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rancid oil and stale lubricants, a veritable metallic charnel house.
Threepio endured the discomfiting atmosphere as best he could. It
was a constant battle to avoid being thrown by every unexpected
bounce into the walls or into a fellow machine. To conserve
powerand also to avoid the steady stream of complaints from his
taller companionArtoo Detoo had shut down all exterior functions.
He lay inert among a pile of secondary parts, sublimely unconcerned
at the moment as to their fate. "Will this never end?" Threepio was
moaning as another violent jolt roughly jostled the inhabitants of the
prison. He had already formulated and discarded half a hundred
horrible ends. He was certain only that their eventual disposition was
sure to be worse than anything he could imagine. Then, quite
without warning, something more unsettling than even the most
battering bump took place. The sandcrawler’ swhine died, and the
vehicle came to a haltalmost as if in response to Threepio’ s query.
A nervous buzz rose from those mechanicals who still retained a
semblance of sentience as they speculated on their present location
and probable fate. 100Test U U D O 000000 oo0doQdd
0000000 www.100test.com



