The Fragility of Time
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Time





It had been another tiring day.  Ever since starting at his new position as deputy head of the cleaning staff (he had been careful not to be at the very top as this would have left him vulnerable to attack from ambitious young cleaners intent on advancement), Karber had collapsed to his bed early every evening.


He clicked on the alarm; ready for another 5am start cleaning the mess the workmen had made digging out the new corridors.  He didn’t bother to change, crawling into bed in his apron.  He didn’t see the point in changing outfits only to change back again a few hours later.  Within minutes he was asleep, dreaming of places without domestic staff, which had accumulated years worth of dust and required a hero like himself to clean up.


Karber awoke suddenly.  His arm poked out from beneath the covers and reached over to the alarm clock on his bedside table.  It was still early, even by his standards.  He guessed he had only been asleep for an hour at the most.  He relaxed his grip and the clock fell to the ground.


“Kaber, Karber…”


The voice calling out to him in his head had better bugger off sharpish or he’d begin to get annoyed.  He buried his head beneath his pillow but the sound burrowed through.


“Karber, Karber…”


“Sod off,” he mumbled, hoping desperately that fatigue would drag him back to the joyous land of sleep, where all was warm, cosy and didn’t require bills to be paid.


The duvet disappeared from on top of him, but Karber wasn’t going to wake up without a fight.  He curled tightly into a ball and endeavoured to hide under the pillow.  The environment wasn’t going to make it easy for him though and cold radiated from the icy walls of his quarters.  That, combined with the hands violently shaking him, was enough for Karber to give in.


“Okay, okay, you win.”  He rubbed the sleep from his eyes.


Two hands gripped his shirt and he was wrenched upwards into the face of a droid, the design of which Karber hadn’t seen in use for a quarter of a century.  This one looked as though it could do with a service, or dumped for scrap – whichever was easiest.


“Karber, It Is Imperative That You Help Me.  We Have To Stop Him Now, Before He Becomes Too Powerful.  Please, Mla’son’s Plans For Conquest Must Be Halted.”

The pigeons are like no other bird.


After years of living on the scrap left around in city centres, the tasteless chemical-packed morsels of evilness eaten by the ever-in-a-hurry humanoid population, something in the mutation department had to occur.  Pigeons are much smaller than people on the whole and people do, occasionally, eat things free from substances created by bored chemists in the lab.  Pigeons do not.  The pigeons of today rely solely on this stuff for their continued preference of life over death.  They reproduce more quickly too, so that mutations show up more rapidly than in people.


Chemicals build up, they react and pretty soon chicks aren’t acting much like their great grandparents.  Thanks to man, pigeons have transformed beyond their original design parameters to something…more.


They’ve begun to think.

Karber had changed, showered and was now sitting on his bed trying to get things straight in his head.  It was probably going to take a while and require some illustrations to keep his attention.  Examples involving cleaning equipment would probably help.  If Miroler could somehow relate the nonsense he was spouting to bleach, dishcloths and buckets, then Karber might just stand a chance.


“Let me get this straight.”  Karber took a deep breath and concentrated hard.  “There’s a giant fish,” this part he was happy with – he knew what fish were, their rotting entrails had to be scraped from the kitchen floor every evening.  “And he’s trying to open up a time portal and take over the world.”  This part was making the kind of sense that didn’t.


“You Don’t Seem To Grasp The Severity Of This,” said Miroler.  “Mla’son Is A Crazy Fool.  He’s Uncovered Plans On How To Create A Tear In Subspace.”


“That’s bad then, is it?”


“With The Ability To Time Travel Mla’son Would Be Unstoppable.  He Would Be Able To Recreate The Universe In Any Form He Liked.”


“Right, I think I’ve got that.”  Karber crouched on all fours and peered beneath his bed for the left sock that was eluding him.  “So who are you?”


“I Am Miroler, A Type 3 Battle Droid Currently In The Employ Of Said Fish.”


Ah, it was all down to some sort of breakdown in employer-employee relations.  It was probably due to wages.  This fish was going to earn mega-bucks and Miroler wasn’t going to get his cut.  “So where did this guy get the plans for this thing from?  Ah,” Karber peeled the sock from where it had cemented itself to the floor.   


“Err… That’s Sort Of My Fault – I Kind Of Invented It.”


Karber nodded.  He formed a ball with the sock, cupped it in his hands and blew to warm it to a temperature that he considered sensible for use on his foot.



“That’s How I Got Here,” Miroler continued.  “I Am From What You Would Consider To Be The Past.  I Researched The Subspace Tear In Order To Go Back And Alter Something I Did In The Past, Something Responsible For How Mla’son Is Now.  Mla’son Discovered Some Of My Preliminary Research And Is Now Attempting To Create A Tear Himself.”


“Why can’t you go back in time and stop him?”  Karber was quite proud of this question.  It almost showed intelligence.


“He’s Erected A Force Field, Protecting Himself From Temporal Interference.  I’ve Figured Out A Way To Cut Through, But We’re Only Going To Be Able To Do It Once, In Only A Limited Number Of Timeframes.”


Karber was struggling again.  He’d almost understood some of it, but words such as ‘temporal interference’ and even ‘force field’ were always going to remain out of his grasp.


“So what do you want me to do?”

The history of the pigeon is filled with intriguing events.  They broke from the other birds in the evolutionary scale early in the cosmological timeline.  The species was strong and always had the potential to become the dominant force on the planet.  But a lack of hands always held them back.  Development of opposable thumbs never happened, thus preventing the use of heavy clubs to banish the humanoid races to primeval obscurity.


Pigeons ambled along through the ages, unable to contribute in any major way to intergalactic society.  But pigeons are patient.  One day their time would come.  And how ironic it was that it was the overpowering humanoids, with their poorly manufactured food products, that allowed it.


The fabric of the universe is often viewed by ‘advanced’ humanoid society as only a metaphor referred to in fiction.  They are wrong.  Space is weaved together from various elements to form a cloth-like substance.  It is on this that the universe functions.  An event, however small, sends ripples through the fabric.  There are some beings that can sense these ripples.  Pigeons are now part of this set.


Something was wrong.  The universe was in a state of unrest; the fabric was fraying into obsurity.  Universes are fairy boring things and don’t like to be played around with on the whole.  Something had to be done, someone had to put a stop to the events that had, were, and would be occurring.


Like a wave the birds launched into the sky.  As was being annoyingly more regular, it was up to them.





In the laboratory all the lights dimmed for a moment then systematically, emanating from the centre of the laboratory on level 18, all the bulbs began to blow.


The air grew hot and crackled with rampant electrical bursts.  Slowly it began to tear itself apart, not the gas molecules, but the very essence of the air – what made it ‘air’ instead of just a collection of atoms.  It was as though someone had taken a large knife and ripped a hole through it, which in a way they had.  A dazzling white light shone out.


A blaster poked through.  The barrel surveyed the room and then disappeared back inside.  Miroler strode out through the subspace tear, blaster in hand.  Karber scuttled after him.


Miroler walked over to a wall panel and tapped at the keypad.  “We Need To Get Three Levels Down,” he said and headed for the door.


“Wait, wait a second,” Karber yelled after him.  “So far I think I’ve been pretty understanding about everything, but from now on I want to know about things in advance instead of having them explained several hours late.  Firstly, where are we and secondly, what the hell are we doing here?”


“We’re In Mla’son’s Laboratory.”  The door whooshed open and Miroler walked outside.  “At The Moment We Can No Longer Open Any Subspace Tears—”


“Hey, you mean I’m stuck here?!  You never said anything about getting stuck in the past!  All you said was that we were going to stop a big fish.  I never would have agreed to do any of this if you’d told me about getting lost in time.”


“Exactly Why I Didn’t Mention It.  Now Calm Down, It Should Be A Simple Matter Getting You Home Later.”


“Should?”


“If Mla’son Is Proceeding On Schedule He Should Have Finished Constructing The Advanced Control Bands.  At The Moment We’re Only Using Prototypes.”  Miroler held up his wrist to show the bracelet around it.  Karber studied the one around his own.  “This Is What Keeps Us Here Now That We Are Here.  If It Is Damaged Then We Rip Back Through Time.”


“So if I want to go home I just remove this?” said Karber tugging at it.


“Leave It,” Miroler ordered.  “If You Remove The Band Then…An Explosive Charge Will Go Off,” he lied.  There was no such booby trap, but Miroler needed Karber’s help.  He didn’t want the risk of Karber removing the thing at the first sign of trouble.  “You’ll Arrive Back In Your Own Time, But In Hundreds Of Messy Pieces.”


Karber slowly moved the arm with the band on as far away from the rest of his body as he could.


“The Bands Are Also Responsible For Opening The Tears.  The Advanced Ones Have An Unlimited Life, But These Others Only Contain Enough Charge To Last A Few Hours.”


They approached an elevator.  Miroler ran his access card through the lock and the door obediently opened.


“Where’d you get that from?” asked Karber.


“I Work Here Remember,” said Miroler.


“Hmm, good answer.”


The door closed and within a few seconds reopened to present the new level of the lab.


“This Way.”


They walked down the corridor, rounding more corners than it should have been possible for a building of its size to contain.  Eventually they reached the desired room.


Miroler’s access card having clearance to open the door was hoping for a little too much, but with a little persuasion from the blaster, the door finally opened.


They entered onto a balcony.  It contained a clutter of equipment; mechanical parts littered the room and nothing looked as though it were anyway near finished.  Miroler walked to the edge and peered down below.


“Uh Oh…” Miroler said in barely a whisper.


“What is it?” Karber hissed and walked over to see.


Below them was the giant bulk of Mla’son.  He was lying in a large tank of water, thrashing his tail impatiently.  To one side of the tank was a crudely constructed machine with a thermos flask sticking out of the top.


“What is that?  Is that a picture of a bunny on that flask?!”


Miroler said nothing, but continued watching as another person joined Mla’son.


“That’s, that’s you!” Karber squealed.


“Me From A Different Time Period.”


There was a conversation going on down below but neither of the observers could make out what was being said.  The alternate Miroler was doing something with some of the equipment.  Miroler suddenly realised what his counterpart was up to.


“Karber, We Have To Stop Them.”


“And how exactly are we going to do that?”


It was too late.  Alternate Miroler had already begun the process.


“We Have To Find Those Bands And Get Out Of Here Immediately.”


“What is it?  What’s wrong?”


The transmogrifier had begun to hum.  Any second now it would, as had happened twice before, or later, or sometime – bloody temporal mechanics – it would explode and destroy the building.


They frantically searched the balcony.  The bands had to be there somewhere – they had to be.  There was a cry from Karber.  Success.  Miroler dashed across and Karber showed him the doorway into another room.  Inside were row upon row of temporal control bands.


“What would he need all these for?” Karber asked.  “There are thousands of them.”


“The Only Reason For These Would To Give Them To Other People.  Mla’son’s Gathering An Army From Across Time.  If He Succeeds…”


The sentence didn’t need to be finished, but it wasn’t drama that left the it hanging, it was the violent shaking of the building.  The transmogrifier was destroying itself.  Miroler snatched up as many bands as he could and attached one to each of his and Karber’s wrists.


“Wait,” cried Karber above the din and ran off.


“Karber!” Miroler yelled.


“Give me a second,” the voice came back.


Karber remerged a minute later.  “Sorry, but I had to arm myself,” he held up the mop in his hand.  “I noticed a storage locker before.  Now I’m ready to rock.”


A subspace tear opened and the duo dived through seconds before the ceiling above them caved in.  Down below, Mla’son emerged from the transmogrifier.  He was distinctly humanoid, having shed his old physiology in the refuse.  He activated his own control band and disappeared into subspace.


The building exploded.

They soared through the air.  The flock had grown exponentially over the past few days as more and more pigeons heard the call and joined the procession.


Their current form had suited them for many a millennia, but no longer.  It was not suitable for the task that lay before them, a task that held the future of the cosmos in the balance.  It was time for the pigeons to ascend to a higher consciousness.  To become.
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We’re Here To Take Over The World




Karber and Miroler sat relaxing after their near escape from the explosion.  They talked quietly as in the room below this era’s Miroler was working on his computer.  They had come here as a refuge, Miroler knew it was safe here – at least for the moment.


“Why, why do it?”


“Isn’t It Simple?  In His Aquatican Form Mla’son’s Actions Are Severely Restricted.  For A Start He Can’t Go On Land.”


A noise outside interrupted the conversation.


“I don’t mean to sound repetitive, but what was that?”


He had lived in this building in an isolated area of the planet Alderaan ever since leaving Naboo – or would do.  The trouble with time travel was that tenses became so damn difficult.  Another noise, closer this time.  Miroler hurried over to check the lock on the window, finding it non-existent – damn his future-self.  He stared outside.  He could see nothing except his reflection in the glass staring back at him.  Below, the other Miroler copied his exact actions.


“Karber Hide.  We’re About To Get Company.”


Voices could be heard from downstairs.


“Yes!  What Do You Want?”


“I told you not to hang up.”


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


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


Hearing the events below, past-Miroler could stand it no longer.  He raced for the door.


“Hey, come back!” Karber yelled after him.  “What do you think you’re doing?”


Miroler reached the doorway downstairs to find it blocked by a large man with a chicken mask.  He raised his hand into the air and caught the mop that Karber dropped down.  The mop came crashing down on Chicken-man’s head.  The man fell to the floor.


He found his future version struggling to get out from under the body of Wohells.  “Wohells!” he cried. “What happened to you?”


The other Miroler crawled into what he hoped was the safety of the corner of the room.  In the doorway he saw a silhouette – a thin, dark figure filling the entry.  The shape reminded him of someone, but he couldn’t quite put his finger on it.  Upon closer inspection the assailant was clearly a droid.  The attacker raised his hand and revealed a large mop.  He advanced forward.


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


The attacker lunged forward, mop poised in classic slasher position.  Miroler rolled out of the way, but the mop still caught and slit one of the cables in his leg.


“Oh Bugger.  Sorry, I Just Want To Explain.”


The crazy droid tripped and hit his head on the wall giving Miroler much needed seconds to hobble away.  He wasn’t stupid enough to stop and listen to insane people who were attacking him with household cleaning equipment.  People who did that didn’t tend to live for very long.  He hobbled into the corridor and forward to what he hoped was the door – the damage from the mop had caused serious damage and was losing Miroler a lot of oil.  His vision was almost as blurred as the reception on his portable TV.


Another man appeared in front of him blocking the exit.  Miroler turned for the back door and, despite his injuries, managed to break into a run – self-preservation was a remarkable motivator.


“Wait!” Karber yelled and chased after him.


The rear door was constructed of mostly glass and, unfortunately for Miroler, was locked.  This new enemy was approaching fast.  There was no alternative – Miroler leapt through the glass, sending shards flying.


Karber reached the door and looked out.  Miroler had vanished.  “What have you done with my new mop?!”  He stepped through and peered into the wildness.


The gnome flew downwards and struck him firmly on the head.  Karber fell to the ground unconscious.  In a blur Miroler had snatched up a large fragment of the broken glass and had it placed to Karber’s neck.  He pressed in the point and a spot of blood appeared.


Suddenly the glass fell from the droid’s grasp.  He stopped moving, then fell backwards onto the edge of the doorframe, a large crater in his back.  The sharp remains of glass sticking out of the frame easily punctured through his battered body.  Oil erupted from around the points spiking his chest; spilling onto the new paintwork someone had done in an attempt to hide some of the previous damage.  His hand reached towards the person who had stuck from behind before the last shreds of life were removed from him.


Past-Miroler stared at what would some day be his body.  He let go of the knife and it hit the paved ground with a clatter.


Karber groaned.  Miroler knelt next to him.


“Are You Okay?”


“I still function,” said Karber.  “Just about.  Just promise me that next time you attempt a rescue, you won’t murder the one you’re trying to help.”  Kaber stared at the dead droid’s body.  “Next time that could be me.”




“Quickly!  Move, move, move!”


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


Without warning a foot stuck out from round the corner.  The first rebel struck the foot, tripped and crashed down.  The second wished he’d obeyed the two-second rule, but hadn’t and fell over the first.


Mla’son strode from round the corner and picked up the disk from its landing place.


“Thank you very much,” he said.  “This will be most useful.” 


He gave each of the rebels a kick in the stomach and walked off down the corridor.  He reached the door into the room directly behind where he had caught the rebels.  He could hear voices arguing from inside.


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


“It might just be me, but isn’t it a bit difficult for us to see what’s on the screen if a big metal box is in the way?”


“Ye— that’s not the point.”


A minor staff member approached Mla’son.  With a few quick moves Mla’son incapacitated the potential threat.  He dragged the body into an empty room further down the corridor.  He stripped the man of his uniform, replacing his own clothes with it.  The blaster the man carried was small, but easily concealable.


Back outside the room Mla’son listened but the voices had all but stopped.  Resby, Kniy and the other officers inside sat in silence, as though waiting for something to happen that hadn’t.


Mla’son entered.  He handed Resby a slip of paper.


“What’s this?” Resby asked and Mla’son pointed at the note.


“‘Hi’,” Resby read.  “‘My name is M…Mul…”


“Mla’son,” Mla’son helped.


“Thanks,” said Resby and continued reading. “‘My name is Mla’son and unless you join me I’m going to kill you.’”  Resby looked up from the paper.  “Are you sure this is the right—“


The blaster was whipped from Mla’son’s belt in an instant.  Soon all the officers in the room were dead – apart from Resby.


“Noooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooo……………………!” Resby screamed as he gazed at the bodies in the room.  He turned to Mla’son.  “You’ve just killed all my section heads!  How could you?!  That was what I had planned for the next staff meeting!”


Mla’son grinned.  He had made the right choice.  “How would you like to join me for a spot of galactic takeover?”





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


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


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


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


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


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


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


Hands pulled at his body.  He was lifted from the ground and dragged away from the flames that singed his feet.  His boots were made of a toxic material that didn’t take too kindly to being melted.  Hands scrabbled at his feet, loosening the boots and discarding them.  There was a flash and the building disappeared.



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


They arrived at the snowspeeder to be greeted by two men.  One looked slightly fishy and the other looked like a very dull man indeed.  Both were dressed in Imperial officer uniforms.


Ernie ignored the men completely.  He had more important things like revenge on his mind.  “Right,” he said.  “I need to take you somewhere remote, away from the Empire, where I can take my revenge in private.  Preferably somewhere with less mud.”


“How about Cloud City on Bespin?” the completely blind Karber suggested.  Mud had completely encased the visor of the stormtrooper helmet he was wearing.  “I hear the Empire doesn’t go there much.”


“Achem.”


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


“Achem.”


“Is that really nec—“ started Karber before the gun barrel raced down and struck his head.


“Hey, Ernie!”


Ernie picked up the body and dragged him to the snowspeeder.  He then realised the flaw in his plan and wished he had told Karber to get in the snowspeeder before he’d rendered him unconscious.  It was strange; Bert seemed to have become smaller since Ernie had last seen him.


The shot hit the trees above and sent hundreds of birds into flight.  Ernie’s body froze, his head turned slowly to face Mla’son.


“Good afternoon,” said Mla’son lowering the blaster.  “It’s nice to see we finally have your attention.”


“Um, hi.”  Ernie’s voice was tiny.


“I have need of your services,” Mla’son said.


“Whatever it is, I’m not interested.”  Ernie said flatly.


“I would listen to what he has to say,” recommended Resby.  “It makes a lot of sense.”


“I don’t care.  I have things to do.”


“I think I can make it worth your while,” said Mla’son.  He nodded to Resby who handed Ernie a small black case.  Ernie was hesitant.  “Take it, it’s yours,” Mla’son reassured.


Ernie undid the clasps and opened the case.  His mouth dropped open.


“All I ask is one small favour in return,” Mla’son continued.


The case fell into the mud.  Ernie held up the lightsaber and examined it.  It was perfect.  Much newer and more powerful than the one he had found.  The blade was violet – Ernie had never seen one quite the same.


He switched it off.  “What do you want me to do?”




“Do we really have to burn this?” Albert asked.


“Yes, you bloody well know we do,” said Death.  “All those lovely flames, licking away at the landscape…” He closed his eyes and imagined the scene.


They stood outside one of the many moisture farms that sprawled across the planet.  The owners had pissed off the emperor, for some reason that neither of the stormtroopers cared about, and so they had been called in to destroy it.


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


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


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


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


“Now that is going to hurt,” said Albert as the petroleum-soaked building went ‘whumf’.  Several gas-powered pieces of machinery exploded and the machines were launched into orbit.


“Hopefully,” said Death.


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


“Huh?  Did you say something Albert?”


Albert was currently busy working out how he could possibly be seeing himself standing before him trying to knock himself out with a lump of wood.  Finally commando Albert had his way and stormtrooper Albert was knocked out.


“That was a bit excessive, wasn’t it?” said Karber as he walked up and looked at the large dent in the stormtrooper’s helmet.


“I think I’m entitled to use as much force as I like on me,” said Albert.  “Is that him?” he pointed at Death, who was still busy with marshmallows.


“Yep,” said Miroler.


Death didn’t notice anything was wrong until the three men had surrounded him and Karber had snatched away the packet of marshmallows.


“What did you do that for?”


“Death, We Require Your Assistance,” said Miroler.


“For what?  I’ve got my orders to watch this place burn, so it had better be very important.”


“A Homicidal Fish Is Intent On The Control Of Time Itself.  We Need You To Us Help Stop Him.”


“Does it involve killing things?”


“Possibly.”


“Then count me in!”





The sand was everywhere – even after all these years it made its presence felt.  Sand was the one thing you could always count on in deserts, yet despite all the research someone had still to explain the phenomenon to any satisfaction.  The dry atmosphere theory was a non-starter – sand covered hundreds of beaches across the galaxy and no one could (truthfully) claim that there was a lack of water there.  Other explanations were not forthcoming.


The sand on this particular planet was causing an even greater nuisance than usual.  Sand storms were common at this time of year, whipping up the grit and implanting it into the eyes of those people who were stupid enough to go out during this abysmal weather.  The majority of these people went by the name of ‘Matt’.  The name seemed to evolve its owners into complete morons over the years.  Either that or parents are extremely good at guessing how children will turn out.


One person struggled through the storm.  It didn’t matter what kind of protection you wore, the grains managed to find a crack, a fissure, in the armour in which they could penetrate.  And once they were in, they were in no hurry to leave.


Darth Stick adjusted the veil round his face.  He would find the entry point of the sand if it killed him.  All he could see was the orange mass of sand.  The vision-enhancing goggles weren’t doing much, only making the haze before him brighter.


The sack was over him in a second.  His armsabers were hastily plugged to prevent them causing a bloodbath.


A few minutes later the sack was removed.  Stick was inside, but the sandstorm could still be heard howling in the distance.  He wasn’t bound and he now had full use of his armsabers.  He turned to see his captors.  Three men.  The one in the centre stepped forward. In response, Stick assumed a fighting stance and ignited the sabers.


The man with the orange head withdrew his own lightsaber and held it ready to attack.  Another of the men gestured with his hand and the orange-man lowered the blade.


“Very nice,” said the leader.


“Who are you?” demanded Stick.  “Why have you brought me here.”


“I know all about you Darth Stick.  I want to help you.  And in return, you’ll be helping me.”


“You know nothing about me,” Stick spat.


“On the contrary, I know all about you.  Your expulsion from the Jedi training centre, your plan to destroy the Gungan city, and the fact that you have a library book in your possession that is three years overdue.”


Stick grimaced at that last part.  If this guy told on him then he’d be receiving a fine into the four-figure area.  “How can I be of use?”





“It’s bloody freezing.  Why the hell did we have to come here?” complained Karber.


They sat huddled in the snowy waste that was Hoth.  It was two days after the Imperial invasion had forced the Rebel evacuation.  Now there was nothing left but rubble.  The whole area around the base was unstable.  The snow and ice were just waiting for some gullible person to try walking over it, then finding the floor give way and plunging to an icy death.  It had taken five hours to rescue Albert this morning.  As no one was particularly eager to perform another rescue attempt if at all possible, the base had been abandoned.


They sat in the snow in the middle of nowhere, the wet white stuff leading off to the horizon in all directions.  There was nothing to start a fire with, besides Karber’s mop and he had made it quite clear how he felt about donating it, so they sat freezing, waiting for Miroler to unveil his plan.


“I Apologise For The Lack Of Comfort, But It Is Necessary,” said Miroler.


“And why is that?” asked Death.  Despite all his years of experience he too had been unable to start a fire.  This had not put him in a very good mood.  “Why is it that of all the places, in all the times of the universe, we have to be here getting pneumonia?”


“My Point Exactly.”


“What?  You want us to get pneumonia?  Is that how we get to save the world, by dying?”


“No, What I Mean Is, No One Would Ever Think To Look Here For Us.  It’s The Perfect Hiding Place.”


“It’s all right for you three,” said Karber.  “Death’s got his stormtrooper outfit, Miroler’s a droid, and Albert’s got that black thing on – are those muscles real or moulded on the uniform?  Anyway, my total insulation consists of this old jumper my granny knit me last year,” said Kaber.  Then, feeling that what he’d already said didn’t even begin to cover his suffering, added “And it’s full of holes!”


The snowball fight was inconvenient, but not unexpected.  It lasted for over an hour, by which time all concerned were soaking wet and regretting their actions.  It was unlikely Miroler would take them somewhere else to dry and since none of them had any idea how to go about working the control bands, they would now have to sit shivering in damp clothes.


Miroler had a go at a ‘tut’ to show his displeasure, but his vocal processors far from managed it.  For a moment the others thought he was dying.


“Have You Quite Finished?” he said.  “Well, Have You?”


“Yes Miroler.”  They hung their heads in shame.


“I Hope So.  This Is Not The Way Heroes Operate.  They Have A More Mature, Sensible Attitude To Their Work.  They Do Not Get Caught Up In Petty Squabbles Amongst Themselves.”


“No Miroler.”


“I’m Glad That’s Sorted.  Now Back To Business.”  Miroler plucked Karber’s mop from its current position as the right arm of the snowman.  He drew a few marks in the snow.  They didn’t mean anything, but it helped to focus the group’s attention.  “Our First Task Is To Find Out Where Mla’son’s Base Is.”


“Easy – the Death Star.”


As one they turned to stare at Death.  “How do you know that?” asked Albert.


“The Death Star is the greatest battle station ever built.  Given a choice, where else would you set up?”


There were nods of heads and murmurs in agreement.  With that sorted Miroler continued with task two.  When.


“Just after completion.”


They turned to look again.  “How?” Albert asked.  “How did you know that?”


“Completion Of Which One?” asked Miroler.


“What do you mean ‘which one’?  How many are there?” Death was puzzled.  After a quick explanation from time-connoisseur Miroler, “The first,” he said.


Before any of the doubters could ask, Death ran through his reasoning.  The first Death Star was finished whereas the second never got to look anything more than a heap of scaffolding, and it had to be just after it was finished as it was blown up not long after.


“I think a stop at an armoury should be the next move,” said Albert.


Death leaned over and whispered into Karber’s ear.  “Are you sure this is Albert?” he hissed.


“How the hell would I know?” Karber whispered back.


Whilst Karber was as happy with his mop as a student with a pint in his hand and the discovery of an extra fiver in his pocket, Miroler and Death agreed with Albert that several large guns would come in useful.  They always do – when has a character ever wished he wasn’t carrying a big gun with him?  Trust the pacifists at your peril – not everyone likes to discuss matters over a nice cup of tea.


“How about some more men?” suggested Karber.  “We’ve still got plenty of bands left.”  To demonstrate he lifted up a handful.


“I didn’t know we’d be going to a concert,” said Albert.


“Control bands,” corrected Karber.


“I know,” said Albert.  “It was a joke.”


“You see; control bands, not musical band.”


“Joke?  J.  O.  K.  E.”


“You didn’t understand, did you?”


“It was a goddamn joke!”


“That’s Enough,” said Miroler, fearing another fight.  “No,” he said in response to Karber’s suggestion.  “A Small Team Will Find It Much Easier To Infiltrate The Death Star.”


“Five by five.”


“What?”


“Sorry, I don’t know what came over me,” apologised Karber.  “Happy motoring.  Cock-a doodle-do!!”


“Oh great,” muttered Death sarcastically.  “Just when you need your colleague to go insane…”


Karber picked up his mop and tried to hide behind the head, hoping the conversation would move on to something else.  It did…after a few hours.



Dead, dead, dead.  The stormtroopers were all dead.  Armed with 29th century technology, Mla’son’s takeover of the Death Star had been one of the briefest battles since apes learnt to pick up a white piece of material and shout ‘surrender’.  Those individuals stupid enough not to switch sides at being confronted with the large array of weaponry Mla’son and his team displayed, had been fried beyond recognition.  The cleaning droids were having a hell of a time trying to get the stains out of the carpet.


At the pinnacle of the station was the Emperor’s throne room.  The original chair had been vaporised by one of Mla’son’s many guns, and had been replaced by a new one that sprayed cool, refreshing water on the occupant at regular intervals.  Since any new station has its bugs to sort out, the water supply had yet to be corrected to a constant pressure, so anyone standing nearby had a fifty-fifty chance of being soaked too.


For the past two days a smile had never left Mla’son’s face.  Everything was going according to plan.  He had his generals in the form of Ernie, Stick and Resby, his armoured fortress and his army of stormtroopers.  What was to follow would be the most irritating part of the plan.  It required Mla’son to wait, something he didn’t enjoy.


He sat on his throne and strummed his fingers on the arm.  The ceiling could do with livening up, he thought.  Perhaps something in cream, or an attractive floral design.
“Bored now,” he grumbled.  He flicked a switch on the chair and a holographic image of Stick appeared in front of him.  “Well?  How’s it all progressing?”


“Everything is fine,” Stick’s image replied.  “I still fell that an increase in the amount of random beatings would do wonders for motivation down here in the core, but otherwise…”


“We need more power.”


“More power?  I don’t think that’s possible.  We’re pushing things past their safety limits as it is.  The engines canne take it, Mla’son.”


“Look Stick, I’m bored.  And when I’m bored I tend to research into things to do with blunt weaponry.”


“I canne change the laws of physics,” Stick protested.


“I’m sure you’ll find a way,” said Mla’son, then as an afterthought “And drop that stupid accent.”


The hologram of Mal’son faded.  Stick turned to his crew.  “You heard him.  I have no intention of becoming a twiglet, so we’re going to give him the power he wants – even if it means resorting to peddle power.”


Satisfied that he’d scared engineering shitless, Mla’son turned his attention to the weapon store.  Ernie had been instructed to upgrade the stations existing handguns to futuristic specifications.  It was a job Stick had fought brutally for, seeing it as an opportunity to give his armsabers a service, but Ernie had experience with Imperial weapons so had beaten him to the task.


This left Resby up in the throne room with Mla’son.  He had hooked up one of the temporal control bands to several pieces of industrial-sized equipment and then, though a series of interlinked four-way plugs, into the Death Star mains.


“Resby!” Mla’son yelled down the small flight of stairs to where Resby was tweaking the energy flow regulators.


“Yes, sir?”


“How long?”


“Soon.”


The rift was slowly pulsating, radiating white light and illuminating the room like a cheap discotheque – all it needed was a hoard of twelve year old children to complete the illusion.  It could be seen growing in size visually second by second.  Soon it would be large enough to envelop the world, and remould the universe in Mla’son’s image.  But for some people, not soon enough.


“Bored…”

3

Showtime
Seagulls remember.


The occasional occupants of the seashore and the marauding army of town centres and places of litter, not forgetting the rulers of the rubbish tip, seagulls are a menace.  The rumour is that they were once quite content to fish in the sea for their food, but they now find snatching food out of the hands of small children to be much more satisfying.  Like all rumours, this explanation of the origins of the bird is a lie.


The skins began to peel.  The crusty, delicate layers fragmented creating a sea of dead flaky material.  The pigeons had been too weak in their old bodies, unable to cope with the physical strains that lay in the future.  The conversion had been necessary for the safety of the world.


The seagulls wrestled their way free from their old casings.  There were thousands of them.  Before, the sight of them had been impressive, but they were now so much larger, so much more threatening.  It was enough to strike fear into the bravest of hearts.


They shuffled restlessly, waiting for the entire clan to finish.  One screeched a cry, a call to battle.  To fight, and keep on fighting until they couldn’t fight anymore.  The others took this up in a deafening din.  It was the right time, the right place, and these were the right creatures to win the day.


They launched.




A flash of light and the quartet of heroes were onboard.  As planned, they had broken into a random armoury on the way and gathered enough guns and other weapons to destroy a small planet.  They hoped it would be enough to dispose of one stubbon fish.


Due to the nature of time travel, they weren’t in any particular hurry.  They could have waited months preparing themselves and still travelled to the correct time without any problems.  The only potential trouble was that the longer they spent messing about, the greater the chance that they would be discovered by Mla’son and disposed of.


The extra time had given Miroler the opportunity to leap forward a few years and have himself repaired.  The mechanic was supplied with parts straight off the production line, so it was a fairly straightforward task patching the droid up.  Miroler was now in optimum condition, even better than when he was first constructed.  He felt great, a feeling he shared with the other two frequently.


After arriving on the Death Star, Miroler headed straight to a computer.  Using his new dataport, he hooked himself directly into the central computer.


“Good, We Haven’t Been Detected,” Miroler said.  “I’m Quite Disappointed.  I Thought Mla’son Would Have The Station’s Sensors Calibrated To Detect Subspace Disturbances.  It Seems He Hasn’t.”


“That’s a mistake he’s going to regret,” said Death.  “I’m going to make sure of it.”


The corridors were empty.  The emperor’s throne room was the logical location of Mla’son and it was here they headed.  The plan was to capture Mla’son and destroy his control band.  With that removed Mla’son would disappear back to his own time out of harms way.  Once all the bands were destroyed time should return to its normal course.  In theory.


They avoided using the elevators for fear of one or two things, such as ‘cables’ being missing.  This left many lengthy climbs through ventilation shafts whilst ascending floors.  The weapons were heavy and awkward to carry and the group were soon exhausted, but still they continued towards their goal.


“Bored, bored, bored,” complained Death as they crawled through yet another tiny ventilation shaft that looked identical to every other one they’d been in.  “Why can’t we just use the corridor?  It’s not as if anyone is there to see us.”


“I Know And I Don’t Like It,” said Miroler.  “There Should Be Guards, Or Something.  Mla’son Isn’t This Sloppy.”


There was a scream from back down the tunnel.  They rolled onto their backs and pointed their guns towards the sound.  Albert screamed again.


“D-don’t shoot!  I just banged my head!” he cried.  “I’m sure these shafts are getting smaller.”


Death lowered his gun, disappointed.  He hadn’t agreed to come on this mission to crawl on his hands and knees.  He was here for the flying blood, the crunching sounds and all the other parts that come with a damn good scrap.  He was useless here.


There was a clunk as the control band on Death’s wrist scraped against the wall.  It was so tempting to remove the thing, to be back on Tatooine burning things like he was used to.  If he could just…


“What are you doing?” Albert demanded.  Somehow he had managed to squeeze alongside Death.


“I…” Death began.  He left the band alone and began a new line of conversation.  “You’re Albert right?”


“All my life,” said Albert.  “Well, not all of it obviously.  There would have been a few minutes between me being born and my parents giving me the name, then months before I worked out that when they said it they were referring to me, but on the whole I would say that I’ve been Albert for the majority of my life.”


“The same Albert involved in the Rooster Incident?”


“Rooster Incident?  I’m not sure what you mean.  I am a member of the Poultry Annihilation Squad if that’s what you mean.”


“And you enjoy your work?”  This was what had been troubling Death since the day he had met this ‘past’ Albert.  The way he wielded the guns like an expert, the way he enjoyed it.  The Albert he knew would never do such a thing.  A more pacifistic person would not be easy to find.


“It was necessary,” was all Albert said.  Death couldn’t get another word out of him on the subject.


They continued in silence, thoughts of returning home were put aside for the moment.  Gradually the tension rose.  There was no cause for it, but the boredom dwindled away and the suspense rose from now on.  They were more jumpy, reacting to every stray sound.


Eventually Miroler stopped them and they clambered out of the vents.  The corridor was as empty here as it had been before.


“I don’t like this,” muttered Karber.  In a moment of inspiration, and one he regretted now, Karber had broken his trusty mop in half.  This had made it easy to fit the thing in the air vents, and left each broken end with a deadly jagged edge ready for stabbing into the nearest enemy target’s eye, but Karber couldn’t help feel for the loss of a perfectly good piece of equipment.  He withdrew the two halves of mop from their new home tied to his back.


“Where is everyone?” asked Death.


They were ridiculously close to the throne room now yet still there was no sign that there was anyone on the station at all.  The whole place was deserted.


“There!” cried Karber, pointing ahead.


Death opened fire, riddling the far wall with holes.  There was an explosion as Death hit something he shouldn’t and the lights winked out.


“Hey!” Albert’s voice cried out from the dark.  “What is it with everyone today?  Would you please stop shooting at me!”


“Congratulations, Death,” said Karber.  “We now can’t see a damn thing.”


“It was an honest mistake,” Death protested.


“It may not be the Albert you know, but that’s no reason to keep trying to kill him,” Karber argued back at the black blob he guessed was Death.


“Could you please stop talking about me as though I’m not here!” came Albert’s voice.


Miroler stepped in before there was a round of Blind Beat-The-Crap-Out-Of-Each-Other.  “Quiet!” he ordered.  “Death May Have Done Us A Favour.”


“But we can’t see anything!”


“And Neither Can Mla’son,” pointed out Miroler.  “He Must Have Been Watching Us, But Now He’s Going To Find It Much More Difficult.”


“Droid’s pet,” grumbled Karber.


Death lunged forward, striking the floor hard when it turned out he’d misjudged Karber’s location.  There was a painful crunch, then a muffled giggle.


The emergency lighting finally kicked in and bathed the corridor in an eerie red glow.


“Welcome to the red light district of the Death Star,” said Karber.  The look from Miroler was enough to make sure that he abandoned all the other comments he’d got lined up.


They walked for twenty minutes, weapons primed at all times and ready to do some serious baddy-bashing.


“Miroler, you know before when you said we were nearly there…” started Albert.


“Yes, I Lied.”


“Glad that’s cleared up.”


“What do you mean you lied?” asked Death.  “I want to do some burning!”


“I Don’t Appear To Be As Familiar As I Thought With The Death Star’s Layout,” confessed Miroler.  “You May Have Noticed That We’ve Been Walking In a Circle.”  Miroler nodded and they all looked at the remains of the wall Death had destroyed earlier.


Death, a supposed expert on the station due to being stationed there for a significant proportion of his military career, made out that he’d known all the time but thought Miroler was doing it on purpose for some reason which would become clear eventually and didn’t want to spoil the surprise by pointing it out.


On a signal from Miroler, Karber aimed the mop handle at the grating in the ceiling.  The pin was dislodged and the metal mesh clattered to the floor.  Karber replaced the stick securely on his back and, with a boost from Albert, scrambled into the ceiling.  The others followed his lead.


After a few hundred metres they stopped.


“I guess this is it,” whispered Albert.  “Ouch time.”


Miroler stuck his left forefinger into the first hole and removed the screws holding the above panel in place.  When all four were removed he paused.  “If Anyone Wants To Pull Out Now’s The Time.”  Luckily, no one moved.  If they had it would’ve caused some serious plan problems.  “Okay, Let’s Go.”


He pushed upwards and the plate disappeared into the blackness of the throne room.  The main lights were offline here too, and the emergency lighting was at a minimum.  They climbed out of the hole, guns first.  Even Karber had decided that a plasma grenade launcher would be preferable to his trusty mop.


But this room was as derelict of people as the others.  There was however a large amount of machinery scattered about.  In the centre of the room, levitating in midair, was a small white light.  It was a subspace tear, small at the moment, but from the amount of cleared space around it, it looked like the final size would be much bigger.


No one spoke.  Miroler walked slowly across to the bank of computer screens while the others secured the room.  He located a keyboard and pressed a few keys.


“This Shouldn’t Take Long.”


“Good,” said Karber.  “The sooner we get out of here the better.”


“There, I…” Miroler’s voice trailed off.  The computers in front of him had disappeared.  He turned to check the tear.  That too had gone.  “Holograms…” His head jerked up to the others.  “It’s A Trap!”


“Yeah and that’s a surprise how?”


Before anyone could respond to Albert’s statement the opposite wall faded to reveal Resby, Ernie, Stick and an army of stormtroopers carrying the largest guns they had ever seen.


“Oh shit…What are we going to do now?” muttered Karber.


“Welcome Miroler.”  The droid turned to see Mla’son sitting on the emperor’s throne.  “I’ve been expecting you.”  He pressed a button on the arm of the chair and yet another hologram vanished.  “As you can see the subspace tear is nearing optimum size.”

It was huge.  It reached from ceiling to floor and spread across almost the entire room.


“Oh shit,” Karber repeated.


“I don’t suppose I could convince you to surrender and save unnecessary bloodshed?”


“Absolutely Not.”


“I was hoping you’d say that.”  Mla’son smiled.  “And now…you will die.  Gentlemen,” he instructed his army.  “By all means…fire.”


The soldiers obeyed.


The heroes split up and rolled out of the way as the hundreds of blaster shots rained down, leaving a gaping whole in the floor where they had been standing.  The stormtroopers advanced.


Stick emptied the grenades and dropped the launcher.  He ignited his armsabers and split in two the computer behind which Karber was hiding.  Karber sprang up, firing his blaster but having the shots easily deflected by the sabers.  He abandoned the weapon and reverted to more traditional fighting tactics.  He waved the mop half in each hand inviting Stick forward.  The insect accepted and in one quick move had reduced the mop to splinters.


Karber gazed at the contents of his hands.  “Oh dear…” he said and fell back to avoid the swipe from Stick.  “Not good, not good…”


The chase began.  Karber, having no way to defend himself, ran like a madman.  Stick pursued, ducking to avoid the fire from the troops.


Nearby, Miroler wasn’t having any more luck.  The force field the man from the future had assured him was guaranteed to work under all situations had failed, leading to serious problems when Miroler, certain he was safe against attack, had stood in the middle of the room and begun firing.  Serious damage ensued.


Death put three stormtroopers on the critical list with his first shot.  Unfortunately even three at once doesn’t make a dent in thousands.  The blaster quickly ran empty leaving Death with only heavy artillery.


It took almost a minute for the deluxe plasma torpedo launcher to charge.  Death tried to avoid the attackers until the weapon reached full.  It was annoying having to wait so long, but when the destruction did come it came in droves.  Guaranteed to wipe out one hundred men, or your money back.


“Evening.”


Death looked up.  Resby was standing above him pointing a gun at his head.  Perhaps sitting on the floor behind a box wasn’t the best place to wait.


“Um…hi.”


Death’s eyes flicked down to the gun before he could stop them.


“No…” warned Resby, shaking his head.


With a sigh Death moved his finger from the trigger.  “Everyone’s always out to ruin my fun…” he grumbled.


In a flash Death had swung the launcher, swotted Resby around the head with it and was running like hell for the exit.


“Hey, Death!” Albert called after his colleague.  “Where are you going?”


“Don’t care!  Just not here!”


“I thought…Yeow!”


Ernie had taken this opportunity to gain the advantage in the duel.  He was having the time of his life with his new lightsaber.  Scenery collapsed into wreckage as the blade was swung.  Albert had nothing in the hand-to-hand combat weapon department – Ernie’s inexperience with the lightsaber was the only reason Albert was still alive.  But after 999,999 tries, one-in-a-million odds aren’t looked upon in the same way.


Albert discovered a length of pipe on the floor.  He held it before him in a defensive position, only to have it sliced neatly in two by Ernie.


“Gee thanks,” said Albert.


“Anytime,” replied Ernie, taking another swipe.  The lightsaber cut through an overhead pipe and high-pressure vapour surged out.  Blinded, Ernie staggered back giving Albert the chance to escape.


One of the stormtroopers aimed his excessively large gun at Miroler.  He squeezed the trigger and a missile erupted from the front.  It sped to towards the droid, who ducked to avoid becoming a permanent component of the wall.  The projectile missed Miroler and struck the wall.  It began to pulsate with energy; cracks spread across its surface.


“We Can’t Repel Firepower Of This Magnitude!” Miroler yelled as the scenery around him exploded from the charge given to it from the missile.  “We Have To Break Off Our Attack!  Retreat And Regroup!”


Miroler activated his control band and opened a tear.  “Let’s Go!”


Death dodged the enemy shots and joined Miroler.  “We need more firepower!  These weapons aren’t even making a dent!”


A stray blaster shot hit the freshly formed escape route.  The tear flashed, promising to vanish at the earliest opportunity.


“Come On,” Miroler shouted.  “Another Hit And The Tear Could Collapse.”


A fierce barrage of blasts thundered over Karber’s head as he darted across.  One particularly lucky stormtrooper managed to get a shot partially on target, striking Karber’s hand.  He writhed in pain, gripping his wrist; his mop sent spinning away.  “No!” he cried.  He began to run after it, but Albert clutched the neck of his jacket and dragged him back.


“There’s nothing we can do,” Albert said.  “We’ll just have to accept it as a casualty of war.”


Death stepped into the tear.


“Hurry!” urged Miroler before following him in.


More loud detonations of expensive equipment went off before Albert, with Karber frantically struggling on his shoulder, made it to the tear.


“No one can stop me now!” shouted Mla’son.  “I am the master of time.  All that was, will no longer exist!  All that should have been, now will be!”  He cackled an evil laugh, as the portal grew larger and larger.


“You know what?  I think that guy’s not quite operating on all the thrusters.”  Karber and Albert stood at the mouth of the tear, hoping for one last chance to turn the tide.


On cue they arrived.  Suddenly a large spinning portal appeared and a flood of determined seagulls poured through into the throne room.  They swarmed towards Mla’son, the sound of their wings drowning out the din of the guns.  A few of the stormtroopers aimed their blasters but were beaten down by the throng.  These birds were seriously pissed off and out for blood.  They were the galaxy’s last, best hope.

“It was the end of the Galactic day Wednesday and the war was upon us.  As anticipated, a few days after our resistance to Mla’son was discovered, he’d widened his takeover to include every world in the universe.  And there was another war brewing closer to home.  A personal one whose cost would be higher than any of us could imagine.


“We came to this place because here was our last, best hope to talk sense into Mla’son.  By the end of Wednesday we knew that we had failed, but in so doing one species had become something greater.  As the war expanded the seagulls became our last, best hope for victory.  Because sometimes ‘peace’ is just another word for ‘surrender’ and…”

“Karber?”


“…Because secrets have a way of getting o—“


“Karber!”


“What?!”


“Do you think this is really the best time for all that?”


“Why not?”


“Because you’re going to miss seeing the seagulls kick ass.”


The seagulls poured towards Mla’son and the delicate spatial tear equipment behind him.  The room had become much darker.  The mass of birds blocked out any signs of light from the scattered bulbs and the large windows looking out into the starfield beyond.  In a few seconds Mla’son would face his destiny.


The fish nodded his head.  Resby and Ernie stepped forward, lethal flamethrowers at the ready.  They fired.  Within seconds the entire birdy armada was alight, the sight of which was enough to put a normal person off bonfires forever.


One by one the seagulls fell.  They thrashed about in pain, flapping their wings in an effort to put out the fire that consumed their bodies.  But all this did was enhance the flames inviting them to death.


“Well,” said Mla’son stepping around the smouldering bodies.  “Now that that’s over with can I get back to world domination?”


The last thing Karber saw before he disappeared into the tear was Mal’son’s evil grinning face.  The super-tear filled the room and more, its expansion increasing exponentially past the confines of the station and the galaxy beyond.


“Welcome to my world!”

Epilogue




With a flash the tear opened.  Death stumbled out, followed by the others.


“Where are we?” Death demanded.  “Where did you open the tear to?”


They were standing in a short corridor.  Brown numbered doors ran along either side.  Death walked to the nearest.


“It Was Supposed to Be Tatooine.  I Don’t Understand What Happened.  Possibly That Blast To The Tear Damaged It Somehow.”


“Two-oh-three-cee,” Death read.  “Mean anything to you?”


The others shrugged.


The door directly behind them was partially open.  Albert opened it fully and looked inside.  “Well I’ve found the bathroom,” he said.  “Excuse me for a moment.”  He disappeared inside to make use of the facilities.


Death raised his blaster and walked cautiously down the corridor.  He passed a kitchen on his left.  The room was filthy, the sink full of dirty plates and possibly any number of bacteria living in it.  “Reminds me of home,” he muttered.


He took a deep breath to inhale the stench.  The body of Death fell to the floor clutching his throat.  “What the hell is that?”


Karber walked across and inhaled.  “Ahh…  Bleach.”  He caught a sight of the sink, climbed over Death and ran across to it.  “Heaven,” he cried, emptying a bottle of washing up liquid and turning on the tap.


Death gripped the wall and used it to right himself.  Once steady, he continued down the corridor.  On his right he passed a door leading to a pink staircase.  More brown doors, a green staircase.  At the end was a bathroom similar to the one Albert was making a lot of noise emptying his bladder in.


Death froze.  So far, they had assumed the corridor to be empty, it had that ‘desolated’ feel, but there was a voice coming from the room next to him.  207C, the door was numbered – were these cells?  Death had thought the door closed, but now that he looked closely it was slightly ajar.  He braced himself and pushed the door open with the gun barrel.


There was a man sitting at a desk with his back to him.  Death walked forwards, aiming his gun at the man’s head.


“Okay buddy, put your hands where I can see them.”


The man turned, revealing his grotesque hairy face.


The blaster fell from Death’s hands.


“Chir!”

To be continued...
CAST

Miroler

Mla’son

Albert

Death

Ernie

Karber

Resby

Some pigeon-seagull hybrids

and

Chir

“Once again we have reached the end of the story.  But wait!  Is that not a ‘to be continued’ I see at the end?  Does that mean the inevitable second part is to come?  Can it be that I am, once again, dragging out this series as though it were the Star Trek franchise?”    “What are you rambling on about?”    “Wh?  Oh, it’s only you.”    “What do you mean ‘only you’?”    “I was just conveying my opinion that I was being interrupted by no one of importance.”    “Why you little…”

No pigeons, seagulls, or any other animal form – except those killed – were harmed in the production of this story.

Damian recommends:

Weetos at any time of the day or night.

Damian opposes:

Doing anything I don’t want to.

“You know what I think?”    “Do I really want to know this?”    “Of course you do.  It’ll bring a little ray of light into your otherwise dull existence.”    “I wouldn’t want to miss out on that now, would I?”    “Sarcasm again?”    “There’s no fooling you, is there?”    “Nope.  They don’t call me Mr. Brain for nothing.”    “They don’t call you ‘Mr. Brain’.  Mr. Fool, possibly but definitely not ‘Brain’.”    “My point exactly.”    “What is?”    “What I just said.”    “You didn’t say anything!”    “I know.”    “I give up, I really do.”    “Your choice.”    “Are you going to tell me what was going to amaze me so much or not?”    “I don’t think you deserve to know anymore.”    “Suite yourself.”    “I am, don’t worry.”    “I wasn’t.”    “Good.”    “Good.”

Episode VIII available soon – now isn’t that an exciting thought?

MM
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