


	“Do you think it did any good?” Karber whispered.


	“No,” butted in Alf.  He moved Karber into position on a plank extending directly into the centre of the pit.


	“Lets be reasonable,” said Karber.  He looked down.  “That’s a long drop,” he muttered to himself.


	“It’s what’s at the bottom that you should be worried about,” said Alf.  “Do you know how long it takes for the Saarlac to digest it’s food?”


	There was a call from the sail barge to hurry up the proceedings.


	“Well, see ya then.”  Alf gave Karber a prod with his blaster.


	Karber shuffled to the extreme edge of the board and looked down again.  A tentacle emerged from the pit as if to beckon him in.  “There has to be some way out of thiAARRRRRRRGGGGGGGHHHHHHHH!!!!”


	Karber had leaned a little too far forward and fallen headfirst into the Saarlacs’s waiting mouth.


	The crowd cheered and started to chant for the next person to be fed.


	If they’re like this for two minor prisoners, what’s going to happen when the major ones get eaten? Alf thought as he turned round from the pit to get Htims.  “Htims?  Come on, it’s your turn.”


	Htims had, for the moment, gone.  Alf desperately began searching the hover platform.  There was no where to hide, the platform was almost completely flat, with a small ledge around the edge which had been used as a seat on the voyage from the Slug’s palace to the Saarlac pit.


	“Alf!”  The cry came from the barge.


	Alf bent down and looked underneath the ledge.  “Aha.”


	“Alf!”


	“Just a second,” he shouted back.


	“Someone’s going in that pit and if you can’t find the prisoner...”


	“Yeah, I’ve--”  Alf tried to explain.


	“Get jumping!”


	“Wait--”


	“Now!!”


	It was no use.  Alf had to jump in now, if he didn’t, they’d kill him for refusing a direct order.  At least this way he got to keep his pension.


	“I do this under protest.”


	One of the more impatient mercenaries on the sail barge fired at Alf.  He toppled over the side of the platform into the pit.


	The cheers erupted again, which increased in intensity as the now empty platform was remotely moved away and the next one moved into position.  This one had the major attractions on board - two humans and a Wookie.


	The retreating hover platform reversed to the far side of the sail barge.  Everyone was concentrating on the events on the other side, so no one saw the platform turn and speed away from the scene, with Htims at the controls.





‘SNIKT’


	The axe impacted with the tree and ejected a small wedge of wood.


	‘SNIKT’


	The axe hit the tree again with the same result.


	Ernie leaned on the axe handle and wiped away the sweat which had collected on his forehead.


	“Take your time.”


	Refinnej had materialised beside Ernie.  He ignored her and began again with the axe.  A sizable chunk was now missing from around the base of the enormous tree.


	“You know, you really don’t want to be standing on that side,” Refinnej said, “That tree is liable to fall in that direction.”


	“I know what I’m doing.”


	“Really?  I’d never have guessed.”


	Ernie waited until he thought Refinnej wasn’t watching and switched to the other side of the tree.  “I’d have thought you’d want to see me die,” he said.


	“Eventually.  But I want to torture you first.”  She wandered round the tree.  “That position isn’t much of an improvement,” she added.  “If you’d have cut the tree a little more professionally...”


	Ernie swung the axe and Refinnej flickered as it passed through her.  The axe head spun off the end and knocked the nearby Pickett on the back of the head.  Ernie collected the axe head, checked Pickett still had most of his functions still intact, and went back to the tree.


	The tree creaked, then toppled over.  It passed through Refinnej on the way to the ground.


	“Axes and falling trees may have caused me some injury when I was alive, but they don’t have much effect on the dead.”


	“How come you got to be a ghost,” said Ernie.  “I thought only Jedis got to be ghosts.”


	Refinnej thought for a second.  “I was cut into pieces by a lightsaber—apparently that’s close enough.”


	Once the fallen tree had had it’s branches removed, Ernie called over to Pickett and tied a rope around his middle.  The other end was connected to the tree.  Ewoks in general, despite appearances to the contrary, are extremely strong.  Pickett moved off, the tree trailing behind him.


	The site was one of the largest trees in this section of the forest.  Pickett dumped the log at it’s base.


	“Someone has been busy, haven’t they?”


	Refinnej was referring to the pile of twenty or so tree-sized logs already by the tree.


	“And?” Ernie snapped.


	“Nothing, nothing,” Refinnej said defensively.  “Just what is it you’re building? ... Ernie?”  Ernie had started to walk off to find another tree.  “Just because I’m dead doesn’t mean I don’t have feelings!” she shouted after him.  Pickett stared up at her, giving an actually it does—or should’ look.  “And you can shut up as well.”  Refinnej vanished.





They say a week is a long time in politics, well, an hour is an extremely long time when building (or rebuilding as it was now) whatever it was Ernie was working on.  What had been a pile of logs sixty minutes ago was now a collection of sawdust.


	In the beginning, Ernie had been using Pickett to carry up the immense logs into the tree, however one Ewok could only carry so much for so long.  Ernie had demoted Pickett to carrying the smaller items up the tree, such as tools, and stripping the tree trunks of their branches before being raised into the tree by an ingenious pulley system.


	Refinnej popped once more into existence.  She had been doing this all day.  Ernie guessed that a person, even a dead one, could only think up so many insults at a time before having to rest and come up with some new ones.  For someone supposedly haunting Ernie, Refinnej spent fewer time with him than one might expect, but this made the time she was with Ernie all the more special.


	High in the tree, Ernie had finished the floor.  He would get Pickett up in a minute to sand the whole thing down.  He peered over the edge and saw Refinnej.  He swore silently to himself.  Refinnje saw him and waved.  Before he knew it she was with him in the tree.


	“It’s coming along nicely, isn’t it?”


	Ernie mumbled a reply which could have been “Shut up you ugly tart.”


	“If you want anything you just have to ask.”  She either hadn’t heard the comment or had chosen to ignore it.  “I’d be happy to help.”


	“This is really annoying you.”


	“What?”


	“Me building this.  You can’t stand not knowing what it is.”


	“Don’t be ridiculous.”


	“Hey, I don’t care.  It’s not my problem.”  He called to Pickett.  “Grab some sandpaper and get up here.”


	Refinnej strode across the decking.  “I’ll find out eventually.”


	Pickett arrived with the paper.  Ernie took a piece and started to rub down the wood.  “Maybe,” he said, “but it’ll be when I decide.  Now if you want to help…”


	Instinctively she made a move to grab the sandpaper he had tossed towards her.  She felt a fool when it passed through her hands.  “I’m sorry, but us non-corporeal life forms don’t perform manual labour,” she tried to cover up her error.


	Ernie laughed and chalked up a mark for him in the continual war against Refinnej.





A figure stood in the distance.  Behind him lay a cylindrical metal object, both person and object had all of their defining features filled in with sand.  The figure was motionless.


	Htims didn’t see him at first, the sand made him almost invisible, but the air currents created as he sped past on the hover platform blew off some of the sediment to reveal Mla’son’s aquatic features.


	Turning the platform round, Hitms headed back to Mla’son’s position.  “Hey,” he called.


	Mla’son remembered the face.  Hitms had once waved to him and he was not going to forget about the only person who had ever shown any kindness towards him.  “Hi,” Mla’son said.  “I can’t talk - I’m supposed to be guarding this escape pod.”


	“How long have you been here?”


	“A while.  The rest of my Stormtrooper squad should be back soon.”


	Hitms turned his head to look around the desert landscape.  Nothing.  He raised the platform to a height of thirty metres.  A partly destroyed Jawa Sandcrawler, a trashed sail barge, the burnt out remains of a moisture farm, but no Stormtroopers.


	He lowered the platform back down to Mla’son’s height.  “What’s your name?” he asked.


	“Mla’son.”


	“Mla’son, I don’t think they’re coming back.”


	“No.”  Mla’son was shocked.  “No, they wouldn’t do that, they...they…they’ve abandoned me haven’t they?”


	Htims nodded his head.  “I’m sorry.”


	Mla’son climbed on board the hover platform.  Together they went off into the distance.  On the spot Mla’son decided to quit his job as a Stormtrooper and join Htims - he didn’t have anything else to do.


	“That’s quite an accent you’ve got.”


	“Thanks.  I’m an Aquatican.”


	Why was it that the word ‘freak’ popped into Htims’ head?  Instead he said politely, “That’ll explain the gills.”


	The sand made little dust clouds behind them as they progressed over the dunes.





The saw sawed, the hammer hammered and on Endor the work continued.  It was slowly taking shape; three of the walls were now up and the fourth would be joining them as soon as Ernie found small lumps of wood to fit in the holes he had accidentally made.  Refinnej was still being a pest and Pickett had only been hit with the hammer five times since Ernie had decided he would be more careful with it.  That’s about it for the moment.





Time passed.  The sawing was mostly finished and the sanding was beginning.  Ernie viewed this work as below him, so had volunteered Pickett for the job.  Presently Pickett was off stealing some more sandpaper from the Imperial base and Ernie was taking the opportunity to ring in pencil all the places that Pickett had missed.  Life was as exciting as ever.





And so it came to pass that Htims and Mla’son, both tired and hungry, arrived in Mos Eisley.  Unpleasant memories crept to the forefront of Htims’ mind as they passed the Cantina.  All would have been well if Mla’son had not requested to stop there for something to eat.  Htims protested, saying there were a lot nicer places they could go, but Mla’son had already jumped off the platform and gone inside.


	Htims parked the hover platform then stood outside the Cantina entrance.  He took a deep breath, then went inside.


 Mla’son had ordered a five-course meal for himself by the time Htims got inside.  He was also awaiting forty buckets of water - standing outside in the heat for so long would be unpleasant for anyone, especially if your species relished the damp and all things moist.


	As fate would have it, Mla’son had also picked the table on the exact spot where it had happened.  Htims sat nervously down.


	Htims had grown even more depressed when Mla’son’s food started arriving.


	“What’s up with you?” Mla’son said in-between mouthfuls.


	“Nothing.”


	“Come on, you can tell me.”


	“Leave it,” Htims snapped.  He stood up.  “I’ll wait outside.”  He walked off.


	Mla’son didn’t know what to do now as this was his first ever conversation.  He considered all the alternatives and decided that first of all he had better finish his dinner.


	A (long) while later, Mla’son emerged from the Cantina.  He was now a lot plumper than before.  He found Htims on the hover platform playing with two sticks.


	“What’re you doing?” Mla’son asked.


	“I’m starting a fire.”


	“Oh…why?”


	“I’m going to burn down the Cantina.”


	“Right…why?”


	“Some time ago my best friend in the entire world was killed in that place.  He was torn to shreds, his stuffing thrown about the room like (probably) countless more before him.  The line must be drawn here.  This far and no further, and I will make them pay for what they have done.”


	“Jolly good,” said Mla’son quietly.  A thought occurred to him.  “Stuffing?” he asked.


	Htims lifted one of the sticks to show Mla’son.  On the end was a bright yellow flame.  He then moved wordlessly to the Cantina entrance.


	“For my Teds…for all our Teds’.”  He tossed the burning splint inside.


	After a second of waiting for something to happen, Htims went inside and inspected the stick.  The flame had gone out.  Htims silently screamed.


	“Catch.”


	Mla’son threw Htims a grenade.  Htims looked at Mla’son, who nodded a reply.  Htims pulled out the pin and threw the grenade inside with all his might.  He took a step back and watched.


	“Htims!”


	“Hmm?”


	“Running might be a good idea.”


	The Cantina exploded, throwing back Htims and Mla’son, saving them the trouble of having to run.


	After the dust, rubble and other material settled, the two men got up and dusted themselves down.


	“Feel better?” Mla’son asked.


	“Yes.  Much.”  Htims went over  to the hover platform which was in as bad a state as the Cantina.  “I think we’ll need some new transportation.”


	“Quite possibly.”


	Together they walked away from the scene of devastation.


	“Htims, I’ve been thinking.  This revenge thing, I think I might like to try it.”


	“Oh yes.”


	“Mmm.  On the Empire…”





It was finished.  The weeks of work had finally paid off and Ernie had completed construction.  The forest was now a little scarce of trees in certain areas—a lot of wood had been used in the structure, most of which now constituted the heap of saw dust at the bottom of the tree which Ernie currently stood next to.  he gazed upwards and admired his handiwork.


	“So are you going to tell me what it is now?”


	Ernie had wondered when she would turn up.  It was on of the constants In the universe; Refinnej must turn up whenever you do not want to see her.


	“Come on, you promised you’d tell me when it was finished.”


	“When?  I don’t remember saying that.”


	“You meant to though.”


	”Okay, okay.  I’ll tell you.”


	Refinnej waited for Ernie to explain it all.  He didn’t.  he had gone over to his deckchair and sat down.  “Well?” she prompted.


	“Huh?  Oh, it’s a shrine,” said Ernie.


	“Oh…that’s nice.” She didn’t know what else to say.  She had been expecting something a little more exciting, or at least remotely interesting.


	“For Bert.”  Ernie explained.


	“Excuse me?”


	“It’s a shrine to Bert and his memory.”  What was wrong with this person?  Was she thick or something?  Wasn’t it obvious what it was?


	“Oh brother…” muttered Refinnej.  She turned and walked away.


	A bird sitting on the top of the shrine flapped its wings and launched itself into the sky.  It circled the tree twice, allowing enough time for the audience to fully take in the sight before them, then ascended higher into the sky.  The sun was setting in the sky.  The bird progressed towards the horizon and faded from sight.  The scene blackened.  Finally some giant letters appeared.  They read:





�
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The End of the End





Htims trudged through the forest.  He had teamed up with Mla’son on his quest to unleash his revenge on the Empire.  Htims had missed out on the opportunity of getting his revenge on Refinnej for her part in the death of Teds and he was hoping that this would be a good substitute.


	With Mla’son on board the Death Star overseeing ‘the plan’ from there, Htims was on Endor, the planet the station was orbiting.  He was to locate the shield generator and using his computer skills, disable the Death Star’s internal sensors so that Mla’son could proceed unhindered with his part of the plan without the threat of security arresting him.  Gaining access to the sensor files would have been easier to do if he was on board the Death Star, however Mla’son had insisted that Htims did it remotely.  He had a feeling that Mla’son wasn’t telling him everything about the plan.


	‘The plan’, as far as Htims knew, was that after he had disabled the sensors, Mla’son would rig an explosive device in the computer core on the station.  This would wipe the computer memory clean, in effect rendering the station useless.  Mla’son would then turn over the station to the Rebel Alliance to do with as they saw fit.  This was the plan, but Mla’son had insisted on taking a much larger quantity of explosives with him than was entirely necessary.


	Htims wondered about all of this as he pushed aside the branches and made his way deeper into the forest.  He could see the shield generator rising up above the trees on the horizon.


	“Mla’son?” Hitms spoke into his radio.


	“Yes, what is it?” Mla’son’s voice crackled back.


	“You’re sure you want to go through with this?”  he emerged from the trees to see the rear entrance of the Imperial complex.


	“In every generation of my family there is a…a chosen one.  He alone stands against the victories, the triumphs and the forces of success.  He is the failure.”  Mla’son’s voice was lost in static for a second Htims as disposed of two guards.  “I am the last of my family.  I don’t want to inherit that title.  That’s one reason why I have to do this.  If I succeed then I’ll go out on a high and never have a chance to fail.”


	If Htims had been listening properly then he might have noticed the words ‘go out’, ‘never have the chance’ and the desperate tone to Mla’son’s voice.  He might have stopped ‘the plan’ there and then if he’d known how it would result.  It was just unfortunate that Htims was a little busy at the time with a third guard who had shown up.


	“Okay.  I’m inside.  The internal sensors will be down in about twenty minutes.”


	“Radio silence from now on.”


	“Right……Mla’son?…Mla’son?  Mla’son?!”


	“What is it?  We’re supposed to have radio silence.”


	“Sorry.  had it started?”


	“Yes.”


	“Okay.  Silence for now on… I’m not going to talk anymore… From now… I’m not…”


	“Htims?”


	“Yes?”


	“Shut up.”  Mla’son switched off the radio to ensure of silencing Hitms.





“Morning Albert.”


	“Hi, Mla’son.”


	The two men passed each other on the corridor.


	After continuing for eight or nine metres.  Albert stopped and turned around.  “Mla’son?”  He watched the back of Mla’son’s head disappear into an elevator.


	Albert had never actually hated Mla’son.  He found him annoying at times—hell, all the time - but hating a person wasn’t in Albert’s nature.  He went along with the ‘hate’ conversations the other Stormtroopers had, but had never found them particularly appealing.  The return of Mla’son would cause quite a commotion among the rest of the crew.


	Engineering on this new Death Star looked remarkably similar to the one on the previous station.  Albert entered and passed on the weapon requirements to Tsruh.


	“Ta, Albert.”


	“Tsruh, have you heard?  Mla’son’s back.”


	“Mla’son?” Tsruh repeated the word, but more quietly so as not to alarm anyone.  “Mla’son?” he hissed, “But Eilrahc fixed the computer.  He shouldn’t have been allowed on board.”


	“Obviously he found a way.”


	“Do you know what’ll happen when Noj finds out?  He’ll go insane.”


	“Some might argue that he already is.”  Albert wasn’t sure he should bring up the next point, but now seemed as good a time as any.  “I think Mla’son knows about the TIE fighter episode.”


	Sweat poured down Tsruh’s face.  “Ohmygod, ohmygod.  How?  How did he find out?”


	“I don’t know.  It was the way he looked at me, as if to say ‘I know what you did last year’.”


	“What are we going to do?  We can’t tell Noj, not yet.  Albert, are you listening to me?”


	The sky was a beautiful wash of blue.  The birds sang, the lambs gamboled and Albert skipped. He crossed the meadow and came across a small stream.  He fed the ducks and paddled in the water.  Albert was more relaxed than he had even been before.  It was paradise.


	“Albert, where are you going?  What are we going to do?”


	Albert skipped off down the corridor, his arms failing in the air.





Htims had shut down the sensor arrays, giving Mla’son the freedom to wander the Death Star’s endless corridors undetected.  Htims was currently sprinting away from two Imperial Scouttroopers.


	He caught a glimpse of something hidden in the rough grass in front of him and he jumped to avoid tripping over it.  The Scouttroopers, however, failed to see it.


	“Woah!”


	The rope went taunt and the two Scouttroopers were raised into the air in the net.


	Htims stopped running and went back to gloat.  “Ha, ha—aarrrggghhhhh…”  The ground beneath his feet gave way and Htims disappeared into the pit.


	Presently a group of Ewoks came to expect the contents of their traps.  It is unclear what happened to the Scouttroopers, they were (most probably) eaten, but for whatever reason Ewoks need to give to their superiors, Hitms was spared from this fate.


	Htims sat (more precisely, was tied up) in the corner of the hut.  He had been out since first falling into the hole and had no idea who had kidnapped him.  Hitms slowly opened his eyes.  The hut was almost empty, with just a small wooden table in the centre.


	“Hello?” he whispered.  “Anyone there?”


	Outside the hut the Ewok guard shifted his weight onto his other foot and dreamed of being a proper sized Wookie.  The smell of cooked meat drifted across the tree-located village and up his nose.  He ignored the ramblings of ‘pudding’ in the hut.  He didn’t like talking to his food before he ate it.


	After giving up on trying to attract someone’s attention, Htims attempted to free himself from the rope which held him.  The rope had not been tied too tightly, but Htims was still concussed.  He sank into unconsciousness—or so he would make out later.  In the real would he fell asleep.





The greatest location in any building is the ventilation shaft network.  It is amazing how often they are used to get people from A to B.  “Should we use the stairs?”  “No, we’ll clamber about in these small claustrophobic tunnels instead—it looks more impressive”.  Don’t you just love Hollywood?


	You may have been wondering as to what has been happening to Paranoid Guy and Jawa-Trooper since we last met.  Currently they were using the legendary ventilation shafts of the Death Star 2, to get to the Emperor’s throne room located at the very top of the station.


	“Ouch!”


	While Jawa-Trooper had been designed for small spaces, Paranoid Guy hadn’t, and his head once again smashed against the ceiling.  He had managed to convince Jawa-Trooper that the best way to prove his theory that the Empire didn’t exist by breaking into the Emperor’s throne room and finding it empty.  Quite why they were getting there through the shafts was a mystery.


	“Do you think we could make a small detour on the way?” asked Jawa-Trooper.


	“Small?” Paranoid Guy’s voice echoed along the metal tunnel.  “How small?”


	“Just to the power core.  Mla’son asked me to fix this box,” Jawa-Trooper moved so that Paranoid Guy could see the object, “into the main control room.  We might as well seeing as though we’re already in the ventilation shafts.”


	“That’ll take hours,” Paranoid Guy protested.  “I don’t want to see the Emperor now!”


	“Mmm, well it won’t take that long at all.  I’ve been leading us in that direction for the past half an hour.”


	“Oh, okay then.”  Short of crawling backwards for a kilometer, there wasn’t a lot Paranoid Guy could do about it.





“Death,” said Tsruh.  He drew in the chain in his hand, attached to the other end was Albert—still in his delusional state.  Tsruh undid the chain from round his neck.  Albert scurried off.


	“Hadn’t you better take him back to the doctor?”


	Albert sat down on the floor by Death, who patted his head.  “They said there’s not a lot they can do to correct the damage inflicted by my brain surgery.  Besides, he’s much happier this way.  He no longer remembers the Rooster Incident or the Seven-men-in-a-TIE-fighter Episode.”


	“If you’re sure…Only he was just talking to me about—”


	“Of course I’m sure.”


	Albert rolled onto his back.  It was an awe inspiring sunset.  The sky was a mixture of reds, oranges and yellows.  There was even a hint of purple and blue in there.  As time passed, the sky darkened and the stars emerged.  They twinkled their little lights in the sky.


	“Death, Albert said something before he…changed.”


	“What?  What is it?”


	“Mla’son.  Mla’son’s back and he knows about it.  The TIE fighter Episode, Albert may have forgotten but..”


	“Oh no.  He can’t.  It’ll be the end for us all.”  Death caught sight of the clock in the corner of his eye.  “Is that the time?  I’ve gotta go, I’m late for my flower arranging class.  Talk to the others, they’ll know what to do about Mla’son.”


	“Did you say flower arranging?  Death, you may have passed the exam, but you’ve still got a lot to learn about sanity.”


	“You think I should stop?  I mean it’s quite fun once you get into it.”


	“If you enjoy it…”


	“Come on Albert,” said to Death.  Albert followed him down towards the elevator.  While Tsruh went to warn the others who were involved in the Episode.





The slimy, wet liquid progressed downwards, coming to a gradual halt.  Another globule raced down to join it and the increased mass was enough to start it moving once again.


	Htims, eyes closed, reached up and wiped away the saliva from his forehead with his sleeve.  His eyes flickered open.


	“My god…”


	Htims stared with astonishment at the sight before him—a hungry Ewok who had come to take a look at his pudding.


	“Teds,” he whispered.  “You’re alive.”  He noticed the rest of the room packed with ravenous Ewoks, “the Land of Teds’!”


	it must be noted here that although Ewoks look cute they are in reality carnivores.  This may shatter some people’s impression of them, but hey, who cares?  They set traps in the forest and they’re not going to do it for any reason other than to eat the unfortunate animal that they catch.  Htims had fallen into their trap and that made him dinner. 


	Htims rose and the ropes holding him snapped.  The Ewoks cursed themselves for letting Karl tie him up.  They would now have to be nice to this stranger; even with the weapons advantage, he was a lot taller than they were.


	The closest Ewok was grabbed by Hitms and given what was meant to be a hug, but turned out more like a crushing.  The Ewok was blue before he managed to locate Htims’ arm and bite hard to be released.  From then on the Ewoks made sure that they were always at least one metre away from him, just in case.


	Htims smiled.  The Ewoks took a step backwards, petrified.





Denk was the new boy.  This explained why he had spent the majority of the morning locked in the equipment cupboard.  It was Albert who finally released him.


	“Albert! Get back over here!” Death ordered and Albert, still in his ‘insane’ state, skipped over.  The process now seemed to be permanent.  “We haven’t got time for this.  I have to get to that flower arranging class.”


	The now unlocked equipment room door opened and Denk sneaked out.


	“Albert, he’s got out now!”


	“That isn’t the type of thing I’d expect to hear from the ‘new’ Death.”


	Death turned and saw Vgg behind him.


	“You?  I thought we sacked you.”


	“Ah,” Vgg realised now that he had made a fatal error.  He had been assigned by the Rebellion to work undercover and send back information on the Empire’s activities—or so he had been told.  The real reason for his assignment was that the Rebels were fed up with him.  They were fed up of the mistakes, the incompetence and the ‘accidents’ which frequently occurred around him.  The real reason for his assignment was that they wanted to be rid of him.


	“We must be getting really desperate for recruits,” said Death.


	Vgg breathed a sigh of relief.  His cover was safe.


	“I mean,” continued Death, “you were a bit of a disaster area.  We never did get that computer working right.  And that droid…”


	“Okay, you can stop now.”


	“…the lift between levels forty-two and forty-eight, the secondary sensor array…”


	“Okay, okay.”  Vgg saw the back of Denk exit the room.  “Who was that?”


	“Denk.  The new boy.”


	“He looked kind of familiar.”


	“You only saw the back of his head.”


	“Then he had a very familiar back.”  Vgg lent on the computer console beside him.  “Um, is that light supposed to be flashing like that?”





After hours of persuasive gestures and lots of attempts at recapture, Htims had finally managed to convince the Ewoks that eating him was not in anyone’s best interests.  It had not been easy.  The language barrier had been a big problem and the Ewoks still were not entirely sure what the strange human had been trying to say.  In the end they had grown sick of him crushing them, despite their attempts to run and hide when he looked like he was going to start, and just let him do as he wanted.  Htims, on the other hand, was completely happy with the situation.  He was in paradise.  All of Teds’ family were around him and he took every opportunity to made his affection for them clear.  He was already trying to decide which of them would be spending the night sitting on the end of his bed.


	As soon as the Ewoks could arrange it, Htims was shown to his room.  It was a small hut on the far side of the tree village, where no one ever went.  It was usually where any visiting relatives were kept so they couldn’t bother anyone.


	The bed creaked as he sat and it, it had not been designed for someone as large as Htims.  The lucky Ewok who had had the ‘honour’ of escorting Htims here shifted nervously by the door.  His unease was not helped when Htims waved at him.  It was the beckoning motion which finally did it.  The Ewok turned and ran as fast as he could.


	The bed collapsed.





Death was concentrating.  He sat in the room with the flower poised in his hand.  The hand crept towards the vase. On the other side of the room someone coughed, breaking the silence.  Death tutted, his concentration lost.  He took a deep breath and began the approach again.


	From his chained up position next to Death’s desk, Albert watched intently.  In his mind the flower multiplied from one to thousands.  He reached out to take them.


	Death kicked him.  Albert yelped.


	On the floor of the room was a mixture of art room debris.  Old paint brushes, pieces of wood, scraps of paper—all of which are necessary to create the bomb site art room  atmosphere.


	A hand selected a rusty length of thin metal rod.  Albert then set about picking the padlock which maintained the connection between his neck and the chain.


	The first flower had been carefully placed in the vase and Death started with the second.  Previously, he hadn’t know how much skill was required in the ancient art of flower arranging, but his therapy had changed all that.  It took years of training to become even reasonably good and fifteen lifetimes of work to become considered a ‘mystic’ in the art (a belief in reincarnation was twined with flower arranging).  With two flowers in the pot, Death progressed with the third.


	There was a ‘clunk’.  Death looked down and saw a fast approaching Albert leaping up at him.


	“Albert!”


	Death toppled backwards in his chair.  He hit the ground.  Something in his back cracked.


	Flowers in hand, Albert ran out into the corridor.


	“Come back here you sonofabitch! You’ve ruined my display—“  The pain had finally completed it’s trip to register at Death’s central nervous system.  The pain reached a level never seen before by Death’s body and it decided to switch to ‘stand-by’ for the moment, while a further course of action was considered.  Death swept into unconsciousness.





With the little job for Mla’son complete, Paranoid Guy and Jawa-Trooper were free to continue on their way to the Emperor’s throne room—an immense tower on the top of the Death star.


	“They could do with fitting a few lights down here,” said Paranoid Guy.


	“I don’t suppose the designers ever thought that anyone would ever be crawling about here,” Jawa-Trooper mumbled.


	“And some pictures.  A nice mural would go down a treat.”


	“Yeah, right.”  Jawa-Trooper was beginning to wonder why he had ever agreed to join Paranoid Guy in here in the first place.  He had loads of other things to do, he could even go to work if he wanted.


	Paranoid Guy noticed the look of annoyance on his Jawa friend’s face and decided that he had better shut up for the moment or risk being punched.


	They plodded on…





The alarm wailed and the panel lit up with an array of multicoloured lights.


	“Shut up,” Denk hissed.  He randomly pressed buttons in an attempt to shut the damn thing off,


	For once (Denk was turning out to be a bit of a disaster area) it wasn’t his fault.  Some of the other crew members had rigged the computer to explode every time it detected Denk’s lifesigns.  This was another of the ‘welcoming’ presents given to all new recruits.


	A couple of men sniggered in the background.


	The door hissed open and Vgg entered.  He was carrying a bottle of whiskey.  This was acting as kind of a comfort for the fact that he had spent the entire morning trying to contact the Alliance without success.  It was as if they were not even trying to receive his calls.


	Vgg saw the new boy struggling with the computer and went over to lend some of his vast experience.  Unfortunately en route he tripped and the bottle smashed.  Whiskey ran into the machinery and sparks erupted.


	“Whoops.”


	“At least the noise has stopped,” said Denk.


	“Hey, yeah it has, Kniy.”


	“Kniy?  Who’s Kniy?”


	The name had slipped out of Vgg’s mouth without him realising it.  “ I knew it.  I knew I knew who you were!” he cried.


	“What are you talking about?” said Denk. “And wasn’t that just a few too many ‘I knews’ for one sentence?”





The flame burned.  The mysterious orange light flickered in the breeze.  It looked quite harmless, a small insignificant glow in an inferno of a galaxy.  A minute increase in the intensity of the wind and it would be extinguished forever.  The flame burned.


	This flame was destined to light the solitary candle in the shrine.  Ernie reached out his hand clutching the match and lit the candle.  The aim was to have the candle burning continuously for all time as a tribute to Ernie’s fallen comrade.  A nice gesture, it’s a shame it didn’t turn out as intended.


	The tree shook.  The wooden shrine creaked under the strain and the paintings on the wall broke free of their hangings and fell to the floor.  The candle wobbled in it’s stand.  It toppled over onto it’s side on spilled the fire.


	“Damn!”


	Ernie moved towards the fire in order to stamp it out.  A bolt of electricity leaped from the fire and struck his foot.  He moved away instinctively.


	“Refinnej!” he called out.  “What the hell are you doing?!”


	The fire had griped hold of the far end of the shrine and had no intention of ever letting go.  Ernie unraveled the rope ladder and clambered to the ground.  He watched as all his work turned to ashes.


	A cackle of laughter echoed round the forest.


	“Refinnej!  Get out here!”


	“What?”


	Ernie turned to see her behind him.  “You did this, didn’t you?  Why?  I’d have thought you’d appreciate a memorial to Bert.”


	“If it was any good, then maybe I would,” said Refinnej.


	“What?!”


	“Look, I didn’t start the fire.  The Imperial troops have just been testing—“


	“’If it was any good’.  ‘If it was any good’.  That’s not a nice thing to say.”


	“Okay so you’re not listening to a word I’m saying.  I can accept that.”


	“How could you say something like that?”


	”I’m getting a little fed up now.  Look, your stupid ‘shrine’ was a pile of crap!!  All it was, was a couple of planks in a tree!  Stormtroopers could have built a better thing and they’re not exactly famed for their expert workmanship!”


	“I was a Stormtrooper!”


	“It shows!”


	“You, you…I am bloody annoyed!”


	“Annoyed enough to hurt me?”


	“Yes.”


	“Tear me apart?”


	“Yes!”


	“To  kill me.”


	“Yes!”


	“Again.”


	“The last time was an accident.  This time I’d do it properly.”


	“Then have your wish.  This confrontation has dragged on for long enough.”


	Refinnej walked over to the spectating Pickett and stood behind him.  Pickett spun round and pointed his spear through her.  Refinnej took a step forward so that she was now in Pickett.


	“Refinnej, what are you doing?  I don’t think he likes that.  If you hurt him…” Ernie warned.


	“I’m not going to hurt him.”


	Refinnej and Pickett began to merge.  Pickett grew taller and lost his fur, while Refinnej faded.  The process continued until a fully ‘alive’ Refinnej stood before Ernie.  The spear exploded and a lightsaber now replaced it.


 	“Refinnej…” Ernie started.


	“Yes, I’ve possessed Pickett.”


	“No, that’s not what I was going to say.”


	“What is it?”


	“You’re naked,” Ernie whispered.


	Refinnej looked down at her body.  “Damn, I never thought about clothes.  I don’t suppose…”


	“You are not borrowing anything of mine.”


	“In that case I’ll have to stay as I am.”


	Ernie unclipped his lightsaber from his belt.  The last time he’d used it, it had been to kill Refinnej.  The aim was to do the same this time too.


	They dueled foe a while, until Ernie became agitated.


	“Refinnej, I’ll go and get you something to wear.  Your, er...achem…lack of clothing is a little distracting.”


	She waited until he returned with the clothes - a black suit with a long cape.


	“Dark and foreboding.  I like it.”


	“I thought it was appropriate.  Shall we continue?”


	They battled on.





Death had been preparing himself for the moment all day.  He had spoken to the others and it had been decided that since he had already been seriously injured once in the past twenty-four hours, then it would not matter much if it happened again (Death had not had much of a say in this).  So it was up to him to inform Noj that Mla’son was onboard and knew about it.


	“Noj.”


	Noj had been spending the last few hours arranging the party for that evening.  It was Riaf’s birthday and the party had originally been a surprise until Eilrahc had asked ‘Going out tonight?”  With the reply positive he had continued, “Oh, well what about your surprise p—d’oh!’  So now Riaf knew and Eilrahc had some new bruises on his body.


	“Noj,”  Death’s wheel chair squeaked.


	“What happened to you?”


	“There was a minor accident—some flowers, a chair and a deranged best friend—which resulted in my being crippled from the waist down, but we don’t have time for that right now.  There are more pressing concerns.”


	“Like what?”


	Death told him.  Noj flew into a rage.  He shouted and repeatedly banged his head on the coffee table.  Death made attempts to escape from the room, but Noj blocked every one and soon Death resigned to the fact that he would just have to listen to Noj’s ranting.


	“Something has to be done.”


	“Our point exactly.  Information such as that cannot be revealed, no matter the cost.”


	Noj lashed out with his fist.  “How did he find out?!”  The blow caught the side of Death’s head and the wheelchair fell onto it’s side, spilling Death’s body onto the floor.


	“We have a cunning plan.”


	“What?”


	“The party.”





Someone, somewhere in the far reaches of the Empire, who didn’t get to hear the latest gossip very often, had thought it a good idea to give Vgg a promotion.


	Shocked?  He was.  Very.  He now got a minor increased in pay, but the workload had increased tenfold.  One of his new duties was to select candidates for the Empire’s training scheme which would eventually lead to them becoming Stormtroopers.  For some unknown reason, lots of people had applied.


	Vgg picked up the first form.





Hey people!


�


A good start, Vgg thought.





	I don’t really know which department of the Empire I should apply to, so I’ve randomly selected one from a hat.  Unfortunately, they all look a bit (how should I put it?) rubbish.


	My work experience was a big waste of time - as all work experience is.  I sat around looking at those piccy things which look like they’d 3D after you stare at them for hours, and getting strange looks from people when I said I didn’t want another drink of coffee (Lunch was free though).


	I like watching science fiction.  This is probably the best reason in the universe for letting me onto your course.  Cartoons are pretty cool too (especially if they contain foul language and are not suitable to be seen by anyone).  And filing cabinets.  And comedies about groups of chums.  Comics.  Oh, and I have a collection of toys…but no Darth Vader helmet (ever since Ceberca stamped on it).


	I read books (by people you would never have heard of) and write novels (which generally make fun of my ‘friends’ and after which they never speak to me again).  I draw too, but I don’t want to press this point in case you think I’m like an art teacher or something—not that I have anything against art teachers (well, that’s a lie, but my tutor is one of ‘them’ and she might want to read this before giving me a reference).


	I don’t believe in exercise which kind of rules out sporting activities (don’t get me started on PE instructors), though I did go skiing once and that was fun(ish).


	My social life consists entirely of inviting myself to peoples houses, having a few drinks and jumping over hedges.  I watch a lot of videos (I’ve got 108), but this isn’t really ‘social’—it’s me sitting on my own (I’ve a sneaky suspicion Ceberca does this too which makes me feel a little  better).


	I must be the only person who has actually told the truth on this thing, so let me onto the course.


Ta,


Naimad





Naimad.  Vgg had once met with him on Tatooine, where they had had some fun with a keyring.  He may have been clumsy, stupid and a suspected ‘serial drama’ watcher, but Vgg was loyal to his friends.  He placed the form on the ‘accept’ pile.





	I have always had an interest in the internal affairs of the Empire.  Working as a Stormtrooper would be extremely gratifying and—





The flames crept over the paper.  There was no way Vgg would ever work with anyone who was as odd as this.  The form finished it’s combustion in the bin.





	I am so ace!





Vgg put this form on the ‘accept’ pile without reading another word.  He was now on the fifth applicant - and very bored.  The pile he still had left to look at loomed ominously before him.  He had to fill one hundred places on the training course—the more quickly, the better.  He gave up reading them and started to pick out people at random.  When this too looked like it was going to take far longer than Vgg could be bothered with, he decided to use his new power of ‘delegation’.  He put all the forms back into one pile and gave it to Denk to sort through.


	Fortunately, Denk had a slightly longer attention span than Vgg.  True, he had managed to spill coffee on all the forms, but by the time Vgg came back to check on him he was almost done.


	“Finished?” Vgg asked.


	“Mmm.”  Denk continued reading, then put the final applicant on the ‘accept’ pile and looked up.  “Yep, all done.”


	“Good.  Now, Riaf’s having a party this evening in his quarters and we’re invited.  Well, technically we’re not…”


	“Technically?”


	“If we time it right, everyone will be half-drunk by the time we arrive and won’t care anymore.”


	“Righty-ho,” said Denk.  “What are we celebrating?”


	“We need a reason to have a party?”  Usually people were not too bothered with the ‘why’ at parties as long as there as plenty of beer.  “It’ll give you a chance to meet everyone again and get your memory back.”


	“I’m not so sure about this whole ‘amnesia’ thing,” Denk said.  “From what you’ve said this ‘Kniy’ wasn’t liked much.  I think I’d prefer to have my memories lost then live as him again.”


	“Compared to Mla’son they loved you.  Okay, so apparently they left you behind when evacuating the first Death Star, but don’t take it personally.  From what I hear, you’re better off not having been involved with the Seven-Men-in-a-TIE-Fighter Episode—especially not after your involvement in the Rooster Incident.”


	“What is it I am supposed to have done?”


	“That’s one thing you’re better off not remembering.  Now if you’ll excuse me, I have to send a report to the Reb—“  Vgg stopped after realising that he’d blown his cover once again.


	“To who?”


	Vgg decided to come clean and tell his friend.  Denk/Kniy was his friend—even if he didn’t remember it.  “I’m working undercover for the Rebel Alliance.  I’m secretly sending reports about missions and weapon capabilities to them,” Vgg said.  “Unfortunately, no one is responding to my communications so I don’t know if they’re getting through.”


	“You’re working undercover?”  There was a hint of disbelief in Denk’s voice.


	“Yes.”


	“Yeah, right,” Denk mumbled under his breath.


	“I am,” he insisted.


	“Yes, I believe you.”


	“No you don’t.”


	“I do.”


	“No.  you don’t”


	“Yeah, I don’t”


	“I knew it!  Well I am, so there!”


	Denk thought the tongue was going a bit far and left Vgg where he was standing.  Vgg made clawing actions at him behind his back.





“Do you think anyone’d be interested?”


	Paranoid Guy, currently leading the pair, took a left.  Behind him Jawa-Trooper continued talking.  “I could call it something like ‘The Life Of A Jawa’ and I could include all the interesting stuff that’s ever happened to me.”


	Five hours of continual silence had effected the two men in completely different ways.  Jawa-Trooper had taken the conversational route and had been talking non-stop for the past three hours.  The long silences had been slowly driving him insane.  Paranoid Guy had not responded to anything he had said but it made Jawa-Trooper feel better to hear a voice.  It was so lonely in the confined shafts.  So far he had rambled on about his family, the state of the economy, why space travel should be banned and most recently, his autobiography which he intended to commence writing as soon as the two of them were out of the ventilation shafts.


	On the other hand, Paranoid Guy had grown increasingly more concentrated on his mission and nothing else, hence the ignoring of Jawa-Trooper.


	“I could tell the tale of my fight to join up as a Stormtrooper.  That alone would last me a couple of hundred pages, and…”


	“Dead end,” called Paranoid Guy.


	Paranoid Guy and Jawa-Trooper changed positions, so that they now faced in the opposite direction, but with Paranoid Guy still at the front.  They headed off again.


	“Where was I?  Oh yes.  Then there was the time I spent on the streets of Mos Eisley.  I’m sure people would gain a lot from my memories of that…”


	Jawa-Trooper finally ran out of things to say.  They plodded on for another half hour until he said “Do you get the feeling that we’re just being used to fill up space?”


	“Dead end.”


	They shifted positions again.


	“Are you sure you know where you’re going?”


	“Mmm.”


	Onwards they went.





Time slowed.  Refinnej/Pickett dropped her/his lightsaber/spear (before this gets too confusing, I will assume that all the actions which follow are from the Refinnej part).  She pulled her arm back and clenched her hand into a fist.


	Ernie stared forward, frozen to the spot.  The fist swung forward and made contact with Ernie’s jaw.  His head jolted back.  Blood sprayed from his mouth in rather a grotesque way which would earn the film of this book an ‘18’ certificate on the spot and several weeks of training to desensitise the potential reader.  Ernie stumbled.


	Refinnej hit him on the same spot again.  Ernie was launched into the air and flew into a large tree trunk.  He slid down it, leaving a big red stain on the tree, and disappeared into the cluster of ferns at the bottom.


	Time returned to it’s regular speed and all of the crack, thud and splurt sounds caught up.


	Refinnej walked to Ernie’s fallen body and stood over him.


	“Go on, finish me,” Ernie coughed up a sample of blood.


	Refinnej stood watching for a moment.  “No,” she said.


	Ernie stared at her in disbelief (in truth he didn’t have much choice as his eye balls were stuck).


	“One of the advantages of being technically dead is that I have a reasonably good idea of what the future holds.  I don’t need to kill you.”


	“You’re just going to leave me here to rot?”


	“Fate has something much more interesting lined up for you than anything I could ever have come up with.”  Refinnej’s form flickered between herself and the little Ewok she had taken control of.  “Bye…”  Refinnej disappeared completely.  Pickett fell to the floor, drained of all his energy.


	“Well that’s just great.”  Ernie might have been close to death, but he was still able to mutter a few curses at his slayer.  He began to use colourful language for the last time.





There was no question as to where the party was happening.  The walls visibly shook as the music pounded.


	“Hurry up Kniy or there’ll be no alcohol left.”


	Denk scurried along the corridor behind Vgg.  “I wish you’d stoop calling me that.  I told you, my name is Denk.  I’m not this ‘Kniy’ person.”


	“Whatever.”


	Under normal circumstances, the party would have been stopped by the station’s security personnel seconds after it had started, however at the moment they were all busy defending the place from all the attacking ships outside, so the party escaped unnoticed.  Some may have said that the best way of celebrating the end of the Rebellion would be to get out there and shoot some of them to pieces, but if the Emperor was certain that they were going to win anyway then they might as well start celebrating now.  The light show outside was an added bonus.


	Vgg dumped the crate of beer by the door.  It was a cheap variety for later when taste buds had become inoperable.  He headed off to find some of the semi-nice tasting stuff he hoped someone else had brought.


	Denk tried to place the jar of coffee he had brought next to Vgg’s crate, but dropped it and the contents spilled over the floor.  He walked away quietly.


	From his wheel chair, Death watched Denk trying to join in the party.  He had yet to be convinced of Vgg’s theory.  True, disaster seemed to be following Denk around, but then he was spending a lot of time with Vgg so this was to be expected.  The physical likeness was more difficult to explain away - or would have been if Death had ever actually looked at Kniy instead of making sure he was never in the same room as him and any potentially dangerous material.


	“Where is he?” asked Noj.


	“Huh?  Oh, Mla’son,” said Death.  “I have no idea, but there’s no way that he will not invite himself here.  He always does.”


	“Then we get him,” said Noj menacingly.


	Riaf ran over.  “He’s coming!  There he is!”


	Death and Noj stared across to where he was pointing.  “Denk and Vgg?”


	“Oh.”


	Noj looked around the room.  “D’ya think he’s told any of them yet?”


	“They’re still here, aren’t they?” said Death.  “You won’t get crowds like this hanging round once that kind of information leaks out.”


	“What do you suppose he wants?” said Riaf.  “Money?  A ship?”


	“This is Mla’son we’re talking about.  He probably wants us to be his friends.”


	“He can forget that right now.  I’d rather die.”


	“You may have to.”


	“I wish you hadn’t said that.  It conjures up an atmosphere of impending doom.”


	Death was about to leave them and go over and talk to Denk, when he saw Albert enter with the remains of another of his flower arrangements.  “Oh no, no again.  Come here!”  Death rolled after the escaping Albert.


	This left Noj free to move in on Denk, but was interrupted en route.





No one knew for certain how it had started.  Tsruh argued that it was Noj pouring the beer over him, while Noj protested that he should have shared it.  Eilrahc said that if you thought about it, if Kniy had not messed about with that rooster then neither of the Death Stars would have been built and so they wouldn’t be here arguing about it.  Eventually Kniy got the balms for everything.  Denk was possibly the same person as Kniy but wasn’t too sure, however if there was even a chance that he was going to be blamed then he was going to put a stop to it right now.  He hit Eilrahc and the whole sequence of events repeated themselves.


	For simplicity we will begin from a second or two after Noj had squealed ‘dwink’ for the fifteenth time and made a lunge for the glass in Tsruh’s hand, all thoughts of plan Denk forgotten for the moment.  Noj snatched away the glass and emptied the contents onto Tsruh’s new shirt.  Understandably, Tsruh wasn’t too happy.  He walked calmly over to Vgg’s cheap beer pile and picked up a can.  Noj’s eyes opened wide and was about to run when Tsruh’s hand closed on his collar.


	Vgg winced as he watched the liquid being poured down Noj’s neck.  “How can you waste beer like that?”


	Another can was selected by Tsruh’s hand.  He shook up the can and fired the contents towards Vgg.  Vgg ducked causing Eilrahc to be caught in the spray.


	Pretty soon the whole room was filled with half-drunken people pouring beer over each other.  Vgg attempted to move the remaining cans to a safer location (his stomach) while the onslaught continued around him.  He found sanctuary under a table, where Denk was hiding.


	“Beer?” Vgg offered.


	Denk was not a heavy drinker, more accurately he didn’t drink at all, so coming into contact with anything Vgg offered wasn’t going to do him much goo.  They say every man has his price.  Denk’s was two credits and a packet of slightly crewed mints.  He ‘downed’ the first pint… and a second… and a third… and a fourth.  He downed the tenth…and collapsed.





“Drink?”  Three hours late, a soggy Noj had finally remembered who it was he was going to ‘talk’ to.  He offered Denk a can.  Denk had just woken up after his encounter with Vgg.  He was still in an extremely merry state—alcohol of this strength doesn’t lose it’s effect that quickly, if at all—so took it and the first stage in Noj’s second plan for the evening was achieved.  After can forty, stages two, three and four had been reached, not knowing that Vgg had already made quite sure that stage twelve was already completed.  A caution to those socialising with friends; always be wary of those offering you drinks for no other reason than their generosity.


	While the battle outside was heating up, the events inside were drawing to a close.  They had watched Denk dance on tables, topple over poles and vomit over the Rebel ships through the window (this was the intention, but the glass got in the way, leading to most of it coating himself).  Most of the guests had left, leaving Death, Noj, Tsruh, Eilrahc and Vgg to tidy up.


	Denk’s final resting place was in the bedroom (whose it was, he didn’t know),  his hair was now a little shorter and one of his eyebrows was now missing.


	Noj stood at the doorway watching Denk sleep, a new idea forming in the depths of his mind.  The Mla’son plan had been abandoned for one simple reason - he hadn’t shown up - so Noj would have to make sure his second plan went extra well.  “Tsruh, have you got any pens?” he half-whispered.


	Tsruh searched through a drawer and produced a variety.  Considering it was his birthday, Tsruh had got away without anything too embarrassing happening to him that evening.  Noj selected the one labeled ‘permanent’ and as silently as a drunken man can get, moved to the position of Denk’s sleeping head.


	The first lines came slowly, but then increased in velocity.  The others grabbed pens and joined in.  the whole of Denk’s face was covered in minutes.


	Denk began to stir from his slumber.  Eilrahc poured on the last of the tomato sauce and then legged it out of the room with his accomplices.


	In a daze Denk got up and went into the bathroom.  A blob of sauce fell off his face.  “Ohmygod, what  have you done?” he cried.   “I’m bleeding!”


	The others fell about in fits of laughter.  Picking on the new kid had never been so much fun (if it was in fact the new kid.  If it was Kniy, then it served him right for causing the coffee machine to explode).


	With face now washed, Denk returned to bed.  This time minus shirt and trousers.


	“Isn’t this going a bit far?” Death whispered.  “Once okay, but twice?”


	“If he’s daft enough to go back to sleep, then it’s his own stupid fault,” said Noj.


	This time around the group had a larger canvas to cover.  Soon the whole to the right side of Denk’s face was coloured blue, with the rest well on the way.  Phrases such as ‘I woz ‘ere’ and ‘here too’, plus the classic ‘kick me’, adorned his body.  A grinning face was tattooed on one foot.


	 Tsruh was in the middle of ‘I am a complete fool who would sleep through the creation of the cosmos’, when his pager went off - followed by the bleeping of everyone else’s.


	They piled out of the room and slammed the door.  The message on them all was the same - ‘homicidal maniac requesting your presence in sector fourteen’.  After stopping to free Death’s wheels from a mound of coffee, they left.  Denk slept soundly on.





“Come on, we’re nearly there.”


	Paranoid Guy and Jawa-Trooper reached the end of the ventilation shaft G7-Y, which they had been crawling along for the past twenty minutes.


	“What do you suppose that was Mla’son had us put on the power core.?” Jawa-Trooper asked.


	“Mla’son?  Was that his name?”


	“Yeah, he was before my time too.  Evidently everyone hated him, so they left him on Tatooine guarding an escape pod.  They then never went back to get him.”


	Paranoid Guy shuffled right up to the air vent grating and peered out.  “You’re sure this is the place?”


	Jawa-Trooper consulted his map.  “Yep, this is the Emperor’s throne room all right.”


	“Good.  I’ll get a few photos of him not here and the I’ll have proof that the Emperor does not exist.”


	“Don’t get your hopes up.  The Emperor is supposed to be on board.”


	“Even better.”


	“What I mean is, if you see anything in that room which…which casts doubt on your theories, then don’t take it too hard.”


	“But I’m right.”


	“Course you are.”  Jawa-Trooper was not convinced.


	Paranoid Guy stared intently out of the grating.  “Nothing.  Just as I expected.”  He produced a camera and began taking photographs.


	“Have you got enough?” Jawa-Trooper was keen to get Paranoid Guy away before the Emperor turned up.


	“Who’s that?”


	The Jawa and Paranoid Guy shuffled around in the ventilation shaft so that Jawa-Trooper could see who he talking about.


	“Oh no.”


	“What?  Who is it?”


	Jawa-Trooper turned to his friend.  “You know that impossible scenario that you never planned for?  You’d better come up with a plan.”


	There was a conversation taking place in the room beneath them.


	“Emperor?  Did he say emperor?”


	“Maybe.”


	“But he can’t be the Emperor, he doesn’t exist!  No, this can’t be happening.”  Paranoid Guy tried to stand up and bashed his head on the roof of the shaft.


	“Remember to breath.”  This was the only piece of advice the Jawa could think of.  “What are you doing with that blaster?  Hey, put that down.  I don’t think you want to be doing that.  Now I know you’re upset.  Put that down.  Don’t you dare.  Heads aren’t that strong!  Ple—… Now look what you’ve done.”  Jawa-Trooper looked at the body of Paranoid Guy.  “Um.  What do you suppose I do now?”  he climbed over the body and started back down the shaft.  He never reached the end.





It was very nice of them to invite me along, thought Htims as he and a band of Ewoks trekked through the forest.  They were on the hunt for food, though Htims did not know this and thought they were just out for a stroll in the countryside.


	The traps contained little of substance and this, together with Htims driving them slowly crazy, turned the Ewoks’ minds back to their original plan for supper.


	Htims had named every one of the eighty-two Ewoks in the tribe with a name.  Each was a variation on ‘Teds’; ‘TT’, ‘Big Ted’ (who was friends with Little Ted, Medium Ted and Bigish Ted), ‘Tedsy-boy’, etc.  The greatest difference was ‘Spinach’, which was apparently Teds’ favourite food.


	Htims had taken an interest in a small patch of purple-blue flowers when the cry went up.


	“What?  What is it?” Htims didn’t know what was happening.  Around him Ewoks disappeared into the undergrowth.  A second later he was standing alone in the forest.


	He heard it just before it shot out from behind a distant tree.  A small furry hand grabbed hold of Htims’ leg and dragged him under cover just as the speederbike was about to remove the top half of his body.


	“Scouttroupers,” Htims whispered and the little Ewok next to him nodded.  The word was well known amongst the Ewok population on Endor.


	Htims began to shake so made for the Ewok.  The bundle of fluff grimaced as Htims smothered him.  When he began to feel lightheaded from the depleted oxygen supply, the Ewok clamped his teeth on This finger.


	In the brief second after Htims raised his head into the open to yell and before the Ewok pulled him back down, Htims saw something that disturbed him greatly.  Despite the Ewoks’ skill in camouflage and hiding, the Scouttroopers (the one who had almost decapitated This had been the first in a convoy escaping from a destroyed shield generator) had located them and were lining them up ready to be executed.


	“This can’t be happening,” Htims breathed.  “They can’t do this, not again.  I won’t allow it.”


	The Ewok looked at Htims puzzled.  He looked even more confused when Htims snatched away his spear and made off in the direction of the ‘troopers.


	The Scouttroopers were not the happiest of people at the moment.  Things were not going too well for them.  Not only had their Death Star shield generator just been destroyed, but it had been because of a bunch of cute, fuzzy animals.  Revenge would be taken one way or another.


	The power reading glowed as the blaster was raised to point at the first Ewok’s head.  The ‘trooper had been mentally preparing a speech since zooming away from the exploding building.  It was quite good in his opinion.  It had lots of unnecessarily long but impressive words and also clearly got across how much he hated the Ewoks.


	“I—“


	Before the ‘trooper could get any further he was interrupted by a yelp next to him.  He looked around to find that all of his companions had vanished.  He glanced at the Ewoks.  They all had annoying smug looks on their faces.  This was not the way things were supposed to be happening.  The ‘trooper had got up that morning thinking that today was the day hen his boss would finally crush the Rebellion and have undisputed control over the galaxy.  He had hoped that this would have meant pay rises all round.  Oh well, at least the Death Star was still okay.


	The blaster trigger was squeezed.  Speeches would have to wait, the Scouttrooper was feeling a little scared and just wanted to get off this damn planet.  A bolt of red light emanated from the blaster.


	“No!  Not again!”


	Htims dived from out of the bushes, in front of the blaster.





FLASH


	A boy and his small furry friend wondering where to dispose of their rubbish.


	“There are two skips!” This gasped.  “What are we going to do now, Teds?”





FLASH


	A bear threatened with the perils of a washing machine.


	“Teds, you’d better behave or it’s back into the washing machine with you.”





FLASH


	The boy, testing the security of a seat belt while the stares intently forward.


	“Is that too tight, Teds?” he asked.  Teds retained his usual stare.  “We can’t have you falling out and hurting yourself, can we?”





FLASH


	Htims 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.”





FLASH


	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.”





FLASH





	The blast hit Htims in the chest.  He fell to the ground and a red fluid leaked from the big, round hole that had appeared in his body.


	“Teds…”


	Htims took one last breath, then was still.  





Mla’son stood at the top of the balcony.  Beneath him was a gathering of Stormtroopers and other Death Star officers.  Outside, the battle against the Rebels still raged, but for the people in the room that was the last thing on their minds.  Mla’son held up the control box high above his head.  There were gasps from below.


	“What’s that?” said Noj.


	“It looks like a control mechanism,” said Eilrahc.


	“For what?  Mla’son, what have you done?”


	“Tick, tick, tick…Boom!” Mla’son said quietly


	“A bomb!” cried Death, remembering the old days.


	More gasps.


	“You’ve planted a bomb?  Where?  Where is it you…you nasty fish face.” Noj’s insult came out sounding rather more pathetic than he had intended.


	“Look, look at this,” Mla’son shouted.  “You mocked me, hated me, left me in the desert to die.  I’m going to make you pay.”


	“We didn’t mean it,” Eilrahc cried.


	“Liar!!” Mla’son screamed.


	“Damn.  Saw right through me.  Suggestions?”


	The Stormtroopers formed a huddle.


	“How about praying?”


	“Flowers are always nice,” said Death, then added a more bitter, “If you have any left.”  It was a good thing that Albert was not here otherwise he would have received another kick.  Eilrahc got it instead.


	“Does anyone have any decent ideas?” asked Riaf.


	“No.”


	“Honest as that might be, it’s not very helpful,” Riaf was getting annoyed.  This was not turning out to be the best birthday on record.  “Death, you sneak up to Mla’son and…”


	“What?”


	“I don’t know,” Riaf hadn’t figured out this part yet, his head still hurt from all the drinking.  “Take the initiative.  The rest of us will distract him from down here.”


	“Hey, I hate Mla’son the most, I should get to decide the plan,” said Noj.


	“Go on then.”


	“Um… Well… Yes… Death sneak up behind him and do something.”


	Death rolled off.  If only he had not taken those therapy classes, he might have been of some use.  At the moment Death was unsure about what to do when he reached Mla’son, and the tiniest bit afraid.


	“Oi, fish face!”  Noj’s insult were the only words which had materialised in the minds of the population below and so far the distractions were only making Mla’son more angry.  Noj finally lost his cool.  “I’ve had just about enough of you!,” he screamed.  “You come here threatening to tell everyone about the Seven-Men-in-a-TIE-Fighter Episode.  Couldn’t you have just taken the hint when we left you on Tatooine?  No.  You had to come back and haunt us.  I hate you.  I despise you!”


	“And if that hasn’t finished us…” muttered Eilrahc.


	Mla’son looked puzzled.  “What TIE Fighter Episode?”


	“Hang on a second.”  They reformed the huddle.


	“He never knew?  Then what have we been worrying about ?”


	“Damn.”


	“What are we going to do now?”


	“About what?  He still wants to kill us.”


	“Point.”


	The group broke.


	“And?” asked Mla’son.


	“Nothing, just get on with whatever you were going to do.”


	“And this TIE fighter thing?”


	“Just forget about it.  We’ve tried to.”


	It was now that Death chose to burst out behind Mla’son.  Mla’son jumped and nearly pressed the button on the control in fright.


	“Mla’son, put down the control box,” Death was going with the therapy approach.  It had worked with him, so why not Mla’son?


	“Get lost, you stupid man.”  Death was not having much effect.


	“I can recommend some good classes you could attend.  Look at my certificate,” Death pulled out his beer-stained sanity certificate and showed it to Mla’son proudly.  “Wouldn’t you like one like this?”


	Mla’son paused.  Death watched in hope.  The assembly of Stormtroopers held their breaths.  Albert skipped into the room and sprinkled flower heads on the floor.  Eilrahc went blue, let out his breath, then held it again.  Death looked on expectantly.


	Mla’son came to a decision.	 “No.”  He pressed the button.


	The bomb exploded.  The power core exploded.  Levels forty-two through forty-eight exploded.  The Death Star 2, like it’s predecessor, exploded.


	“Well, it nearly worked,”  Death’s words were inaudible above the noise.


	The Death Star fragmented and the pieces shot away from each other as though each piece was afraid of catching something from it’s neighbour.


	The Stormtroopers winked out of existence.


	BOOM.


	Racing the shockwave was a ship.  A Rebel ship, whose occupants thought they had done something, contributed in some way to the Death Star’s destruction.  They would probably get all the credit too.  Still, we all make mistakes.





Denk groaned.  He rubbed his eyes and sat up.  The room was deserted.  He swung his legs around onto the floor.  From his position on the bed he saw a half-full glass of beer.


	The contents of Denk’s stomach emptied themselves onto the carpet.


	He rose and went into the bathroom.  He stood in the darkness, his dark image reflecting back at him.





FLASHBACK





	“I think he’s going to say it!”


	“What?”


	Denk could hear the voices in the background as he made his way towards the only female in the room - a butch woman who’s only claim to being female was that she drank halves.  He had a feeling that this was going to be a mistake.  Or would have done if he had been sober.


	“Hi,” said Denk.  The ‘woman’ nodded a greeting.


	“What have you been telling him?”  That voice in the background once again.


	“Have you ever,” Denk started, “have you ever considered dying your hair ginger an—mmmm.”


	Vgg’s hand clamped itself firmly over Denk’s mouth.  “I don’t think she wants to hear about that right now.”


	“Yes I do.”


	“No you don’t.”


	“Yes I do.  It sounds interesting.”


	“Take the hint—you don’t”


	Denk staggered away.  He waited a few minutes and then went back to the girl.  “Have you ever considered dying your hair ginger and messing—“





END FLASHBACK





“Oh my God, no.”


	Denk put his hand to his face.  It was still sore.  “What the hell possessed me to say that?” he muttered.  He turned back to the mirror.


	It is surprising what comes to a person when they are hung over.  If asked, Denk would have been unable to recall any of the evenings events, bar the ‘slap’, in fact most of the past month was a blur.  However one thing in the far depths of his mind was fighting to the forefront.


	“I…I remember,” Denk croaked.  “My, my…I am,” he felt with his hand for the light switch.  He found it and flicked it on.  “My name is Kn—“ he caught sight of his face in the mirror. “YOU BAS—“


	The explosion ripped through the room, taking away Kniy with it.





Ernie lay on the grass.  Blood covered his face, several bones were broken and he had a slight concussion.  All in all he was not in too good a state.


	He groaned.  He attempted to sit up, but the pain was too great.  There was little he could do but lie there until he was found.


	The stars twinkled in the night sky.  There were small explosions as parts of the Death Star disintegrated as they hit the atmosphere.


	Ernie was now the last one alive, the Death Star explosion having wiped out all of his old friends.  Escaping in a TIE fighter would not have been an option this time.


	“Looks like I’m the only one left.”


	In the corner of his eye Ernie saw his lightsaber at his side.  He slowly moved his arm to it’s position and raised it fractionally into the air.  It fell to pieces—as did Ernie’s hope of attracting someone’s attention with it.


	There was a rustling to Ernie’s left.  Hope was still alive.  “Pickett, is that you?”  Ernie’s voice was weak and croaky, barely present.  “Pickett, help me.”  Pickett’s head appeared into Ernie’s field of vision.  “Pickett, get help…” Ernie couldn’t speak anymore.


	The Ewok paused for a moment while he contemplated what to do.  He wandered off and came back with a bundle of wood.  He arranged the wood in a neat pile and started the fire going.  It would keep Ernie warm while he got help.  He ran off into the forest.


	Ernie lay and waited for help to arrive.  It was then he remembered the gas canisters nearby which he had ‘borrowed’ from the Empire’s base until he figured out how to start a fire by rubbing two sticks together.


	“Pickett, come back!” Ernie’s voice was almost silent, the exclamation mark wasted.  “Pickett!”


	The fire licked towards the gas cylinders.  Ernie tried as hard as he could to blow out the flames.  He looked rather pathetic.
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	Bits of Ernie fell to the ground over a three mile radius.  Much of the grass was tinted red.





We knew it was coming.  We tried to prepare ourselves.  It had to happen in the end, but that does not make it any easier.  The Stormtroopers died.


		Mla’son,


		Noj,


		Eilrahc,


		Riaf Tsruh,


		The Paranoid Guy,


		Jawa-Trooper,


		Vgg,


		Kniy…


		DIED.


But that’s not all;


		Karber,


		Htims,


		and Ernie…


		DIED.


Some were heroic deaths, some were meaningless, but does it really matter?  The final result is the same…DEATH.


	Everything dies.


	Kinda depressing huh?  To lighten the mood a little, I’ll end with a joke.  What’s the difference between the Rooster Incident and the Seven-Men-in-a-TIE-Fighter Episode?  You cannot fit an antelope in a TIE fighter.
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The camera zoomed out slowly for the final time and the music began to play.  The credits rolled…


�
Epilogue:


Her





The room had emptied.  Michelle sat alone amongst the leftover popcorn and sweet wrappers.  The curtains had covered the screen and the lights were back on.


	“That’s it?  That’s how it ends?”


	Michelle rose and walked to the front.  She flung her arms into the air.  “How could they do that?  Why did I ever pay to see everyone die?”


	A security guard walked up behind her and tapped her on the shoulder.  “I think it’s time you left,” he said.


	Michelle resisted for a second, then allowed the man to escort her out.  She stopped at the door and turned back to the screen.  The security guard gave up and left her where she was.  His coffee was getting cold.


	“What is the Rooster Incident?!” she cried.  “And what happened in that TIE fighter?!”


	And Michelle shrieked, like she had never shrieked before, but there was no one left to turn and stare.  The questions were left hanging, unanswered, in the air.


	Eventually someone came and dragged her away.
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CAST





Ernie


Death


Htims


Refinnej


Mla’son





Also Staring


Vgg


Denk/Kniy


Karber


Albert


Noj





And


Eilrahc


Riaf Tsruh


Pickett


Paranoid Guy


Jawa-Trooper


Alf & some other guards


A bunch of Ewoks





With


vast quantities of explosives


and (nearly) 1000 elephants





Special guest appearance by Michelle Craven
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Author - D. Johnson


Cover design - D. Johnson


Promotional material - D. Johnson


A Different Perspective concept by D. Johnson








I was going to write who each character was based on, however if you can’t work to out by yourself then it’s already too late to save you.








“So what do you think?  Go on, be completely honest.”    “Completely?  You’re sure you’re ready for the truth?”    “Yes.”    “Well… it was…okay.”    “That’s it?  Just ‘okay’?  Do you realise how much work was involved?”    “As much as a Business Studies project?”    “Much more than that.  People who take Business Studies don’t know the meaning of the word ‘work’.  They don’t just hand out A levels willy-nilly you know.”    “Do you really want to say that?  A hoard of Business Studies students are now out for your blood.”    “Who cares?  It’s no one important.  They’re all fools.”    “I want to make it clear that in no way do I have any connection to you nor agree with anything you’ve said.”    “Coward.”





The Producers would like to thank R. Hough and all those who helped with his birthday ‘makeover’.





All those animals deserved to die.





This book could be protected by some laws, so watch out!





Novelisation available from me—if you really want a copy.





All this stuff was created by me in my head - so no one sue me (especially if you’re not called ‘George Lucas’).








Those donations have yet to arrive.





Now that’s all over with, I could do with a rest.





MCMXCIX


The End.





It’s a magical world - go explore it.
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