
The Death Star plans we could not find 

herein, 

Nor are they on the main computer, Lord. 

 

The golden droid has been a friend, 'tis true, 

And yet I wish to still his prating tongue! 

 

And so another dies by my own hand, 

This hand, which now encas'd in blackness 

is. 

 

Now climb the metal pair into the pod, 

Which shooteth from the ship like laser 

blast. 

 

The blood and wires within me leap with 

fire 

When all these trait'rous words I must 

endure. 

 

Lord Vader, sorry am I to report: 

There are no battle plans aboard this ship 

 

Forsooth, how did we get into this mess? 

I tell thee verily, I know not how. 

 

'Tis all his fault. He trick'd me so that I 

Should go this way. But he shall not fare 

well. 

 

There was someone within this pod, indeed. 

The tracks go off in this direction. See? 

 

Again it falls to me, a simple man, 

To take a leading role in matters grave. 

 

 

All praise be to the Maker, verily, 

This oily bath much healing shall provide. 

 

I rue the day I came unto this place, 

This drab and barren rock call'd Tatooine. 

 

 

First droids, then tales of battles fought in 

space, 

And now a damsel cries in beams of light! 

 

Now are the pieces all arrang'd for me 

To make a daring move, and fly this place. 

 



The looking shall not happen, nor the find, 

For I believe the man doth not exist. 

 

For out amng the spheres I wish to roam -  

Adventure and rebellion stir my blood. 

 

I prithee, Sir, be thou not cross with me. 

'Twas through no fault of mine, in truth I 

swear! 

 

With sudden viciousness the Tuskens come 

They knock young Luke and cause the droid 

to fall. 

 

Now I enter the scene of this boy's life:  

This boy whom I have watch'd for many 

years 

 

O how the heart inside me breaks to hear 

That name I once was call'd so long ago -  

 

 

I have not heard this name, this Obi-Wan, 

Since ere e'en thou, thyself, wert born. 

 

O whether dream or waking, I know not, 

But go thee hence, and save thyself, I pray. 

 

Unbidden doth adventure come, yet here 

I stand, prepar'd to rise and welcome Fate. 

 

If thou in thine own hand could hold a sun, 

Then thou wouldst know the power of this 

tool. 

 

If thou in thine own hand could hold a sun, 

Then thou wouldst know the power of this 

tool. 

 

Now holdeth Luke the weapon in his hand, 

And with a switch the flame explodes in 

blue. 

 

He hath thy Father murder'd and betray'd, 

And now are Jedi nearly all extinct. 

 

 

But I must ask of thee to take the droid  

And bring him unto Alderaan with care. 

 



And so a restless night doth pass within: 

While Luke doth ponder future punishment 

 

Nay, thou art sure misled, O  wise one, for 

My father hath not fought in any wars. 

To lie? To tell the truth, all else be damn'd? 

Or else to tell, perhaps, a greater truth? 

 

 

 


