How I Saved the DB


Airchios woke up on the evening of July the 2nd, in the year 2002.  He had just celebrated the birthday of his nation the night before, and could not exactly remember where he was.  Sitting up, Airchios groaned, “Oy, too many shooters... my head feels like it’s caving in.”  Only then did he look at the surrounding area.  He sat in a desolate wasteland, with only a half empty bottle of wild turkey whiskey left, in the charred fields around him.


There were bodies scrambled everywhere, half burned from an apparent inferno that had swept the land, and burned out stumps of trees still stood pitifully.  Twisting his neck to the side, Airchios saw what looked like half a moon buried in the ground, not 100 metres away from him.  “What in the Krath happened here?!” he exclaimed.  Deciding to test his legs, Airchios rose slowly.  With a few popping and cracking sounds, a loud “Aggh!” echoed across the barren plains.  Falling forward onto his knees, Airchios crawled towards the bottle of Wild Turkey.  “A hair of the dog that bit ya… yeah, that’ll help me” he whimpered as he slithered forward on his belly.


Grasping the bottle in his paw, Airchios gulped down the remainder of the contents, and rolled over onto his back.  As he looked up into the sky, the clouds started roiling into a great storm.  Reds and yellows soon mixed with greens and blues, turning the sky into a turbulent maelstrom.  “Oy vey… too much!” cried Airchios, as he plunged into darkness.


Then it all came back to him, the events of the night coalesced before his eyes, in a staggering display.


It had just reached 2100 hours, and Airchios was gulping down his fourteenth lomin ale of the night.  As he got up and staggered out onto the patio of his favourite bar, named Tommy Johns, he looked up into the sky, and saw two moons.  “Two moons?” he said to himself. “But we only have one moon here… what’s going on?”  Then, in a blinding flash of a green laser, one of the moons exploded.  The patrons of the bar screamed in horror of the sight, and started running around chaotically, knocking into each other, and throwing each other to the ground.  Looking up to the sky, Airchios saw that the remaining moon was none other than the dreaded EndOfLife Star!!


Being quite intoxicated, and damn pissed off that the death of the moon had brought the bartender to a state of frenzy, and had left the bar without someone to serve him.  Airchios cursed out this evil threat to his drinking.  Calling upon his powers of the force, Airchios snatched a bottle of Wild Turkey from behind the bar, said a quick incantation “EndOfLifeth, Stopeth, Alchololeth bloweth upeth the evil usurper and continueth to maketh Airchioso DRUNKETH!” and he threw the bottle with all of his might up to the technological terror in the sky.  The effort had spent Airchios, and he fell backwards onto the ground.  Just before he lost consciousness though, Airchios switched on his modified personal shield, which drew its power from the force.  As he looked up into the sky, he saw a huge bottle shaped hole appear in the EndOfLife star, and passed into oblivion.


Gasping for air as he woke up, Airchios grimaced slightly as he looked at the half moon buried near him and said “I hope they had insurance”, and went back to sleep.
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This story was written for QUA Betja’s “How I saved the DB” competition, where regular rank empowerments did not apply.  That is how I turned a bottle of Wild Turkey into a weapon of mass destruction ;)

