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Forest, unknown planet, unknown star system
„Wait. What this?” asked a young human as he stopped next to a treaded fern.

„Tread fern,” replied an older man. „Me smell human. Me smell food.”

„Me too. Hunt him?”

„Yes. Me hungry. Need food.”

„Good food.”

The two human followed the trace, looking around carefully and smiling politely, as they hoped to find the human, who treaded fern. If they did, their village would celebrate and eat for few days. Fifteen minutes later, they heard a noise nearby. Someone was screaming for help. Soon, they located the source of the noise. It was the tall human with brown hair and brown eyes. He also noticed them and asked, „Could you help me? I got stuck in this strange trap and I cannot set myself free.”

„Mmm...Me told you. Food. Good food,” spoke the older of the pair.

„You told me. Food. Good food,” replied the younger man.

„Guys...You do not want to eat me, do you?” asked the trapped man.

„You food. Good food,” answered the older man.

„You do not understand. My name is Edgar Drachen, I am a Jedi and I need to return to my comrades to provide them vital data,” spoke the trapped man.

„You Jedi?” asked the younger of Drachen's interlocutors with surprise in his eyes.

„Yes, I am the Jedi,” answered Edgar hoping that his status would discourage them from eating him.

„Good. Me not eaten Jedi yet. Me need to taste your meat,” replied the young man.

„My meat tastes terribly,” spoke the Jedi.

„Me not know. Me want taste it,” replied the older man. „Come with us. Tribe celebrates. So happy, such festive.”

It was clear to Edgar that he had no choice. With his lightsaber destroyed and strange aura of the planet disturbing his connection with the Force, he was helpless. The pair had all advantages over him and he had nothing to nullify their upper hand. He had to obey their orders, as he had no other choice. They released the unfortunate Jedi from the trap and prodded him with their sticks to make him march towards their village as quickly as he only could suffering from the wounded leg and overall exhaustment.

Cannables village, unknown planet, unknown star system
„Chief! Chief!” shouted the younger of the hunters. „We bring food! Alive food! Good food!”

„Good hunters,” praised them the tribe chief. „What your recipe?”

„Good recipe. Not complicated. Eyeballs, brain, liver, kidneys. Cook in sauce. Sauce is boiled blood, mint and almonds. Cook for one twentyfourth of moon,” answered the young hunter.

„Mmmm...good recipe. Not complicated,” replied the tribe chief. „The rest for the tribe?”

„Yes. Tribe eats. So happy, such festive,” spoke the hunter.

„Good hunter. Future chief. Thinks about tribe,” praised him the tribe chief. „What about you?”

„Me wants ears, nose,” replied the older hunter. „Me wants see and smell prey. Me wants more good food for tribe. So happy, such festive.”

„Good hunter too. Future chief too. Thinks about tribe too,” praised him the tribe chief. „Cook dinner! We celebrate!”

Edgar Drachen went more and more pale as he listened to the details of the recipe. However, he smiled after a momentm, when he found a positive side of the situation. „At least, I'm not useless.”
