Previously on A Different Perspective...

Ceberca was actually quite nice to me.  Perhaps she’d just given in to the constant pressure, perhaps love and hate are as closely related as people try to convince you, perhaps it just seemed like a good idea at the time, or maybe she came to realise what a great person I was.  Whatever the reason, we grew closer, and were content for a time.


Then my work started to consume me.  The tension between Ceber’ca and I rose.  We grew apart; soon we were no longer speaking.  I never realised what was happening to our relationship.  She left and wasn’t going to be coming back.  I was on my own.


“Computer, end recording and delete last entry.”
The vessel violently shook.  It was tossed from side to side as the barrage of weapons fire struck.


In his quarters, Chir cowered under his bed.  This wasn’t the bravest thing he’d ever done, but sod brave, Chir wanted safe.  A panel exploded next to him, sending out a fine spray of sparks and singeing the hair on the left side of his face.


The ship.  The battle.  The explosions.  The big swirly purple ring in the corridor.  The taking a closer look.  The being sucked in

Six men were to follow one set of tracks, five men to follow the other and one man, Mla’son, left to guard the escape pod.  This wasn’t really necessary, however no one liked Mla’son much and so he always found himself guarding rocks, trees, puddles, etc.

“Mla’son, put down the control box,” Death said.


“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 II, 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.


“You see what I have only just come to understand is that thought, time and space are one.  They are intrinsically linked, with each one having consequences on the others.  Your experiments have advanced my mind to new levels, to make it open to possibilities beyond your comprehension.”


“No, you can’t do this.”


But it already was.  Energy flowed from the tear, coating the surroundings.  The walls of the room flashed white and then began to disappear, to disintegrate, replaced by the true reality once dominant in these parts.


Mla’son looked down at his own body.  He too was fading.  “No, this cannot be.  I will not accept it!”  There was only one hope of escape.  He ran for the tear and hurled himself through.  There was nothing anyone could do to stop him as all the candidates were being wiped from history.


The Age of Mla’son ended, paving the way for the return of the old.  Things were back to normal, however abnormal that was.  There was just one anomaly left, one small glitch, one bad chord in the haunting symphony of the cosmos.  Mla’son.  Only Bert could possibly have known where the tear would lead, but that Bert had never existed.  Mla’son was out there somewhere, a paradox lost in the vastness of time.

And now the conclusion...
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Something Survived
The future’s bright.  The future’s orange.  And a bloody annoying thing this is too.


Downpours of oranges were not the nicest thing get caught in.  Fruit hurtling towards the ground at speeds that would put interstellar craft to shame is, on the whole, and even when taking into consideration all the free vitamin C, is not a good thing.  To say that it was painful when they struck would be the biggest understatement ever uttered by mortal man (or woman, or child, or miscellaneous).  The word excruciating was invented for this type of situation, but even that seems somewhat inadequate.


The door hissed open as she approached and she hurried inside.  Downpours of oranges were just one of the disadvantages of living next to a main spaceport.  Underpaid workers took little care in loading craft, resulting in most of the cargo disappearing off the edge upon takeoff and causing freak weather conditions, but it was something she just had to cope with.  It wasn’t as if she used her home as anything more than a place to sleep anyway.


Tatooine was finally being recognised as something more than the deadbeat corner of the galaxy.  It took a while for people to grasp things, but all the historical events of the last few decades had finally hit home and businesses realised that this planet was the place to be for all the current events. Coruscant?  Despite being the galactic capital, not a damn thing happened there.


Ceberca eased her aching body into her favourite armchair.  She kicked off her shoes and breathed a sigh of relief to be rid of them.  The pin was removed and her long silvered hair, released from the tightly wound bun, flowed onto her shoulders.


It had been another hard day at work.  Due to the large expanses of open space on Tatooine, it had become one of the leading planets in chemical research. If there were an accident and subsequent large explosion, few people would be there to get in the way.


She had been working in the industry for more years than she cared to remember.  Encouraged to retire on her fiftieth birthday, she’d stubbornly refused and eight years later she was still working – if you could call mixing substances together and watching what happened ‘working’.


“Computer,” she called, “monitor.”


The hologram of a tastefully decorated wall in front of her vanished revealing a viewscreen behind.  Ceberca scanned through the various channels until she found a news broadcast.  It was a routine she had gotten into: to switch on the news and gradually fall asleep to the sound of all the things that were wrong wit the universe today.  She closed her eyes and let the day’s events soak into her ears as she drifted off.


“…After nearly forty years since its destruction at the infamous Battle of Endor, the first stage in the reconstruction of the Death Star has been completed…”


Her eyes shot open.  “Oh… My… Gods,” she muttered.


“…Previous attempts to rebuild the station all failed due to financial difficulties, but we are assured that this will not be the case with this latest venture.”  The picture switched from the reporter to a view of the Death Star itself, the camera winding between its partially built frame.   “Wreckage salvaged from the original has been used,” continued the voiceover, “both to maintain the original look, and to keep costs down…”


“People today…” complained Ceberca.


To a large proportion of the current population, the Imperial Empire was nothing more than an event in the history books.  Alderan was a forgotten planet, not the place where the most powerful weapon of all time had been tested.  Actually, it hadn’t even made it into many of the history books, as it was considered too recent.  Too old to be remembered, too young to be of great importance – a bit like Ceberca herself, she mused.


“…There will be no weaponry on the station and the large superlaser cannon, prominent on the surface of the station, will be ornamental only, quashing fears that the Death Star could ever be used for its original purpose of mass murder and planetary destruction.


“The Death Star opens tomorrow to specially invited guests, before the final stages of construction proceed.  The completed Death Star opens for business early next year.  This is…”


Ceberca turned off the screen and walked through to the kitchen.  On the table was a pile of letters that hadn’t been interesting-looking enough for her to bother opening yet.  She dug through until she found the one she was looking for and tore open the envelope.


“‘Dear Professor’,” she read.  “’It is…’ blah, blah.  ‘Invited to the opening of the new Death Star…Formal attire… Three pee-em.’  Hmm, tomorrow, eh?”


It wasn’t the sort of thing she’d normally bother with, but the next envelope she opened contained a letter from her boss informing her of how important it was for the company’s image that she attend.  Besides which, if she didn’t, she needn’t bother coming in to work tomorrow.


She pinned the invitation to the noticeboard and walked into her bedroom to find something suitable to wear.  It might take a while.

The Death Star looked even more menacing than ever before.  Admittedly it was the first time Ceberca had seen the fortress in person, but she was fairly certain that her presumption was correct – no one had ever thought to tell her that there was available an option of ‘being wrong’, so she had never bothered to use it.


The rebuilding was an enormous feat of engineering.  How all the little pieces had been stuck together in the right places was anyone’s guess.  Of course the second Death Star hadn’t been completed before it was so rudely blown to bits, and many of the pieces had been lost along the way, leaving the station currently looking like an abandoned apple core.  It would probably remain like this until someone could be bothered to buy some more parts.


The reconstruction had taken place once again above the forest moon of Endor.  Well, Endor certainly, but the ‘forest’ part was a bit of an exaggeration.  The debris and fallout from the destruction of the station had pretty much put an end to any life the planet once had.  Ewoks?  They’d all perished either from being flattened by large chunks of flying metal, the poisoning of the atmosphere, intense radiation exposure, anoxia, starvation, or any of the other million possible causes of death resulting from a 9000km battle station crashing into a planet.


Evacuation plans had been at a minimum – the rebels were too busy celebrating to care too much about the damage caused.  Those ewoks lucky enough to be off planet at the time and thus survived the holocaust, wished like hell the damned Kwanga tribe had gone through with their original plan…and eaten the rebel commando leaders when they had the chance.


The Imperial troops had treated them very well, creating a protective force field round their planet, leaving lots of useful tools about, etc., but this wasn’t enough for some people.  And the entire species had paid for their mistake. 


It had been a major operation to collect up all the bits of scrap from Endor.  The skeletal remains of thousands of ewoks were unearthed during the operation and quickly tossed aside to get at the goodies.  This wasn’t a lot – the decades of intense acid rain had eaten away at anything that hadn’t vaporized in the original atmospheric entry.  There were still a few parts intact though, leading some people to question why the entire station hadn’t been built of the same material as the Black Box.


The Black Box had also required history to be slightly rewritten.  No longer was the rebel fleet receiving all the credit for the destruction (though it still had a certain share due to the need to preserve the reputation of some high-ranking senators).  It now turned out that it had been an inside job.  Two figures, one possibly a dwarf, had been detected in the central power core a few hours before the Big Bang.  Seconds after their departure there was an anomalous power reading, before the security systems suddenly crashed.  Since all this had taken place quite a few years ago, no one was really bothered in investigating further.  Large sums of cash also helped.


The first stage in the reconstruction of the Death Star had consisted of building several levels of offices and installing basic amenities such as life support – which, without having to cart huge oxygen tanks around, would make finishing the rest of the station far easier.  Most of the office blocks had already been taken, with businesses ready to move in.  Housing was due to be finished in the next week or so, and other facilities added as they were thought of.


The shuttle fell into orbit around the missing equator of the station.  Ceberca shuffled nervously in her seat.  Formal celebrity events such as this were not going to be receiving any prizes from her soon, but orders were orders and if the company thought sending her to these things would make her retire, they had better think again.


With docking permission cleared, the pilot broke orbit and moved in closer.  Pickett gripped the controls like a seasoned pro, but then since he was a seasoned pro he had every right to.  In the last forty years what remained of Ewok culture had advanced a lot and now the survivors of the Endor moon worked alongside the rest of the New Republic societies as though they’d never been just a lowly a merchandising gimmick.  Being granted equal rights was not much of a way to be repaid for sacrificing your home for The Cause, but it was all they were likely to get anytime soon.


An immense docking hatch opened, allowing the shuttle inside.  Inside were hundreds of ships – it seemed as though Ceberca was one of the last to arrive – all neatly lined up in order to squash in as many as possible.  This was the only docking area currently functioning, hence the need for the confinement.


“Over there,” Ceberca said, spotting an empty space.


Pickett was already moving towards it, gently dropping in altitude.  The landing struts were extended and the shuttle came to a gentle rest on them.


“This way,” said Ceberca, leading Pickett out of the shuttle.  “You’re not getting out of this that easily.  If I have to sit through this whole damn event, then I want someone else there too.  Misery loves company.”


Pickett sighed and followed her out.

The speeches were dull, mind numbingly so.  Ceberca had to kick Pickett lightly with her foot every few minutes to silence his snores.  She took gratitude in the fact that at least she didn’t have to say anything.


The event organiser, and probably the new owner of the station, was led to a large red button situated on a tacky gold-painted cylindrical stand.  After a few more words, the button was pressed and a large pink neon sign lit up behind, stating that the Death Star was open.


A door opened and the audience were led through to an adjoining room.  A grand buffet, comprising of food no one had ever heard of but were never going to admit, was laid out and an army of waiters stood ready to hand out glasses of champagne.


The wine was foul, adding another point to the list of things wrong with this day.  Pickett’s taste buds had become, after the discovery of foreign food, insensitive over the years since leaving his planet.  He was happily left in one corner, working his way through a tray of drinks.


Since conversation wasn’t Pickett’s strong point (getting anything out of him was amazingly good going – more than three words a not-so minor miracle), Ceberca left him where he was.  She studied the other people present in the hope of finding someone she could stand to talking to for more than two minutes without feeling the necessity to set about her, or the other persons’, wrists with a large knife.  There weren’t any.  Not one bloody person who wouldn’t be asking things such as ‘what is a salamander?’ or ‘the ebola what?  Never heard of it.’


Escaping to the shuttlecraft was impossible; Pickett was rapidly becoming very drunk, sliding off his chair to become a slump on the floor.  And even if she had a pilot, the airlock doors had been locked - everyone was expected to stay overnight in the luxurious accommodation provided.


Ceberca took the opportunity to study the other guests in detail.  The amount of lightsabers in the room was ridiculous.  Since the fall of the Empire and the reopening of the Jedi council, everyone now considered themselves worthy to be a Jedi.  To most the weapon was nothing more than a fashion accessory and if ever needed to use it was more likely to remove their own arm than that of an opponent, but equal opportunity laws prevented a clampdown on these people – everyone had a right to the weapon and the name if they wished it.


Ceberca herself had never involved herself in any of the nonsense.  She had a lightsaber, a pretty pink-bladed thing, but it had been a gift and now lived in her garage with all the other unwanted presents she had to quickly move into the living room whenever a ‘giver’ visited.


Her eyes were beginning to close.  She finished the last bite of what they were laughingly calling ‘food’ and discarded the plate before any of the waiters could see that it was empty and add more to it.  She fought her way to the door in a much-practised way that avoided any contact with people who might have attempted to talk to her.  In extreme situations pretending to be completely senile was necessary, but on this occasion escpae was relatively easy.


It was much cooler in the corridor.  Ceberca gripped her suit jacket and willed it be a fleece.  Cardigans may not be the height of fashion, but at least they provided some warmth.  Formal attire was also not something that ranked very highly with Ceberca.  Low-cut tops and belt-esque skirts were for the young and sluts, leaving very little in the area for the more mature person.


She stopped as she remembered Pickett.  With a shrug of her shoulders, she continued walking; the ewok would have to fend for himself.

The siren wailed, the noise penetrating every room on the station like a cry of a person being brutally stabbed to death.


“What the?” Ceberca rubbed her eyes.  “Time,” she ordered.  The computer didn’t respond.  “Haven’t they even got that working?” she grumbled, twisting her body in the bed to see the clock.  It was 5am, only a few hours after the party had finished.  “Who’s been playing with the fire alarms?”


There was a thud on her door.  “Ma’am, wake up.  We’re evacuating.”


Ceberca grabbed her dressing gown from the hook on the back of the door.  She slung it on and unlocked the door.


Outside, the corridor was in chaos.  People in various states of undress, carrying half-packed suitcases with items tumbling out behind them, were running past.


“Wait!” she called.  “What’s going on?”


No one took any notice of her, all of them too preoccupied with getting the hell out of there.  Something pulled at her gown.  Looking down she saw Pickett, his belongings packed.  He pointed down the corridor.


“What’s happening?”


Pickett jabbed his finger and pulled on the gown, urging her to move.


“I’m not moving until you tell me what the hurry is.”


There was the briefest hint of a noise from the ewok.


“This is not the time for your usual non-committal noises!”


Pickett sighed and shook his finger desperately.


“Okay, sorry.  I understand what accountancy did to you.  You may not be able to tell me what’s happening, but someone is going to.”


He gave one last tug, before giving up on the stupid woman.  He held tightly onto the handle of his case and ran for all he was worth.  In a few more seconds the corridor had emptied.


“What is going on?”


Ceberca changed and slowly walked to the hanger area – one thing that comes with age is the view that if anything you have to run to be able to see, is generally not worth seeing.


The place was deserted.  All the ships had gone and the place was eerily quiet.  “I knew this trip was a mistake,” she muttered.  “This whole universe is cursed.”


Her gaze lingered on the hanger for a few minutes before she gave a couple of deep breathes and moved away.  What she needed now was a shuttle off this place, but since it was highly unlikely that anyone would have been thoughtful enough to leave one lying around for just this situation, a call for help would have to do instead.  This required a computer, and where better to find a computer than the main control room?


The turbolift shuddered to a halt.  The doors automatically hissed open and Ceberca strode out.  A floor plan was conveniently stuck to the wall just to the left of the elevator and she ran her finger over it, tracing the path from her current location to the control room.  Once satisfied she resumed walking.


It was relief that she saw the sign up above her – she was getting past all this exercise.  Within a few seconds she’d hacked her way past the security lock and the control room door opened.


“Hello?” Ceberca asked, spying a figure sitting with his back to her over the far side.  “Who’s there?  I was wondering if you could help me.”


Mla’son turned his chair to face the newcomer.
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Something Else

“Excuse me,” Ceberca said, cautiously approaching the stranger.  “What happened?  Everyone’s buggered off.”


“Ceberca?” Mla’son stared at the advancing figure and able to believe his eyes.  “Is that you?”


“I’m sorry, do you know me?”  Ceberca had met many people over the years, scientists asking about her research, tramps asking for money – too many to ever remember.  This one had an oddly shaped head, but that wasn’t helping the recollection process.


“It is you, isn’t it?”


“If ‘you’ is Ceberca, then the answer would be yes.  Have we met?”


“You don’t remember me?” said Mal’son surprised.  It was only moments ago that he had watched one Ceberca be erased and almost immediately, here was another.  “No, I suppose you wouldn’t,” he said, the memories of a long time ago came flooding back.  “You wanted it that way, didn’t you?  To have your memory wiped in the transformation, the transmogrification.  That damn machine, I wish I’d never let Miroler build the bloody contraption.  It would’ve saved a lot of bother.”


“What are you talking about?”  To say that Ceberca was confused would be an understatement.


“You know nothing, do you?  About our history together?  Nothing.  It seems like a lot has happened in this reality since then.”


“Would you mind letting me in on a few things?” asked Ceberca.  She still hadn’t found an answer as to where everyone else had gotten to, and now she was being bombarded with odd comments from this equally odd fish-man.


“I destroyed this station, you know?” Mla’son said, his mind wandering.  “Or an alternate me did.  Killed quite a few people I believe.  My small mark in history.  Something to be proud of, tell the grandkids.”


“You were part of the Rebel Alliance?”  Ceberca wasn’t one to keep up with history, so the latest theories about the Death Star’s destruction had completely passed her by.


“No.  The mighty accomplishment of general…whatever, may be what the rebellion told everyone – they might even have believed it – but it was all down to me.  And a big bomb, obviously.  I’ve had the opportunity to check through a few of the computer records in this place and the history books are slowly getting their facts right.  I think I might compose a few letters when I have the opportunity and point them in the right direction.”


“Who are you?” Ceberca asked again, slightly afraid that she was currently occupying a room with a complete psychopath.  She didn’t know how right she was.


“I am Mla’son.  Emperor Mla’son until a few minutes ago, until my world was wiped from history in a scene reminiscent of… Nothing really – I suspect it’s not a very common event.”


Ceberca had read about some of the theories behind parallel realities; that for every decision made, every possible outcome occurred somewhere. “You’re from an alternate dimension?”


“Ish.  Another timeline would be more accurate, but still very ish.”


“Then how do you know what happened in this one?” she said in a tone indicating that she was certain she was about to prove him a fraud.


“Don’t you do anything except questions?  The Ceberca I knew wasn’t like this.  She already knew everything”


“The Ceberca you knew?”  Confusion set in again.


“She was younger.  Wore more tight-fitting outfits.  Wouldn’t be seen dead in a woollen cardigan, no offence.”  Ceberca smiled an I’m-ever-so-slightly-annoyed smile.  “That was when she was human, of course – before that clothing wasn’t an issue.  And in answer to your other query, I seem to have obtained an entire set of memories of my alternate self.  Nice chap, wish I’d got to meet him, but I appear to be a few years too late.  The annoying thing is, no one here seems to know who he, and therefore I, am.  It’s as though all his accomplishments have gone unnoticed.”


“Then why did they evacuate?  I’m assuming that was due to you.”


“Oh I hit a couple of people.  Shot a few more.  To be honest there weren’t many people left in the room in one piece once I’d finished.  I’ve managed to haul away the bodies – I wouldn’t go in any of the storage lockers if I were you – but the stains are going to be a little more difficult to deal with.  They always are.”


“So,” Ceberca walked to a chair and sat down, “now what?”


Mla’son smiled.  He reached into the pocket of his jacket and produced a roll of paper.  “I’ve made a list,” he said.  “It details one or two points I’d like addressed before I relinquish control of this battle station.  It’s quite a nice battle station, by the way.  It’s a little too ‘clean’ for my tastes – I prefer my fortresses darker and more atmospheric – but I have to give the designers points for raw power.”


“The list,” Ceberca interrupted the digression.


“What?  Oh yes.  As fortune would have it I’ve already gotten my first demand.  That would be you,” Mla’son said as an aside.  “Didn’t think I’d actually get that one,” he muttered.  I’d also like a new home – nothing unreasonable there.  Of course I also want to have my emperor title and galactic control back, but I won’t be mentioning that yet.  Don’t think it’d go down too well.”


“Couldn’t possibly understand why.”


“Sarcasm?  I didn’t think you were low enough for that.”


“Let’s get one thing straight: you don’t know me, so don’t even pretend.”


“As you wish.”


“And you think the Rebublic government is just going to give you whatever you want?  Are you really that deluded?”


“Harsh words,” said Mla’son.  “Just remember who’s in control here.”


Ceberca shook her head in disbelief.  Some people were so unbelievably up themselves it was surreal.  Argument wasn’t going to work with this person, just like it never worked with any of her ‘colleagues’ in the scientific community.  People never admit they are wrong, even when they know it.


Without warning the room plunged into darkness for a second, before the lights flickered back on.


“What the hell was that?”  Mla’son yelled.  The station rocked again and emergency lighting flooded the room.  “What’s going on out there?” Mla’son demanded.


Ceberca stared out of the window that was the focus of the room.  “We’re under attack,” she said calmly.  She laughed.  “It’s the Republic military.  It seems they aren’t going to be giving in to your demands anytime soon.”

Dreams.  Ideas of the subconscious only allowed to surface during the twilight hours when the busy thoughts of the working day are pushed aside for a few brief moments.  Searching for inspiration, the brain scans the memory, slipping into a time long since past.  A time when everything was carefree and the days stretched on forever to infinity.  A time when two people met, argued, and were berated by their friends for their ‘inappropriate’ actions.


Tatooine was not the most exciting planet at this time.  The Empire was at its height, though it had little effect on the lives of those on the ball of sand light years from anything.  It was often said that if there was a bright part of the universe, Tatooine was the furthest from it.  It was a title it seemed eager to hang onto.


But people still entertained themselves.  They always do.  Even in the worst of times you can always find something that’ll make you smile, and smile these people did.  Smile, laugh, the enjoyments of youth.


The various cantinas were popular places to spend time, as long as one took care to avoid some of the more ‘troubled’ spots where arms were removed without a second thought – even by aging men with no sense of style.  Chatting with friends, drinking, playing pool – all these were commonplace and were tasks undertaken almost universally by those with a ‘life’.


It was in one of these cantinas that a friend introduced two individuals.  An evening’s entertainment and a few drinks later and they all arrived back at friend’s house.  Yes, there were insults, but they grew out of harmless banter and were the entertaining kind, the type that no one means to be insulting, but friendly.  A rather large dose of chemistry was involved.


The next day, and feeling rather guilty for his actions thanks in no small way to the lecturing from those not involved, one went for a walk and came back with a bunch of flowers to deliver to say sorry.  There were comments of course – no one expected any less – but nothing more.  Not even a big cardboard box could change anything.  It was the end of an era that never began, except in the hearts and minds of a few, but even there the flame was diminished and gradually died a death.


People move on.  Some, however, don’t.


Years fly by in an instant.  Eight to be exact, and, resulting from a bizarre set of circumstances no one would ever believe, the two people meet again.  Enter renewed interest and the chance for another beginning.  And perhaps even a bit of history.


Back in the present a man awakened from his musings.  The elderly gentleman refocused his gaze on the news broadcast before him.  The room was completely devoted to the viewing device before him.  A false wall hid all the amplifiers and generators that powered the total emersion sound system.  One wall, it was no coincidence that it was the largest in the house, was the location of the largest view screen in current domestic use.


Despite all this equipment, there were still times when there was nothing decent to watch.


Naimad had spent the previous twenty minutes searching the channels, finally coming to rest on the news.  It wasn’t the most exciting thing in the world – hence the reminiscing – but it beat the reruns on channel 42.


One item suddenly caught his interest.  Naimad called for an increase in volume and the equipment, which after three days of agonising torture setting the thing had been specifically tailored to his voice, obediently obeyed.


“We have to do something,” he said, switching off the screen.


“What is it, father?” Spleen asked entering the room.  He was carrying a tray laden with tea and biscuits.  Despite much prompting, Spleen still hadn’t got the hint about the advantages of lager and salted peanuts.


“I have to go…see…a friend.”


“Now?  But I’ve just finished making the t—“


“Now.”  The tone was firm and one that made Spleen feel like he was five years old again and been caught teasing the cat with a fishing rod and the goldfish bowl.


“Where?” sighed Spleen.


The viewscreen blinked back on.


“You must be joking.  There is no way on this planet that you’re going there.  You don’t seem to realise you’re not young anymore.”


“Hmph.”


“See?  No one below the age of thirty would ever make a noise like that.”


“Y—“


“And don’t give me any of that ‘you’re only as old as you feel’ crap.  Gallivanting round the galaxy is a game for the young”


“Okay, I admit I’m getting older, but I’m not completely incapacitated yet.  There are some things in this universe that are beyond friendship, beyond family.  If you only ever listen to me once more in this life, listen to this:  I have to go.  I am going.  And there is nothing you can do that will stop me.”


“Then I guess we’re going on a little trip.”


Spleen showed the hint of a smile.  Naimad returned the gesture and nodded his head.  Everyone in his or her life must undertake some kind of grand venture, some quest that would give their life meaning.  What better quest than this?  It had all the makings of a classical heroic adventure.  And it might even teach his son a few things about being interesting.
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Something More
 “Prime Seven, keep in tight with the other fighters.  We don’t want to give him any easy targets.”


“Roger, Prime Leader.”


It was the largest fleet of fighter craft mobilised since the overthrow of the Empire, but then Mla’son was the greatest threat since that time and possibly before.  Finding pilots had been the biggest problem; any with even the slightest sign of sense had suddenly needed to visit their sick grandmother in hospital.  It was with reluctance that the republic government had turned to the Veterans, those pilots who had lived through the Battle of Endor.  Most had been drawing their pension for years now, but there were a few who had exaggerated when filling in the DOB box on the application form.  The rebellion had been desperate and hadn’t questioned anyone, even when a couple had needed booster seats installed to see out the cockpit window.


Happy to once again be able to show their skills, probably for the last time ever, virtually all the Veterans had agreed.  They had been supplied with ships, given a few basic orders, and released.


”Okay, break and attack,” Prime Leader ordered.  “Let’s take him down.”


The first wave of ships moved in for the attack.  Fifty craft, all intent on taking out Mla’son whatever the cost.


None of them knew who Mla’son was; neither did the senators who had ordered the attack.  All anyone knew was that someone had taken control of the most fortified space station ever created and was threatening to throw the big ‘on’ switch.  Then leave it for a while whilst they made a cup of tea, using personally handpicked tealeaves.  This person had already killed most of the staff, so they weren’t putting anything past him.


The Z-wings swooped low over the surface of the station, shooting anything that could pose a threat.  Half-complete gun turrets were blown away, as were the almost-finished shield generators.


Mla’son’s face flashed onto the viewscreen of every ship.  He smiled, sending shudders down the spin of all the pilots.  “I warn you to halt your attack immediately.  This battle station is armed and fully operational.”


The fleet waited for the signal to abort the mission.  They weren’t stupid – they weren’t going to risk going against the full wrath of Fish-man and his super laser cannon.  They hadn’t become Veterans by undertaking suicide missions.


The order didn’t come.


“Prime Leader, what are your orders?” Prime Five spoke into the radio.  After a moments wait, he asked again.  “Prime Leader, this is Prime F—“


“Continue the attack.”


“Prime Leader this is Prime Three, confirm orders.”


“The orders come direct from central government, we are to continue the mission.”


“Sir…”


“The order stands.  We’re gonna take him out.”


The ships pulled back and gathered themselves for another pass.  Inside the station, Mla’son hurried from console to console, pressing keys.


“You aren’t seriously going to return fire, are you?” asked Ceberca.  “You’d wipe them out in a second.”


“Um, yes.”  A feast of blinking red lights appeared on a screen and Mla’son run his fingers over the controls in response.  Fire suppression units sprang into operation and the lights winked out.  “I guess I could.”


The ships completed their turn and returned with full vengeance.  Each pilot secretly hoping he was back at home enjoying a cold beer.  So far there had been no return of fire from the Death Star, but once it did…


“Got it!” Mla’son screamed and wrenched a panel from the wall.  He removed one or two wires behind it and connected two that very obviously weren’t meant to be together.


A blaster shot fired from one of the few remaining cannons.  There was no attempt to aim and it showed.  The shot missed any targets of value.  The only effect it did have was momentarily distracting the pilot of one ship.


“No!” Prime Five screamed as he desperately tried to prevent himself ploughing into the back of Prime Two.  Barely avoiding that disaster, he lost any remaining control he had and the ship turned downwards.  It came crashing down into the side of the station, bouncing across the surface like a badly skimmed stone.

“Okay, now what?” Mla’son said, mostly to himself though the intervention of any passing omnipotent beings would have been greatly appreciated.  “What can I do to get out of this mess?”


There was a pressure in the back of his skull, the type of pressure that only come from a high quality gun barrel.


“Stay right there, Mla’son,” said Prime Five, his blaster locked onto Mla’son’s brain region.  “Surrender now, or I’ll have no choice but to fire.”


“How the hell did you get in here?” Mla’son asked.


“With great skill and cunning,” replied Five.  “And the turbolift,” he admitted.


“Sneaking up on a man whilst they’re distracted – that’s not playing fair,” Mla’son grumbled.


“Don’t I know you?” interrupted Ceberca.  Five hadn’t seen her sitting quietly in the chair, and now swivelled his eyes the best he could to look at her, whilst carefully keeping the majority of his attention on the threat that was Mla’son.  “You look familiar,” she said.


“That routine isn’t going to get you anywhere.”


“No, I mean it.  There’s something about you.”


Prime Five sucked in his ever-growing chest.  He was one of the younger pilots in the fleet, though that still made him close to the insidious age of ‘maturity’.  “I was quite famous once,” he admitted.  “In my youth.  I was at the Battle of Endor, you know.”


“That’s it!” shouted Ceberca, pleased that the puzzle wasn’t going to irritate her all day.  “You were on all the photos.”


“I was Red Five back then of course.”


“Red Five, eh?  You were always my favourite.”

“Can you just remember you’re a prisoner?” Mla’son reminded Five.

“Prisoner?” said Five, puzzled.  “But you’re the one with the blaster pointing…”

In a second Five’s arm had been twisted and Mla’son clutched the gun in both hands.  “And you, Ceberca,” Mla’son continued as though there had been no interruption, “stop flirting with him.  It doesn’t give the right impression.”


“I’ve only just begun,” she said.


“Begun what?” inquired Five.


There was an uneasy silence that lasted for far too long to be pleasant.  Five and Ceberca never spoke again.  Let this be a lesson for all: never, ever, under any circumstances, even if you’re trying to get the other person to let something slip and you can’t think of anything else to respond with, reply to ‘we’ve only just begun’ with ‘begun what?’  Good idea this is not.

“Oooo!”


“Giggles, get down from there.”


The child had clambered onto a pile of crates and was peering out of the window of the craft.  Naimad rose from his seat, picked up the two-year old and returned him to his seat.


“Now be a good boy and let Daddy and I have some peace whilst we pilot through this,” he said, buckling Giggles in and pulling the restraints tight.


Naimad lost his footing as the ship suddenly jerked, barely catching himself before he fell crashing to the floor.


“Sorry!” called Spleen.  “It’s getting rough out there.”


For those with even a very basic idea of what the hell is going on, will be able to work out that the three of them were currently trying their best to avoid being hit by a stray blaster shot from the Republic fleet.  For the best of pilots this would have been difficult, for Spleen it was damn near impossible.  It was possible that Naimad would have been able to cope better – but this would have been twenty years ago and reactions were no longer what they once were.


Spleen’s fingers danced across the controls and the ship pulled hard to port.  He swore under his breath, something he’d gotten lots of practice with since the arrival of his son.


He hadn’t had the ship for long and had only completed half the payments on it.  Spleen winced as he imagined the paint being removed scratch by scratch.


There was a loud bang from the roof.


“What the…?” began Naimad.


“Ignore it!” Spleen shouted over the noise of the screeching engines.  “It was probably nothing too important!”


This was the Comforting Answer, the answer that attempts to put people at their ease when it is quite likely that at any second the ship is going to tear itself apart under the strain.  A tear ran down Spleen’s check as he thought of the communications antenna fly off into the depths of space and be lost forever.


“I hope so,” said Naimad, “because…”

Prime Five sat at the back of the room, his arms folded and legs crossed, with a smug smile on his face.  Okay, so he was being held captive, but this was proving to be highly entertaining.  .  If only the lads outside could see this – they wouldn’t need to worry anymore about the ‘threat’.


“We can’t take much more of this,” muttered Mla’son who was close to ripping his scales out.  Things were not going well.


“You are not using the main weapon on them,” said Ceberca firmly.


“I wasn’t planning to.  It’s not like I could if I wanted to – it’s disabled.”


“I though you said…  You told them out there that…”


“A slight exaggeration,” he admitted.  “And one I’m regretting right now.  What I wouldn’t give for a large nuclear warhead right now…” Mla’son shook off the image, he had to remain focused.  “We have to get out of here.”  There was no other alternative.


Five tried to stifle his laughter, then choked when he did it a little too well.


“Move the Death Star?  And how are you planning on doing that?” Ceberca asked.


“This station does have engines,” said Mal’son.  “It’s moved before, it can do it again.”


“Last time it moved it was in a thousand pieces, only fourteen of which were more than a kilometre wide – which, when you consider the size of this station, is not terribly big – the rest being tiny dust particles, and they were all hurtling towards Endor at 80 mph.”


Mlas’on ignored her and continued with his plan anyway.  Five, not having much confidence in Mla’son’s abilities, was slightly more concerned at this point.  He looked to Ceberca for reassurance, but she was still operating under the assumption that he didn’t exist.  There wasn’t a lot she could have done anyway. 


The Death Star moved slowly, in the same way that people get up for 9am lectures on thermodynamics on rainy days, or physical chemistry tutorials at any time.


“We’re going to need to go faster than this,” said Ceberca, who with the last explosion had begun to warm to the plan.  “Can a thing this size go to hyper-speed?”


“We’re about to find out…”


For some inexplicable reason, the designers had thought it a good idea to equip the Death Star with hyper-drive engines.  For an equally inexplicable reason, the designers hadn’t bothered calculating the effect that going at hyper-speed would have on an object that size.


The station began to groan under the strain, but move it did.  Creeping increasingly towards the star lines of safety.

Just before the Death Star disappeared into hyperspace one small craft, riddled with holes that gave the ship a distinct Swiss cheese look, latched onto the side of the station.


“Wherever they go, we go,” Naimad muttered.


“If you say so,” said Spleen.  “Though I still don’t see why.  Of course I could give it a good guess and the chances are I’d be on the right lines, but there’s bound to be something important I’d miss.”


“She’s a friend… Or she was” said Naimad.  ”It’s kind of in the contract to do this sort of thing.  Not that you’d know, never having had one.”


Spleen hated this type of comment.  He could never think of a suitable comeback until several hours later, which is indisputably far too late.  “Giggles, shut up.” Spleen ordered instead.


“I still don’t see why you had to bring him.  It could be dangerous.”


Giggles dribbled and wiped away the majority from his chin with his sleeve.


“He’s my son and if I want to being him, I can.  Besides, have you ever tried getting a babysitter at this short notice?”


“Not in a while…” said Naimad before his eyes glazed over and he was away with his memories…

4

Something From Before

 Mla’son’s boots pounded on the steel walkway.  Since there were no personnel on the station and only very basic droids, he had to conduct all the repairs from the attack by hand.  Five was proving to be slightly less than useless in this area, and Ceberca was, in her words, ‘a little too old for running around covered in grease.’  He reached the turbolift and his hand went out for the ‘call’ button.  Suddenly he stopped and withdrew his finger.


“What the hell are you doing on my station?”


The man was standing next to the turbolift door holding a sign with a red circle on.  Written above it was the word ‘press’.  “Um hi,” he said.


“How are all these people getting here without anyone noticing?” Mla’son muttered.


“I’m the lift,” the man said.  “Press my button to open the door.”


“I’ll do no such thing,” said Mla’son with disgust.  “Now tell me who you are and how you got on board.”


“No, no,” the man panicked.  “Just pretend I’m not here.”  When it looked as though Mla’son wasn’t going to accept that answer, the man gave in.  “I’m an Extra,” he said.


“A what?” said Mla’son, losing patience.  It was quite impressive that he hadn’t got his fists out yet, but lately he just couldn’t be bothered with the whole ‘vicious’ thing.


“An extra.  The third one to be exact.  I’ve been here since the beginning.”


“What?”  Whilst the violence had diminished somewhat, it was still present.  It had been many hours now since Mla’son had last killed anyone and the urge was beginning to fester again.  Angry face was emerging.


“In Episode I, I was a pillar.  Episode II, a tree.  This time I requested something more visible and got lumbered with this,” he said, holding up the sign.  “It may not be much, but it’s my best part so far.  And it’s not like I’m ever going to get anything else.  This is the end after all.”


“The end?  What are you babbling on about?”


“I shouldn’t be telling you this.  I shouldn’t be speaking to you at all.  I’m going to get into so much trouble...”


“Listen buddy,” Mla’son’s right hand had formed a pretty accurate ‘fist’ shape.  “You have a decision to make.  You can either face being in trouble with ‘them’ later, or you can be in trouble with me, right here, right now.”  He moved his fist back, ready to swing.  “Well?”


“The contract has expired,” the Extra garbled.  “The series has been cancelled.  There is no more.”


Mla’son gave up.  He had no idea who this person was but he had managed to get on board somehow and that made him a security risk.  There was also the possibility that once he managed to work out what the ‘Extra’ was babbling on about, the information could prove very useful.  “I… Come here.  I want to keep an eye on you.”


“I don’t think this is in the script,” said Extra as he was dragged in the turbolift, his eyes flicking round the room in case one of the producers was watching.  He hadn’t made his mind up which alternative would be better: to find one who could rescue him, or not find one in fear of being on the receiving of a painful disciplinary procedure.


“Damn ‘the script’.”


Extra was unceremoniously shoved into the turbolift, his eyes wide with panic.  The call button sign clattered to the floor.


Mintues later in the turbolift doors reopened and Mla’son strode into the Death Star’s control centre.  Extra cautiously followed him out.  This was all wrong.  He wasn’t supposed to be here.  Not yet.  He’d tried to tell Mla’son on the way up but without success.  His only consolation was that he hadn’t been hit.  Yet.


“We’re here,” said Ceberca to Mla’son.  “Though gods know why.”


A smile spread across Mla’son’s face.  He was home.  After too many years away he had returned to Naboo.  He had never enjoyed living amongst the pollution of Coruscant, but it been a necessity to retain galactic control.  But all that was a lifetime ago.


“Let’s see it,” Mla’son demanded.  Extra began to back away.


“See what?” said Ceberca.  “There’s nothing here.”


“On screen, on screen!” Mla’son shouted.


Ceberca did as told and an image appeared on the large holographic viewing screen on the wall.  Space – a limitless black vacuum with the occasional speck of light from a distant star.


“Where is it?” Mla’son snapped.


“Where’s what?”


“Naboo.”


“Nab… Mla’son that planet has been gone for years,” said Ceberca.


“No, this can’t be,” he muttered.  His hands danced across the computer panels.  “It…it can’t be…” he repeated.


With the information confirmed he flew into a rage, an act of untamed fury he hadn’t allowed to surface for a long while.  Over the years Mla’son had learnt to control his anger, to release it in controlled bursts.  Violence was a precision tool that had to be wielded carefully, as he’d regularly told his troops.  One calculated killing could have more effect than the massacre of an army.


But this was all forgotten as he lashed out, destroying consoles and equipment.  Ceberca dived out of the way as Mla’son tore a chair from the bolts that held it to the floor and flung it in her direction.  Extra retreated into the turbolift.  He cowered in the corner with his hands over his ears as huge dents formed in the doors and Mla’son launched another bellowing roar.  Five sat laughing, before releasing that wasn’t the sane thing to do in situations such as this and scrambled after Extra.

“Hey, you,” Mla’son pointed.  It was several hours later.  Mla’son had calmed down and slowly people were risking crawling out of their hiding places.


“Me?” asked Extra, petrified that he was next on Mla’son’s smash list.


“What’s going to happen next?”  It had taken a while but Mla’son had begun to realise how useful Extra could be.  If it were true that all events had been predetermined, that he had a Destiny, then it would be nice to know a little (or lot) about it before planning his next move.


“I…I don’t know,” Extra stuttered.  “I didn’t have access to the whole script.  I was only given the pages I featured in and to be honest there weren’t that many of them.  Bloody Internet – I remember a time before all these fears about plot details being leaked out.  In my opinion, if someone wants to spoil the film by finding out what happens before they see it, then it’s their own stupid fault.”


“So you don’t know what’s going to happen next?  Doesn’t that make you pretty much useless?”


“No, no,” Extra spluttered, no keen on being permanently removed from the land of the living.  “I…” he thought quickly, “If I was writing this, I think it’d be time for an unexpected plot twist.”


“Such as?”


A big swirly purple ring appeared in the middle of the room.  If it had been on TV people would have pointed and said things such as ‘look at that cheap special effect’ and ‘couldn’t they afford to do something a little more exciting, possibly with an interesting sound effect?’.  Except this wasn’t TV and reality has a tendency to do whatever requires the least effort.  In fact, many scientists have been kept employed over the years working out exactly what will happen by what requires the least effort…or ‘energy’, if you want to move onto the more advanced terms.


“That?” suggested Extra as the purple ring grew larger.  “Or even that,” he post-scripted as Chir landed with a bump.


“What the hell happened?” Chir exclaimed, rubbing his behind.  “And where the hell am I?  One minute you’re quietly trying to escape from whoever is attacking your ship, and then…here.  It’s an improvement, I guess, what with the lack of explosions and all, but still.”


“You should have been here a few hours ago,” muttered Ceberca.


“Anyone know who this guy is?” asked Spleen staring at the stranger and trying to keep Giggles as far away as possibly for fear that he might catch something.


The universal (suitable for all) blank looks served as ‘no’ to his question.


“One minute I’m on a ship, okay,” Chir went over it again, “being shot at by…someone, and then I’m… Where am I again?  Have we decided that yet?”


“The Death Star,” said Naimad.


“And that would be where then?”


“The station is currently located where Naboo used to be.”


“Used to be?  What do you mean used to be?  I haven’t been gone that long.  I go away for a few years and suddenly they start removing planets?  I need a drink.”


“’Few years’?” asked Ceberca.  “Naboo’s been gone for half a decade.”


“How long?!” Chir squealed.  “I think I missed out on a few things here, didn’t I?  This is seriously doing my head in.  Anyone got any drinks?  Alcohol really does help, you know.”  Spleen wheeled a chair across to Chir and he sat down.  “Not quite the response I was expecting, but never mind.  So, what happened to Naboo?”


“It exploded,” said Naimad.


“Why?”


“Never properly discovered.  It was just put down to a planetary instability.”


“Wait,” said Mla’son, his mind ticking over.  “I think we have someone who can answer that question.”


“Oh no,” said Extra as everyone turned to look at him.  “I’m not answering that one.  That is the type of question that answering gets you into serious trouble.”


“But you do know.” said Ceberca.


“You shouldn’t be asking me this…”


“Look, ‘Extra’,” said Mla’son.  “I’m only going to ask you this once.  Why did my home explode?”


”The transmogrifier,” said Extra, moving towards the door.  “There was an accident with the transmogrifier.”


“What kind of acc—,” asked Ceberca.


“Who was responsible?” Mla’son cut her off.  “Who?”


“It was…achem…sort of…well, mostly… You.”

5

Something Strange

The last few hours had been spent in silence.  Mla’son had stormed off into the depths of the station somewhere, and the others had decided that it would probably be healthier all round if they left him alone for a while.  They had then stood around doing pretty much nothing.  Playing Pong on the computer had been the highlight of the last half hour.


“Hi Ceberca.  Long time…” said Naimad, quietly as silences dictate.  However some things cannot be said quietly enough.


“Mother!” the yell of Spleen came hurtling across the room, quickly followed by the owner.  “This is my mother?”


“I suspected he didn’t recognise me,” said Ceberca.  “Only to be expected really.”


“It’s her fault I got my stupid name?!”


“Oh no,” moaned Naimad.  “Not the name. Anything but the name…”


“Why the hell did you have to call me ‘Spleen’?” Spleen yelled.  “What the hell were you thinking?! It’s a bloody stupid name!”


“It’s not my fault that’s the first thing your father said when you were born,” said Ceberca.


“Oh shit,” breathed Naimad.


“What?!”


The door opened and Mla’son returned, a much calmer man than he had been before.  It was a shame it had taken the destruction of so much expensive electrical equipment to do so.  Between Mla’son’s tantrums and the earlier battle, the station wasn’t looking so mighty anymore.


“You didn’t tell him, did you?” said Ceberca.  “Not everything.  Not that it was your fault.”


“It didn’t really seem that necessary,” explained Naimad.  “He’s a little touchy about the whole subject and since you weren’t around… Besides, it was your stupid idea,” he protested.


“You kept the tradition?” said Mla’son, ignoring the ranting Spleen in the background.  “I thought you couldn’t remember anything from the Aquatican life.”


“I…” For the first time since that fateful transmogrifying day, Ceberca had a brief flash of a memory.  No, not quite a memory.  It was more of a feeling, a sensation of water racing past her skin.


“I can’t,” she said.  “I… I don’t know.”


“This is all great, but it doesn’t help with my soddin’ name,” sad Spleen.  “And, not content with ruining my life, he made me do the same thing to my son too!”


“I didn’t know it was a stupid fish thing,” said Naimad.  “I though it’d be what your mother wanted.  If I’d known it was a fish thing, then we’d have named you something sensible.  Like Fergal.”


“Fergal?!”


“This is my grandson?” asked Ceberca as Spleen collapsed on the floor with what was probably a heart seizure.  She lowered herself to Giggles height.  “Hello,” she said.  Giggles threw up down her jacket.


With the moment of revelation passing its highpoint, the situation took a sudden turn for the worst.  The main lights dimmed and a bank of red warning lights spread out across the computer panels like a plague.  A particularly irritating siren whirred into life.


Spleen recovered from his near-fatal coronary complaint and shot bolt upright.  “What’s happening?” he yelled above the noise, his eyes darting about the room.


Five and Chir, who had until now felt fairly out of place with all the family talk, sprang into the nearest seats next to a computer and furiously tapped away.  Display after display sprang up on the screens.


“They’re back,” Five declared.  “The Republic Military has returned with reinforcements.”


“Let me see,” demanded Mla’son turning to the viewscreen.


“There!” cried Ceberca, pointing out of the window that provided a far better view of the advancing armada than a computer display could ever hope for.


“Activating defence systems,” said Five.


Row upon row of ion cannons, laser cannons and turbolasers emerged from beneath the shell of the Death Star.  More panels slid back and five thousand heavy turbolaser batteries rose up.  Five activated target lock and the guns turned ready to bring down the enemy.


Chir slipped into the seat next to Five.  “This is going to be fun,” he said removing the safety cover and pulling back the joystick.  “Though it’d be even better with a nice cool beer in one hand.”


“When are you going to tell them none of them work,” whispered Ceberca.


“I don’t think they’d take it too well,” said Mla’son.


“I think we’ll be able to handle this,” said Five happily.  “Nearly fifteen thousand weapons at our disposal.  I don’t think they’ll risk it.”


“Perhaps we could take out a couple first,” said Chir.  “Do we have any bottles on board?  I’m not exaggerating when I say I’m dying for a quick one.”  


“Now?” asked Ceberca in wonderment.  “We’re about to go into battle and you want to consume alcohol?”


“It’s been over fifty years since my last.”


The station jolted as the military opened fire.


“Look’s like they are going to risk it after all,” said Five.  “Not a wise decision.”  He didn’t seem to have any problems with firing on his old teammates.


Ceberca moved in between the two hairs and placed a comforting hand on each of their shoulders.  “It may not be much of a risk.”


“We’re defenceless?” cried Spleen.  “Great.  Just great.  You,” he pointed at Naimad, “bring us all the way out here to meet my mother, just to get us all killed?”


“It’s not my fault,” protested Naimad.  “If someone had thought to arm their battle station…”


“There’s got to be a way out of this,” muttered Mla’son.  “I have to concentrate…”


“I’m afraid it’s even worse than you think.”


The group turned to see Extra standing with a large blaster pointing at them.  He had somehow found the time to change into a very intimidating outfit, complete with spiky helmet and long, flowing cloak.


“Extra, what are you doing?  This is mutiny!”


“I prefer to think of it as graduation.  I now reach the next step of my career.  I am…” He waited for a second so that the dramatic music could be dubbed in later in editing.  “…A bounty hunter, hired by the military to capture you.”


“Oh great,” muttered Spleen.


“Let’s talk about this…”


“That won’t do any good – believe me I know,” said Extra, who’d switched into extreme smug-mode.


“You said you hadn’t seen the script!” said Ceberca.


“The next few pages I have.”  He fumbled in his pockets.  “Ah, here it is.  I brought it along in case I forgot my lines.”


“What happens then?” asked Spleen.  “Do I make it out of here alive?”


Extra scanned down the tattered page.  “Sorry,” he said.  “With all that’s been going on I haven’t had much chance to study it.  Hmm…  It seems you’re not supposed to be here.”


“I’m not?” said Spleen.


“No,” said Extra turning the page and continuing to study the following.  “There’s no mention of you here at all.  I think you’d better be going.”


“Really?” asked Spleen, not believing his luck.


“Spleen, take Giggles and go.  Take the shuttle,” Naimad ordered in an uncharacteristic display of authority.


“I’m not going to argue.”  Spleen picked up Giggles and ran for the door.  “See you later,” he said as the door closed behind him.


“I wouldn’t count on it,” muttered Extra.


“Now what?” said Mla’son.


“Wait a sec.”  Extra’s mouth moved as he mentally read the next few lines.  “’This is the end of the road Mla’son’ – good grief who writes this stuff? – ‘Your evil ways are at an end!’” he recited.


“Is that it?  The End?”


“No, there’s a bit more.”  Extra buried his head in the paper.


“I’ve had just about enough of this,” said Ceberca.  She walked up to Extra and punched him squarely in the jaw.  The blaster in Extra’s fist was sent spinning away, clattering to a halt beneath a filing cabinet.  She snatched away the script from his other hand and tore it to shreds.  The pieces fluttered to the floor.


“Noooo..!” Extra screamed.  “You bitch!  Now that was just uncalled for!”


“It’s time to write our own story,” said Ceberca.  “Mla’son, can’t you surrender?” she asked, desperate to change the course of the plot.  “They wouldn’t attack an unarmed station with innocent people on board.”


“Oh they would,” said Five knowingly.  “These are the Republic’s stormtroopers.”


“The New Republic has stormtroopers?” asked Naimad.  “Isn’t that a little against policy?”


“Every government needs an army,” said Chir.


“They’re Jedi from a long time ago, cryogenically frozen until now,” explained Five in a way necessary only for those who are bothered by sudden plot twists and who need some kind of motive for actions.  “But these aren’t good guys, these are the evil Sith sods, genetically altered to make them obey the Republic government’s every word.  They are immensely powerful in the ways of the Force and now that battle’s begun they’ll settle for nothing except victory…or death.”


It was Chir who gave a voice to how the others were feeling.  “Shit.”


The air of unease was broken by Ceberca.  “Naimad, pass me that tape.  I think our friend here needs to be restrained,” she said trying to change the subject away from their impending doom.


Naimad obediently obliged and handed over the roll on the worktop.  Extra’s eyes opened wide, revealing more eyeball than one would have thought possible, as Ceberca tore off a large strip and advanced towards him.  He made to leave but the firm grip of hands on his arms forced him still.


The station shook as the first shots rammed into the hull.  Ceberca lost her balance, quickly recovering and fixing the tape in place.


“What happens next?” Mla’son demanded of the captive.  Lights lit up informing the group of the failing systems.


“Life support on decks eighteen through twenty have failed,” said Chir.  “Trying to compensate…”


“At least one of you won’t come out of this alive,” informed Extra who was now firmly attached to the wall with hundreds of pieces of tape.


“Which one of us?”


“I really don’t like the way our lives seem to be out of our control,” interrupted Ceberca.  “The way that everything has been predetermined and we can’t change anything.  We shouldn’t be following a damn script.  I don’t want to be told which of us is destined to live or die.”


“I…” began Extra, never to finish.


Five prodded Extra’s arm with his finger.  “Damn, he’s dead,” he said.


“Great…” muttered Naimad.


“Well Ceberca, it looks as though you‘ve got your wish,” said Naimad.


“Why?”


“You think he would have accepted the job if he knew he was going to die?  The script’s unravelling – no one knows what’s going to happen.”


“Is that good or bad?” asked Five.


“I guess we’re going to find out,” said Mla’son.


More shots.  Sparks flew; smoke poured out from pipes that didn’t seem to serve any purpose.  A grating shook itself loose from the ceiling and crashed down to the deck.


“Mla’son, are you sure you don’t have any guns?” Chir asked.


“I told you before: we have no defences.”


“Just wanted to make sure.  Because now would be a really good time to realise you’d been mistaken about that fact.”


“You’re supposed to be intelligent aren’t you?” said Naimad.  “Be inventive.”


“It’d help if I had something to be inventive with.  Do you have any suggestions?”


“We can’t just wait here to die,” said Five.  “There’s got to some way we can fight back.  I’m not even supposed to be here – all I did was crash into the side of this place.”


“I may have an idea,” said Ceberca.  “If I can reconfigure the engines, I might be able to use them to give us something to shoot with.”


“That might work,” agreed Naimad mostly because he’d just agree with anything Ceberca suggested.


There was an explosion and a dozen computers exited the world in a ball of flame.


“That may have worked,” Chir corrected, “if we hadn’t just lost all control of this place.  I think our only option left is to evacuate.”


“They’ll shoot us down as we leave,” protested Ceberca.


“Not if…” began Naimad.


“Not if someone remained on board and created a diversion,” finished Mla’son, sensing Naimad’s plan.


They say that a person’s character is only truly revealed with a shared danger.  Who would have thought that Naimad had any leadership skills in him, let alone the ability to be brave?  It was a shock to the others then when Naimad hushed the others to silence and took control. “Five, you go,” he ordered.  “Now.  This isn’t your fight and there’s nothing more you can do here.”


“But Naimad,” he pointed out.  “This isn’t your fight either.”


“Leave.”


Five accepted the dismissal and fled.  He wasn’t used to going to go against orders – especially when that order would more than probably save his life.


“Mla’son, take Ceberca and join Five.  Chir and I will hold them off,” said Naimad.


“It should be I who remains.  Besides, Mla’son does not run.”


“Really?”


“No, of course I do.  Running and hiding is always more preferable than death.”


“Naimad…” began Ceberca.


“I’ll be all right,” lied Naimad.  “I’ll reverse the polarity of the tractor beam and give you a diversion to be proud of.  Those ships are going to have more to worry about than one shuttle.


“I’ll see you later,” he promised.


The pair left, leaving Chir and Naimad to hold the station together until they were clear.  Fingers moved in a blur across the keyboards erecting forcefields and life-support pockets to protect the escape route from the deadly vacuum beyond the buckling hull.


“Why did you do that?” asked Chir.  “Why allow him to live?”


“She’ll survive,” said Naimad.  That said it all.


“By the way, thanks for volunteering me to die.  It was very considerate of you.”


“You’re a man out of time, Chir.  You don’t belong here.”


“No I don’t, but that fact doesn’t make me feel that much better.  I take it the tractor beam idea is a non-starter?”


“Pretty much.”


“So the diversion would be?”


“The Death Star isn’t going to last much longer.  You’re supposed be intelligent – help me give them a few more seconds.”


“Thought so.  Naimad?”


“The bulkhead, I know.”


The walls were caving in around them, revealing the cold harshness of space beyond. One by one the forcefields failed and death beckoned.

Mla’son desperately clutched Ceberca’s hand as they sprinted towards the escape pods.  For an aging woman, Ceberca was amazingly agile.  The scenery was crashing down around them, with only sparks and the flash of the fading forcefields lighting the way.


“Mla’son!” Ceberca screamed as the ceiling caved in, separating her from Mla’son.  Her hand slipped from his grip and vanished under the rubble.  Mla’son turned and began digging with his hands, throwing away wreckage with strength drawn from unknown depths.


The woman’s body was limp.  Her face scratched, her clothes torn and bloodied, a shard of metal buried deep in her abdomen.  Mla’son pulled and the stained metal slid free.  He unclipped his royal cloak, a souvenir from another age, and wrapped it around her.  He picked up the body and awkwardly hurried on towards the exit.


Mla’son stared out of the window of the escape pod.  He watched as one of the Death Star’s exterior shell plates began to buckle.  It bulged outwards, then split down one side, tearing itself away from the station and vanishing into the depths of space.  A geyser of flame shot outwards from beneath, a violent eruption oddly silent in the vacuum.  The opening spread, the plates ripping apart, shredding as the energy pulsed through.  A river of flame progressed along the slit across the station.  More explosions and additional plates fought lose from their bindings along the route of the tear.  The twinkle of the stars drowned out by the inferno of shooting flames.  Those stormtrooper ships not caught in the initial explosions were showered with a hail of debris, puncturing the pressurised cockpits and ending their mission.


The escape pod shuddered as it was bombarded with the thousands of tiny fragments escaping the Death Star.  Mla’son braced himself against the wall to prevent himself from being thrown across the craft.  Luckily the pod’s armoured plating held out against the attack – escape pods were designed to survive. 


Far, far in the distance Spleen, Giggles and Five sped away.  Not even the fastest craft in the fleet would be able to catch up with them.  Not everything dies.


Mla’son turned away and looked at Ceberca lying in his arms.  Without a word she passed away.  The cloak Mla’son had covered her with fell slack, devoid of its occupant.  Ceberca was gone from this world forever.


The pod rocked again as the fire reached the Death Star’s core and the real fireworks began.  The first explosion flung off what remained of the outer shell, the second broke the internal structure, and the third vaporised whatever was stubborn enough to be left.


Satisfied that the station was gone, the few surviving stormtrooper craft altered course and turned towards the escape pod, weapons primed.

Appendix to A Different Perspective
I was born – hell, I have no idea how long ago it was.  Due to my travels through and manipulation of, time I have lost all concept of the notion.  What I do know is that I was born into a caring family. My dad was one of the greatest Aquaticans ever born.  His death a tragedy.  The extinction of my species equally so.


I was responsible for this.  I was responsible for killing thousands on board the Death Star and so much more.  I am responsible for so many things it makes my head hurt to think of them all.  Most of my life has consisted of what most would consider one evil deed after another.


It wasn’t always like this.  In my youth I wouldn’t have hurt a fly.  I could blame the death of my father, the break-up of my marriage to you, but the truth is that I gave in to my dark side.  And that is nothing unique.


Inside everyone there is implanted a seed.  There are no truly ‘good’ people, just ones who fight harder against the growth of the darkness within them.  We all make mistakes, let ourselves lapse for a second and allow the shoot through, but it is usually fought back.  Only in a very few is it allowed to bloom.  I am one of the few.


But then you already know all this.  I hold what remains of your mortal life in my arms – I guess you no longer need a cloak where you’re going.  It’s a shame that I only got to know you again for these last few hours.  It’s as though I’ve missed out on a lifetime of opportunity.  I created a world, and it was a pretty damn good world, filled with interesting characters and bursting with potential, but I could never create you.


Everyone thinks you have to be a Jedi to become a ghost.  They’re wrong.  You don’t even have to be killed by a lightsaber, or similar.  You want to know something?  Everyone becomes a ghost.  They all live – maybe that’s not the right word – they exist beyond the edge.  A few stay with their old lives for a while before letting go, sometimes offering guidance to those left behind…or even torture.  Occasionally they just don’t want to leave.


I know this because I’ve seen it.  Every time I close my eyes I see all those who ever were.  I could be imagining it, or it could be that all I have been though has had an affect on me, allowing me to see this.  What I am certain of though is that this place exists and that is where you now are.  And in a way I’m already there too.


This day is the last chronicle of my life – there will never be another.  I may live for another hundred years, but I shall never again be a part in an episode of history.  It’s with a sadness I realise this, but in many ways a burden has been lifted.  I don’t have to strive to succeed anymore; all I need to do is live.


I can’t tell you what the future holds.  Whether or not the battle between good and evil that has raged for millennia, is fought to a conclusion.  Or if the struggle for our hearts and minds, is decided for all time.  We survive, maybe, but only by discarding the question that confuses us: ‘What do I want?’  And asking what the world, what the universe wants and needs.
Asking instead ‘what does life itself expect of me?’  I’ve tried the alternative, and believe me, it’s not somewhere you want to be.


Over the years I changed the future and the future has equally changed me.  I have learnt many things over the course of my life, a list of items that you can only ever complete when your life ends.  I guess I’m lucky in having a head start, but I have to wonder if it was worth the cost.


We have to create the future, or others will do it for us.  I have shown how tragic that can be and the care that must be taken.  We have to care for another, because if we don’t, who will?  A person uncared for, never really lives and one cared for, never really dies.  True strength, I was taught, does not come with weapons or power; sometimes it just comes from the most unlikely places.


Mostly though, I think the universe gives us hope that there can always be new beginnings.  Even for people like me.


The lights are getting brighter.  They’re drawing closer and closer.  It’s a spectacular sight, almost beautiful in a perverse way.  They’re blinding me now – I can’t see anything anymore.  The walls are hot.  The air is stifling.  I don’t think it will be long now.


And before I know it…

CAST
In alphabetical order

Ceberca

Chir

Extra No. 3

Giggles

Mla’son

Pickett

Prime Leader

Prime Five

Spleen
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“Since this is the last credits page ever, can we agree not to argue for once?”    “Okay.  I’ll go along with that.”

…

…

…

…

…

“This isn’t really working, is it?”    “Nope.”    “Shall we get back to bitching at each other?”    “At least it’ll give us something to talk about.”    “You saying we can’t be civil to each other?”    “Yes, that’s exactly what I’m saying.”    “I could be nice to you if I wanted.”    “No you couldn’t.  We’ve already proved that.”    “And what would you know?”    “A hell of a lot more than you do.”    “Why you little…”

Damian Recommends

Patience.  If you wait long enough, you can get everything you want in this life.  Vader helmet, Transformers, DVD – I’m three for three.

This project could not have happened without the support of all my imaginary friends.  They have made me realise that fantasy is superior to reality to every way.  In my own head I never fail, never do anything I don’t want to, and always have endless fun.  Reality, on the other hand, sucks big time.

“And now, the end is near, etc, etc… I did it myyyy wayyyyyy!”    “Shut it.  You don’t need to prove you can’t sing.”    “You’ve got no taste.”    “Come on, you can’t possibly pass that noise off as ‘tasteful’.”    “Come here…”

MM

The End

(and not even a letter writing campaign can prevent it)
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