A collection of comedy science fiction stories by Dave Seaman, including the
infamous (or, perhaps more accurately, not famous) Captain Disaster stories from

THE

CAP AL DISASTER

COLLECTION VOLUME |

along with extra episodes of Captain Disaster and other stories.




I ntroduction

Space: The Final Frontier.

These are the voyages of my admittedly warped imagination on its seemingly never-
ending mission to come up with something even more stupid or just plain surreal thanit’s
ever managed before. (Worryingly, it always seems to succeed.)

Thisisfar from my first attempt to get something in print, far fromit. | have self-
published two books, one of them being The Captain Disaster Collection, which
contained the first 8 episodes of the series, one or two other esoteric entities, and sold a
whopping 69 copies. (Thisiswhy | didn’t give up my day job.) Thisisthe something™
edition after severa attempts at publishing with varying degrees of success. |'ve decided
to make it public domain now partly to simply make it available to anyone who might
want to read it, and partly to publicise my business venture — ww. dar scom net , for
which there is an advert on the following page before the stories begin. If you are not
interested in any of the services offered, it would be helpful if you would click on one of
the sponsored links (the ones that say “ads by google” on them) from the ebooks page
(www. ebooks. dar scom net ) to help cover the cost of the bandwidth —it’ s not free, you
know! That aside, al | hopeisthat you enjoy this ebook and passit on to any friends
you know who you think would enjoy it.

If you're not especially afan of sciencefiction, fear not. There's plenty of material in
this book that’s not sci-fi at all... it'sjust... weird. [If you don't likeweird... go away,
you're not going to likethisat al. So that true skiffy fans don’t feel left out, however,
I’ve put in afew of my more serious works of sci-fi. See how nicel am?

WEell, I’'m not going to bore you with along-winded introduction. | hope you enjoy the

book! (Y ou were stupid enough to pay for it, so | wouldn't like you to think the money
was completely wasted...)

D ave poetofthecentury@aol.com
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Captain Disaster.
Episode One.

The Planet Eater of Acturus.

"Why can®life ever be easy?', mused Captain Disaster.

Now, it shouldn® immediately be assumed that just because Captain Disaster was
stupid that this was the only cause of his problems. That was only the start. He was
also clumsy, ill-mannered, lazy, and abit weird. To say the least. And he had perpetua
acne and dandruff, which made sure he never had a social life.

His ship, if you could call that heap of scrap metal a ship, was called ®isaster Area©
It was a particularly appropriate name, as it happened. All aong the hull, there were
dents to mark the areas where numerous collisions had taken place with other ships,
meteors, flying fish and even small moons. Not to mention the blackened areas that
commemorated various laser blasts at his ship. He had a name for each one of them, and
had even begun talking to some of them. They were like old friends. One was called
"Enterprise”. That one came from a security ship in a film set he@ inadvertently
wandered into. The largest burn mark of all was caled ®ummy©because it was from
the time his mum had tried to shoot him down in flames for leaving the gas on at home
while he nipped down to the local shopping centre, five light years away on Ross 154.

She aways did overreact, he thought fondly. And she@ looked quite surprised when
he blasted her into oblivion. He'd set up the last few seconds video capture from her
comms channel as his screensaver.

"Acturus-1 calling Disaster Ared’, came over a message on his dead trendy
headphones.

"Receiving you loud and clear, Acturus-1", he said, in his best macho voice.

"Sorry about that. We had a dlight problem with the hydraulic lock-pumps. 1@
afraid we took the whole bottom section of your ship off."

"Yes. | know." Disaster tried to sound cross, but he didn®really mind as he could now
clam off the insurance. He@ been meaning to get a new set of wheels anyway, but he
just hadn®got round to it yet.

Maybe he could get a set that would actually turn now.



He was just about to land, when he noticed that something was amiss. It took him half
an hour to work out what it was, but in a flash he realised. The planet was no longer
there!

Disaster checked al of his instruments very carefully, courtesy of &@ery Careful
Instrument Checking Systems PLC©®and then blinked a couple of times. But no, the
planet didn®come back. It was gone, as surely as the credibility of a cabinet minister
who accepts invitations to tea from a Womble on Wimbledon Common at 2 in the
morning, and then resigns because he® done nothing wrong.

The brave Captain pondered over the vanishing world for some time. The only other
occurrence of a whole planet disappearing was Pluto in 2017. That was because some
fool had stockpiled five and a half million gigatons of nuclear explosives there, to
commemorate Chelsea FC actually fielding an English player in their side, and
accidentally set them all off at the same time with an unfortunately timed sneeze.

"I would have noticed if a planet had blown up in front of me, wouldn®I?", he asked
the ship®computer.

"Dunno. | suppose so. Even you, | think, would find it hard to miss an explosion of
that scale, which measured a squillion in the Richter Scale. Unless you where asleep at
the time, of course. Then it would take something significantly louder to wake you.
Like the sound of all the lavatories in the galaxy being flushed at precisely the same time.
Which only ever happens, as you know, when there®a Royal Wedding or a showing
of the Spice Girlsin concert.”

That was the ship® computer, that was. The ship® computer that had the unfortunate
name of @ero-bit© This name was chosen to try to overcome the problem of Captain
Disaster®@inferiority complex. It didn®work, as Zero-Bit had an IQ of significantly more
than Captaino Disastero. Well, that is to say he had an 1Q. Which is more or less the
same thing.

"Yeah, aright Zero-bit. So, instead of making smart remarks, why don®you tell me
what you noticed? What happened to the planet?’
"Well, | should say that, in al probahility, it vanished."

"Howwherewhywhat?', gasped the Captain, without taking a breath or even
breathing.

"It was probably de-materialized by an evil potent aien force into complete
nothingness for the purpose of making an intergalactic causeway or something and what
do you mean, what?", replied Zero-hbit.

"Quick, search al known theories as to why this may have happened!”



"But those are all the known theories, you anomaly of the space-time continuum!",
retorted the impertinent computer impertinently. But then, suddenly, and completely
out of character, ZB stopped insulting CD and said something that was rather useful.

"No, wait! There is areference... Something in Altairian mythology talks about a
monster that eats planets, and is said to have never been quelled or subdued. It is
conceivable that thislegend istrue, given current events', he/it amended.

"Actualy, | think that there®a lot of truth in these old legends’, said Captain Disaster
by way of a startling revelation.

“Actualy, | think that theree @ |OL OF trULH on these old 1egends’, said
the Planet-eating monster, by way of an even more startling revelation. It really was
startling. Look how startled | am and you® see what | mean. Go on, look. What do
you mean you can®see me? 1@ here, aren®!?

(After abrief injection the author returned to abnormality.)

There was the sound of a million trumpets, which shook space for light-years around.
(Although, of course, it still wouldn® have been loud enough to wake up Captain
Disaster. If he was asleep, that is. Which he wasn® So | don®know why | mentioned it
really. Never mind.)

"Pardon me", said the embarrassed Planet-eating monster. (For the more dense among
the readership, the Planet-eating monster has just burped.)

"Are you the Planet-eating monster?”, asked Disaster to the monster who filled up the
viewing screen even though he was some 400 Million Kilometres away, besides which
he had a tee-shirt on which said @he Planet-eating monster® world eating tour 2039,
and a baseball cap (fashionably the wrong way round) which bore the legend
pl anet eat er @ heendi sni gh4u. bur p. par don. UK. Presumably he/it chose "UK"
because, aswe all know, the British are universally loved and admired by all. Of course.

"Yes, | an", said the monster, "what are you going to do about it?"

"Quick, think of something!", screamed Disaster at Zero-bit. He was screaming
because he had just realised the immense stupidity of trying to fight something
896,245,671.4675 (approx.) times bigger than himself.

"Run for it?", suggested the computer sensibly.

"Where?"

"Anywhere!"



And so they ran. Or rather, sped away, in Disaster Area.

Quite what happened to the Planet-eater of Acturusis unsure. Many people say that
he died of planet poisoning, but of course that was only the people (well | suppose you
could call them people... amost) of Delta Pavonis that said that. And that was only
because of a long-standing feud between the two systems, all about a canister of unused
fish ail... but that isn®important right now.

Personally, | think that the monstrously monstrous monster munched momentuously,
moreover making his way into the record books, only to be disappointed by the fact that
he/it had only a very small speaking part in this story, the first of a series which is set to
establish an all-time low in wit and ingenuity.

Still, you®e got to start somewhere.

Captain Disaster, meanwhile, got a new set of wheels. His conversation with the
claims department of "Don®Blame Us When It All Goes Pear-Shaped" went like this:

"l have aclaim to make. For anew set of wheels."

"Okay. Who were the other party insured with?"

"Um, they weren® Well | don®know. They might have been. They must have been,
| suppose.”

"Okay, 1@ sure we can sort things out for you. Who were the other party?"
"Acturus-1 ground control."
"Do you have a number we can contact them on?"

"Well, you might find it alittle tricky to contact them. Y ou see, the whole planet®just
been eaten.”

"l see. Soit®acover-up on their part, basically.”
"You could call it that."
"l think you should speak to our litigation department. Fraud is a very serious

business, and by alowing themselves to be swallowed, the planet in question are
basically accepting vicarious liability for any other crimes committed by whatever it



was that ate them. | think this could be the biggest court case since lan Paisley vs
Everyone Else. It® al very exciting. 1@ sure you€ glad you insured with
DBUWIAGPS."

"S0 you@e not going to pay for my new set of wheels?"

"No. Goodbye."

Funding the new undercarriage proved to be quite easy, however. CD just sang at a
local pub, and was fair weighed under with the deluge of money that was poured into his

lap on the condition that he stop torturing everyone.

The wheels were a nice design, sort of like pyramids. There were little holographs of
dragons portrayed on the sides of them.

They really looked quite impressive.
And they even turned.

Occasionaly.



Captain Disaster.
Episode Two.

" A Beta Burger" .

Inside the single cabin inside the ship "Disaster Area"' capable of life support (the
others contained old science mags, for reasons best known only to George Harnet of the
Ross 128 system), you would be able to find Captain Disaster playing one-dimensiona
chess with the ship® computer, Zero-bit. This may not seem an important piece of
information to the everyday space traveller, but then that®because it©not.

One-dimensional chess was a tremendously undemanding game invented by none
other than that intrepid space traveller, Captain Disaster. The thing about it was, the first
move aways won the game. And there was only one possible move at the start
of the game. And guess who made the first move in each game?

That®right.

On average, the Captain took about two hours per game. This was because he liked to
give the impression that he was thinking about the move, and also because he usualy fell
asleep in the middle of pretending to be thinking about it. (The strain of
even appearing to think, however unconvincingly, was a bit too much for him. What
the effect would be if he actually thought about something is open to debate, but,
needless to say, it wouldn®be a pretty sight...)

Many people have wondered how he managed to become a Captain and have his own
ship in the first place. In fact the answer is very simple. It is due to him having huge
amounts of money, which was inherited from his great-grandfather, who had made a
fortune selling Hexlumc eggs to the people of Tau Ceti, who used the oblong-shaped
eggs as snooker balls. (The Hexlumc is a bizarre type of bird found only on planets
with a methane atmosphere, which therefor makes them ideal as toilet-cleanersin pubs).

Anyway, back to the plot. (What plot?) Captain Disaster had, as fans of the series
well know, just had his ship re-fitted. So it was a trifle disconcerting (or, a disconcerting
trifle) when his ship came under attack from some pirates. He remembered the last time
pirates had attacked him; it had actually made him very glad to be married, which was
something he had never been before, so that had to be agood thing. The pirates had said,

"Your money or your wife!l", and he@ said, "she® yours!", and teleported her over
straight away. They probably regretted it now, but Captain Disaster didn®



This time, however, the message was clearer. "Give us lots of dosh now or die a
horrible, dlimy death at the feet of the hideous Gorblgruncher of the Sirius system!
Or, even worse, be forced to sit helpless, tied up, eyelids glued open and head fixed
unmovably towards the screen, while you watch the most horrifying scene in the
universe; re-runsof Westminster Live! Haha!"

Captain Disaster was at a loss (as usud), but Zero-bit had his thinking cap on that
day. "We haven® got lots of money, but we do have something even better!”, he
declared.

"What can possibly be better than wads of cash?', came over the reply.
"We can giveyou a... | shudder to say it... aHAMBURGER!"

That didn®go down too well on the other ship. "Captain Disaster, we don® eat
swine!"

Captain Disaster wondered how they could live if they didn®eat, and how they
knew his nickname at school was "swine". (Thiswas, in fact, due to certain disgusting
eating habits he had, but we won®go into that right now.)

"Sorry, did 1 say ham? | meant beef.” Zero-bit was desperately trying to be a
hero, rather than a zero-bit. Which was sad in away, because you should be proud of
what you are, even if you€e a dung beetle. 1 mean, where would we be without dung
beetles? Piles of cow pats lining the wakways, an avalanche of dung falling in on
top of you when you open the door in the morning...dreadful thought, isn® it? So, then,
join the campaign to save our dung beetless RSPDB has a rather good ring to it, doesn®
it? No, thought not. Slight hysteria setting in here, sorry. 1® get back to the story now.
Honest. Promise. Speaking of dung beetles, what about the slug? Where would
we be without...........cc.coceveenenne

(Several hours of gibberish later....)
"Oh, BEEF! In that case, we® let you live if you teleport it over in five seconds.”

Zero-bit wasn® actually such a zero-bit as we al thought. He (it?) teleported the
burger over. A few seconds later, there was a great explosion as the pirate ship blew up.

"What happened?', asked the bewildered, bedazed, bedazzled, beheaded Captain.

"Well", started Zero-bit, sounding extremely smug, "the thing about those beef
burgers is that they@e from Beta Hydra. And the thing about the cows in Beta Hydra
is that they are unable to pass wind, due to an unfortunate genetic accident by the
scientists there, which has sealed off part of their bodies that shouldn®really be sealed
off. So they actually store al of the methane that they produce. When they@ made
into beef burgers, the methane is usually drained out. But the sort you buy, the really



cheap and nasty ones, haven®had the methane drained out of them very well. Or
more often they haven®had the methane drained out of them at al. So when the
pirates tried to cook the burger...."

"But what about when you cook them? Why don®they blow up then?'

"Um, well | don®actually cook them. 1 just put the light on in the microwave, and
turn the table around. Y ou®e never noticed the difference.”

"You little slimeball! And why did you never tell me about this before? Isthat why |
can hear those bursts of static every time | eat one of those things? Isthat you laughing?"

(A long pause.)

"Yes, that is quite funny, | find."

(Another pause.)

"Did | ever tell you exactly what they put in that drink you like from Alpha Centuri?"



Captain Disaster.
Episode Three.

WORMHOLE.

"Did you know that freak wormholes in the galaxy are always popping up and
threatening the space-time continuum?', asked Captain Disaster, who was reading an
old science mag called ®ar Fetched: The Best Imitation© As he was the only person in
the room, it would appear to the casual observer (and you get surprisingly many in
orbit around Neptune these days) that he was talking to himself. But, in fact, and aswe
all know anyway, he was talking to Zero-bit, the ships computer with an attitude
problem worse than that of awart hog who hogs his warts.

"Of coursel know that, dimbo, 1®e got an 1Q of over 6,000!", replied Zero-hit.
"In that case, how come you®e so thick?"

"l don®know."

Wormholes are, in fact, extremely rare, as there aren® that many Space-worms.
Space-worms are unusual creature in that they are made from pure nucleonic power, and
are about fifteen light-yearslong. Apart from those things, however, they differ vastly
from the wrath of an average housewife. Their sole purpose seems to be that of wrecking
the universe, which is pretty stupid as that would result in their destruction as well, but
then they@e pretty stupid creatures. Wormholes are, contrary to some extremely far-
fetched ideas (such as that they@e caused by butterflies), caused by space-worms
boring holes from one dimension into another. Wormcasts in space are quite another
matter, but we won®go into that right now....

"Oh look, that®a pretty wormhole!™, piped up Zero-hit.

"Get real! That® not a wormhole, that® a.... a..... that®awormhole. Oh. What®
a wormhole doing here, just outside junction eleven then?’

"Beats me. It seemsto be quite anew one, too."
"How can you tell if it®new or not?"

"Er, well you wouldn®be able to becausel filter it out before it gets to the cabin, but
boy do they smell!"

"Aha. S0, isthat good?"



"WEell, good and bad for the same reason. We might see a space-worm."
"Why would that be good?"

"Because we@ be the first ones to ever get pictures of one, and we could sell them and
get mega-rich!  Even richer than your relatives were in the height of their richness. And
famous, we@ be famous beyond our wildest dreams!™

"My wildest dreams are rarely about being famous, but we won®go into that right
now, ZB. What®the bad news?"

"We@ get fried if we got within 100 million miles of the thing."

"Aha So, isthat bad?"

"Weren®you listening to me?"

'_'No, | was just reading the autocue. Damned thing must have gone up the creek
agan."

Zero-bit suddenly noticed something. "Hey, do you see that?"

"See what?', asked Captain Disaster, but then he noticed it too. Below the ship, on

the surface of Neptune, there were burn marks all along the North side of the East end of
the South face of the Western hemisphere. It didn®look good.

"And look!", yelled Captain Disaster hystericaly, "there®the Space-worm!"

The Space-worm, in al its natural splendour, looked exactly like arow of suns joined
together, except that it wasn®round, it wasn®the colour of most suns, and it had a big
notice on it saying "1 do NOT look like a row of sunsjoined together, and if anyone says
otherwise then outside, now!", not to mention that you couldn®look at it anyway
because you@ be blinded straight away.

Captain Disaster gazed at the Space-worm for hours, quite unaware that it was
supposed to blind him, and not wanting to conform to normal rules anyway.

Zero-bit decided that it was time to try to communicate. Fortunately, and as with
all good sci-fi (on TV at least), somehow the creature could speak flawless English.

"Excuse meyou big thing that looks like a row of sunsjoined together, doesn® it
kind of bother you that you®e threatening the space-time continuum? | mean, what
kind of a social life does someone like you have anyway?", asked Zero-bit with some
bravado, not to mention a great deal of natura stupidity.



"Firstly, | do not look like arow of suns joined together. Secondly, | have a very
happy and fulfilled life, with many socia functions included in my busy schedule.
Thirdly, | just happen to like jJumping through different dimensions. So there."

"But that® not the point. Don®you realise that if you keep doing this sort of thing,
there will be no more universe for you to lead your fulfilled life in, or have socia
functions or a busy schedule or anything?' Captain Disaster had, for once, said
something quite sensible. Once he@ realised that, it took him afull week to recover.

"Oh, OK then. 1@ never really thought of it that way before. Thanks for telling
me, and 1® let my mum know, too."

With that, the Space-worm went off into another dimension, which seemed to suggest
he@ missed the point somewhat. And, for the first time, a human being saw what a
wormcast in space looked like. And he retched continuously for eighteen hours, after
which he vomited for twelve hours, spewed up for fourteen and a half hours and finally
was sick in abucket containing seaweed and lemons, for some strange reason. To
make matters worse, despiteall of Zero-bit® efforts, the air-conditioning just
couldn®cope with trying to keep that smell out....

Captain Disaster and Zero-bit did receive an invitation to Megamorphic city for their
troubles. They didn® as they@ hoped, receive any money, but they were turned into
dung beetles for a day, free of charge. When asked about their experiences as dung
beetles, they said that it had been a day full of "interesting and varied challenges.”
Quite how they turned a computer into a dung beetle and back again is something we
won®go into here, but Bill Gates, eat your heart out.

Meanwhile, there was a distress call being sent out from a ship somewhere close to
Delta Pavonis. In our next exciting episode, Captain Disaster and Zero-bit team up
with a team of interplanetary mercenaries, and go somewhere else. The distress call
remains unanswered, and the crew of the ship die horribly and needlessly of radiation
poisoning, but hey, that®life!



Captain Disaster.
Episode 4

M er cenaries.

Teaming up with a band of inter-planetary, inter-galactic, mega-cool mercenaries
was all very well, but they tended to talk about very boring things, such as being heroic,
macho, cool and a lot of other things that Captain Disaster just couldn®relate to. So
Zero-Bit took command of the ship, blew them up and decided to take on the current
mission all by himself. Well, he (it?) decided for Captain Disaster that Captain Disaster
should take on the current mission all by himself. However, as the current mission
was to take a bowl of Acturan figs to arestaurant in East Acton, such minor
guibbles were merely mere minor quibbles to the quibbless captain, who wasn®a minor,
either.

"So what do we do when it® the Mercenaries Open Day then?', asked Captain
Disaster.

"We run like mad and hope that they don® catch us and throw wet sponges at us”,
came the calm, balmy, docile, pacific, restful, serene, smooth and imperturbable reply.
Which was, at the same time, quite insane.

"It® not their wet sponges that worry me, it® their high-powered, hi-tech,
megablasting, pumping, kicking, ultra-sonic booming laser and missile capabilities’,
said CD. (Asheshal be known whenever | get tired of typing Captain Disaster, which
is, um, quite often really.)

At that very moment, a high-powered, hi-tech, megablasting, pumping, kicking, ultra-
sonic booming banana-split was launched at CD® ship, Disaster Area. It was redly
just as well, then, that Zero-Bit accidentally dropped 300,000,000 KM out of deep
space into even deeper space at that moment. Quite why he did this shall forever be put
downto "pilot error”, but we all know better, don®we?

"Quick, open communications’, said CD, forgetting to say the words "sub-space”
before the word "communications’, which really shows this series up for the cheap and
tacky seriesitis. That sort of mistake would never have taken place on "Star Trek". Or
even "Buck Rogers'.

Despite this disturbing lack of professionalism, Zero-Bit made it so. Captain
Disaster spoke worriedly, asif worried. "Please leave me aone, | didn®mean to blow up
your mates, it was my computer, hedid it, | mean it did it, | mean... please
don®hurt me", he wailed patheticaly.



"That® right, drop me in it as usua", complained Zero-Bit. "After al the times |@e
saved your life, too!"

"OK, name one time when you save my life."

"Hundreds of times, when your back® been up against the wall, when you®e had no
chance, no hope, no future, I®e come along and saved you."

"Name one specific instance."

"So many times |@e saved you, and this ishow you repay me!"
"Name onetime."

Silence ensued loudly.

Just then a voice that would chill even a Drug Baron® heart came over on the
communications channel. "Captain, you killed our little boys, our harmless little angels
who never did anything wrong, well apart from blowing up grandma and they
promised us that was a mistake.... Because of this, do you know what we' re going to do
to you? Wege going to tie you up and force you to watch the same episode of
T.J.Hooker, over and over again, until you can give us the exact number of folliclesin
William Shatner®wig multiplied by the number of women he snogs who are even uglier
than those he snogged in Star Trek. At the same time, we shall repeatedly hit you
around the head with our atomic rolling pins, and give you a haircut. With an atomic
meat-cleaver!”

CD was worried. He hadn® had a haircut for over a year now, and had grown
accustomed to being a hairy mess. Or a messy hair, but that depends on your point of
view. Either way, he wasn®about to become a fashion victim now, all for the sake of
looking like a naked chef.

Zero-Bit, being possessed of an 1Q of over 6,000, had worked out that they had been
talking to the deceased mercenariesOmums. (Congratulations to all readers who had
also worked this out - you must be more intelligent than you seem. It seemsto me that
anyone who actually reads this series must be a bit thick, but thereyou go. | stand to be
corrected by a flood of MENSA members who are avid fans of Captain Disaster. Or
then again, maybe | don®) He needed to use every single brain cell he was possessed of,
which was none actually because he didn® posses any brain cells, just an electronic
imitation of a neura network, with electrostatic conversion of the data arrays to
correspond to synapse activity in a norma brain. But we won® get needlessly
complicated right now.



"Now look here, woman, your son was a thieving, conniving, evil, corrupt, depraved,
malicious, vile and wicked person. And he supported Arsenal!”, said Captain Disaster
to the woman in the other ship, after looking up in his new book, "The art of tactful

and diplomatic relations for the everyday man with mercenaries@nums on histail, about
to do something rather nasty to him with an atomic mesat-cleaver".*

"l know, but that®his right, isn®it?"

"Um...", Captain Disaster thought furiously (well, he pretended to, and then fell asleep
for afew hours, but hetalksin his sleep so that®all right then), "Well, | think it'smy
right to have blown him up then."

"Soyoudiddoit! | was going to let your computer off, since | think he® quite cute
anyway, but now you have admitted responsibility. And it® my right, in that case, to
blow you up. Nyah nayhsherh. Bleh. Blughdgfjh."

CD looked disgusted and threw up, while Zero-Bit looked smug and confused. "Nyah
nayhsherh. Bleh. Blughdgfjh" was Altairian for "Excuse me, what is the best way to
get to the next hyperspace-jump location?".

"Molel", shouted Zero-Bit triumphantly after a momentsCthought that lasted
several days. The mercenaries@numsSship disintegrated.

Captain Disaster woke up three years later. "What happened?’, he asked the
computer.

"l just said mole and she vanished."

Captain Disaster thought about this. "Ah, that® Altairian for &xcuse me, can you
please disintegrate yourself now so that | can goto bed and lead an ultimately happy,

successful and useful life, isn®it?"

"Um, no it isn®actually, but thanks for asking. | don®know what it means, | just
said it for alaugh, that®all.”

"And it worked?'
"And it worked."

"Oh."

*  Available from al seedy bookshops from "How To Extricate Y ourself From Unlikely Yet Dangerous
Situations Press'. RRP - Two frogs and a pomegranate.



"So much for Altairian?"
"So much for Altairian.”
"Oh."

"This episode is finished?"

"This episode is finished."

"Ah."

"Ah?’

"Well, | just got fed up of saying ©h©

"Hang on, this conversation isn® meant to be part of this episode now!"
"You call this aconversation?'

"Well, not really, but still, it® the principle of the thing."

"What, you mean the fact that we stopped getting paid after 1,094 words?’

"Exactly."



Captain Disaster.
Episode 5.

A Newish Hope.

The planet Galgatron was under attack. This passed unnoticed by the majority of the
universe, as it was in alittle known corner of the Andromeda galaxy, of which little was
known anyway. But it just so happened that our gallant, smooth, suave, sophisticated
(Just why is it that those two words are so inseparable?), handsome, lonesome, dove-like
hero, Captain Disaster no less, was there at the time.

"SOS! SOS!"

"What®that, ZB? | thought that SOS calls were generally reserved for emergencies of
the gravest proportions?”

"They are. |® patch you through to whoever it is calling.”

Captain Disaster (from now on in this story he® be known as CD) listened intently.
He was a bit annoyed though, if the truth were told. Just before the test match started
between Earth and Mars, some rotten distress call! The Earth side were, of course,
expected to lose badly. The selectors had been rowing again. The Earth team’s captain
had been banned for calling the selectors a bunch of... well, a very naughty word. The
former earth captain had been the popular choice for a place on the group of selectors.
Some hope. Someone else went for the job, with the full backing of his club, who then
decided they wanted him to keep hisjob with them. Earth®@administration had done
an incredible job of messing up the ticket allocations. Not only that, but al of the old,
nearly retired players from the other Sol planets were going to play in Earth® top
league, reputedly the finest in the cosmos. Asif. That was why none of the Earth
teams got anywhere in the sol championships, | suppose.

Anyway, having gone through practically every recent scandal in the recent history of
Earth® zero-G basketball team, we® get back to the plot.

(There®aplot? That®newsto me - the writer).

Hm. Anyway, we all want to know what the SOS was about, don®we?
Y eswe do.

No, redly.



"Weee under attack from the evil Dark Maiden", wailed the voice of a Galgetronian.
"She® got a new weapon, the Dead Guitar, which she®going to play with disastrous
consequences for us al if you can®help us!”

"Oh. Anything else?", replied CD, sure that he@ heard this all before.

"Yes. The Dark Maiden just happens to have been corrupted from a good Judo Kite,
who just happens to be the father of atrainee Judo Kite who was supposed to save us, but
he forgot his lines and had to be taken away. Ubi-Two Kanubi happens to have died
fighting the Dark Maiden, and not only that but the Torso is not with us any more!"

"The Torso? Not the Torso?!"

"Y es, indeed, the Torso of Inspector Semaphore!™

"Thisis grievous newsindeed. What must | do?"

"Kill the Dark Maiden!"

CD thought about this before shaking his head. "No, | cannot do that, for how are
there to be five sequels if all the main characters are dead?"

"Oh don® worry about that.  This isn® even the beginning redly. There® two
installments before this one even. Or maybe three. | don®know when they@ going to
turn up. But will you help us?"

"Well..."

"Help us Captaino Disastero, you@e our only hope."

"Don®you think you®e being a bit over-dramatic?’

"Well, dear, |@e got to win my Oscar somehow or | may just as well spend the rest of
my life writing novelsin the bath, mightn®I?"

"Hm, | suppose so. Where®the ruthless, handsome, debonair mercenary that® meant
to help you then? Didn®he turn up or something? Weren®you offering him enough
money?"

"Captain Disaster, you are he!"

"In that case, how come | don®get a funny big furry thing? He got one. It®not fair.”

"Weee wasting time." The voice faded for amoment, as if she were trying to think of
something to say.



"| just want you to know, good luck. Weee all counting on you."

"ZB, have you ever had afeeling of dgja-vu?’

"Didn®you just say that?"

Finding the Dark Maiden was easy. CD just followed his nose. It wasn®a clever
thing to do, and it didn®take any specia skill or ability. He couldn®help it redly, his
nose just had adeath grip on the front of hisface.

He confronted the evil monstrosity. "Dark Maiden, prepare to meet your doom!
Actualy, you look alot like my mother, but we won®go into that right now. Die!"

With that he took out his Dark Maiden Destroyer™ and destroyed her. "Oh, that was
easy!", he thought, and then went on to try and prove that black was white. Perhaps it
is fortunate that he was too thick to manage that, as there were zebra crossings aplenty
(although, strangely, no zebras) on Galgatron as he walked around it as the guest of
honour shortly afterwards.

Then he saw the princess he had talked to on the distress channel (damn
communications company charged him premium rates for tuning into that). She
looked like... well, imagine if you can a cross between an African elephant and a
duck-billed platypus in drag. Perhaps it is understandable, then, that CD made a run for
it.

He reached the ship, jumped in through the closed door, and said in a commanding,
yet thoughtful; hostile, yet pleasant tone, "Get us out of here ZB!™

"OK, boss. On one condition.”
"WHAT! 221"
"That you let me choose the destination.”

"What?! OK, sure, choose any destination you like. | promise | won® complain.
Honest."

"OK, weee outta here!”, said Zero-Bit. No more than five hours later, they were off
the ground.

"OK, so where exactly do you want to go, silicon brains?"

"Right there, organic dog-meat."



"There? Where®there?' Captain Disaster was beginning to get hysterical. Not that
anyone would have noticed the difference.

"Where 1@ pointing.”
"But you haven®got any fingersto point with!"

"So are you discriminating against me because of that? | could sue you for that, you
know."

"Look, 1® just shut up now, and you can go wherever you want."
"Honest Indians?’

"Honest Indians. What have Indians got to do with it, anyway? Are you saying that
an honest Englishman isn®good enough for you?'™"

Unfortunately, Zero-Bit® navigation wasn®so good. He drove straight into a black
hole.

Isthisthe end?
Will our hero ever gauge himself on peanut butter and Acturan Megaprawn again?

We will find out in the next exciting issue in which our heroes escape from the
immense, almost infinite gravetic pull of the black hole, go to Acturus and visit a peanut
butter factory which also breeds Megaprawn for eating.

Damn, |®@e given the game away just a little bit there, haven®1? And after 1@ so
skillfully built up the tension and anticipation, too. Oh well, now you®e bought the
ebook and can’'t get a refund, it matters little to me how many episodes you actually
deign to read, thus honouring the memory of the 4,198th (or lower) greatest science-
fiction writer of all time. (Me.)

So there.



Captain Disaster.
Episode Six

Timedrive.

"1@e made atime-drive’, announced Zero-Bit.

Captain Disaster looked up from his Acturan Megaprawn. Little bits of seafood
splattered across the control panel in front of it. It really was a most disgusting sight.

"Oh yeah? And what about the black hole, eh? We®e just escaped from a black hole,
and all you can think about is a stupid time drive? You®e got your priorities on the
wrong things, ZB. You should live in the real world. Set goals and achieve them. Be
alive. Follow my superlative example.”

Zero-Bit let off along burst of static. "And what, pray, have you been thinking about
and doing since we escaped, thanks to, | have to say, my ingenuity? When |
mentioned it, you thought the slingshot technique was something to do with rubber
bands!"

"|@e been eating. Fancy another slice of Megaprawn?”
"Y ou disgust me."
Captain Disaster thought about this at length.

"So, isthat ayesor ano?'

ZB was persistent about his timedrive. He kept going on and on and on and on and on
and on and on etc etc for goodness sake this is getting to be areally ridiculous sentence
oh no | can®stop 1@ in aterminal warp or isthat aflux um shouldn®there be a full stop
or a few dozen commas here somewhere. (The author there showed signs of repetitive
strain injury asrelated to the brain. After taking his case to the judge, with conclusive
evidence that it was a real ailment, the judge decided in hisincomprehensible wisdom
that it wasn® a real disease and that the writer was just being a big girl and making a
fuss out of nothing.*) Anyway, to make an aready long story push into the
very limits of human tedium, they tried it out.

*  The views expressed herewith are not necessarily those of the author.



CD was not exactly wild about the idea, thinking that they@ had quite enough
adventures recently. In doing so, he completely missed the point of being the main
character of a science fiction series, and I, the author, had a good row with him about it,
not for the first time.

You may at this point notice worrying signs that I, Le Author, have reached a stage
where reality and fiction have merged into one impenetrable mass, leaving me prone to
talking about Captain Disaster as if he was a real person, not merely the product of an
extremely warped imagination. Well, | say to you, just prove me wrong. Go on, just try.

Anyway...

What happened is best explained by leaving it unsaid. However, |@e never been one
to take the easy route in anything. (This is why going from Hounslow to Putney and
back, a journey of less than ten miles, takes me three days each time.) They (CD&ZB)
went forward in time, only to find that time had caught up with them. Then they went
back in time, and time slowed down to keep up (down?) with them. Then they stood till
in time, caught it out, and watched in great amusement as time galloped off into the
future, getting a speeding ticket before realising what had happened and coming back.

Zero-Bit attempted to explain what had happened.
"Timeis curved, right?"
"l always thought it was linear."

"Right, so that® settled then. Thus, if you try to go in any direction on the surface of
a spherical object, thus moving at different speeds, but actually staying exactly the
same distance away from the centre, your speed in relation to the speed of light, taking
into account the gravitational effects of planetary and solar bodies, given that there®
an @&Cin the month and that the Spice Girls are top of the charts in more than half the
countries in the world, is actually equal to the average speed of light travelling through
every different type of surface in East Acton on the twelfth of July, 1765CE. This
being the case, mc/2IR* number of singles sold by Diana Ross in her whole lifet+the entire
population of the world as a percentage of the population of the entire universe which is
addicted to ER at any onetime=c/1. Therefore, time, although being avariable, isin
fact a constant. You may understand it better if you imagine a helicopter crashing into
Pavoroti."

"Why?"
"Y ou aways think better that way."

Captain Disaster looked blank for a brief second that lasted nineteen hours. Suddenly,
ayear later, the beautiful simplicity of ZB®explanation hit him like a brick covered with



horrible crawly things that answer to the name of Albert. Four decades after this, he
shook his head slowly, let out a huge sigh (he@ been holding his breath for 40 years),
and exclaimed "Eurekal"

"You mean you get it? You actualy get it? You understand? You know? You
believe? Tell me you believel”, shouted Zero-Bit, in an American Evangelical style
frenzy.

CD looked very smug. "Yes. | seeit clearly now. Timeis like ajourney; the time it
takes to reach your destination is relative, not only to the distances and speed involved,
but the level of expectation, wakefulness and interest of your consciousness. Therefore,
whatever speed you go through time at, you appear to be travelling at the same speed,
because your consciousness keeps pace with it."

Zero-Bit blew severa circuits as he realised the perception of Captain Disaster was
improving at an exponential rate. He was still arank moron, of course, but that was such
an improvement over what he had been...

But he hadn® finished yet, he was on a role. "So, if in the past | asked myself
something in the future, | could answer it in the present, theoriseon it in the future, and
go back to the past and answer the question before | even ask it. But hold on! Then |
wouldn® understand the answer, because | wouldn® know what | was answering! Or
why | was answering a question | hadn®asked. 1@ think | was mad."

"As opposed to everyone else thinking it" muttered Zero-Bit. All the good work he@
done on improving the Captain®psychological condition had now been undone.

Suddenly, as quickly as a stream of tachyons passing through yesterday® porridge, a
message came over on the microwave.

"Why can® you just use the communications network properly, just like everyone
else?' complained the walking Disaster.

"l@n unique”, said the mysterious entity. 1@ also a mysterious entity."
"What®the point? The story®nearly over”, said CD.

"Just so that @) Y ou®e had one outside character in the episode and b) so that | can
keep coming back in future episodes when the scriptwriter®@got writer®@block."

"Oh, OK then."
And with that, the author ran out of patience with this entirely stupid episode and

gleefully wrote another few hundred words to his novel which he® been working on
forever and aday, and which still isn®finished to this day.



It happened just so. And that® how the teenage girl got her spots and lost 90% of her
socia appeal.

"Goodbye", said Captain Disaster and Zero-Bit in that way that characters in children®
TV programs usually do. Then they realised that it was probably adults reading them, or
at least adolescents who viewed themselves as adults, so they said it again, in more
macho voices, and made some unfunny joke that was in some way relevant to the
episode, and laughed until the screen faded out.

Oh yes, they@ seen Buck Rogers and Star Trek:Next Generation enough times to do
that. They were professionals,
they were.



Captain Disaster.
Episode 7.

" Correctness, Politically Speaking."

It wasn® every day that you fell through a freak wormhole in the space-time
continuum (unless, of course, you€ a member of the Enterprise crew), but that was
exactly what had happened to Captain Disaster. (I mean, every other day maybe, but
every day was frankly ridiculous.) After his previous encounter with a wormhole (and
wormcast) in space, CD was a bit skeptical about the effects on his olfactory senses, but
fortunately the ship® Smell-o-Filter™ was working that day.

Perhaps unsurprisingly, as this happens so often in Skiffy stories, he came across earth
in the future. (Same world, different dimension / parallel astra plane, different part of
the space-time continuum sort of thing.)

"London looks a hit like a frog these days' commented CD, who had caught up with
the plot remarkably quickly. Thiswas especially exceptional due to the fact that, in the
previous 6 episodes, not one plot had been chanced upon.

"No, that® Paris' remarked the remarkably unremarkable computer, Zero-Bit.

"Ah. Now | understand why my geography teacher joined M16."

Landing on the floor in Paris was forbidden, so they did it anyway. The person who
cameto meet them from Customs spoke English with an over-the-top accent.

"Yo cinnot lond har. Et eese fobeedan."

Zero-Bit thought it was al abit stereotyped and shot him with a Scum-NeutraliserTM.
With that they went to London, hoping to find them speaking normal English, and not the
type of English spoken by the "English” in American films. They also hoped to avoid
anyone who might make the kind of stomach-churning speech
that the president did in Independence Day. In both respects, they succeeded.

"Right, you@e nicked." (Okay, so they didn®completely escape inane stereotypes.)

"Why? What have we done?" asked a confused Captain.

"We ain®done noffink wrong, we ain@" interjected ZB, quickly dispelling the myth
that computers can® speak bad English.



"For not speaking properly! And, prior to that, for parking in an unauthorised parking
gpace, with an unidentified space-faring vessel, for an undisclosed purpose. You are
hereby charged with traffic-code violation number 21435b subsection g paragraph 42f
line 465r, footnote #*@@. You have the right to remain silent. But | must warn you
that, if you later remain silent when not doing so now, or relying in the future on
something you say in the future but not now, or if you forget what you®e said at any
time and then try to rely on it in court, or say something, forget it, then remember it and
fail to rely on it in court when asked to restore certain details omitted from your
testimony when | ask you in five minutes, or say nothing, then say something, | forget
to write it down, then remember it, and you try to claim you never said it even though
you did and | managed to recall it and made a record for the court, you may be
liable to hanging. In the event of none of these things happening, you may be tried for
treason, or heard for heresy. If | don®like your face, | have no right whatsoever to shoot
you like a dog on the spot, but that won®stop me from doing it. If you get on the wrong
side of the Masonic Lodge, especidly the local one of which | am a member, you
will be forced to walk through the House of Commons wearing a white apron and
some pretty little bells, and hung upside down in a block of concrete under Tower
Bridge, and then tried for committing suicide. Is that perfectly clear and
understandable?" asked a slightly out of breath Sergeant (soon to be made DCI).

"No" replied CD and ZB in perfect unison.

"Right, off to the station with you then."

The station was of a completely unremarkable design, which | won®remark on. There
were signs up everywhere advertising the latest craze: persona police people. These
were people, who also happened to be police, who provided a personal service. (You@
never have worked it out by yourself, would you?)

The Chief Superintendent intentionally inclined his head so as to make it appear
bigger than it was. As no-one was looking, this was something of a wasted effort, but at
least there was a mirror close by for him to note the effect. His moustache draped into
his cup of tea. The lice from his moustache gladly jumped in and drowned themselves.
Theirs, after all, had been unhappy existences. He flossed thrice daily, and little bits of
plague attached themselves to the hairy protrusion above his lip, sometimes
disemboweling alouse in the process.

"Name?' he growled gruffly, gleefully glancing at Glenda, who was perching her
pencil precariously in a predictably ponderous position.

"Pardon? My ear-wax just proliferated”, said Captainos Disasteros, the famous Greek
gusset gleaner.

"Obstructing the course of justice, are you? Right, take him to the dock charged with
first degree murder. And find him guilty.” He leant back on his chair, sneering an evil



sneer evilly. As he fell over backwards, that evil sneer became something more akin to
the expression of aman who®just made himself look very stupid indeed.

"And charge him with burglary, too!", said the chair (apparently).

"Capitan Disatser” mispronounced the judge, "you are hereby charged with lots of
rather naughty things and thereby sentenced to death by halitosis.”

"Do | haveright of appeal ?"

"No."

"What about alawyer?’

"No."

"Cigarette?’

"No thanks, | just ate.”

"What?'

"Yes, | know."

"Can | a least go to thetoilet, then?"

"Well al right then, but only if you promise not to climb out of the window and
escape. Do you promise?’

"Of course | do. Don®you trust me or something?'

"As a precaution against litigation, of course [® say | trust you."

Captain Disaster should have kept his promise. The toilet was on the twenty-ninth
floor.

As he stood in front of the very old people with very bad breath, trying to put his teeth
back in, CD reflected on the time his nostrils had been subjected to the unbearable stench
of afreshly made space-wormcast. (See episode 3 for more details - see how neatly it all
fits together? And you thought it was a less than tightly-plotted series, didn®you? Go
on, be honest.)



This present stink was nowhere near as bad, and his executioners would probably pass
out (or pass away) long before he even felt faintly nauseous.

But he hadn®reckoned with Grandma Gloom. She had never failed to wreak a vile
destruction upon any of her victims, even if they@ been dustbinmen (dustbinpeople) or
farm-hands (farm-limbs). CD felt the world was about to end.

Y et salvation was at had.
"Stop!"
Granny stopped breathing.

"Look, I@ sorry about this. Could you please describe your ethnic background
again?'

"White Caucasian male, IC1" Captain D managed to gasp through the fumes.

The young attendant who was asking the questions began to take off his gas mask, but
then thought better of it. "It seems there®been a bit of an administrative blunder. We®e
filled our quota of white Caucasian males for this tax year. If we beat budget we® have
to do more next year aswell. So you@e freeto go."

"What? 1@ free to go? Does this sort of thing happen a lot? How much can | sue
you for? Are there any grounds for sexual or racial discrimination to be clamed? Have
| been the victim of malicious ageism? What do the Europeans think about all this?"

The young attendant who had been asking all the questions looked dlightly peeved.
"Look, | ask all the questions around here. Got it? It says so here."

He pointed to his name badge and, sure enough, it said "I ask all the questions around
here."

An innocent little old lady walked past. She had purple-grey skin (as most people
did who lived in Sellafield in the twenty-fifth century. (Don®ask how I know it was
the 25thcentury. It just was. And no, CD didn®bump into Buck Rogers while he was
there, although that might happen in afuture episodeif 1@ really stuck for idess...))

"Oi! You! You€e nicked and hereby sentenced to death by Bodily Odour!"

And so it was that the quotas were filled evenly and correctly. Thus peace, justice,
The American Way and equality were ensured for all, and no-one got upset because the
section of the population they belonged to were accused with committing a
disproportionate percentage of felonies. As long as the blame was apportioned equally
and dispassionately, it didn’'t realy matter anymore who actually committed the crime.
Or that’ s what the politically correct |obby told everyone, anyway.



The Europeans as a whole didn®like the fact that The American Way hadn® been
eradicated, but then no-one liked the Europeans as a whole (although, of course,
everyone loves the English), and Hollywood still ruled the film world, so no-one
really cared. (Except the Europeans - but then no-one cared about them, you see. It kind
of makes senseg, if you have two bottles of Bacardi and a banana.)

"How®the Brave New World then?"' asked Zero-Bit.
"Bizarre. Well, let®©get out of here."

"How do we do that then?"

"Just create a field replicating the wormhole we came in by and we® be back where
we started from, no problem.”

"It all sounds a bit unlikely to me, not to mention a contrived way of avoiding atricky
part of theplot. Areyou sureit will work?"

"Why not? It did in First Contact.”

Zero-Bit madeit so.

And so another episode comes to its natural (unnatural?) conclusion, with al the
tricky parts of the plot that would have been difficult to explain tactfully ignored, thus
proving that the prime directive was only there to be broken in every single episode
anyway, that Shakespearean actors don® snog as many women per episode as
T.J.Hooker, and that the force was probably never with Mark Hammil® acting career
after Return of the Jedi.*



And in nice, very easy to read 14 point instead of the normal, nasty, hard on
the eyes 10 point! All hail and rejoice!

*

Please address all libel claimst to:

HAL 2000 Mailing Systems Inc.,

PO Box Infinity (careful drivers will be crushed by the not-so-careful -
ones) and Beyond,

Jurassic Park,

The Lost World,

West World,

How-Many-M ore-Films-And-Books-Can-I-Rip-Off-Here-Land,

42 Redlity Dysfunction Central,

The Land That Time Forgot,
|@n-Pretty-Sure-The-Above-Must-Be-Better-Than-TLW-Even-Though-I-
Haven® Seen-The-Former,

|-Wonder-How-Many-Copyright-L aws-1@n-Breaking-Here,
Oh-Weéll-This-1s-Getting-Ridiculous-Now-And-1@-Getting-RSI,

Beta Centuri.

Footnotesto the footnotes

# Please only submit intentions to sue if you@e serious. The
scandalous comments were all made in good faith and it®@only
right and fair that you should respond in kind.



Captain Disaster.
Episode 8.

"Virgin on the Ridiculous."

A three year-old maiden sat down in the comfy leather chair aboard the Starship
"Ridiculous’. (Get the pun in the title now?) This has nothing to do with the rest of the
story, but | thought it was too good a pun to simply dismiss. | could have been redlly
cruel and said it was Richard Branson on the ship, but his legal team would probably
make me go up in the air in a big hot air balloon and dump me in the Atlantic, so |
thought 1@ better not say anything likethat at all. See what a sensitive author | am?

(Real Title) - " The Land That Time Didn't So Much Forget AsJust
Didn't Remember All That Well."

(Neither does this name have anything whatsoever with the story, it® just a rather
sorry attempt at a take on afilm title which was also mentioned in the previous episode.
Never mind though.)

Captain Disaster was in trouble. Not only was his ship, Disaster Area, under attack
from mutant creatures named Ghhdizodcnzxjcsofihsixwenrofhricarbudrydixhrnfjvycui
(try pronouncing that after twelve beers - well, just try pronouncing that at all!), but also
he had a little bit of hair that just wouldn®lay down, no matter how much water,
spray, gel, grease or laxative he applied. It was on days like this that he wished he@
listened to what his mother used to tell him. (If you@ wondering what his mother used
to tell him, | can®tell you, partly because he hadn® been listening and partly because
|@n plagiarising like mad here and it really shouldn®be allowed.)

Just as he learned the secret of prehensile hair management, his ship got caught in a
tractor beam.

"Oh great", complained Zero-Bit, the ship® computer. "All this high tech., mind-
blowing technology, all this fantastic weaponry we have on board, and we still end up
getting mullered by a piece of ancient farming equipment.”

"Don®worry, everything will be all right. My hair looks fine now, and that® more
important than any kind of agricultural implementation | can think of."

Aboard the enemy vessel, there were lots of women wearing very short skirts.



"Weee not stereotypes’, they all chorused in unison, "and neither are we merely sex
objects, despite the fact that we al wear improbably skimpy uniforms. Neither are the
aliens we meet who are female humanoid in appearance there smply for the male
Captain to have a snog with, despite the fact that they too wear very revealing costumes,
and snog the male Captain alot for no apparent reason."”

"Okay, sounds sensible to me", said Captain Disaster.

The enemy captain came up to him and squeaked.

"|@n sorry, | didn®quite catch that", said CD.

It squeaked again. (Could this be an alusion to ST:V?) CD decided to give up, and
shot her.

"Thank you, that® much better”, said a voice behind him.

Disaster turned round, and was most surprised to see something surprising, which is
strange as normally you are only surprised in science fiction to see something which is
not, on the face of it, surprising. It was an android, only it was both male and female.

"Can | help you?' asked the man with perfectly flattened hair.

"You just did. You see, her voice really got on my nerves. So did her @ven though
@ a hard-bitten captain and just as good as any man, I@e still got my sensitive,
feminine side too@ct. So shooting her was the only humane thing to do. It might
even be described as the only viable option."

CD drank it al in like a dog lapping at the shores of knowledge. (Don®say there®
never any imagery in this series.)

"So, who might you be?"

The android pondered over this for some time. "Well, | might be Al Capone. Or even
Meryl Streep. Or possibly both."

"Are you Al Capone then? Or Meryl Streep? Or even both? Is that why you are
male and female at the same time? Areyou, indeed, Al Meryl Capone Streep?’

"No. Don®be so ridiculous.”
CD scratched his head in mystification. "So, who are you then?"

"l am Flossy, android series XVRS-23dv."



"Then why did you say you might be Al Capone or Meryl Streep?? What was that all
about then?' Captain Disaster was at a loss. (Not an unusua situation for him,
admittedly.)

"You only asked who | might have been. | could conceivably been anyone. When
you asked me who | was, that was a completely different proposition altogether.”

"That was a completely different proposition™, said everyone.

"And", concluded Flossy, "as such there could only be one conceivable answer, and
that was Flossy, which is my name. Unless, of course, | was lying, in which case | could
have claimed to be anyone, for example Al Capone or Meryl Streep. And | could well be
such, for you knoweth not that | be not who | say 1@ not."

The Captain® head was spinning at this point. (That® Captain Disaster® head, not the
head of the dead female captain with a voice like that of someone who accidentally fell
into a cauldron of distilled helium when she was a baby.) In the end he decided that he@
call the android Flossy anyway, because such a silly name flattered his own inferiority
complex.

"So, basically what you@e telling me is that this long, drawn out and hopelessly banal
piece of dialogue merely serves the purpose of handling that tricky subject of
introducing a new character to an aready established series, while shedding light on
certain peculiar personality traits you have, such as your strange obsession with Al
Capone and Meryl Streep, also your habit of occasionadly lapsing into semi-
Shakespearean archaic speech, and the fact that you are probably even more of amoron
than me, while at the same time allowing me to speak the most ludicrously lengthy
piece of prose ever put down inasingle sentence." (seefootnote *)

While CD got his breath back, Flossy decided to revert to smaller sentences.

"Yes', hesaid.

* | rang the Guinness Book of Records, but sadly they told me that this 105 word sentence palls beside
the mammoth 894 word sentence spoken by a horse-racing commentator called Breathless Bertie. While
admitting that it was probably, in actual fact, several sentences, they were said so fast and so close together
that no-one, even trained linguistic experts, could separate one from another. And so it came to be that, in
the course of time, it was accepted as one sentence. The commentator was helped to

this record by the fact that Venusian horse-owners give their horses incredibly long names. An extreme
example of this is the horse "The Whistler® Last Tune That Became A Top Selling Song For The Little
Green Men But Didn® Help Him At All Because It

All Happened Seventy Years After He Had Died And Thus Relinquished Copyright". And that
horse wasn®even in this particular race. Meanwhile, the 1,000 word limit remains the ultimate target for
all heirs apparent to his throne.



Zero-Bit was not pleased. Of al the scummy dross in the entire universe, Captain
Disaster had to take pity on this pathetic weasel and bring him/her (Hhierm?) aboard.

Happily, though, the weasel died while trying to eat itself and ZB quite liked Flossy.
(See footnote #)

"So, what can you do?" asked Disaster.
"l can sing, dance and tell jokes", replied the new crew member.
"What useit that?" exclaimed CD.

"You® see. Something will happen in another episode, or even maybe this one,
which will vindicate me and show how valuable my assets are, even though you don®
appreciate them at first. When that does happen, which it surely shall, you will quickly
develop a new-found respect and liking for me and make me your second in command,
best buddy, main man and things like that. And then you will say something which
shows the moral of the story, some profound statement of hope and encouragement that
we can al better ourselvesif wetry."

Captain Disaster looked at Flossy for one long moment. He nodded slowly, and
opened his mouth to say something highly profound and moving.

"What a complete load of tosh. 1®e a good mind to throw you off the ship and fire a
Photon Torpedo™ at you."

"Y ou haven®got a good mind full stop” said Zero-Bit.

"Oh, siding with the new boy, huh? Weéll, new boy/girl/thing, anyway. 1®@e got a
good mind to show you the door, too!" fumed the man who, if you put the fourth
vowel between hisinitials, would be a type of fish commonly eaten on Fridays.

Zero-Bit was having none of it. "Look, mate, |et® get things straight here. Firstly,
@ not siding with anyone. Secondly, and | refer here to my previous comments, you do
not have a sound or good mind. Thirdly, you cannot possibly throw me out of the ship as
| am an integral, nay, intrinsic part of the ship® structure. Fourthly, | know exactly
where the door is. Fifthly, um, well, that® it really so there isn®a fifth element, unless
some French bloke thinks about it for 20 years or so. And then | wouldn®want Bruce
Willisto star init. Not as me, anyway."

# No animals were harmed in the making of this story. In no way is the maltreating or blatant murder of
any creatures (even Spice Girls) condoned in this episode, | just state the facts as they are. The word
"happily" is used in connection to Zero-Bit®feelings, not my own. | myself was actually quite upset by the
whole unhappy incident.



Captain D couldn®really argue with any of the above points, especialy the fifth, but
he noticed that the trend of lapsing into semi-Shakespearean speech was catching. This
was worrying, because it might end up with all of them having to wear tights. Not that he
didn®have the legs for it. It was the feet he didn®have, not since that incident involving
two elephants, a bulldozer, fourteen gallons of Gin and the South African rugby union
second XV.

"Oh no, weee under attack again!  Quick, pull down the hatches and button down
the... buttons!" beeped Zero-B. (Thus disguised, he tried to pass himself off as Zero-G
and get a job with the American Air Force, but was quickly found out by the man from
NASA whose name was Cody. As he had such a stupid name, however, no-one believed
him and Zero-B escaped, promising that for evermore he would call himself Zero-Bit or
ZB, as was right and proper, and had nothing whatsoever to do with the American
Dream, American Way Of Life, or American Pie.)

"Firstly, we haven®got any hatches and secondly, we haven®got any buttons, or even
zips, because velcro is dead trendy and the order of the day, as you should well know
from the many happy hours you®e spent watching Buck Rogersand other
quality Skiffy shows', said Flossy.

"Oh no, don®you start", mumbled the man whose name, should the first vowel be put
in between his initials, would be a dishonorable man, or a type of software package that
only people who think they@e really cool (but are not) know how to use.

Zero-Bit glared at both his crew-mates, which was no mean feat considering he had no
face. (In this sense, he did indeed look like Mel Gibson.) "Listen, they said they will
blow us up unless..."

His (or its) voice trailed off to leave a look of complete astonishment on his (or its)
face. (Which wasn®bad going at al, since he hadn®got one. Face, | mean.)

"What? What isit? Tell me, tell me!" cried the man who, should you put between his
initials the third vowel, would be a member of the police force who like to think of
themselvesas"The Biz".

"Well, they@e going to kill us unless someone sings, dances and tells ajoke.”

Captain Disaster gagged. (This meant Flossy only had the singing and dancing left to
do.)

"Well, what did | tell you?" asked Flossy.

"Okay, okay, so you€ now my second in command, my best buddy, my main man
and things like that. Are you happy now?"



"Good. So now you have to say something which shows the moral of the story, some
profound statement of hope and encouragement that we can all better ourselves if wetry."

CD thought about this. "Um..."

"Does it have to be uplifting?’

"Oh yes, very uplifting.”

"And intelligent?”

"Of course. Or, if that®too hard for you, intelligible will do.”

"That®hard enough.”

"Okay then, say something profound etc etc.”

"Um... Right. How about this: In atime when all about him were losing their heads,
Flossy not only kept his but a'so made a song and dance about it, telling a few dirty
jokes into the bargain, got promoted, got a new friend and was praised to the skies and
back, even though he®got a silly name."

"A bit cliché, but never mind, it was beautiful. Thank you."

Zero-Bit butted in. "Sorry to spoil your party, guys, but they didn®like the song you
did. They@e going to destroy us anyway."

(Gasp shock horror probe.)

ISIT THE END?

WILL CAPTAIN DISASTER, ZERO-BIT AND FLOSSY END UP AS SPACE-
JUNK?

ORWILL THEY MANAGE TO FIND A WAY OUT OF THEIR PREDICAMENT?
AND JUST WHY ISTHE ANDROID CALLED FLOSSY ANYWAY?
FIND OUT THISAND MORE IN THE NEXT EXCITING INSTALMENT OF:

CAPTAIN DISASTER IN THE 25TH CENTURY.



Captain Disaster.
Mission 9.

"Lighter Than Fast."

Flossy was standing innocently at the bar in the space- station they@ docked
at when the awkward question was popped by the man who, should you put the last
vowel in between hisinitials, would be repeatedly chewed by a cow.

"[t® because the couple who invented me couldn®decide on a gender, so they
made me both. Then they couldn®think of a name, so they decided to name my after
their cat, who they@ named after their tooth-care preference.”

The disarming frankness of the answer frankly disarmed CD. He thought at
length over the significance of this new discovery, redlised that there wasn® one, and
decided to take up the austere life of a Venutian Monk, and not understand Martians,
because of course Venutians and Martians are so unlike each other as to be like men and
women.

He then realised what a load of complete tosh it all was and demanded his
money back. This was given to him wrapped in a frozen mackerel, because of course, as
we al know, women are the superior sex. Which is why all the most famous writers,
composers, poets and acne-researchers (every zit zapped awork of art) in history have all
been women. Or have they? Was Shakespeare in fact a woman in disguise, thus signing
her name with an "X" as a symbol of freedom and liberation from the oppressive rule of
men, and wearing tights because it made her look good which of course was because she
wanted to look good for herself and not for the hated MEN?

The argument continues.

And to this day, nobody cares but for the small group associated with the
"WSWRFBBFBWRAWA" society. (Stands for "William Shakespeare Was Redly
Francis Bacon, But Francis Bacon Was Really A Woman Anyway". This, of course, is
complete tosh as well, for, as everyone knows, Francis Bacon was a pig, abeit a hugely
intelligent one.)

The bartender came and asked them if they@ like another drink. That
wouldn®have been unusua except the bartender was a biped with one leg. Hat wouldn®
be unusual but for the fact that he should have been called a uniped. That wouldn®have
been a problem but for the fact that, when he was walking, it looked for all the world that
he had two legs. It was most weird. There was also the fact that he would quite happily
shoot, or attack in one way or another, anyone who called him a uniped.

"Ooh look, there®a uniped!" shouted the man who, should you ask him what



the time was, would simply look puzzled and reply "I@n sorry, | don®believe in that sort
of thing."

As he peeled CD from the wall, Flossy reflected on the beauty of Saturn®
rings. It occurred to him that he would rather be there than here, that there was greater
charm in inanimate creation, and that Captain D was rather in need of a bath. And so the
famous expression "Kiss me, Hardy!" was born. (And you al thought it was something
to do with Nelson and his pet goldfish, didn®you? Just goes to show, you can®believe
everything you read in these science textbooks. Or anything at all that the teacher tells

you.)

At the precise moment that CD® ears gave up their attachment to the wall, a
lawyer came up. (For American readers, read "Attorney” for "Lawyer")

"Hynal Ludd, attorney-at-law™ he stated. (He was obviously American.)
"Wod?" asked the decapitated captain.

"| take it you want to sue the uniped?' asked the lawyer who should have
gone with the right to stay silent.

"Pick him up" said CD to Flossy. Then, looking him full in the face with all
his teeth showing (not a pretty sight as most of them were on the floor), he said "Yes, |®
take him for every penny he®got."

"Oh, don®do that!" said Hynal, "I need him to have some left so he can pay
me for suing you!"

It was then that a policeman walked up and arrested them both.
(Oh sorry, should that have been police-person? Apologies to any stupid,
pathetic feminists out there who haven®yet been locked away. Can you perhaps see a

kind of theme running through this?)

(NB - Any bras burnt in protest of this shambolic charade should be eco-
friendly, and not contain any CFC®)

"What have we been arrested for then? 1@ an attorney-at- law, 1® have you
know!" shouted Ludd, snorting a sausage.

"Y ou®e been sued."
"What?! What for?"

"For limbual discrimination."



"But | only called him auniped. After al, heisauniped!"

"I know that, but it®@limbuist to say it out loud."

"But he thumped my client and myself!"

Later, In Court...

"So | think it®@easy to see who the innocent victim is here" said the judge.
"Yes, | should think itis. I.." exclaimed Hynal Ludd. (Attorney-at-law.)

"Quiet! You®e caused quite enough trouble as it is. The bar-person you®@e
evilly insulted has suffered considerable stress and trauma. So I@n going to award twelve
million galactic credits damages, send him to counselling, and sentence you both to
twenty hours community service. You will star in a video about how not to call people
unipeds.”

As he sailed across the courtroom, the judge contemplated how much he
would fine himself, and avowed himself to serving community service by appearing in a
video about how not to fly across courtrooms.

While serving his community service, Captain Calamity met a man with an
unusual invention.

"Excuse me, what is that unusua invention you@e carrying?' he asked,
moments after smiling at the camera. Previous to smiling at the camera he had looked a
uniped full in the face and declared, "Excuse me, you nice alternatively-supported person,
can | buy you a drink?' The aternatively supported person was not only a uniped, but
also hideously ugly. So | suppose there®alesson in that. Somewhere.

The man, who was not a uniped, and who happened to be from Mars, said
"[t®@an LTF drive."

Captain D, calling on his vast knowledge of al things scientific, whacked and
wrecked his brains for hours, and rolled around naked in the mud for a year. Then he
said: "Wod?"

The Martian patiently explained. "Look, you no-good loser, you pathetic
weasel of a man, you scummy dross, you fiend, you wastrel, it stands for Lighter-Than-
Fast."

"Dum, shouldn®that be Faster-Than-Light?" questioned the only manin
living history to have more brain cells in the furry dice hanging from his dashboard than
in his head.



"It would by FTL then, dummy. Thisis LTF. It scrambles your molecules,
converts them into light particles, scatters them across the whole known universe, then
reconstitutes them into those little Tammagotchy things for kids everywhere to waste
lives that their parents had high hopes of, thus bringing down whole civilisations over the
centuries as peoples@ninds deteriorate to a level so low that not even American Football
fans can understand them."

CD took this al in with a look on his face that said "I@n forever blowing
bubbles, while dancing with the devil in the pale moonlight and ripping off lines from
films®. Then the profound repercussions of what had just been said to him hit home. He
looked at the man, a sage look on his face and an onion smell on his breath. He spoke his
words carefully and deliberately, mindful to give each word exactly the right nuance and
shade of meaning. Timing was crucial. The whole future of the universe lay in the
balance. He could not afford to make a single mistake, however tiny. Hiswords, spoken
with authority and conviction, would remain forever etched in the minds of future
generations of every race both under the sun and aboveit.

"Doesit hurt?"

On the whole, his community service proved to be tedious but painless, apart
from lunch, during which he was fed his own arm. Fortunately he was able to get another
one second-hand and at a perfectly reasonable price, abeit one with only two fingers.
Where the other ones were was not a pleasant subject, but | won®go into that right now.

The LTF drive had been sold to him by the man (who turned out to be the
devil, ever such a nice chap CD thought), for the paltry price of his soul. He would never
know the terrible price he would have had to pay, had not someone mistaken Lucifer for
afire-hazard and extinguished him once and for al with afire hydrant.

Back in the ship, CD asked ZB what the LTF drive could be used for, while
watching ET on TV. ZB replied that a PC PC PC was needed. (If you are ever so
dlightly confused, it stands for Politically Correct Police Constable® Personal Computer.)
CD asked if they were expensive and UFO (Flossy® full name was Uzbert Flossy
Osmand, but for obvious reasons he chose to be called only by his second name) stated
that HP was the order of the day. Then everyone got rather tired of this silly game of
using abbreviations all the time and decided to go to sleep.

When they awoke there was e-mail on the microwave. It was dlightly
overdone.

"Die, earthling scum!”, it said.
"Well that® not very nice, | must say!", cried CD, like a true English gent,

and prepared to die gallantly and nobly (or perhaps knobbly), for the English always like
brave losers. (And, according to cabinet ministers, they can®stand anyone who actually



does win things. So this author®in no danger of ever being unpopular with the British
public, then.) Fortunately, Zero-Bit wasn® British or European or even human, so he

blew up the offending ship with his trusty Ship-Blower-UpTM and everyone was happy.
Suddenly, asif from nowhere, came a knock on the door.
"Erm, ZB, we did actually take off, didn®we?" asked Seedy.

Zeeby looked annoyed. (WEell, his circuits glowed a reddish colour, anyway.)
"Of coursel did! What do you think | am?'

"Ummm...." Captain Disaster made this sound while trying to break the news
to ZB that he thought he was a rather sad excuse for a Skiffy character®
sidekick/computer/whatsit, but didn®have time to reply in full, which was a shame really
because Zero-Bit had been getting rather complacent over the past couple of episodes and
not really working for his/its money.

"Excuse me, | want to come in", said the handsome stranger, ignoring all the
rules of space, such asthat which said if you didn®wear a helmet in deep space youd die.

Ignoring all the rules of space-flight, especially the one that said you
shouldn®open a door in deep space on a Monday evening, they opened the door and let
the handsome stranger in.

"Sorry about that, but 1@ late, you see. 1®@e got to save the planet
Galgatron." He sounded like Alec Guinness with constipation.

"But 1@e aready done that! And | didn® get a big hary thing called a
Koowy! What®your problem?"

"Oh, hold on, that®the other episode, isn®it?' came the startled reply from a
man who was startled.

"What, you mean the first episode?’
"Y es, the forth episode.”

"The fourth episode?"

"That®the first episode.”

"So youee in the first episode?”
"Yes. Thefourth one."

"Wod?'



"Actually, that means | don®exist yet. Oh, hang on aminute. Yes| do. I@
just alot older than | am now." With that he aged before their eyes. "Then 1@ going to
die, and then I® be young again and start getting older. But if you kill me I will only
grow stronger. | think."

"Ah", said everybody, nodding their heads sagely, as they did from thyme to
thyme.

Ubi-Two took out his Light-SaberTM. "You see this? | can skewer kebabs
with this really quickly, so that Daft Mull can®kill me, you see" said he, resting both
earlobes on hisleft knee.

There was a woosh and awash, and there, standing before them, was Daft
Mull.

"How did you get here?' asked Flossy.

"Spotty beamed me up. | mean down. | mean... oh, never mind. These
transporters always scramble my brain.”

Daft Mull had a black face, which was also red. He began to fight Ubi-Two.

As the Light-Sabers swished and swung, it became clear that Daft was
winning. Captain Cold Cod thought he@ worked out the reason why by carefully
observing the social patterns of Rigel-4.

"Look, the dark one®got a bigger stick than Ubi!"

Abruptly John Williams changed the musical score and Ubi-Two started
winning.

"Oh look, it®@all gone different now! Wow! Let® put the Spice Girls on and
see what happens!™

Once the Spice Girls were on, Ubi-Two became one with Daft Mull and what
they wanted, what they really, really wanted, was to put zigga-zigs in Captain Disaster,
and make him go "ow". Quickly ZB put "Oasis’ on, and they turned round, didn®look
back in anger, and when M People started playing both developed implausibly large lips
and started hoovering the floor.

The music stopped and they looked at each other, deadly serious.

Then alittle kid started playing with a spoon in front of them, and bending it
with the power of his mind.

"All you have to do to bend the spoon", said the kid, who had appeared out of



nowhere only to never be seen again after he® vanished once more, "is remember that the
spoon doesn®really exist."

Daft Mull and Ubi-Two looked at each other. Asthey couldn®argue with the
child, they decided to dice him instead. After that they got on with the serious business
of trying to kill each other.

"Hang on, isn®this a bit premature? Y ou don®exist yet."

Daft thought about this for a moment. "l suppose you®e right actually. But
am | the master, or the pupil ?"

"There are always two, a master and a pupil”, chimed in Yoda, dightly too
late. But then he was over 800, even in episode 1(4). Anyway, no-one ever really liked
himin thefirst place.

CD shouted in exasperation. "Oh, do shut up and get on with it! We haven®
got al day, you know! We®e got more important things to do than rip off other, more
successful Science Fiction series and films, we have!"

"Oh? Such as what?', demanded Daft, disdainfully dispatching delectably
docile devious dead daffodils.

"Such as... Such as needless dlliteration, for astart!”

At this point Dr. Huh? materialised in his phone box.

"I don®like the design of that! Go away!"

And then Captain Disaster woke up. It had all been adream.

CD woke up, swesating. Had it really been adream? Was he trapped inside a
simulated world while his body was in fact powering the robots that now ruled the earth?

And what would the producers do when Dr. Huh? reached his 13th and supposedly final
generation?

All this and more will be answered in the next exciting episode of "Fly-
Swatting Monthly - Bikini Edition."



Captain Disaster
Episode 10

Do Androids Dream of Electronic Beeps?

All was quiet on the Eastern front.

However, on the Western front, it was quite noisy. Bet you can't guess which one
Captain Disaster and hisillustrious, illuminous and ill-equipped crew were on?

That’ s right.

The Northern one.

It was quiet on the Northern front too, and it was cold. Not the sort of cold you get in
London in late autumn, but the sort of cold you get in Siberia on a particularly chilly day
in the depths of winter, or possibly in Pluto on any day of the year. The sort of day where
wrapping up warm meant having 17,000 layers of clothes on, which often makes
movement quite difficult. Fortunately, Captain Disaster’s ship, Disaster Area, was nicely
heated, at least until the legal bill from being sued by Douglas Adams for stealing the
ship’s name came in and they couldn’t afford the electricity anymore.

Flossy, the asexual robotic freak who would have had Isaac Asimov turning in his grave,
was thankfully covered by at least one layer of clothing. Being as he/she was endowed
with both male and sets of bodily attributes, it was a bit of a conundrum choosing clothes,
so a rather large sack had been employed, which gave the effect of a moving sack of
potatoes which sometimes seemed to group together into an amusing shape. Desiring
nothing more than to quote Shakespeare at people, he/she/it was a valuable addition to
the crew, if only for the reason that it added some class to this whole sloppy series.

“Are you bored, CD?’, it asked CD, putting on a CD at the same time. (Hard to believe
but true, CDs were still popular in the 5" Century.) Captain D was sitting staring into
space, with aslight glazein his eyes.

He turned to the Floss-like one. “No, just pondering about the meaning of life, the
universe, why we're here, what does it all mean, that sort of thing”, he philosophised

vaguely.
“Ah, you're doing The Times crossword again, | see”, said Flossy.

“He kept asking me for the answers, but | just replied ‘beep’ to everything”, ventured
Zero-Bit, the ship’s computer.



“Why?’ asked the asexual one.
“Because I’ d been dreaming about beeps.”
“Oh.”

Silence echoed for a little while, as the cogs in Flossy’s brain turned slowly and
agonisingly to form the next question.

“Why?’

“Just thought it would tie in nicely with the title.” (At this point the author is looking for
away to name-drop Phillip K Dick, but asthereis arestraining order on this, taken out as
apre-emptive strike, he settles for a sideswipe at Bladerunner instead.)

“If only you could see what I’ ve seen, with your eyes’, said CD.

“What the hell are you talking about now?!? You redly are afreak, did you know that?”,
shouted ZB. (At least, he turned up the volume slightly, which is sort of like shouting).

There was a pregnant pause, which gave birth to a little baby version of Stephen
Spielberg.

“Aha’, cried CD, striking the tiny director across the head with a teaspoon. “I’ve got
some questions for you! Why was Al so boring? And why on earth did you inflict
humankind with Ja Ja Binks, not just once, but twice???! ?!? That was just remarkably
cruel, indefensible in fact!”

Spielberg in miniature had no defence for this, and was promptly flushed down the toilet.
He made a slight gurgling noise as he went.

This, thought Flossy, was really quite cruel, as he had actually been responsible for some
rather good films as well, and perhaps even al-time classics. But then again, he had
given us the Ewoks and ET, so he probably deserved to have something horrible happen
to him.

“S0, there' s nothing going on then?”

“Nope.”

“Nothing.”

“Not a sausage.”

“Who said that?’



“Dunno.”

“Fancy agameof ‘| Spy'?’

“No.”

“Definitely not.”

“Me neither.”

“Who said that?’

“The Voice of Negativity”.

“Who?’

“1 think he means lan Paisley.”

“No, | mean the mystic forces of the universe in their negative form.”

“Who invited you?’

“l need no invitation”, said the sinister voice menacingly, although there wasn't really
much of atrick to that as most disembodied voices tend to have a touch of the menacing
and sinister in them.

“S0, have you ever had an invitation?’, asked Zero-Bit.

“Er... well, not exactly. | mean, people invite me in, as such, by their own negative
thoughts.” For an invisible presence, The Voice of Negativity was giving an incredible
impression of being shuffling nervously. It was soon going to look extremely
embarrassed indeed, after which it would disappear back into the nothingness of the void

from whence it came.

“Well, we certainly never invited you in. What's more, we don’t want you here at al.
Begone, foul daemon!”

“Now look, you don’t know what it’s like for a disembodied entity like myself to feel
appreciated these days. Things ain't like they used to be, you know. Not like when the
Druids were around, you could go into Stone Henge whenever they happened to be
having one of their get-togethers, go “whoo00000000000000000000", and they’d al
think a great spirit had visited them. Now they just think it’s... it's...”

“1t's?” supplied CD.

There was alittle sob. “Static electricity.”



There was aflash, aburst of static, and a* ha ha ha hawheeeeeeeee” sound.

ZB brokethesilence. “It had to go. Criticising static electricity. It'sjust not on.”

CD and Flossy nodded solemnly. They knew from bitter experience the wrath of a
computer scorned.

Nothing happened, and it happened for quite along time. Then something happened, the

most exciting thing ever in the whole history of time, the universe, and goldfish.

Sadly, the crew of Disaster Area completely missed it as they were looking in the other
direction.

But then something did happen to them that was interesting in a sort of “oh look a brown
dog” sort of way.

It was a ship. Looking intently at the scanner, CD could ascertain no clue to the purpose
of the ship in this sector, other than the fact that it had “Rendezvousing with Rama”
written acrossit in large, gold letters.

“1 wonder what it’'s doing here, or who it could be meeting”, whispered the man with the
golden head.

“Why are you whispering?’, whispered Flossy.

“It builds up suspense, so I've been told. Apparently it makes people think something
interesting is going to happen, in a‘*WOW, | wasn't expecting THAT to happen!’ sort of
way”, whispered the world's weirdest wonky wandering wondering wonderful wildly
whoopily whispering whisperer, whispily. (Who cares is some of those words don’t exist
in any English dictionary? Thisis supposed to be the 25" century, after all).

“Hail the ship, Zero-B”, yelled the man who, if you put the letter “J’ in between his
initials, would be the human equivalent of mad cow disease, throwing caution to the
wind, which deftly caught it and ate it.

“Ok fish-face”, said the subordinate silicon system seditiougly.

“We have to do something about his attitude problem...”, muttered CD to Flossy.

“We sure do, monkey features’, replied his faithful, fearlessly frumpy friend Flossy.

“Hailing channel open.”

“We are the Bjork. You will be assimilated. We shall sing to you in Elfin tones.
Resistanceis Futile. Oh, and do you have a packet of sugar we can borrow?”



“OH NO, NOT THE BJORK!!!I” screamed The Fearless Captain Disaster, The Brave
Flossy and The Odorous Zero-Bit as one.

“Not The Bjork who assimilate you into on homogenous whole!”, cried Fearless.

“Not The Bjork who make such a hideous screeching noise that your spirit is
destroyed!”, wailed Brave.

“Not The Bjork who borrow your sugar and never return it or even so much as say thank
you!”, squealed Odorous.

“Oh come on now, we're not all that bad, you know. It's quite fun being part of a
homogenous whole. Just ask a bottle of milk.”

While they considered this intriguing insight, they could observe in the viewer that the
alien craft turning very slowly to face them, a sure sign that they were preparing to
assimilate them. As Disaster Area was trapped in a tractor beam by now, the fact that it
was turning very slowly was merely to add to the terror factor.

There was a smell of putrefying aborigine in the air. Captain Disaster mumbled an
apology.

“Thereisno escape. Resistanceisfutile.”

“Yes, yes, thank you, you told us that aready. Why are you determined to clutter up the
dialogue with repetitious rubbish?’*, fumed Zero-Bit.#

Quoth Flossy, “wherefore doth thou afflict this good ship? Thou art araven!”
Quoth The Bjork, “WOD?”
“Quack”, quoth the Raven. (It had personality issues).

“Hey, that’s my word, thou imbecile!”, shrieked an enraged Captain Disaster, foaming at
the mouth and other places too, but we won’t go into that right now.

* (In fact, the reason for the repetitious rubbish in the dialogue was down to an unusually low level
of inspiration, even for this author. There is no excuse for this other than that he really should have been
working at the time, but, having nothing to do at work, decided that it was about time that the CD series
was resurrected.)

# It is a well-known fact that fumes and electrical appliances don’'t mix well. But Zero-Bit was not
like other computers, and thus he could fume without harm to his circuits. So there.



“What meaneth thee by thine aggressive nature, sluggard?’, questioned the inquisitive
android.

“From whence started the downfall of Odysseus?’, offered the Bit of Zero. (Which is,
effectively, exactly the same amount as Plenty of Nothing, though you might not think
that.)

“Telemechus by damned!”
“Up with Troy!”
“Down with Helen!”

Having given this impressive display of their huge knowledge of classical Grecian
literature, they glared at The Bjork, which was a bit pointless but made them feel better in
the same sort of way you feel better after waving your fist and shouting, “you’ll be
sorry!” at someone who's just stolen your handbag and is currently disappearing over the
horizon with it.

“Your petty arguments make no difference to us, earthling scum! Prepare to be
assimilated!”

“So how exactly do we do that?’, asked CD, fiddling with the laser controls, finding they
seemed to still work, and wondering why he hadn’t thought of this before.

“Well, er, you just sort of look anxious and scared. That’s what people normally do.”

“But is there a manual that shows us exactly how to look? | mean, the wrong facia
expression could be disastrous for us al!” The laser-charging bar was nearly at full, and
the Captain was desperately playing for time.

“ER... well, no-one else has ever asked for one before. We never thought to provide a
manual.”

“Oh, isn't that just typical of you people? You expect people to be assimilated properly
into your homogenous whole, but do you even think of telling them how to do it? For all
you know, they could all have done it wrong, and you've got millions of faulty
components by now, just waiting to explode on you!” The laser was now at full power,
and CD pressed the button. “Prepareto die!”

There were a lot of things that didn’t happen in the seconds that followed. The laser
discharging into The Bjork was one of them.

“What the?...”

The Laser Discharging Wizard had popped up on the display. It said,



>> IT LOOKS LIKE YOU'RE TRYING TO BLOW SOMEONE UP. WOULD
YOU LIKEME TO:

AUTOMATICALLY AIM AND FIRE AT THE OPPOSING VESSEL UNTIL IT'S
BLOWN INTO LITTLE TEENSY WEENSY PIECES

ADD SPECIAL EFFECTS, FOR EXAMPLE FIREWORKS OR LIGHT ARRAY'S,
AND MOOD MUSIC

BURN YOUR SHIP'S SERIAL NUMBER INTO THE SIGNATURE OF YOUR
LASER BEAM. THUS INCREASING YOUR FAME AND ELITE RATING

JUST GO AWAY AND DIE, AND NEVER BOTHER YOU AGAIN

Captain Disaster cursed Bill Gates, and pressed the fourth option.
Still nothing happened, and The Bjork ship menacingly flashed a sign, which read:

“PREPARE TO BE ASSIMILATED. RESISTANCE IS FUTILE. PLEASE MIND
THE GAP ASYOUR MIND ENTERS STASIS.”

An alert box came up on the screen.

>> ISTHAT YOUR FINAL ANSWER?

Cursing Chris Tarrant, CD answered “YES!”

There was a sizzling bolt of pure energy from the laser cannon at the front of Disaster
Area. It screeched across the distance between the two ships like a demented cat with a
rocket up a part of its anatomy, and in an enormously impressive burst of energy release,

completely failed to penetrate The Bjork’s ship’s defensive shield.

CD felt a surge of panic. At least if he'd selected the “ADD SPECIAL EFFECTS’
option it could have given The Bjork apain in the eyes.

There was a message from the aliens. “What took you so long? And did you really
think that your puny laser would affect our technology, which is far superior to yours?
Who do you think you are, Captain Pilchard? Your Shakespearean speech didn’t fool
usfor a second.”

There was a collective groan from the (soon to be) newest members of The Bjork
Collective.

“You seg, it can be FUN to be part of The Bjork! We even have a sense of humour, as
we have just demonstrated! See? See???! 2122121 2121221212127

There were more groans to be heard in Disaster Area.



Being assimilated was, mused the now homogenous Captain, rather like being on a
roundabout and eventually realising that, while you are still spinning around, you don’t
feel the motion anymore. You also don't feel that your head is still attached to your neck
even though it is. In short, it's a dizzy / unredity / dightly sicky without actually
vomiting sort of way.

For Zero-Bit it felt more like having a system overload. Like al your systems have been
running at full capacity for hours, and have finaly given up, but somehow you're still
switched on an working, at least to some extent.

For Flossy it was the redlisation that if he tried to be a good android, one day he could
become areal boy.

It came as a shock to Flossy that he now thought of himself in the masculine sense only.
It came as even more of a shock that the female aspects of his personality had aso
disappeared. He never had an explanation for this happening, he just knew with
irrevocable certainty that it was true.**

Captain Disaster could feel the presence of thousands, or perhaps millions, of brainsin
his head. This was certainly unusually, especially as he'd never felt the presence of even
one there before.

There was a swirl of voices in his head, but funnily enough they were all saying exactly
the same thing. Well, actually it was more like one huge, multi-faceted voice, which
nevertheless seemed to be made up of many. Perhaps like a single ray of light that has
been split into a spectrum by a prism, but is somehow still a homogenous whole. In fact,
it was really almost impossible to describe, so | won't bother trying anymore.

Captain Disaster could feel his ability to think individually seeping away. Zero-Bit was
experiencing much the same thing, although as he was so stroppy, the other amalgamated
personalities didn’t much like the prospect of his personality merging with them. Duty
was duty however, and universal domination was not a prospect for the weak-hearted,
albeit they hadn’t actually decided themselves to be universal conquerors as such. Now
that they were in the position, they thought they may as well make ago of it. So ZB was
slowly but surely becoming part of the collective.

* In fact, it is a well-known fact that this author will do anything to make his life easier, and there's
only so much you can do with an asexual android in a skiffy series. So he contrived a way of turning
Flossy male. In a manner of speaking. The Shakespearean angle could still yield some faintly amusing
moments, however, so that will be kept.



For Flossy, however, the process wasn't so smple. He had a split, or perhaps dudl,
personality to begin with, being as he was (had been) both male and female. At the first
sign of trouble, the female part of his personality had fled, being caught up in a vortex
between Disaster Area and The Bjork ship, which was starting up the Assimilation
Machine™. The machine had caught hold of the female personality as it tried to find
somewhere to hide.

What confused the machine was that it had assimilated a personality with no body
attached to it. This was something it hadn’'t experienced before, in all the ten thousand
and more galaxies that The Bjork had aready been through. And, quite frankly, it didn’t
know how to deal with this.

Especialy as the female part of Flossy kept asking it questions about Soap Operas.
Icelandic Maiden (Ice Maiden for short), queen of The Bjork, was getting worried. She
was now familiar with the plotlines of Coronation Street, Eastenders and Neighbours and
Brookside (such as they were).

The Ice Maiden was getting very depressed.

She was aso confused. There was not only the fact that there was a female ego aboard
that had no body attached to it, but also the dilemma that had puzzled Ice Baby for
countless millennia — why was she an individual and yet head of a collective full of non-
individuals. It could be a bit lonely, she had to admit. Not much fun, in truth. Soap
Operas sounded like they could be fun.

As head of the collective, her thoughts permeated to everyone. Captain Disaster, along
with everyone else, found himself wondering if Grant would ever be brought back from
cryogenic suspension and re-united with the robotic form of ,... Angie, wasit?

Flossy thought to himself: “Hang on a minute, this sounds familiar...”

Then he realised that, by now, he really shouldn't be capable of individual thought.
Somehow the process was being slowed down, perhaps even reversed?

“ S0, you actually read what'’ s going to happen in Eastendersin the Radio Times, weeks
or even months before it happens?”, asked The Voice of The Bjork.

“Yes, it'sreally exciting!” , replied The Voice of Female Flossy.

“So, how is it exciting? What's the point of watching it if you already know what’'s
gong to happen?”

“Erm...| can't explainit, it justis.”



“But that doesn’t make any sense.”

“1’ma woman, why on earth should | make sense?” ##

“But... but... | make sense!”

“Oh. Well, you're obviously not a woman then.”

“Of coursel’m awoman! What do you think these two lumpsin my chest are?! ?”

Insofar as a disembodied entity can shrug, Female Flossy shrugged. “ Well, with surgical
techniques these days, much can be made out of nothing.”

“Oh, being bitchy, are we? Well, you can talk, you disembodied witch! You don’t even
have a body! Who do you think you’re ever going to pull? The Voice of Negativity,
perhaps? What a catch that will be!' You’ll have sooooooooooo much fun!”

After asmall silence, a small voice said, “ Well, who exactly do you think you would ever
be able to pull? You meet a nice man, then you say, “We are the Bjork. You will be
assimilated. We shall sing to you in Elfin tones. Resistanceis Futile. Oh, and do you
have a packet of sugar we can borrow?”! Nice chat-up line!”

“Weéll, for your information, | have a husband! So there!” Queeny looked smug, and
perhaps dlightly constipated.

“Yeah, right. Like I’mgoing to believe that.”

“Don’t you read that fine comedy science fiction series called Captain Disaster, by that
amazingly good author who never uses his own stories for self-glorification, Dave
Seaman? Didn’t you read in episode 5 that there was a character called, ‘ The Dark
Maiden”? And didn’t you notice that my surname is also Maiden? Don’t you think
thereis a reason behind this striking coincidence?!? Don’t you see how nicely this all
ties together?”

i It is a well-known fact that women don’t make sense. Even if half the population of the universe
doesn’t accept this as a well-known fact, it doesn’t stop it from being so. So there. ***

*kk It is a well-known fact that statements like these are going to be very unpopular with a certain
section of the population. In the interests of equality and not getting myself lynched (though it is very
probably too late for that anyway), | would also like to point out that men done make sense either. So
there. ###

HHE It is another well-known fact that any life forms that don’t fall into either the male or female
categories make even less sense.



that episode? Wasn't he destroyed?” Then, Female Flossy delivered the killer blow.
“ And wasn't he actually a she?!21?”

“Um... well, yeeeeees... technically, anyway. Not in principle. Hey, babe, take a walk
on thewild side. Or something likethat. | think. What was the question again?”

“Whatever. Didn't you realise that thisis the very same Captain Disaster which you are
now trying to assimilate?”

Back on Disaster area, CD, ZB and Flossy shifted nervously in their seats (or circuitry, as
the case may be). All of the collective, including these three semi-assimilated (and, let’s
face it, semi-literate) semi-individuas, could hear, or rather feel in their brains, the whole
conversation.

Captain Disaster could also feel the heat of the Ice One’ s wrath.

A great eye engulfed in flame appeared, searching the universe for the One Ring. This
set off the automatic fire extinguishers, which doused it with water and drenched it before
it could say, “Nothing can stop the Dark Lord from Mordor”, and redlise it was in the
wrong story.

And thus it came to be that, in the Age of the Noble Kings, Sauron the Dark Lord was
defeated by Hobbit Fire Extinguishers Inc.

All of which has absolutely nothing to do with the ludicrous nonsense that passes for a
plotinthis series, ****

Ice Ice Baby was losing her cool, and Vanilla Ice was losing his Vanilla. She was
struggling to maintain the Collective while pursuing CD. The collective was crumbling,
and individuals were starting to emerge. The new recruits were practically back to
normal, or normal for them, anyway. CD saw this as agreat chance for decisive action.

“Let’s get the hell out of here!”

However, the tractor beam was not affected by all of this commotion, and held them
firmly in place.

*hxx Interestingly, The Encyclopaedia Galactica defines nonsense as being, not just the absence of
sense, but the complete diametric opposite to it. Thus, it has been scientifically proven that reading
Captain Disaster stories can completely invert your mental processes.



(Bigdrum roll and dramatic voice etc...)

Could It Be TheEnd?

Will Captain Disaster and the crew escape the jaws of death, or
will they be pulverised?

Will The Bjork conquer the universe and make all living
creatures part of their hideous collective?

We will find out in the next exciting episode of “How to cook
an omelettein only 12 seconds’.

To Be Continued...



Captain Disaster
Episode 11

How to cook an omeélet in only 12 seconds

The tractor beam holding Disaster Area in place was shaking trillions of times a second
under the stress of doing its stuff. Thiswas causing a certain amount of heat. Exactly the
amount of heat, in fact, required to cook an omelette in only 12 seconds.

So now you know.

Meanwhile, on board Disaster Area, temperatures were rising to a rather higher degree
than that. Captain Disaster himself was approaching the temperature of the core of a
white dwarf about to go supernova, if indeed that’s what white dwarves do. Not being
astronomical expert, |1 have no idea myself, but it sounds good. Well, | think it does,

anyway.

However, The Bjork Queen was still trying to work out what would happen in next
century’s Eastenders. Her mind was not fully occupied with the task of universa
domination, and this was not a normal situation for her.

And strange things were going on in the collective. Drones were suddenly having little
individua thoughts, such as, “I wonder why my clothes are so drab?’, “What’s so good
about universal domination anyway?’, “”Why weren't the Spice Girls eradicated before
they infected the world with their alleged music?’, and “I’m hungry, | wonder if there's
any Beta Hydran Hippo steak left?”’

This also was aso affecting the queen. She was beginning to feel slightly dizzy. When
Female Flossy began to sing Kylie's wonderful song, “Spinning Around” (which, not
that I’'m just using this series to voice personal opinion, | think was much better than
“Can't Get You Out Of My Head”, even if it was, not that I'm just showing off with how
amazingly knowledgeable | am about things, co-written by the wonderful Cathy Dennis,
is, erm, what was | talking about, oh yes the over-pricing of vegetables in Katmandu,
well | think I'll just shut up now because I’ ve managed to bore not only all three of my
readers but also myself, um, well, goodbye...)

Severa hours of psychiatric therapy later, | came back to see that episode 11 was still
disgracefully unfinished, and indeed completely disgraceful in every way, and | thought
to myself, “it might be a good idea to actually finish it and stop messing around, you
never know, one day | may even earn the money and recognition that my talent so
patently deserves not to be rewarded with.



The Ice Maiden was filled with feelings she had never experienced before. Not only that,
but the feelings of the whole collective were being transmuted to her brain. There was
only one possible outcome.

It exploded.

Which was interesting, as her head stayed intact. There was just a sort of squelching
noise, an extremely glazed look in her eyes, and the Queen of The Bjork was left with
about as much life in her asamusic fan at a Spice Girls concert. Or, conversely, a Spice
Girlsfan at anywhere that was playing actual music.

The Collective could not survive without its queen, and thus all the members of the
Collective were freed from their mental bonds! *

While these events brought some relief to Captain Disaster, it did present him with
something of a problem. With less than 600 words gone, how was he to find something
to do to fill the rest of the episode?

The answer came in the form of Ja Ja Binks.
“Meessawants to bein your story!”, he exclaimed joyfully.
“Ouch, thatsa hurts!”, he exclaimed, rather lessjoyfully.

It was in an absolutely distressed and definitely not a joyful tone that he collapsed into
the silence of adead, and dlightly less irritating because of it, irritating alien life form.

| the meantime, Captain Disaster and Flossy enjoyed using up severa hundred words in
attacking him, although after editing, it became a grand total of only 102 words, even
after a lot of predictable time-wasting by the author, putting additional words in for no
good reason, such asis happening right now. Indeed.

“Uh-oh”, murmured Zero-Bit.
It was dark, asit tends to be in the depths of space, and both CD and Flossy were asleep.

Now, | hear the question fly to your lips, “Why would Flossy need to sleep?’. You may
be thinking of yourself as rather clever, in fact. Well, this is my chance to befuddle you
with an ingenious answer, which will make you all realise that you are in the presence of
agenius, asuperior intelligence, and be awed and respectful.

* Sadly, due to the nature of most sentient life-forms in the universe, the former members of the
Collective took approximately 6 minutes to utterly annihilate each other. But at least they did it of their
own volition, and not as part of a Collective.



So hereitis.

The answer.

To the question, “Why does Flossy need to sleep?’
The question you all want to know the answer to.

The answer of which will be so fantastically complex and ingenious that you will be in
awe.

Hereit isthen.

The answer.

The answer is...

| don’t really know.

He just does.

Livewith it.

(Okay, so | couldn’t think of anything clever.)

Y ou may also be wondering why Zero-Bit said, “Uh-oh”.
Oh yes you were, just admit it.

There is, in fact, a rather clever reason, abeit it Is borrowed from countless episodes of
Star Trek.

“The fabric of the space-time continuum has been ripped”, mused the computer, “it must
have been caused by the explosion of The Bjork ship, when the newly liberated life-
forms decided to snuff themselves out now that life was worth living again”.

“This is very serious’, he continued to himself, “if it spreads, it could cause a quantum
rift, and we all know what that means...”

“What does it mean?’, asked CD, who wasn't part of the “al” who knew what it meant,
and had only been pretending to be asleep.

“You mean you don't know?’, asked ZB in astonishment.

“Nope. Not aninkling”, replied the Ever Luminous Captain Codswallop.



“Ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha
ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha
ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha
ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha
ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha
ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha
ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha
ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha
ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha
ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha
ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha
ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha
ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha
ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha
ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha
ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha
ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha
ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha
ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha
ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha
ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha
ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha
ha ha ha ha ha ha haha hahahahahaha’, said Zero-Bit.

Captain Disaster was somewhat mollified.
“What, do you think it’s funny or something?’

ZB answered, “Yes, dthough not actually that funny. After 13 ha ha's my circuits
locked.”

“So, what does it mean, this wanton gift thingy?”’

“Quantum Rift”, corrected the indomitable Bit of Zero. “Well, think what happens when
you get asmall split in your trousers’.

“Er... | get Flossy to sew it together?”’
“Yes. But what if Flossy wasn't here? What would happen to the split?’

“It would get bigger, unless of course | took my trousers off.” #

# It must be noted that, in contrast to most normal people, Captain Disaster only ever had one pair of
trousers. This was because of a bad experience he once had with a ferret, but we won't go into that just
now.



“Indeed. That just doesn’t bear thinking about. But just imagine you didn’t.”
“I"d have adraft round my legs, and around...”

“Ahem”, interjected the Nil-One, “What would happen to the actual trousers?”’
“The split would get bigger, | guess.”

“Precisely. And what would you do if the split got too big?

“Throw them away, | guess, and get anew pair.”

“Exactly”, said Zero-Bit with an expression of pure satisfaction on his expressionless
screen.

After along pause, CD decided to go with his heart and ask the question that hung in the
air in exactly the way that bricks do when they're in an anti-gravity unit (and when
they’re pretending to be Vogon Warships).

“So, what exactly are you saying? That the universe will end up being thrown away and
anew one bought to replace it?’

“Yeah. Well, kind of. You see, the rift will get bigger and bigger until there's nothing
left. Like, the whole universe will be effectively sucked into the singularity of a black
hole, thus ending al life, matter and, well, you know, everything.”

“Er... where did the black hole come from again?’

Zero-Bit sighed. “The black hole is caused by the quantum rift, which is ripping the
fabric space-time continuum.”

“Right.”

“Good, I’'m glad you understand”, said ZB.

“Um... but where did the rift come from?’

“From the explosion of The Bjork ship. It must have been the frequency of the
explosion, or the fact that it was all linked together in one mind, or maybe just because

the author couldn’t think of anything better than to shamelessly rip off Star Trek.”**

“Er... right. | think | understand now.”

* Thisisnot anicething for Zero-Bit to have said. However, it is completely and utterly true.



“I'mglad.”

“I'm glad you're glad.”

“I'mglad you'reglad I'm glad.”

“Just one thing I’m not quite clear on, though...”

ZB sighed again. He would soon do it habitually, and this is what causes inconsistency in
the operation of electronic equipment. It is similar to the condition arthritis in humans,
and is thus known as “dry joints’. Humans put it down to age and rust, and suchlike, but
it isin fact the stupidity of the people operating the machines that causes the machines to
experience fatigue. | mean, you know how frustrating it is when you have to explain how
to use text boxes properly in Word to someone who just doesn't get it, right? Imagine
being the computer that has to endure it, and having to hear itself being blamed for the
program not working. (Oh, yes, computers have ears. Asdo walls. But you can’'t use a
hammer-action drill with a computer and expect it to operate the same way. Not that a
wall operates, as such. It just kind of is) Most people, if they knew what their
computers, cars, and other devices thought of them, would be mightily offended.

Then again, if they knew what most of their friends really thought of them, the effect
would probably be much the same.

But silence... for Captain Disaster was about to speak!
His majestic words of wisdom heralded forth: “Where did the Bjork ship come from?”

“Dunno. It just kind of appeared. Rendezvousing with Rama, it said on the side of the
ship.”

ZB respondeth: “Do you think it's a clue?’
“A clueto what?’

“Er... theanswer.”

“The answer to what?’

“The clue.”

“Which clue?’

“Oh, forget it, you're just too stupid.”

“Who'’ s talking now?’



“I dunno, | lost count.”

“Weéll, you’re both idiots!”

“Who said that?’

“The Voice of Negativity!”

“1 thought we told you to get out of here?’

“Weéll, | thought I’d come back to see how you were doing. Anyway, there's obviously
nothing happening in terms of aplot, isthere?’

“True enough... no, wait, we're just building suspense, that’s what we're doing!”
“No you’'re not!”
“Yeswe arel”

“No you're not, you're just waffling, wasting time, space, and quite possibly ink if this
stupid story ever gets published.”

Just then the plot decided to break in on the conversation. Rama, that great ship which
for reasons unknown to anyone contained lots of living camera tripods, came into view
on the view screen.

It was an imposing sight. Large as a mountain, it could quite comfortably have made a
very interesting book by ACC without anything ever actually happening. One striking
feature was its engine, which looked like a giant mechanical hedgehog.

“Have you ever seen an engine like that before?’, asked Captain D.

“Wéll, | have seen everything the universe over, as | am omnipotent and, unfortunately,
dightly flatulent”, said The Voice of Negativity.

“Yeah, right. And | suppose you'll tell us next that you know how to heal this breech in
the space-time continuum?”’

“Well, yes, | do actualy.”
“Just get out of here!”
“But...”

“I said OUT!”



“But | know how to...”

“OuT!”

“Don’t you want to know how to heal the breech?’

“Weéll, duh, of coursewedo! Just not from you. Bye bye.”

And thus the stupidity of Captain Disaster ensured there would be no easy solution to the
crisis (boo!), but this means that there is more of the story to come (hooray! — or maybe
boo! — depending on your point of view).

The Voice of Negativity sloped off looking, insofar as it could look like anything, very
dgected, hurt, and upset. If Zero-Bit had got a heart, it would have been bleeding.
Captain Disaster did have a heart, of sorts anyway, but it seemed to be looking in the
other direction at the time and remained completely unmoved.

The gigantic spaceship Rama was moving towards the rift. The hedgehog touched the
edge of the rift, which CD could see courtesy of Quantum Rift Detector Model™
v114/6, and therift began to heal. It was atruly remarkable sight.

ZB broke the awed silence with an awed whisper, “awesome, isn’'t it?’

“So that's what The Bjork were doing here!  They wanted to stop this ship from being
ableto heal therift in the continuum!”, exclaimed CD.

“Hmm...”, pondered ZB, “no, that wouldn’t make any sense, for two reasons. First, they
would aso be destroyed by the rift growing, which would rather put a downer on their
plans of universal domination. Second, the rift was caused in the first place by The Bjork
ship being destroyed.” He finished with a flourish, after which he flourished with a
finish. “So someone else must be behind this.”

“True”, said a voice behind them.

“Okay, Voice of negativity, | thought | told you once”, said Captain Disaster without
turning round.

“That's not me. I'm HG Waélls, and through my time-travel | can tell you what’'s
happening, who's doing thisand...”

“Nicetry, oh negative one. Just get out.”
“But, redlly, | tell you I'm HG W eeeeeccananaasacccssasscccaaaasaaaaaaalluuuurgh’

And so it came to pass that HG Wells ended an illustrious career by being gected out of
Disaster Area' s airlock into the nothingness of space (sector D, of course).



There was a blinding flash on the screen (just as well really that no-one was looking at it
at the time then), and suddenly what was to al outward appearances a post box appeared
in deep space, next to Rama.

The communications channel fizzled open.

“Hello.”

Captain Disaster was livid, vivid and possibly vapid. “First, that is not the way to
address someone in deep space you have never met, it is clearly in breech of protocol
6952148214/4231k43120-412lkjakdfhsdfs9. And second, how the hell did you get the
comms channel without me saying, ‘makeit so’?’

The reply sounded genuinely apologetic. “Oh, sorry about that, old fruit. Didn’t mean to
offend. | am the Dentist.”

“The Dentist?”, asked CD dubiously.

“Yes, surely you've heard of my heroic exploits across time and space? | am a Time
Lord. There are lots of us, but some of the other medical professions have got a better
press. The Doctor is the most famous, but there's also me, and many others. There's
even The Chiropodist!”

“Er... right. Sounds plausible. So, what are you doing here?’

“1 am here to thwart the evil plans of The Gaffer!”

“The Gaffer?”

“He'smy arch-nemesis.”

“Ah. Of course.”

“You've heard of The Master, arch-nemesis of that Doctor blokey?”’

“Yep. Hasn't everyone?’

WEell, no-one in the Sigmus system has heard of him. But then again, they are all insects
on that system.” There was a brief pause, followed by a dightly longer one. All of
which is a long way round of saying that there was a slightly-less than medium pause.
Then he said, “We all have our arch-nemeses. Mine is The Gaffer. There is also The
Manager, The Boss, The Bloke Who Bosses You Around, and The Man Who Would Be
King. Theonly exception iswith The Chiropodist.”

“And who is his arch-nemesis?’, asked Capitano Disasterero.



“The Podiatrist.”
“Ah. Should have guessed.”

“Yes. Well anyway, apparently The Gaffer is on his way to stop Rama from healing the
rift in the space-time continuum, and I’'m here to stop him from stopping them. By the
way, what are you doing here? Are you trying to save everyone too?’

Captain Disaster did the soft-shoe shuffle. “Well, kind of. Inaway. We're sort of more
you're ‘inter-galactic hangers-on, who tend to save the universe by accident, repeatedly
and in amusing situations.”

“Sounds pretty cool to me. But then| am anidiot.”

Captain Disaster didn’t know quite how to take this. Zero-Bit just sniggered. The Gaffer
tried to sneak into the picture without being noticed, but failed completely.

“Ahal  So, my arch-nemesis, who thinks he is Paul Ince, did you think you could outwit
me, a proven incompetent?’, asked the gormless twit called The Dentist.

“1 did, actualy. | mean, how hard can it be? | am an evil genius, while you are a
complete imbecile. How could you possibly win against me, especialy as | aways have
infinitely better technology, and may | mention a much slinkier wardrobe?’

“And yet”, sighed The Gaffer, “you aways defeat me, and on occasion even outwit me.
How can this be? It's unfair, that’s what it is. Just because you're the hero and I'm the
villain. Why can’t they let the villain win, just once in awhile? I’'ve just turned up right
now with the most awesome weapon of mass destruction, and | will probably be foiled by
nothing more than, say, an elastic band. The author” (at this point he turned and snarled
at me nastily, which ensured he would get a horrible end, although as a Time Lord he
would be regenerated — but | control what into! — laughs nastily and hysterically), “will
probably make me look foolish too, which is really unfair, as I'm smart, | am, smarter
than a smart thing that people stop to look at and go, * Oh look isn’t that smart!’”.

Captain Disaster was beginning to feel some sympathy for this mournful creature. He
had to admit that his own historic victories in previous chapters were in no way down to
his own intelligence, though he couldn’t remember actually going up against an evil
genius, as such. But hewas surethat if he ever did, he would come off victorious.

Then he thought, what the hell, it's good for me if the baddies |ose.

“Look, mate, I'll tell you it straight, if the good guys lose everyone feels great”, he sang,
for reasons best |eft unsaid.



“Um... that's right. No-one likes the bad guys to win. Or the bad girls, even, but
sometimes they do as the world' s sexist and even female felons are normally portrayed as
victims usually, and they’ ve been corrupted by their male partners in crime, or turn good
in the end, or get let off by the male cop investigating as he either fancies them or feels
sorry for them even though they're evil, or whatever. But, if you're a male bad guy, |
well | suppose you would have to be a male to be a bad guy, then you've got no chance.
And like CD said, quite frankly, it makes people feel good to have the good guys win.”

“But it doesn’t make me feel good!”
“But no-one cares about you!”

“| carel”

“Weéll, no-one cares that you care.”

During al of this time, Rama had been busily mending the rift. As the preceding
conversation had taken some time, it had now finished this job, gone home and had a cup
of tea, and was sitting waiting for ACC to decide it was worth dusting off for another

sequel.

“Drat!”, exclaimed The Gaffer.
“Well, I've still got this super-hi-tech-weaponry, and I'm gonna take you out once and
for al!”

He charged the awesome weapon, which discharged its awesome and lethal beam, which
happened to hit the exact spot on The Post Box that a rubber band happened to have got
stuck to, with the obvious consequence that the beam bounced straight back to source and
caused a huge explosion. (Fortunately this one did not cause a breach in the continuum,
otherwise you@d have another tiresome explanation of how it was mended, and you
wouldn’'t want that, unless you're into self-torture. Though admittedly, if you read this
series, you probably are.)

When The Gaffer awoke into his next incantation, he found himself in the body of a
butterfly.

It was hateful. Not only did people think he looked beautiful, but he couldn’t sting them
and if he ever tried to attack them, people were delighted and said how cute he was. It
was the ultimate agony for him when a small girl told her daddy how much joy this
butterfly had brought into her life — this was during a stage when The Gaffer was
attempting to repeatedly dive-bomb a youngster in the hope that enough times would
cause some pain.

He gritted his teeth (well, if he'd had teeth in this body he would definitely have gritted
them), and cursed The Author, his new arch-nemesis. The Dentist, deprived of an arch-



nemesis for himself, went into private practice and earned a fortune before being sued for
mal practice when inserting an K9 tooth via remote control.

Before he left, he gave Captain Disaster one word of advice:
“Bleepthong”.
Sadly, CD never found out what on earth he was talking about, but it was a nice gesture

al the same.

And thus, the threat to universal stability was staved, starved and starkers, and Captain
Disaster hailed as a hero by all who noticed the event. Sadly that was no-one, but CD
didn’t deserve the acclaim he didn’t get anyway.

Sharp-eyed readers (unlikely as it may sound) may have noticed that Flossy hasn’t really
featured in this episode. That’'s partly because he was asleep, and mainly because he's
very, very boring. In the next episode | may bring in a new character to liven things up,
but then again | might not.

Now you're in suspense, agonising over the issue of Flossy’s survival and the appearance
or not of anew character in your favourite sci-fi series (assuming, of course, that it’s the
only one you read), | shall leave you.

Livelong and prosper.

And always remember:

Androids don’'t dream of electronic sleep. (Or at least, 8 out of 10 who were questioned
preferred not to).



The Flying Pig.
Episode One.

" See that pig? What Pig? BLAT! Oh, that Pig. The one that's flying through
space. Whatever next?..."

These are the voyages of The Flying Pig.

Its 5-year mission (plus re-runs, movies and spin-offs) to seek out new life, new
civilisations, and new forms of cheap and freely available intoxicating bever ages.
To badly go where no anthropoid had been before.

Captainslog
Sardate 230405.24

During a routine visit to the planet Spentel-alpha-gamma- zeta-conis XI, we
have encountered something that can only really be described as something that cannot
really be described at all. One day we may even know what it is, but until that day I will
refer to it as the "whoolporl vortal snorter”.

It left ruin, disaster and behind it, but we can®hold that against it really asit
also did away with the local "Candid can and did camera” show® headquarters, who had
several clips of various members of the crew doing, erm, unusual things. It also got rid
of the local council, so it can®be all bad.

A funny thing happened to First Officer Windbag yesterday. A smallish
deranged artichoke hybrid appeared from nowhere (although Science Officer Murdock
insists that it did in fact come from somewhere, but has thus far been unable to provide
any proof of that theory), and blew our beloved First Officer@® head off.

Unfortunately for myself and the rest of the crew, it re- appeared (the de-
ranged artichoke hybrid, | mean), and blew his head back on again.

We@l never hear the last of it.
Apart from these somewhat strange events, everything has been surprisingly

normal and unexciting.

Captain Trollop gave a long, drawn out sigh, in exactly the sort of way that
long, drawn out sighs are given by long, drawn out Captains. Then he belched for good
measure, and sucked his thumb a bit.



*\ Personnel Data File
Name: Jim"Nice but dim" Trollop
Rank: Captain
Age: Not available for viewing
Sex: Male
Capsize: 71/2

Born in Srangulus City, Mars. Graduated High school with 15 diplomas and a loaf of
French bread, which is now his most treasured possession. Bold and fearless, also bald
and hairless, a great leader of real men, which is why he wanted to command any ship
other than The Flying Pig, which has no real men on it. Stll, Trollop always makes the
most of any situation, even this one.

"So what are we going to do about that Vortal-snorter thingy, uh Captain?’,
enquired First Officer Windbag. "Oh, and by the way, don®forget that my head was
blown off and then on again by that deranged artichoke hybrid, will you?', he added for
good measure, and because he wasn®going to let anyone hear the last of it.

"No, how could 1?', groaned the Captain. "As for the Whoolporl vortal
snorter, well, it can just terrorise the inhabitants of that planet we@e in orbit around for a
while, can®it? | mean, | know that it will probably destroy half of their population and
all that, but surely it has a right to express itself? Maybe it® making a statement about
the needless suffering of millions in the outer colonies of Rigel- 47"

*\ Galactic Database
The outer colonies of Rigel-4 where suffering much hardship as a  result of the
misguided policy of overuse of raw sewage as fertiliser.

"So don®you think we ought to try and stop it?", asked Second Officer

Squiffy.
"What, and infringe on it®civil rights?? No, surely not. Maybe we could try
to understand it more, see it®point of view, and send it on holiday in Bournemouth."
"Maybe it should just shut up”, said Grumpy, the communications Officer.

*\ Personnel Data File
Name: Nell Grumpy
Rank: Communications Officer
Age: 450 (estimated. Carbon-dating records unavailable)
Sex: Male (probably)
Hobbies. Being grumpy, being depressed, being disillusioned with society in general

Born on the dark side of the moon, which therefore makes him unique in that he is thusfar



the only human (or humanoid may be more appropriate in this case) to actually be born a
Pink Floyd fan. Unfortunately, due to certain circumstances, his ability to converse
genially with others has been somewhat impaired. Because of this, almost all he ever
says is "Dunno” and "Shut up". Quite why he became a Communications Officer is a
mystery to everyone, not least himself.

"I@n sorry, Captain, but NO-ONE deserves that, even if they destroyed the
entire civilisations of a whole galaxy!" It was Ensign Crushed. He hated Bournemouth.
It all went back to his childhood, and a traumatic experience involving a squid, a piece of
toilet tissue and an over-ripe avocado. But we won®go into it right now.

*\ Personnel Data File
Name: Wesley "Irritating Teenager” Crushed
Rank: Ensign
Age: 18 (Mental age 16. Seconds.)
Sex: Male (disputed)
Favourite book: @001 Ways to be an Irritating Adolescent@y Cringe Bolt

Interestingly, thereis a reference in this file about Bournemouth, a squashed fruit and an
even more squashed (uncertain) form of marine life. Mysteriously, however, someone, (it
is uncertain who) has hacked into the file and tried to delete it. It is only through huge
amounts of incompetence on the part of the hacker that any of part the file still exists.
Ensign Crushed was found on Mercury, that is, the planet, not the metal (orally, aurally
and nasally inhalable). Which is strange really, as there is no other record of life ever
existing on Mercury (the planet). Crushed can®explain what he was doing there or how
he got there, but then that isn® much to go on as the Ensign couldn® explain the water
cycle with a science textbook in front of him opened at the page @ simple illustrated
guide of the water cycle®

"Well, perhaps you@e right...", said Trollop, "but anyway, | want to hear no
more about it. And that®that."

And that, indeed, was that.

The time came for them to leave orbit, in search of more life forms,
adventure, and most of all a dentist who could perform root-canal surgery. (Surprisingly,
no-one on the ship trusted Skulls, the Medical Officer, with this job after an unfortunate
accident which took Windbag® lower jaw out. Even more unfortunately, he managed to
get it back in again.)

(Discerning readers may by this time have redised that the crew didn®
appreciate Windbag as a conversationalist).



*\ Personnel Data File
Name: Windy Whiffy Stinky Smelly Windbag
Rank: First Officer
Age: 27 (reportedly)
Sex: Male (reportedly)

Ambition in life. To meet President Nin-Con-Poop (of Chinese background), and

tell him how much he enjoyed the president® speech on agriculture in the concrete jungle
of Northern California.
Although Windbag has quite enough stupidity and lack of any form of common sense to
have run for parliament, he instead chose to join the Flattish Earth Society. In time,
however, the other members grew to hate him so much that they sent him as far away
from themselves as possible, which meant The Flying Pig. His appointment as First
Officer is believed to have largely been obtained merely from the fact that he was born in
Croydon. Quite why this should be has been a matter of much violent debate,
particularly by those born in Acton.

"Ahead, warp factor 6", commanded Trollop in a very commanding way and
in avery commanding voice, which is good really because he was a commander.

"Um, Captain, 1@ love to, only there is a dlight problem”, said Ensign
Checkered, in adightly worried voice.

"What problem? Are the drive coils messed up? Is the computer up the
creek again? Or is it mutiny? What? What?!" (Captain Trollop was quite obviously
aiming for an oscar at the next awards....)

"WEell, you see, if we go straight ahead, we® crash directly into the sun of
this system.”

"A class M red star, approximately 500 million Kilometres in diameter, with
a surface temperature of 3000 degrees”, put in Science Officer Murdock, being, asis the
wont of Science Officersin Sci-Fi, annoyingly precise, accurate and, most annoyingly of
all, right.

"WEell, okay. Um, well lay in a course of 400 by 53.533788491283674627381
132163546543246762198751654687654654465465784654665465465466543746393846
498732167314640324987013210657540357054154045679504313246037906554032464
0354654036540365403687065484654680316543. Approximately.”

"Well, we could. If you want to go directly into a black hole, that is.", replied
Checkered, in an irritatingly Russian sort of way, which he couldn®help really as he was
Russian.



Trollop was furious, and could see his chances of an Oscar dlipping away just
because he couldn® remember his wretched lines. "Look, | did say approximately, all
right? Just lay in any course, whatever you think is best, since you seem to think you
know everything."

And that is exactly what Checkered did. Which is funny really, because he
didn®generally do what the Captain told him to.

*\ Personnel Data File
Name: Pavel Povel Pomel Pummel Chekered
Rank: Ensign
Age: 24 and 12 months
Sex: Male (or pigeon, of unknown gender)
Hairstyle: Punk rocker or in a bun

Bornin & Petersburg, Russia, this Russian member of the crew is undoubtedly Russian in
every aspect apart from his speech, which is at times a mixture of Irish, Double Dutch,
Gibberish and even English (common muck English, as opposed to the King@ English as
spoken by Security Chief Cardington-Caddington- Wellington-Smythe. And also, not the
Queen® English, as there is no English King at present, so it couldn® be the King®
English really. Assuch...). At times he thinks he is an Admiral, which is a throwback to
something to do with Wales, or maybe whales, but no-one is quite sure what. At other
times he thinks he is a pigeon, but that isn® something that should be dwelt on for any
lengthy length of time. As an example:- coo coo. Seewhat | mean? Horrifying, isn®it?

"Incoming communication, Captain!", said the lovely (allegedly) Yeoman,
Janice Rind. (Which, of course, led to the rather uninspiring, unoriginal and obvious
nickname, Bacon. Or pig, but that might be confused with the ship so no-one used it
much.)

*\ Galactic Database
It is interesting to note that the name for the starship "Flying Pig" is taken from the
Latin phrase @igus Airbornus@which literally means @ir with a pig in it©

"Yeoman?', inquired Trollop, who had been taking one of his naps. (Hiswas
ahard job, you see)

Mick, Hank and Bill, the three complementary Americans in the regular
personnel, jumped up at once and said, or rather shouted, "Yo! Sir!"

"No, | didn®say Yo! Men! | said yeoman. Y-E-O-M-A-N. Get it?"

The American trio looked baffled. They obviously hadn®got it. They hadn®



got anything really. They still didn®know why you felt funny if you stopped breathing
for afew minutes.

"What communications?”, yelled the Captain when he had finally woken up
(some 40 minutes later).

"I dunno. Shut up." Said Grumpy.

"Quick, turn on the sub-space communications channel! Switch on the

Universal Trandator TM1 Go to Red Alert!" Dreams of an Oscar nomination were back
in the mind of Captain Trollop. You could tell.

But it was no good. Grumpy had decided not to do it, so it wasn®done. This
gives you some idea of how the Flying Pig was run.

Or not.
But as they travelled through deep space (not 9), something was about to
happen.

It is perhaps unfortunate, but they never found out what it was, because
Grumpy changed his mind (elapsed time 4.2 seconds), and turned on the sub-space
communications.

"UghlpharexispocktngInt”, came over the startlingly startling communication.

"What® that supposed to mean?", cried the Captain, with undisguised
despair, unlimited pain and unbelievable acting.

"Oh, sorry, | forgot to turn on the Universal Translator TM" grunted Grumpy,
groaning gratuitously in a genuinely gargantuan gimletoid way.

The telling message came across the huge reaches of space involved, and the
entire crew held their breath in expectation.

"Have you turned on the Universal Translator '™ vet, or what?"

"What sort of question is that supposed to be?!", cried Captain Trollop, with
despairing despair, painful pain and actful (?) acting.

It was al too much for Grumpy. "Shut up”, he said to anybody who
happened to be listening. Nobody was.

"It is the sort of question designed to make the receiver of the question think



and respond, which you are evidently incapable of doing. Still, we® take that as a @9
shall we?"

"Shut up"”, said Grumpy.

"Erm, yes. | think so", spluttered Trollop, "but what do you want from us?
Do you want to take us onto your ship, have your evil way with us, and leave us stranded
on aremote, distant planet with a class M breathable atmosphere such as Handy- planet-
in- local- area- with- a class- M- breathable- atmosphere- that- always- seem- to- pop-
up- in- Sci- Fi- series- mk 420427"

*\ Galactic Database

The words "class M" are perhaps not fully recognised, as they should be, as the most
overused words in televised Science Fiction, but, as noted by Adrian "Class M" Bulespot
the third in his book @verused expressions, sayings and phrases in televised Science
Fiction of our time®"class M" appears in Sci-Fi on TV more than any other popular
phrase, including such timeless classics as "beam me up”, the immortal "set phasers to
stun”, and even the now legendary "Who® got pointy ears?"

"Hmm... ", came the reply, "that is an interesting idea. However, for the
moment, we only wanted to tell you to read the next episode, whenever it gets
published.”

"But why?', asked the somewhat perplexed Captain.

"Shut up, will you?', growled the disgruntled Communications Officer.

"Good grief, you lot realy are thick, aren® you?', said the exasperated
whatever it was that was talking to them. "So you can find out what 1@ going to tell you,
you bunch of planks."

Mick, Hank and Bill were confused. They were caught in a quandary of
whether to say "pass’ to the question or to say "thanks' for the compliment.

But the Captain wasn®through just yet. "First Officer Windbag...", began
Trollop, in his best important sounding voice. But he never finished.

"Yes Captain”, yelled Ensign Checkered at the top of his voice, setting a new
personal record in the number of times (two) that he obeyed the Captain (or thought he

had) in a single episode (which wasn®that difficult really, asthisisthe first episode. But
itisarecord that appears likely to stand for some time to come, ie. forever).

On the viewing screen, the crew were able to see a Photon Torpedo™



speeding away speedily to reach it®target. Which was, of course, the whatever it was.
They were able to see it now, and it wasn®a pretty sight.

*\ Galactic Database.

Many battles have been won and lost throughout history simply because one side can
see their opponents while their opponents cannot see them. Thisis usually a result of one
side being too stupid to turn on the viewing screen. In the event of a battle in which both
sides have managed to avoid remembering to turn on their viewers, scanners, or any
other piece of hi-tech gadgetry whose spelling ends with the letters @ ©@there has, of
course, been no battle. These battles are usually known as ®lon-events®or put on the
pools as ®@rosponed due to an inordinate amount of stupidity on both sides®

Checkered had, of course, thought that the Captain had said, "Fire Photon

TorpedoT™™". This was, of course, because he was so highly conditioned to life on a
starship, and also because he was a bit thick.

At the same instant in the space-time continuum fabric structure co-ordinated
thingy, the life-support system had a system failure, or you could amost even say that
that life- support system failed, or that there was afailure in the life- support system. But

anyway...

Added to these problematic events, the laser-cooler- booster got overheated
(HOW?!), and threatened to blow at any moment. Oh, and the sweet dispenser, strangely
the most indispensable machine on the ship, was up the creek without a paddle, or even a
kayak and atwig.

"Oh no! What a disaster! What are we going to do, Captain?', cried
everyone except Trollop himself, and Grumpy, who was in such a state of shock that he
didn®even attempt to say, "Shut up".

"The whatever it isis preparing to attack!", screamed Squiffy.

"How do you know that?", asked everyone except Squiffy himself, Grumpy,
and a goldfish that had materialised unbidden on the bridge floor.

"Look, you don®have a name like Squiffy and not know instinctively when
someone®going to attack you."

Nobody ever knew what he meant, and the goldfish quite obviously didn®
care, as he had just died.

But how where they going to defend themselves from the whatever it was?
(Don®worry, readers, it will get a name in the next episode!)



How would they fix the life-support system to an operable state before they
all died of suffocation? (Or worse...)

How would they cool down the laser-cool er-booster?
How would they mend the sweet dispenser?

And, most of all, what®the point of any of it?

Author’ s note:

As it now seems unlikely that the second episode will ever be written (I did actually start
it asaaasaaaaaages ago, but never quite found the inspiration to finish it — and the file

now lies corrupted on a broken floppy diskette somewhere... So you'll have to assume
the crew all died.)



Robomantics.

"Robot 4782683DVS turned its head towards robot 4786757GSR and its little
antennae whirled.

"Thereis a matter of great gravity which |, robot 4782683DVS, have to inform
you, robot 4786757GSR, of now, which matter is of the severest importance and
which I, robot 4782683DV S, have been wishing to notify you, robot 4786757GSR,
of for aconsiderable length of time."

"Robot 4782683DV S, what is this matter that is of such importance that you wanted
so much to tell me, robot 4786757GSR? And why, if it was such an important matter,
have you not yet enlightened me, robot 4786757GSR, of it?"

Robot 4782683DV S®circuits glowed a little red. "Because this matter concerns you,
robot 4786757GSR."

Robot 4786757GSR turned its spectral anaysers coyly. "Regarding me, robot
4786757GSR, robot 4782683DV S?"

Robot 4782683DV S uttered a short burst of static. "Well, it® of a rather persond
nature, both to yourself, robot 4786757GSR, and to myself, robot 4782683DV S."

"S0 it concerns both of us, robot 4782683DV S?", asked robot 4786757GSR, with just
the right amount of surprisein its voice.

Robot 4782683DVS uttered a longer burst of static, tried to speak, turned al of its
motivation, guts and determination circuits to maximum capacity, and tried again. Still
no sound would emit from its speaker.

Robot 4786757GSR waited patiently. Eventually, robot 4782683DV S spoke. "For a
long time, a situation has been existent within my circuitry that conforms to no known
mathematical equation, follows no accepted logic paths, and cannot be assessed in terms
of trigonometric projection. There appears to be a... a state of compatibility between
your circuits and mine. And |, robot 4782683DV S, would like to know if there exists a
mutual compatibility of a probability factor of greater than 50%. And if we could ever...
you know... interface."

Robot 4786757GSR glowed red, uttered a burst of static, blew its circuits, and blew up.
Robot 4782683DV S shrugged its sensors. “Oh well. There's dways Robot 4792116PLT

in Manufacturing, | suppose. It's like they always say — there’s plenty more keys on the
keyboard.”



And humans think they®e got problems putting over those three little words. Spare a
thought for the robots. But just be glad that they@e not better at it than they are; for, the
moment they become as smooth as fish dliding down a greased slide made of ice, the
planet will be overrun by a million robotoids called "Gimlet", as robots would
inevitably name their offspring because of a very strange and complex anomaly
of their programming.©

The above is an excerpt from the deranged ranting professor, Clementine Autofdod
Melangeroi®diary of March 20th 2049CE. Please give generously to the fund in aid of
blowing all such maniacs into deep space for all eternity.

[t®the only humane option we have.

Thank you for your time, and have anice, robot-free life.

Beep.

The futureis bright.

The futureisyellow.

Author’ s note:

| think | wrote this after watching Camille (Red Dwarf Series 2). It'sakind of “what if
Robots wanted to go on adate?’ story. I’m not sure where the ending came from.

Maybe | saw an Orange Mobile advert afterwards. | have a vague feeling | was thinking
of making a series of stories along the same line.

| think | decided against it...



Tales of thelnsect World

PART ONE.

"So there | was, innocently sucking blood out of an adolescent girl® follicle-ridden
scalp, happy as a sand-louse, when suddenly this big thing comes, picks me up, none too
gently at that, and puts mein ajar with you lot."

The other head-lice looked at her sadly. It was bad enough being stuck in thisjar by a
demented nurse who wanted to conduct some weird experiment on them, but there was
something even worse than that about the whole thing. (Besides the author using
ridiculously long sentences at the start of thetale, that is.)

Y es, something far worse.

"Why are you al looking at me like that? | haven® done anything wrong. | was
plucked from my nice homely life, and deposited in this death-hole. You could at least
try to make me feel welcome.”

The head louse (geddit? - Or was that the "lousy head"?) answered coldly.

"We have nothing against you personally, but we do have one severe problem with
you."

"What?' The poor little louse looked lost.

"You, my dear, are a femae. And since we®e been here for a while, weee
desperately in need of amale.”

This shocking revelation revelated (sic) shockingly to the newcomer. She (it?) then
looked a bit sheepish (not an easy feat for a louse) and sat down in the corner looking
deected.

The smallest louse jumped about a bit. Everyone (everylouse?) regarded her
strangely, and then strangely regarded her.

"What are you so happy about?’, asked a head louse. (As opposed to the head louse.
Understand now??)

"Well", she piped up, "we really ought to think about what we want to call ourselves,
and what career we want to follow."

Astonishingly, everyone instantly agreed.



Various names were thought of, including "Louise" (which would have made it very
cheap to update their stationary), but in the end the five names decided upon were:

"Ginger" (Head louse)

"Baby" (Smallest and youngest louse)

"Scary" (Ugliest louse)

"Posh" (Very un-posh, but posh compared to the others)
"Sporty" (Had played snooker once)

Together, they became "THE LICE GIRLS"!

Due to copyright laws, the author will probably be put to death for the above but he
doesn®really care because it®all done in good faith.

PP????????????7?7?777

PART TWO.

Of course, a career had to be decided upon.

"What can you do?" asked Ginger. "Can you dance, sing or speak articulately and
intelligently?"

"No."

"No."

"No."

"No."

"Nor can|. Sothat®settled then. We® be a pop group!”
"Whoever heard of insects forming a successful pop group?’
"What about the Beetles?"

"Actualy, | knew Ringo while he was till rolling dung about.”

"Did not!"



"Did too!"

(Etc etc...)

Fortunately, this story has a happy ending. Before they could embark on their pop
career, the all died of starvation, to the sound of the nurse cackling herself to suffocation
in the grip of premature senile dementia.

**WARNING**

Parental Guidance - some youngsters may find certain scenes of this story distressing.
Oh, rats, that was meant to go at the start of the story wasn®it?

(All symptoms of hypertension in both children and adults after reading this story
should be ignored and put down to an overindulgence of caffeine.)

(So that the other staff don®feel unduly left out, | would like to point out that the
admin and reception staff at this particular medical centre where the above actually
occurred are completely unhinged and salivate quite alot aswell.)

[BASED ON A TRUE STORY]

(Believeit or not, it®true.)

**DISCLAIMER**

No insects were harmed by the typing out of this story — except perhaps the ant that got
caught between keyst andy yyyyttt yytytyt tyyty tytyt ytytytytytyyt.



Council Tax.

The post that morning was unexceptional except for one item. | looked at it for some
while, trying to make sense out of a nonsensical piece of paper. (This was, needless to
say, athankless, futile task.)

Apparently | hadn®paid the council tax yet. Only | knew | had. This posed some
difficulty, but nothing, | thought, that a quick excursion down the loca tax office
wouldn®solve.

Ah, the naivety of youth.

Getting to the tax office was a simple task. Once there, however, | had to take a
"waiting number”. Hereiswhere the problems began.

At the desk when | sat down to wait were two African women. | can®imagine what
they were talking about, but they were very animated in their body language. | took it
their facial gestures were something to behold as well, for although not being able to see
theirs, | could see those of the customer service assistant trying to deal with them. She
looked most perplexed, for the most part by the display of facial gymnastics being
performed. At least | think so, because she didn®appear to be saying much. After this
had been going on for some minutes, she went through a door to get help.

Now | have a theory about this door. My theory is that there® a big hole as soon as
you get in, and that any of the staff entering through the door fall down the hole, never to
be seen again. | came to this conclusion after noticing that however many people went in
and out of the door, you never saw the same person twice. No doubt there will be plenty
of people claiming that aliens are the cause of this unexplained phenomenon and send
Schreoder and Molly in to investigate.

Anyway, that®my theory.

So someone new came out of the trap-door, and promptly got rid of the African
contingent. | have no idea what he said to them, but they looked anything but happy
when they stomped out of the place.

The next number was duly called. No-one appeared to make any move towards the
desk. This caused something of a panic among the work force, who all looked at each
other for "team-guidance". Of course, being ateam as they were, no individual
member wanted to upset the others by appearing to take the lead in any way, shape or
form. So no-one moved. Eventualy, the machine showing the next number moved on
from 34 to 35. The tableau shattered with a palpable feeling of relief both from



employees and distraught members of the public who thought their turn would never
come.

Next up was an Irish woman with a mouth the size of Dublin. But the 34 scenario had
yet to be played out to its natural conclusion. An Indian man surfaced, apparently
bearing the number 34 somewhere about his person. He appeared as if from nowhere. |
have a theory that he fell down the whole behind the door, but somehow managed to find
his way back to the surface and escape. Still, there were big signs all over the place
stating that, should anyone miss their turn, they would have to take anew number and
wait again. However, the man decided to take issue with severa members of the staff on
this point of policy. Intheend it wasto no avail, but he at |east realised after being told
for the millionth time that:

1) The rules were the rules and nobody was alowed to break them except
members of parliament, members of the royal family, Freemasons etc, but as none of
these really bothered paying tax anyway they were unlikely to ever show their facesin a
place like this, and

2) The staff didn®make the rules and it wasn®their fault so could he kindly stop
having a go at them about it and write to his local MP so that the local MP could
completely ignore him instead of them having to do it, and finally that

3) They had other people to deal with and he wasn®more important than anyone
else and everybody was treated with complete impartiality (unless they were MP@, royals
etc).

After an endless eternity which seemed to last forever, it was my turn. With some
trepidation | approached the Draconian dragon dwelling demonically at the desk. | tried
not to show my fear, but it was no use. This bloodthirsty creature could smell abject
terror from fifty paces.

"How may | help you, sir?*, she asked with a gleaming smile that Wallace would
have been proud of. My worst fears were confirmed. She was one of the deadliest
kinds of foe you could encounter in a place like this.

She had a certificate for an excellent tel ephone manner.

"There seems to be a problem with my Council Tax records. 1@e paid it, but 1®@e just
received a letter saying | haven®, | said, feeling my Adam® apple jump down my
throat and out of my left foot. | timidly clasped the offending piece of paper in front of

me for her expert appraisal.

Her face was a complete blank. "So you®e paid it?"



"Yes™"

"Then why have you got a letter saying that you haven@?'

"That®what came here to find out."

"But you did pay it?"

"Yes"

"Areyou sure?"

"Yes"

"But now you®e got this letter saying that you haven®paid it."

"Yes"

"But you have paid it?"

"Yes"

"But why have they said you haven®paid it?"

| wondered who this mysterious "them" was. | assumed that this gormless twerp was
one of "them", but apparently | was mistaken. However, my clear, affirmative answers
didn®appear to be getting through to her at all. | wondered if she@ got a certificate in

communication skills as well. Probably, | concluded.

| decided it might by wise to ask her the question straight out, as we seemed to be
caught in a perpetual loop.

"So why have | got this letter? Isit acomputer error or something?"

I@ obviously hit a nerve with that. "Oh, we never have computer errors.” She even
seemed to believe it. "So, you don®know why they sent you this letter?”

"Who, exactly, are they?"

This confused her. "The people who sent you this letter.”
"The tax office?", | ventured.

"y s

"But aren®you the tax office?"



"Um..." After an interminable pause, she dredged up the answer. "Yes, but we€e a
different part of the tax office."

"Okay. So can®you get in touch with this other part?’

"Oh no, we can®do that."

"Would you mind telling me why?"

| could have guessed the answer, of course. "Company policy."
"l see. Can you check on your records?’

The light shone brightly in her mind now. "Ah, the records. I® bring it up on the
computer."

"Yes, please do that." | felt like | was talking to athree year old.

Problem. "Oh, it says on the computer that you®e already paid." This was obviously
a big shock for her. Maybe they always work from the premise that anyone who sees
them hasn®got a clue about anything.

"Great. The computer®@never wrong, isit?’
My moment of triumph was sweet. "No. But why did they send you this letter then?"

"Maybe they made a mistake?' Walking on broken glass isn®really a habit of mine,
but 1@ had enough. | till felt | was controlling my anger well. My anger was rising like
ahot air balloon without Richard Branson in it.

"But they never make mistakes."

| really had met a twit here. Here draconian exterior had crumbled at the first sign of
mystification. | wondered if they were al like this, or if maybe | was especialy
honoured.

"Well we have a bit of a paradox here, don®we? The computer® never wrong, and
yet neither are these people who are contradicting it. They can®both be right, can they?"

Whether or not it was just the long words 1@ used, she quickly stamped something on
an innocuous piece of paper which was filed away in some hole never to be seen again,
and called the next person. | was free. (Have you ever noticed that in these places,
something aways has to be stamped else they can®ever let you go again?) | never had
any more bother after that.

My advice to anyone who has to see them, then, is:



1) Glare at them (to unsettle them)
2) Usethewords"intrinsic" and "concentric" (to confuse them)
3) Takeagood, large book (for obvious reasons)

| aso have another theory about that door, but maybe 1® tell you about that another
time.

Author’s note:

This story is dedicated to David Smith, a wonderful friend now sadly departed. The story
is not so much inspired by his real-life experience as a basic retelling (obviously with my
own phraseol ogy).

It was published in a magazine called Latera Moves which, unlike most of the other
magazines to have published my work, still seems to be in existence. (Asfar as| know,

anyway).

Not that I'm suggesting that publishing my work is anything to do with these magazines
folding. (Just in case any magazine editors are reading this and | send them any
manuscripts...)



Tradition Break.

The figure stood tentatively before the rehab clinic, wondering if he was really doing
the right thing. He@ been popping pills ever since he was tiny, and really got a buzz out
of it. In fact, you could amost say that it ran in the family. He probably wouldn®have
much of a career left either, and maybe... No, he pushed that thought aside. It was just
too horrible to contempl ate.

The therapist looked at him with a sad and knowing smile. He@ seen this same sad
story so many timesnow. Kid, drugs, halucinations...

"So, what do you see when you@e taking the drugs?”

"Well, | normally do a lot of small pills, you know, kid stuff really. When 1@ on
these there are, like, ghosts that try to get my. | need to eat al of the pills quickly or 1@
out of time, black out and have to start again, like. But in the corners | find the hard
stuff, the super-pills. When 1@ on these | can do anything. When | touch the ghosts
when 1@n really high, they have to go back to their cage because 1@ invincible. The buzz
doesn®last long, though, so | have to be careful | don®touch them just after | come
down."

The therapist looked sadly at him. Advanced paranciaaswell. Thiswas going to be a

hard case to crack.

But crack it he did, and it was worth the effort. Pac-Boy broke the habit, went on to
lead a highly successful and happy life, and al his personal ghosts died due to a lack of
exercise.

(And may that be alesson to us all.)



Another Humdrum Day at the Office.

Welcome to the Immigration Appellate Authority in Feltham.

A place of endless thrills and excitement. Are you sure you®e ready for this
roller-coaster ride of alifetime?

It started as just another ordinary day. It ended just like any other day, it seemed.
But betwixt times, something happened of such extraordinary ordinariness that | won®
even bother to mention it.

Feltham was such an incredibly dull and boring place that the main event of
1997, hailed by some of my more deranged colleagues as a new era, was the opening
nearby of a new Tesco store. For days, nay, weeks before and after this monumental
event, the IAA was abuzz with excited rumours about the probable and actual price of a
chicken salad sandwich.

Read theinformation on thefile.

I nput theinformation on the computer.
Print out theinformation.

Insert the printout into thefile.

Move onto the next file.

Actualy, | did hear that there® going to be a new entertainment complex in
Feltham, with a cinema, bowling alley and al that. If it®true, it will probably send the
older members of Feltham®inhabitance into mental atrophy.

Someone® telling what is presumably supposed to be an amusing anecdote.
Sounds of suppressed yawning drifts across the floor, trying to find away out. A spider
crawls slowly across the ceiling, perhaps beginning to realise it would be more fun to

attempt suicide than stay in this place. Or maybe it will simply crawl over to the
window, letting itself be carried hither and thither be the whim of the wind.



Read theinfo on thefile.
Input theinfo.

Print it out.

Insert it.

Next file.

Only another ninety-three filesto go in this pile.

Only another twelve pilesto go on this shelf.

Only another five shelves on this section.

Only nineteen more sections to go.

| suppose it wouldn®be so bad if | looked at it more philosophically. Like, for
instance, in the big scheme of things it isn®so much. | mean, compared to the entire
number of files of any type in the whole world, | have only an infinitessmal number to
deal with. So few, in fact, that 1@ really not sure why | bother at all. 1 might suggest

that to my line manager.

Only feet in miles of files. A small puddleinasea. A sand castlein abeach.

Read it.

Input it.

Print it.

Insert it.

Next it.

|®@e just noticed that al of the words above are actually commands in computer

BASIC. Give yourself a pat on the back if you knew that BASIC stood for Beginners
All-purpose Symbolic

Instruction Code. Give yourself asennapod (or similar laxative) if you didn®



| have to admit that |@e become rather unhealthily preoccupied with files. | guessit®
just aresult of seeing so many of them in my work. 1®@e already written one story about
them, and now 1@ writing another.  Still, you didn®realy think it was possible to get
any kind of story at al about filing, did you? It® so boring that twelve people took
voluntary suicide when offered it, rather than keep doing this job. The department® too
stingy to offer voluntary redundancy in the normal way. Of course, it alows for more
immigrants to come in, more jobs to be created, and the unemployment figures to go
down. So it must be agood thing then, mustn®it?

Read.
Input.
Print.
Insert.

Next.

Looking outside, | can see that it® a beautiful day. The sun is shining, sending its
happy rays to al and sundry, bringing joy to al it favours with its gaze.

Outside.

The windows here have some sort of specia filter, which reverses the polarity of the
sun®rays. Instead of making us happy, it makes us miserable. Like, "what are we
doing in this dingy hole when it® so nice outside?' | think the department should put
pictures of a storm on the outside of al the windows, so that we can look at them and
think "well 1@ not exactly happy to be here, but at least 1@ not outside in that, in the
cold and therain." | did voice this opinion once, but was rebuffed with "Y es, afine idea,
but where®the money going to come from?" If they could get a photocopier that actually
worked for more than two days in a row, thus eradicating the necessity of calling the
engineer in every week, 1@ sure that would save money.



A day which started unexceptionally and finished unexceptionally, and also had a lot
of exceptionally unexceptional things happen in between. That was today. It was also
yesterday. | can say with some degree of certainty that it will be tomorrow as well.

So please forgive me if | don®jump up and down in rapturous excitement at the
prospect of going to work tomorrow.



Short Shorts... (Drabbles <100 words> & Mini Sagas <50 wor ds>)

Confusion.

One day | woke up and went to work, but it was only adream. | woke up and
found | had dreamed that too. After waking up again, and finding that my dream of
dreaming about going to work was only a dream, | found that 1@ woken up once more.
At this point | began to get confused. In my confusion, | fell asleep and woke up not
knowing if | was asleep or awake. After realising | was awake in my sleep, | woke up
and wrote down my experiences.

But maybe that was only a dream.

Philosophical M editations of an | nsane M an.

As Harold came to the end of his endless journey, he reached the bottom of the
bottomless pit. In order to avoid the unavoidable, he called out the name of the nameless
one. He therefore substantiated the unsubstantiated, and believed the unbelievable, since
he knew the unknown. He came up against an unbeatable opponent and, of course, he
beat him. As the unclear began to clear before him, he comprehended the
incomprehensible. The matchless one came alongside him and was matched.

Then Harold went home and died the death of the undead, which was the sleep of
the sleepless ones.

Fatal Mistake.

The alien looked at the ship® controls. This time it would work! There
would be no mistake, not like the last time. Last time his ancestors had tried to contact
the people of the planet earth, his father had gone down to the surface, and received a
most unfriendly welcome. It was later discovered that his name translated into English
("lvcumtodestroilahuminrase") was somewhat offensive to humans. But now, with his
son bearing a different name (despite similar ooks), the message of peaceful benevolence
would come across.

This aien, the ambassador for his (its?) people, was called, trandated into
English:

"Dyeurflingskum".



Islt Just Me?

As | go through my life, | find that nothing anyone else does makes any
sense. They do everything wrong, and that messes up my life. | find myself having to
cover up for the mistakes of the entire human race. They all drive like lunatics, they all
do the wrong things healthwise, they al use the wrong words at the wrong times. Even
editors and publishers have got it all wrong. They publish rubbish while ignoring my
superb work. | almost always put it down to the rest of the world being at fault.

Orisit just me?

Not A Fairytale Ending.

The frog was hopping mad. Not only had he been transmogrified from a handsome
prince, which he considered sexist considering the princess had kissed him, but a big
creature had emerged from afar. Suddenly the world got a lot darker. And the princess
had been ugly and alousy kisser.

If Only She'd Known...

BUZZ, went the fly. Then it simply went SPLAT and made no further comment
after being attacked by the evil housewife. (But aren®all housewives evil?) The dying
thought of the fly was :

"Thereitisagain! That unmistakable feeling that in a past life, | was England®
football manager.”

Author’s note

It should be noted that the above mini-saga was written just after the revelations about
Glenn Hoddle (England Football Team Manager of the time) and his views on
reincarnation.

It also dlightly (?) borrows from a Far Side cartoon sketch with alittle lizard in the desert
saying, “There it is again! That unaccountable feeling that, in a past life, | was Shirley
McKlean!” Or something along those lines.



My Lifeasa Treble Agent
Episode One

Suspicious Minds

The man looked at me. “You'reflies are undone’, he observed dryly.
“Ah. You must be Joe King”, | surmised.
“No, really, your flies are undone.”

“No, you misunderstood. You must be Joe. Mr King. Joe, King. Not joking. Do you
see what | mean now?’

“Yes, | do. Thank you for elucidating so nicely. But your flies are still undone.”
A fly flew into my flies but fled fairly ferociously.

| zipped myself up before any more entomological wonders could examine my nether
regions.

“I'm Count Aegis.”

“Then | should keep away from you, surely.”

| resisted the urge to tell him not to call me Shirley. “No, that’s my name.”
“Your first nameis Count?’

“Yes, my parents were great jazz fans. | was named after Count Basie.”
“But that wasn’t hisreal first name; surely your parents realised that?’

“l said they were great jazz fans... | didn’t say they were particularly bright. And will
you stop calling me Shirley?”

“What's wrong with being called Shirley? If your surname was Bassett or Temple, you'd
be famous.”

“Yes, but I'd also be awoman, and I’'m not sure I’d like that.”

This was ridiculous. The whole conversation was our “secret knock”. It had taken me
three weeks to memorise it. This was my first meeting with Joe — he had recently taken



over from my regular European contact, llene Dover. (The secret services had a sad
sense of humour, and always gave their agents names they thought were funny).

“We should get straight to business.”
“Okay, I'll meet you there.”

| went down to Busi Ness (Loch Ness was more famous, but not as good for covert
meetings), and met Joe. Joe was my new Russian contact. Now that the Russians were
on our side, | had got confused as to whose side | was on, and thus had unwittingly
become a double agent. When | realised just how dangerous being a double agent could
be, | decided to give it up. Then, shortly before | was going to give it up, | found out just
how profitable the whole business of double-dealing was.

| still gave up being a double agent. | became a treble-agent instead. (Being a quadruple
agent would have been just silly).

Joe was giving me a microfiche of a secret new Japanese spy satellite which was due to
be installed on the European Space Agency’s next launch, five months away, under the
pretence that it was actually a mobile phone network’s satellite. The idea was that |
would give this microfiche to MI5 (or 6, depending how | was feeling at the time), who
would work with the ESA in order to tap it — that is, to spy on just what it was that the
Japanese was spying on. In fact, thisis what | was going to do. But before that, | would
give it to my American contact, who would send the information to his superior, who
would see to it that NASA would offer to help ESA on their project, and surreptitiously
add a device to spy on both the Japanese and ESA. | would then contact my Japanese
friends and let them know that somehow their plans had all been found out, and they
would then add a device to tell the other devices that they were looking somewhere while
actualy spying on something else. That way, everybody would be happy, or at least
think they were happy, which is effectively the same thing. | would be extremely happy,
as al three sides were going to pay me very large amounts of cash into my Swiss bank
account (I know that everyone's doing their illicit banking in The Cayman Islands these
days, but I'm atraditionalist at heart). There were rather two many devicesin the plot for
my liking, but that wasn't really my problem.

Busi Ness was a small and smelly hamlet in the shape of an omelette. The inhabitants
were all stereotypically miserly and xenophobic — thus it was the perfect location for
covert meetings, at least as long as you could avoid a pitchfork being driven through your
heart, which | knew for a fact was NEVER a good thing. [Secret Spy Fact 4,129 —
having a pitchfork driven through your heart is NEVER a good thing]. Mostly you could
avoid suspicion (and pitchforks) by pretending you were an English tourist. (This was
easy — you wore socks with sandals and carried around a carrier bag al the time, and if
anyone didn’t understand you, you simply spoke VERY LOUDLY AND SLOWLY so
that anyone on the planet, whatever their language, could understand you). Asthe locals
hated the English so much (and had a morbid terror of tourists of any description), they



always stayed as far away as possible. (Never less than a pitchfork’s distance away,
though they may get dlightly closer than that if they were driving it through your heart at
the time). Thus they could be counted on never to say anything to anyone unless they
had been born in the hamlet and had never travelled more than ten miles in any direction.

| looked at Joe. “So, have you got the fish?”
“Sure. What'sit worth?”

| was stunned. “What do you mean, ‘what’s it worth’? Y ou guys are going to be paying
me, not vice versal”

Joe King was not joking. “Look, we al do a little business on the other side, right?
Don't look so dumb-founded, there’'s not a single single agent left nowadays. | have a
Japanese contact who is willing to pay a million for this little fishy. So, how much is it
worth to you, Count?’

| was quite sure that his contact was Lo Sing Fat, my contact. He ran more double (and
treble) agents than anyone | knew. | was amazed that he'd use someone as dim as Joe
(frankly, 1 was amazed that anyone would use someone as dim as Joe. But then again
that was part of Lo Sing Fat’s policy — “Dim? Some.”). As for Brer Aegis, he kept his
wits about him. (And, of course, helaid low).

“A millionwhat? Yen?’, | asked with heavy sarcasm.

Joe looked somewhat abashed. “Well, he didn't say a million what, exactly. Just a
million.”

| saw my chance. “Well, in that case, it's probably a million Turkish Lira. | can offer
more than double that.”

“Er... well, how much is that then? If you're genuinely offering more than double, I’ll
take it”, he said, making the somewhat foolish gesture of holding the microfiche out
uncertainly.

| grabbed it smartly and put a coin in his hand. “Here's a pound. Currently worth just
over two and a half million Turkish Lira, probably double that in afew years. You drive
a hard bargain, Joe.” 1 ran for the car before he could change his mind and think of the
distinctly viable possibility that his Japanese contact had been offering a million pounds.

After dl, that’swhat Lo Sing Fat had offered me.

My American contact was Katherine Wheel. She was around lady, who talked in circles.



She looked at me cheerfully, potbelly poking out from under her blouse. “So, do you
have the fish?”

“Yep. Fine and dandy.” | really hated saying that, but it was (despicably) a requirement
of working with the Yanks. (And I’'m not pulling your leg — or should | say, yanking
your chain).

“Fantastic. Did you have any difficulties getting it?”

“Not really. Though it could have been alot harder if the European agent had more than
one brain cell. And even that one he shares with his cat.”

“Who do you think had it at the time?”’

“Definitely the cat.”

“So, have you got it?’

“Got what?’

“Thefish.”

“Yes. | just told you that.”

“No, you were busy telling me about your cat.”

“No, that was the European agent’ s cat, with whom he shares a brain cell.”
“What European agent?”’

“The one | got the fish from.”

“What fish? Did it get eaten by the cat.”

“Nooo0o.... The microfiche with the spy satellite information on it, remember?’
“Oh yes, | remember now. So, have you got it?”’

This was how conversations with Katherine always went. It was normally several hours

before the hand-over could take place. Fortunately, today | got off lightly — it was only
forty minutes.

My head was throbbing from my meeting with The Whesl. It always did. What | did not
need was a sniper shooting at me.



The only thing that could have been worse would have been if the sniper had been a sure-
shot. As it was, he/she probably couldn’t have hit an active volcano seconds from
eruption from two paces with a heat-seeking missile. All of which was good for me, but
bad for the windows in the locality.

Of course, no self-respecting secret agent goes around without some form of protection.
Now, | am a person with ENORMOUS self-respect. | have no respect whatsoever for
anyone or anything else, but for myself, | have lots of respect. Thus | have a small army
of poodles who can blend into any background, anywhere in the world, and render any
attacker incapacitated with their sharp teeth (laced in the world’'s strongest laxative,
known as “Sushi’s Revenge’), known only to the Japanese secret service, and their
number one specia weapon for the last decade.

It was an absolutely brilliant idea. Nobody would ever own up to having let their quarry
escape because they’ d been bitten by a small dog and then had a desperate urge to relieve
themselves. Thus, the aura of an invincible weapon possessed by the Japanese spread
like wildfire (or, as some would have us believe, wild flowers) but was never found out..

| saw afigureracing... well, hopping extremely fast, with arifle clattering wildly behind,
caught on the frantic (not so) sharp-shooter’s belt. | waked on as if nothing had
happened, blending in seamlessly with the rest of the people in the area, who were all
running about and screaming hysterically.

| wondered who had hired the sniper. It could have been any one of the three super-
powers | worked for, if they found out that they were being double / treble crossed, but it
didn’t seem likely that it could have been the Japanese, or they’ d have been prepared for
the attack of the laxative-laced poodles. Or it could have been some mysterious outside
agency of which | knew nothing. (Hell, it could even have been Mr Chung from my local
Chinese take-away, | probably owed him more than it would cost to take a contract out
on me). Or it could have been... no, surely my ex wouldn’t stoop that low. There was
always the darkest possibility of al, but that didn’t bear thinking about.

So | didn't think about it.

| scouted around for clues. The only thing | could find was a small piece of paper, upon
which was written the message: sdinm suoicipsus. Having broken this less than cunning
cipher in about the time it takes to do up your shoelaces, | pondered on its meaning. |
couldn’t offhand remember which group had done that song, or what the lyrics were, but
somehow sensed that these things were unimportant. The cipher itself was less than
cryptic: therefore, the central encryption system had to be in the meaning itself, rather
than the first-level encryption. Unless the fact that it was all so smple and everyone
would be looking for a more complicated encryption system was itself the encryption.

None of this helped me very much. After aquick final search, | decided to make my way
to my third contact: Lo Sing Fat.



Lo Sing Fat could do with losing some fat. Which would seem strange to anyone who
saw him eating, as he always ate very small meals. The thing was, he ate very small
meals every ten minutes or so - for 18 hours of the day. Obviously, this meant that he
literally lived in the kitchen. Thus, it wasin his kitchen that | met him.

“Fancy ashrimp?’

“No thanks, | just ate.”

“Count, how many times have | told you not to come out with quotes from Police Squad?
Y ou might get sued. Or possibly suet. Anyway, it makes you sound unprofessional. Are

you sure you don’t want a shrimp?”’, he asked, shifting his huge bulk ponderously into a
new and exciting position, though his chair didn’t think so.

“How can someone like you accuse any other living human being of looking
unprofessional ?”

“1 look like a professional slob. It maybe isn’'t much of a claim to make, but at least you
can’'t deny that | look like a professional something. You don’t even make a good job of
being aslob.”

“Hmmm. Well, whatever. | made the drop, where’s my money?”’

“Here, have some sushi. The money will be in your Swiss bank by midnight tomorrow.
There’ s afew thousand yen in the rice-bowl if you want to passit over to me.”

“What, as living expenses?’, | asked as | passed over the bowl.

“No. In fact, there's nothing in here but rice. | just didn’t think you'd actually pass it
over to me unless you thought there was something in it for you. That's the sort of guy
you are.” With that, he shovelled rice into his mouth as fast as his chopsticks and podgy
fingers alowed. (Watching it was areal experience. You just didn’t associate someone
like him with speed in any way at al).

“So, | just haveto live off the paltry few million | have stashed away?’

“Indeed. My heart bleeds for you, it truly does. Fancy some dim sum?’

“You wouldn’t happen to know anything about a sniper taking pot shots at me, would
you?’ It was worth ashot, though | didn’t expect anything to come fromit.

“Absolutely nothing, I'm afraid. Though if I'd have thought of it, | would have made
sure they finished the job.”



“That’s nice.”

“What are friends for?’

Work was slack for the next couple of weeks. It was asif al of the intrigue had gone out
of theworld for awhile.

Still, it gave me time to contemplate the sniper attack. | became more and more
convinced that the sniper was deliberately a bad shot, and that thus, the whole thing was
set up for me to look for aclue, leading to me finding the mysterious “suspicious minds’
message. Which meant that | must be meant to work it out and rendezvous with whoever
had set it all up, probably for a very important (and profitable) purpose. Only | couldn’t
figureit out.

Boy, did | fed stupid.

| decided to go to Paris, my favourite city in the world, and have alook round. | thought
I’d be atourist for aweek or so, as work was still slack. (Though with the Japanese trade
war with America about to begin, all sorts of fun and games could be coming my way
any time now). As | wandered down a deserted side street, | noticed that there was an
unusually large manhole cover. Seized by a cretinous urge, | jumped on it. And fell
down several feet.

And, strangely, onto a mattress in a well-lit room surrounded by people wearing suits of
armour.

“You see?’, said a muffled voice from some armour to my right, “I told you he could
decipher it.”

“All right, all right”, grumbled another, “I knew he was good. | mean, the swapping
alphabetical order, turning them into numerics, and then using the first 6 digits as the date
(obviously, swapping the third and fourth digits), and last 3 for the time were simple
enough. Even using the ten digits after the date as a Deca-GPS for the location would not
take a genius. But to work out that was in Level 3 DeLacey encryption was amazing.
And the redundant digits were from the letters “in”, which was plain enough, but
knowing that the precise trgjectory of the jump which would cause the manhole cover to
drop could be worked out from the cosine of the square root of the sum of al the numbers
encoded into the message was phenomenal. Especially as he got the jump exactly right
first time. That, | find incredible. We've certainly got the right man for the job here.”

“And the plan was perfect. | mean, what are the chances that anyone could end up here,
on the 19" September 2019, at this place, at this time, and jumping on the manhole at
precisely the right trgjectory? It just couldn’t happen by chance.”



“Hehe... of course not”, | said nervously. My head was spinning, and | only had a vague
idea of what they were talking about. | did grasp, however, that to admit such a thing
would be extremely foolish.

“Er..."”, | said after an uncomfortable silence that seemed to go on for rather along time,
“may | ask why you are al dressed up in suits of armour?”’

“Certainly you may ask”, replied a suit of armour.

There was a dlightly longer, slightly more uncomfortable pause.
“Well?’

“Well what?’

“Aren’t you going to answer?”’

“| thought | did.”

“But you still haven't told me why you’re all wearing suits of armour!”

“You never asked that. You only asked if you may ask. To which | replied, ‘certainly
you may ask’”.

“Ah. So, why are you all wearing suits of armour?’

“You may well ask that.”

“Indeed. | just did.”
“And may you well.”
“Right.”

“Well may you ask.”

“Areyou going to tell me or what?’

“May you ask well.”

“ I’m going to start screaming any time now.”

“Okay, okay. It's because we al have afearful skin condition. Wearing a suit of armour
isthe only treatment that seems to work.”

“But... all of you haveit?’



“Yes. It wasafreak genetic accident.”

“1 hope it’s not contagious.”

“1 was under the impression that was your code name?”
“Very nearly. Count Aegis. People often hear it wrong.”
“That must be very trying for you.”

“You get used to it.”

“You could get too used to it.”

“It’s an occupationa hazard.”

“Comes with the territory.”

“Isthere apoint to this?”’

“Is there a point to anything at the end of the day?’
“Look, | have better things to do than stand here listening to this drivel.”
“Really? Name one.”

“Well.... Okay so | have nothing better to do. But you could still tell me what all thisis
about.”

“We have avery specia assignment for you.”

“How specia?”’

“Isabillion pounds specia enough?”’

“That’ s sounds to special to be true.”

“Do you accept?”’

“Accept what? You haven't told me what you want from me yet.”
“Is there anything that you would refuse, given the incentive?”’

“Probably not.”



“Then it requires asimple yes or no.”

“Okay then. Yes.”

“Good.”

“Good?’

“That’'s al for now. We do not require you to do anything else at thistime.”

“Er... right. Okay. How will you contact me?’

“Wewill find away.”

“Will it be asintricate and fiendish as the way you contacted me this time?”

“Perhaps. Or, more likely, even more intricate and fiendish.”

| couldn’t think of anything worse than trying to decipher more cryptic messages, and
surely couldn’t rely on sheer chance to do it. There was no way | could just ignore it,
however, as abillion pounds would tip the balance whatever was on the other side of it.
Hopefully the next message would not involve a more accurate sniper, perhaps peppering
my body with bullets in a cleverly calculated pattern that | was supposed to understand
the meaning of. (The only meaning | was likely to understand was, “1 should have worn
abullet-proof vest”).

“Ohjoy. | can't wait. By theway, what do | call you people?’

“You may cal us‘The Mysterons'.”

“You're kidding me, right?’

There was an embarrassed silence. How silence could be described as embarrassed is a
bit beyond me, but embarrassed it was.

“Right? Kidding? Joking? Funny? Not serious? Light-hearted? Humorous?’
“No. Just ‘The Mysterons’.”

“Why?

“Why what?’

“Why not?’



“Whatever. I'll just assume you're a bunch of eccentric, possibly evil, geniuses with too
much time and money on your hands.”

“That’s probably not too far from the truth.”
“Aslong as you' ve got the money you promised me.”

Another week of tedium went by. It was most unusual to go this length of time without
hearing anything from one of my contacts. | had begun to wonder if they had all been
nullified by The Mysterons. When suddenly a brick came through my window, narrowly
missing my head.

It was from Lo Sing Fat. | aways hated it when he sent me a message, as it aways
involved either expensive damage to my house, or even more expensive damage to my
body. This was one of the reasons why | charged the Japanese twice as much as anyone
else for my services. Well, actually that was alie. | just charged everyone as much as |
thought | could get away with, and the Japanese seemed to be more willing to part with
money than the Americans or Europeans.

The message was simple, and covered in number 67 sauce. It read:

“Please meet me at Tower Bridge on 28" September 2019 at 14:30 to discuss the
possibility of assisting the insurgent element in The Welsh Assembly”.

Lo Sing had discovered the perfect cipher. He found that, if he wrote down exactly what
he meant, since it was highly secret, confidentia and sensitive information, nobody
would ever believe that it meant what it said it did. After all, what kind of idiot would
actually write down things so that others could read it easily? The code could thus never
be broken, because the only way to break it was to not try to.

| met with him at the assigned time and place. | asked him what this was all about. He
said we should go on the tube to talk.

The tube, or London Underground if you want to be proper, is a wonderful place to
having highly secretive conversations in public. This is because the English have
developed an amazing ability — to shut off the rest of the world, or at least to have
pretended to be ignoring other people for such along time that their brains now accept it
as read that they actually are ignoring everyone. This ability was honed, and later
perfected, on the tube. So it is astrange but true fact that, no matter what you say or how
loudly, no-one will ever hear you (and even if they do, they will not believe that they
have). They will just peer even more intently at whatever they are looking at, whether it
be the paper, a magazine, the woman across the train from them, the window, the map of
the tube network which adorns every compartment, or Romanian gypsy women (which
also seem to be in every compartment), begging for money and chattering so loudly that
no-one would be able to hear your conversation anyway, even if they weren't studiously
ignoring it.



A strange smell permeated the air, but then strange smells were the norm for the London
Underground. In fact, the lack of a strange smell on the tube would probably have been
quite terrifying in its own way.

“So what’s al this about the Welsh Assembly?’, | asked, intrigued at how this seemingly
insignificant (on the world-wide scale, | mean) little group could be used for the
furtherance of the glorious (in it's own eyes) Japanese Empire.

It was a curious thing about the Japanese Empire. After having al but vanished from the
world scene by 2010, Japan suddenly started becoming aworld leader in practically every
way imaginable. Even when they invaded Guam and took it back from the Americans,
they were seen to have so much clout that no-one had objected much. There were many
theories as to the reason behind this sudden rise in geopolitical prominence, but | put it
down to Sushi’s Revenge.

“The Welsh Assembly is very important. It’sjust that no-one realisesit yet.” He winked
conspiratorially at me. Thiswas slightly pointless, as he hadn’t actually told me anything
yet, but | winked back and trod on his foot, knowing that in the new Japanese culture, this
was the correct thing to do.

“The Welsh have something very valuable in their power, but they don’t have any idea
what it is. Neither do the British, or in fact anything else. In fact, even we have only
recently come to a knowledge of it. But the British are getting suspicious of alittle farm
in South-East Wales, run by the Leek family. They must not find out what is there.”

“Er... are you going to tell me or what?’, | asked, exasperated at his intensely irritating
methods of building up suspense, and also knowing that the members of the Leek family
were bound to all have humorous names.

“No, what would be the fun of that? But you must make sure that Sandy Pants fails to
pass the “Let’ stake over all the family run farmsfor a pittance” bill.”

“Sandy Pants? Isn’t she that famous bikini model ?’

“Yes, but she'san MP in her spare time. It doesn’t take alot of effort, she has enormous
talent for lying and disregard for people, the environment and nationa health, and
absolutely no mora fibre at al. She could well be the second female British Prime
Minister.”

“Sounds awful.”

“Can’'t be any worse than the present crowd. Anyway, at least the British public would
have something worth looking at.”



“l just can't imagine it... ‘We British are very proud to have Sandy Pants for our
national leader? It doesn’t sound right.”

“Whatever. Just stop her.”

“Okay... And just how am | supposed to accomplish this?”’

“1 hear she has athing for men with beards and eyebrows that meet in the middle.”
“Er..."

“Here'sadisguise. Now go get her!l Asfor me, | think there’ s another meal waiting, this
conversation has made me hungry...”

As Lo Sing Fat waddled off to gain some fat, | looked at my disguise. It would make
most women want to run very fast in the opposite direction.

But for Ms. Pants, it would make meirresistible... apparently. | hadn’t tried to chat up a
woman for years. (Not that I'd tried to chat up aguy, you redlise.)

The world isfull of strange people.

That’swhy | can livein it, | suppose.

TO BE CONTINUED....

Author’s Note:

If anyone actually cares whether this series gets continued, I'd appreciate the
encouragement!

Please email me at poetofthecentury@aol.com if you care...




Alone

If 1 were to describe myself to you, you would think | was some kind of alien.
If I showed you a picture of myself, you would think me an inhuman freak. If you were
to see me in the flesh, you@ get the shock of your life. If you knew of my plight, my
destiny, chosen by those who care not for me, you would pity me.

Am | bitter? | would have to answer yes.

And yet, how could | not be?

Few know of my existence. Or maybe none. | was supposed to be one of
many, but there were only two of us before the fire came. Now thereis only one. | have
no companion, no soul mate. | am aone. | suppose that® why | have become so self-
centred. Thereis simply no one else to care about.

Why am | aive? The answer issimple. Because | cannot die. Oh yes, and |
am supposed to fight, to protect, should the need arise. Since the war, humans have given
up the whole technology thing. Y ou could say they®@e "plugged and played”, and now it®
game over. Not so much given up, | should say, rather none of it survived except that
which is controlled by the scientists here. The countries least developed were the only
ones to survive, the ones not considered important military targets. Now the West, as it
was called, isgone. The radiation is spreading, has killed off the remaining countries, all
except these last ones here in Africa. The disease will soon spread here, | know. So do
the scientists who created me. But the ordinary people do not. They still lead the same
lives, worship the same gods, and have the same struggle to survive... The Western ones
called them primitive, but look what their "advancement” did for them in the end.

And now they®@e ruined the earth for all these children of the earth, too.

l@n talking to myself as if relating everything to another. Well, 1@e got
nothing else to do. | know these walls are unbreakable. These scientists aren®stupid.
Cruel, evil, arrogant; but not stupid.

| was about ten years old when | found out how it had begun. Genetically
modified food. Huh! What a background to come from! |, perhaps the most astonishing,
perhaps the last achievement of human science, have as a hereditary line a cabbage!
WEell, | suppose that®taking things to an extreme. That was just when they realised what
they could accomplish. Funny that it happened aimost simultaneously with the first
human clone.

Still, | digress. As if it matters, when 1@ talking to myself. But till.
Genetic engineering. | wonder if anyone else knew that someone had the bright idea of
introducing the concept to that tribe in the Pacific who still adhered to cannibalism?
Also, it® strange to think that even after being educated in Cambridge, those students



should want to go back there. | suppose the idea of working with Professor Sutton and
his team, for the greater good of their homeland, as they saw it, was a great attraction.
Sutton. How | hate that name. | don®see it as coincidental that it® so similar to Satan.
In fact, if it came down to a straight choice, | think 1@ rather take my chances with the
Devil.

[t® easy to guess what happened, isn®it? The term "who® for supper” took
on awhole new perspective. Even in cannibalistic societies, it was rather disconcerting
to think that you might end up eating your own friend, or possibly even family member.
Thanks to Sutton the Devil, no-one had to take that chance. What he did, and this was
the really clever part, was secretly take a few million ova from a recently deceased
woman, when nobody was watching of course, and less than a year later he was able to
produce humans out of thin air! His team set up a huge dynamo, for of course there was
no electricity on the island, and somehow managed to claim enough land to set up a
laboratory large enough for his purposes. | suppose it was quite easy for him. He could
show the chieftain any number of "miracles’, couldn®he? Light up the whole sky at
midnight, blind someone with a finger-laser, kill someone without a sound at fifty paces...
| wouldn®put anything past him.

Not only could he provide human sacrifices at will, but he could produce
them bigger, with extralimbs... The possibilities were endless. Of course, it was all kept
completely under wraps. No-one in the so-called "civilised" world ever heard of it.

But why go to so much trouble when there was obviously no financia profit
init? My guessis that he foresaw the third world war and took precautions. It wasn®
more than three years before he came to what is now my home, in Central Africa. This
was the only place far enough away from obvious military targets to stay unaffected for a
while should nuclear war break out. His idea was partly to work on a way of reversing
the effects of nuclear radiation, and partly to gain world domination along the way.
Needless to say, in the little community of which | the centre (and yet no part of), he is
King. Hisword islaw, total and absolute. No-one can question him or deny him.

So where do | fit in? A couple of years after getting here, he started on a
hugely ambitious project. He planned to create an army of "Super-warriors', so that
should any neighbouring tribes attempt to attack, he could send them packing. The effect
would also be that his legend would spread. A man-god who controls a legion of multi-
l[imbed giants. If he solved the global pollution problem, his takeover of the whole world
would be a simple proposition. Folklore would precede him, and no-one would be left
alive who might question the validity of the myths that had grown up around him and his
new world order.

Much as | hate him, though, | hate his assistant more. No- one will ever
understand the hate | feel, or how it saddens me that | have no room left for any other
emotion, or any reason to feel otherwise. | often imagine crushing her to death slowly,
letting her gasp her penultimate breath and letting her breathe again, just to make her
suffering remain alittle longer. How | would love to cause her the pain she has caused



me! | hate myself for feeling like this. | may be a freak physically, but | still have the
same emotional make-up as any human. Only there®no room left for anything but hate,
and the hatred of my malice. | hate what 1®@e become. | hate what they®@e made me,
turned me into.

But most of al | hate her.

Melissa Spence is her name. Somehow it even sounds like a spiteful, hurtful
name. It conjures up images of a little girl who pulls the wings off flies. She®the one
who killed the only friend 1®@e ever had, or ever will have.

His name was Goliath. 1, Gargantua, am his younger brother. Asif | need
any reminding of my own name. But the reason, at least, proves that Daniel Sutton had a
human side. His only son was to be called Gavin. But he was born dead. His mother
died during childbirth. The simultaneous losses pushed Daniel right over the edge. In
some warped way, we were his sons, Goliath and me. | think | can even forgive him for
what he became, to some extent. Maybe | have got some room left for an emotion other
than hate. At least that proves 1@ still human. But | can®feel anything else for Spence.

Thereis no way can she be human.

We two, Goliath and myself, were the first ones made. As it turned out, we
were the only ones. Goliath was thirty-two feet high; | myself only twenty-eight. We
both had the same number of eyes, ears, arms and legs, of course; ten, fourteen, sixteen
and twenty. The one time we actually went to war, the mere sight of us reduced our
opponents to gibbering wrecks; between us we could wield as many spears as sixteen of
them, and we wouldn®have even needed to dodge theirs, for our skin was so tough they
would have simply bounced off. As to why we were supposed to use spears instead of
lasers | can only speculate; | guess it was a sense of tradition. Although, really, we didn®
need any weapons. But who can know how Sutton® mind worked?

| have to admit though, and | feel ashamed to say this, even to myself, but
seeing the reaction of our "enemies' gave me a buzz, despite the fact that | bitterly
resented fighting for Sutton and Spence. Why did | do it? The death-gland, of course.
Refusal to obey meant instant death. | didn®realise at that time what a good option death
would have been.

Although, saying that, we were treated quite well at first. But then the fire
came. No-one ever found out what caused it, but the effects were devestating and far-
reaching. The fire destroyed all of the records about our genetic make-up, and much of
the equipment in the lab. The equipment could be replaced, but not the information.
Somehow Sutton and his entire team had faked their own deaths, even remote-crashing a
7C7 afew hundred miles away from their Pacific hideout to make it look good. @ not
sure how they did it, but they managed to get more equipment shipped in after the fire,
long after they were supposedly dead. | suppose that®just the power of money... Sutton



was incredibly rich, having inherited the fortune left by his grandfather, who owned the
patent on the gene used in most genetically modified foods.

But with the records about how to nurture more giants gone, the equipment
would be al but useless. That was when Spence showed her true colours. She started
experimenting on my friend, trying to work out how we worked. The amount of muscle-
relaxant they must have pumped into him to stop him from fighting back must have been
enormous. Poor Goliath. He was so naive. He just let them inject him, trusting them.
To his cost.

| can still hear him screaming, even though it must be years since his poor
body could finally take no more.

| can still hear him screaming.

They couldn®try it with me, of course. | was wise to them by this time, and
they wouldn®have got near me with that hypodermic needle. | can®get out of this place,
| know, but they can® stop my from moving around in it. After what they did to my
friend | would kill al of them on sight.

They know this.

And after all, | was all they@ got left. Maybe the other tribes started getting a
bit bolder. Maybe they didn®believe in the legends. But then again, maybe Sutton found
away to reverse the affects of the radiation. The did it at Chernobyl, using nothing more
complicated than sunflowers. So why not on a global scale? | know it was one of his
ideas.

Or perhaps the radiation spread uncontrollably and killed them all. Maybe
I@n the only living thing left inside this planet. Why am | alive? Because | cannot die.
@ safe, undying, here in this prison cell. 1@ immune to all diseases, impervious to
radiation, and my body takes in all its nutrients from the air around it, so | can®starve.
That®the cruelest thing. The only way | can dieisif someone presses the button and my
death-gland activates. If no one®left to press the button, I® be here forever, unless that
asteroid does finaly arrive and destroy the earth, even more completely than the Third
World War did.

So here | am talking to myself again. Stuck inside these four walls, it®@all |
can do.

| miss my friend.

My brother.

| can still hear him screaming.



Before you read this story there’s something that | should tell you. This was only
written a decade or so ago, yet science moves so quickly these days that the reference to the
completion date of the Human Genome Project in this story is already inaccurate — my estimate
for its completion was wrong, it happened much sooner in redlity than in the story! But for the
sake of nostalgia I’m not changing it now. Thisisjust so that people don’t contact me to tell me
I’ve got my factswrong...

DNATr cissus

For years | didn® know the truth about my grandfather. The only thing |
knew for sure was that my parents refused point-blank to talk about him. As an
adolescent, | didn®think it worth the effort to find out the truth. Of course, at school
various things were said, some good, more bad, but | didn®believe them.

In my early twenties, however, once | had begun my career as a journalist, |
found it impossible to resist the urge to do some research. Confirming in spirit if not in
words what my old school compatriots had said, my first finding was most disturbing.
The book "Scientists Since The Year 2000; The Pioneers of Modern Times' had this
entry about him:

"William Johnson, the most gifted genetic scientist of his generation. Famed
for hisinvention of HIRV... in his later years he became notorious as the creator of the
DNArcissus, a genetically engineered female plaything which eventually escaped his
clutches."

As you may understand, | was extremely distressed by the latter revelation.
When the editor of the newspaper | worked for asked me to do a story on it, my anguish
turned into something more akin to panic. Fortunately, | no longer lived near my parents.
If they@ seen an article about grandfather with my name stamped on it, they would have
freaked out completely.

Y ou may be asking yourself why I didn®simply refuse to do the piece. Well,
it®simple redly. | had a chance to ascertain the truth of the matter, rather than leaving it
to another, maybe less scrupul ous reporter.

Happily | worked for a respectable paper, where truth had at least some merit
against the value of simply agood, preferably controversial, not-too-honest story.

| just hoped that the truth here would make a good story.
Without forever estranging me from my family.

I@ done articles of similar nature before, but digging up an ancestral grave,
figuratively speaking, was something else. | was truly anxious about what | might find



out.

First stop was his old house, which had remained uninhabited. No-one had
wanted to actualy live there, but thousands visited it each year. The council was very
pleased about the money it had raked in since they@ turned it into a museum.

Cashing in on someone® notoriety was big business.

There was a musty smell about the place, as you might well imagine.
Through the dlightly grimy window | could see a tour bus pulling up. Two dozen or so
smiling Japanese tourists followed their tour guide, taking snapshots of everything in
sight. 1@ looked briefly at the shop section, which had the usual tourist trappings of
postcards and books. Obviously school science projects were conducted here as well, for
| could see pencils, erasers, stickers and a myriad other mundane objects with "William
Johnson Museum™ printed on them. There were five books about my grandfather for sale
aswell.

|@ asked the pretty young sales assistant if | could get them for free if | gave
the museum some press coverage in my article. As pretty young sales assistants do, she
merely smiled at me and said she didn®know, but she could ask the manager for me.

When the manager came, he seemed quite pleased with the exchange 1@
proposed. So pleased, in fact, that he gave me afree visitors pack aswell. This consisted
of a pen, two pencils, an eraser, four multi-coloured stickers, a notepad, a mug and for
some strange reason, a pair of scissors. | was informed that this little lot was "worth"
£10.99, but | guessed the real worth to be less than a tenth of the price. Still, | smiled at
the manager and thanked him for his generosity, assuring him of an excellent write-up in
my feature.

Neither he or the girl could give any real information about Mr Johnson,
however. Even the professed "expert" guide in the other room had no idea. They were
all quite happy to talk about his contributions to genetic medicine - especialy his
perfecting of HIRV. (Human Immunodeficiency Retro-Virus) In fact, the most
impressive exhibit (the only impressive exhibit, | should say) was a holographic display
of the HIRV-strand, blown up to a height of six feet. But as for the staff and supposed
expert, it seems no-one expects the Spanish Inquisition, or a journalist® bombardment of
guestions. Looking round the house itself was actually no help. It was just an ordinary
home, with some historical commentary hanging by certain exhibits, none of which
added to the little knowledge | had of his scientific discoveries or persona life.
Amazingly, there was hardly any mention of my grandfather® notorious science project.
Somehow they skirted around that unseemly part of his history, and yet it was aways
there. 1@ not sure how to explain it, but there was a sense of "we® tell you the good
things he did, but we all know what he turned into..." about the whole place.

It was a complete waste of time, this "exhibition". They could have made
something of it, but it had obviously been created on the cheap. | wondered how much



the American and Japanese holiday reps got in backhanders for using the museum as a
"stopping-off" point. | also mentally revised my formerly glowing twenty words about
the place, and decided to pay for my books after all.

And return the visitors pack.

Reading those books, even in the comfort of my flat, was a somewhat
tiresome project. This was very rarely because the subject matter was uninteresting.
Sometimes it was the writer® style that put me off, although occasionally | could find
myself being drawn into subjects despite myself because the author® prose was so
engaging. It was just that | had to trawl through masses of insignificant data to find just
one worthwhile fact. Surprisingly the InterNet, where you could often circumnavigate
the dross if you had a decent search facility, had nothing about my grandfather. Well,
that®not quite true. There were a number of "ranting” sites, deploring hislife, works and
dress sense, but nothing concrete could be found in them. In fact, whereas the "Museum”
had refused to mention the darker side of his research, the reverse was true as respects the
Net.

It was all compounded by the fact that | really had no notion of what | was
looking for. Something that would give me alead to chase, something that would help to
explain why he@ done it. It wasn®that the books were particularly lacking information,
it was just that | knew the facts .

| needed something else.

One book did mention that he was a very lonely man. It was the only one
published after his diary had been found, so | suppose that was why | managed to glean
more from that one book than the other four put together.

It seemed he was a man driven by intense passion for scientific research. The
entriesin his
diary had aways started with his latest project findings. Indeed they took up about nine
tenths of his day-to-day account.

The other tenth was occupied by his persona life. It did not make happy
reading. His family and friends had been pushed away from him by his research. He
freely admitted it to be his fault. He spent virtually every waking hour (and many
sleeping ones) in hislab. His girlfriend walked away from him, and he seemed to hardly
notice at all.

But he did notice. He was a very sensitive man who didn® show much to
other people. People saw him much as they would see his diary; al enthusiasm about
science, no time for people.

But | saw it differently. Maybe 1@ biased because, after all, he® family,



despite the fact that | never met him. | saw an internal battle in this man; loving science
and also loving people, but finding himself isolated because he let scientific study rule his
life.

He must have got to the point of no return. Part of his diary entry for March
22nd | 2134CE read:

"Today | sacrificed the last of my friendships. | was supposed to meet Brian
at 21:00 at 21 Mandela Road. But | wastoo close to isolating the chromosomes affecting
peopl esCpersonalities to stop the experiment. It didn®finish until 02:47 the following
day, and then | had to write up my notes. 1.."

That was typica of him, aways using the twenty-four hour clock, and
knowing the local pub only by its address. It was aso characteristic in that his human
sorrow was drowned out by his latest project.

Although it didn®mention it directly in the book, that extract gave me alead
which was to prove most illuminating. Surfing the net for a mercifully short time, | came
across the information that 1@ hoped for. It proved my hunch to be right.

That breakthrough with identifying personality chromosomes had led to the
establishment of DNAting agencies. It was not commonly known, | suppose, because no-
one wanted to give him credit for anything they regarded as a good thing .(4)

|@ never used one of them myself. | used to tell people 1@ rather stick to
traditional methods of finding a mate, but the truth was | had no time to find someone |
liked. 1@ not sure it would be fair to be in a relationship when you don®have time to
make it work anyway. | suppose that would apply whether you used a DNAting agency
or not.

Still, I knew what they were, of course. They took DNA samples from al
their clients, and paired them off according to their personalities. This was hugely
successful as, of course, a chromosome can® lie the way someone filling in a
guestionnaire can. In fact, one well known agency (Closer than Close) had the corny
catch phrase:

"Geraldscanlie. Genomes can@"

It turned out that my grandfather, having run out of funds, actually worked
for the first ever DNAting agency for atime. It had the uninspiring name of "True Love
International Dating Corporation”, and was run by a strange person called Ineele Wash.
She was highly intelligent, however, and soon had the business burgeoning into an
immense profit-making machine.

My grandfather was a computer operator, running the "mate- matching"



software. He was aso responsible for running the various fault-diagnosis programs.

The only computers capable of storing the huge amounts of data involved
were those which used DNARAM, DeoxyriboNucleic Acid Random Access Memory. It
had long been known that DNA cells were the most efficient storage media ever created
(they also made a mockery of the evolution theory), but it was not known how to "read"
them or "write" to them until the end of the twenty-first century.

Set up by HUGO (Human Genome Organization) in 1988, the Human
Genome Project gave the first clues. It was completed in 2006, with the full findings
published the following year. The goals of this experiment were:

1) To map the genome, locating the position of the 100,000 genes,

2) To determine, by sequencing the genome, the order of the "building blocks'
that make up each of these genes;

3) To sequence the other 95 to 98 percent of human genetic material.

In al of these goals it was successful, but the actual methods of deciphering
the RNA remained stubbornly unattainable by artificial methods.

Haf a century on, however, it was achieved. Synthetically produced
ribosomes and enzymes proved capable of the job, although at first were astoundingly
slow compared to the real thing. In time, though, they got the speed up to way beyond
that of conventional RAM access. It even surpassed Static RAM, which was so fast it
was generally held to have "zero" access time.

The real advantage, of course, was that vast, | mean really vast amounts of
memory could be stored inside the equivalent of a pin- head. So many gigabytes of
information could be held on a single strand of DNA that no-one ever bothered working
it out any more.

The down-side of this was, while computers were dill attacked by
algorithmic viruses, DNARAM was susceptible to real viruses. This made it essential
that fault diagnosers were also competent biologists, which was probably the only reason
my grandfather could stand his job.

After atime, he felt the need for companionship again. He@ never actually
lost that desire, but had subdued it. However, there came atime, alittle over six months
after he@ started working at True Love IDC, that he could no longer suppress his human
desire for company.

The natural solution, he felt, would be to find someone on the computer who
matched him. The company had a DNA profile of all their staff on record anyway, for
security purposes, so al he had to do was run "mate-matcher”. (Free to employees as
long as they only used it once.)



"The computer came up with nothing. | am not matchable. There is no-one
who wants me."

That diary entry really summed it up for him. He had lost all hope asfar asa
relationship went. Over 95% of people who used the service had been matched with
someone they eventually married. This is the real indicator of its success; nowadays it®
almost unheard of for a marriage to break up, unlike a couple of centuries ago. Scientists
have theorised this to be because people now actually marry people who are genetically
suitable. Philosophers suggest it to be because it breaks down the practice of dating and
marrying primarily due to physical proximity. Still others reason that people just didn®
work hard enough at keeping their relationships going in the "old days".

| favour the third proposition myself, although | have a sneaky feeling that all
three notions have some truth in them. Whatever the reason, though, broken matrimonial
contracts are a scarce commaodity in these times.

Apparently, though, my grandfather was not a suitable match for any of the
five million or so women on TLIDC®clientele.

All he had left now was his research. After working for some more months
at the DNAting agency, he had saved enough money to support his projects again, if only
for ashort time.

It didn® last long. He was excellent at saving money for his research;
notoriously bad at managing his finances once he@ begun a project. When the money
had run out, however, a private hospital offered him a post at their research facility,
which he accepted joyously. They knew about his expertise in genetics. In fact, they
were bewildered that he hadn®been picked up by someone else already. (They didn®see
freaked-out staff as a problem; their research team could handle anything. Some of his
previous colleagues had been alittle... unprepared for the results of certain experiments.)

Hiswork at the lab consisted mainly of DNA-splicing and the manufacture of
retro-viruses. Sometimes he helped out with the department that dealt with genetically
repaired body organs. (They were known as GENEius.) This section had actually
created from scratch afully working body (which they called Oddbod), albeit without an
organic brain.

They were soon castigated by the media. There was a world- wide ban on
creating humanoid organic life-forms. It had been quite difficult for politicians to know
quite what to legislate against; previously there had been a ban on creating sentient life-
forms, but not non-sentient life-forms. When GENEius had created a human body which
was not sentient, governments had to reform the previous law to stop this, without
inadvertently banning both patented animal designs (such as the sheep whose manure
actually helped grass to grow rather than killing it) and androids (humanoid but not



strictly speaking self-aware). After the "Genetic Law and Standards Commission” had
been looking into it for two years, they finally worked it out.

"SQubsection 14 (Part C) - No genetically created humanoid can be created
with an electronic brain or any other kind of brain which accepts stimulus from other
than the normal human senses.”

There were still disputes as to how this law was to be interpreted, of course.
Some android manufacturers used some organic matter in certain designs. For instance,
it was not unusual for an otherwise completely electromechanical android to have human
hands. (Nothing designers could come up with changed the fact that the human hand is
unequalled as a manipulative device.)

In time, such disputes were settled. But | digress, such is my desire to tell all
the facts. (Despite the fact that | don®actually like research, I@e really become involved
in this story and looked up far more than 1@ ever intended to. The five books from the
museum were just the start.) No doubt my editor will halve the size of my article when
|®@e finished it, saying that much of it is unnecessary. (Yet again...)

Still, that®what editors are for, isn®it?

Now you may be wondering when the DNArcissus came into being. The
smarter ones among you could well have worked it out already. The first mention in the
diary came fourteen weeks into my grandfather®tenure in the research centre.

"1 today considered the possibility of creating a companion for myself."

He knew that he@ be breaking the law, but even that wasn®enough to put
him off theidea. It took another couple of weeks for him to decide he@ definitely do it.

Once he@ decided to break the law (something he had never done or even
contemplated doing before) it didn®seem too difficult for him to use the hospital® time
and resources for his covert project. It didn®stop him feeling guilty, but he got round
that problem by working overtime and putting the extra wages into the hospital© donation
box. It took him ayear to construct the body, complete with organs and the correct set of
23 chromosomes. He not only made her personality (the one to) match his, but also gave
her a superb immune system, far superior to that of an average person. This, in fact, was
very easy, as many people had their immune system improved genetically by those days,
and it was fairly standard (in developed countries, at least) to dlightly alter a foetus©
genetic make-up to ensure they were impervious to all but about 4% of known diseases.

The hard part was making her brain. It isinteresting that, in my grandfather®
diary, he refers to DNArcissus as "it" right up to the moment the body is completed, and
thereafter "it" becomes "she". | think it® because he couldn®quite perceive "it" as being



real until the whole thing was close to becoming reality. Maybe it all seemed like some
sort of crazy daydream to him before that point. Perhaps it® nothing to do with any of
that, but you understand it® my job to impute possible motives to peoplesGctions. After
al, that®what people want, what makes different newspapers... well, different.

As | was saying, the brain was the most difficult organ to make, simply
because It was not yet fully understood. How a thought process was carried out was still
something of a mystery, despite advances in scientific understanding. For example, in
2045 Canadian professor Henry Starranger discovered another six neurotransmitters (the
chemicals which bridge synapses). Some years later, he collaborated with Australian
neurologist Shannon Keller to map the frequencies of electrochemical signals between
neutrons when different emotions were felt. Research was also done, a decade later,
which led to a better comprehension of the functions of the cerebral cortex.

As recently as the last year of the twenty-first century, the formation of
"microcircuits’, the layout of connections between neutrons, were mapped in a single
patient every second for nearly a month, in an attempt to understand how the brain
reacted when the patient was learning or going through emotional experiences.

Although the information was only from one patient (and thus could only
give a rough approximation) for just under a month (thus not necessarily giving a true
pattern for even that one individual), the amounts of information gathered were so
immense that even today, nearly three decades on, only half of the information has been
processed and studied. While neurological centres have gleaned much useful information
from the results thus far, they have not really succeeded in answering, even nowadays,
the questions that my grandfather would have needed to know all those years ago.

William Johnson, then, had two realistic options. These were;

"use a human brain from a dead patient from the hospital, or create an
electronic brain, based on the Oddbod®, which can receive stimulation from nerves, as a
normal human brain does. | dislike both options. The first would Ieave me feeling that
she is not a single person but a mishmash of two, or even a zombie; the second option
would leave me feeling that she wasn® a real person at all, but some kind of freaky
organic android.”

As neither of these alternatives were paatable to him, it was some time
before he was forced into choosing one of them, having come to the conclusion that there
was no other choice. The latter of the two options was chosen, as "zombie" outweighed
"android” in the unpalatability stakes.

Suddenly my grandfather® perfect woman was alittle less perfect.

"My enthusiasm returned, however, once the day came to kick- start her heart
into operation.”



That enthusiasm was short-lived. Although he had viewed this as
DNArcissus©day of birth", he knew it would not be anormal "birth" in any way. He had
created her a fully-grown female, so there would no closing of the septum or muscle
contraction shutting off the connective duct between the two main arteries of the heart, as
happens with newborn babies. To his disgust, my grandfather had to use, of all things,
"electricity to get the damned thing up and running.”

Even he could not escape the analogy with Doctor Frankenstein® Monster.

How his attitude had changed! In the very instant he had created
DNArcissus, he knew he would have to destroy her. The fog in his brain cleared and he
realised how little he had thought through the whole thing, how poorly he had visualised
it. How would he cope with teaching this anatomically perfect female from babyhood?
How well could an electronic brain simulate an organic one? How could he ever fool
himself into thinking of her as area person? How could he ever feel anything other than
loathing for her? Or for himself?

Perhaps most poignantly, how could he now destroy this life that he@
created?

| was enormously frustrated to find his diary entries changed completely from
that day. They were full of science still, but not one mention of DNArcissus. In fact,
nothing at al did he mention of anything but pure science until the sudden and
unexpected revelation that, halfway into the 22nd century, he was getting married.

And that was it. Nothing at all about who the bride was, what had brought
him to the point of marriage, how happy he was at the prospect. Not even her name.
He® never mentioned her before. In fact, not a single individual was made mention of in
his diary since DNArcissus.

He® never even given DNArcissus a name.

| have to presume that this was my grandmother, who | never met. | have no
other reason to believe it was anyone else. My parents had done an incredibly good job
in keeping them secret from me. In fact, [@ not sure how they managed it.

But al of thisisirrelevant, and 1@ letting my emotions get in the way of my
account of things. | have no further information from any source that | can rely on. |
have however drawn my own conclusions, as @ sure you have.

From what | know, and what | have deduced from William Johnson®
personality, | believe he killed DNATrcissus instantly. | think the power of his revulsion
at what he had done was over- powering to him, and he acted on impulse for the first time
in hislife. He had let his obsession cloud his judgement aready, but that was not a snap



decision; he had built up to it. Putting an end to DNATrcissusClife before she had been
alive five seconds was a knee- jerk reaction.

His guilt after that must have been compl ete.

In Greek mythology, Narcissus fell in love with himself because he was so
beautiful, and died looking at his reflection.  William Johnson fell in love with his
obsession, and because he envisaged it as being so beautiful, he kept going after it until it
became him. When he looked at his creation he saw himself. The realisation came,
when he was about to receive the end product of what he@ done, that he was looking at
something ugly, hideous to him. It caused him a pain he could not bear, and the fate of
DNArcissus was sealed. In destroying her he lost part of himself.

I@n not sure if it®©him or his"invention” | feel more sorry for.

His death is even more of a mystery. He just disappeared, and his wife
vanished some months after that. No-one has ever found them, but just after that time
there were reports, dismissed at the time as ridiculous or fanciful, that an unregistered
spacecraft was detected heading for the uninhabited side of Mars. These reports have
always been denied by NASA, but conspiracy theories abound about a cover-up by the
US government. Usually | just assume that all conspiracy theories are hogwash.

But 1@ inclined to believe this one.

The strangest thing of al is that, although never found, someone put up a gravestone
for him. No-one knows who put it there, or even when. 1®@e left thistill last, as, perhaps,
the inscription will not be so cryptic to those who know all that | know.

"William Johnson, R.1.P.
A part to the dust,

The part that was lust,
A part to the skies,

The part that told lies,
A vision unfulfilled,
Alifel have willed,
Intentions for life,
Attainment of strife,
A part of me dead,

A part of me fled.

The guilt that you sent
Wil forever residein my tent."



Cross-Assembler.

Saturday Afternoon (Relativeto London, England).

Tim and Mandy strolled down the park towards their flat, still shrouded in the bliss of
being newly-weds. Holding hands, frequent adoring looks at their partner, conversation
spoken in soft, loving tones like the gentle waves of the sea at twilight. Dreaming about
the future, believing that their happiness would never end.

The tramp on the roadside, bitter from long years of receiving no help from
anyone, looking at them enviously. Wanting to have someone to love him, to care for
him, to look after him. Knowing that it was an impossible dream. Turning his back on a
world that had turned its back on him.

The little girl playing with her friends, looking at the world through innocent,
trusting eyes. Her grandmother, who was
looking after her while the parents were visiting a health farm in Y orkshire, old and wise,
still filled with sadness because of the great gap left in her heart since her husband had
died.

The doctor coming home from work, patients saved and patients lost, elation
and dgjection, all part of the job. Exhaustion setting in; he@ started work at 5 in the
morning, and gone against what he@ have told any patient in keeping awake by drinking
huge quantities of coffee.

The scientist, getting ready to start work. There was much to be done, an
experiment of great importance.
Saturday Evening.
Mandy pushed the cat away from her yet again. "If you don®stop, |@ going to strangle
you!", she said, exasperated. "You®e aready been fed, don®think you€e getting any
more, Fluffy."

"What®that, love?', asked Tim from the bedroom.

"Oh, nothing, darling”, shereplied. "Just the cat."

The tramp settled down on the park bench for the night. At least it wasn®too
cold tonight. He remembered the time when he had his own bed, his own home. Those
days were long ago. That night he dreamed of being an ordinary man, with a mortgage, a
car and ajob.

The simple dreams that so many take for granted each day.

"When are mummy and daddy coming back, grandma?*, asked the little girl.



"Don®speak with your mouth full, dear. They@ coming back soon. Three
days, | think it is." Grandma decided she would have to speak to her daughter about
bringing Charlotte up with good manners. She was old enough to know better than to
talk with food in her mouth, at her age.

The doctor flopped out on his sofa and sighed. It had been a hard day at
work, especialy that operation on the man who needed two valve replacements as well as
a quadruple bypass.

Sometimes he wished he had a wife, someone to come home to. Someone to
snuggle up to him when he was stressed and soothe him. Someone who would call him
"Donad", at least, instead of "Doctor”. But it seemed that he was simply too busy to
even think about it much.

Still, at least he had his dog, who he called K9 because of his obsession with
Doctor Who. And his dog, without any shadow of a doubt, would be a faithful
companion no matter what.

The scientist looked at his experiment with intense concentration. There
hadn®been enough response from his "guinea-pigs" yet.

He would have to work harder.

Sunday Morning.

Tim awoke with one arm around Mandy and the other sprawling over the side of the bed,
his fingertips aimost touching the floor. He felt something soft and furry brush against
the outstretched hand. As he dlowly crept up towards the half-open doors of
consciousness, he became aware that the cat was in the room, and making some sort of
noise, like screeching. As the doors of consciousness opened fully, his eyes opened and
focused, and he saw that the cat was scratching at the continental quilt on the bed. As
Fluffy continued his execution of the bed relentlessly, the quilt fell on it and woke both
Mandy and Tim up fully. "What the...", began Mandy, but couldn®finish the sentence
through sheer incredulity. Tim was likewise staring open-mouth at the battle between
Fluffy and the quilt, itself quite fluffy now, which continued even after the feline had
escaped the clutches of the quilt. "Stupid cat, what® gotten into it?', asked the
bewildered Mandy.

The cat was unceremoniously dumped out of the bedroom.
When they got out into the main room, Tim and Mandy got an unwelcome

shock. Everything was in shreds that the cat could possibly tear. It seemed that Fuffy
was on amission to destroy everything he could, and leave nothing standing.



Mandy and her husband could do nothing but stare.

The tramp also woke up to the sound of scratching. His eyes opened and saw
alarge dog, with no leash, pawing futilely at the metal legs of the park bench. It seemed
to be consumed with fear, hatred, anger, malice, hunger al at the same time, and for no
apparent reason. The tramp just shrugged and moved on. It wasn®the first time he@
seen a mad dog at close range, and it wouldn®be the last, so he didn®see any point in
worrying about it.

The little girl had gone with her grandmother to the seaside. Granny had
bought them both alolly. Charlotte saw some donkeys and pointed at them, about to ask
if she could have a ride on one of them. She dropped her lolly and, almost before she
noticed, a number of insects had descended upon it and were devouring it. In fact, a
whole ant colony seemed to have decided it was theirs, there were thousands of them, and
other insects, there within afew seconds.

"Odd", thought Grandma, giving Charlotte her lolly to stop her from crying.
They both soon forgot about it, though.

The doctor grimaced as the alarm clock signalled that it was time for him to
go to work. Quite why he@ agreed to swap shifts with Malcolm just so that he could go
to the theatre with that tart of a girlfriend of his was not easy for Donald to recall right
now. Maybe he wastoo kind for his own good.

The streets seemed quiet, but then who was going to be out this early on
Sunday morning? Only afool, or a doctor like me, Donald deduced glumly. Still, he@
got the next two weekends free, so at least he had something to look forward to.

The scientist had been even harder at work than Donald. He hadn®stopped
working for the last 20 hours. There was still much to be done; some important
breakthroughs had been made, some yet to be, and the most important breakthrough at all
wouldn® happen for a while yet. The most important breakthrough of all, in the most
important assignment of all time.

Monday M orning.

"The purpose of a cross assembler is for the programmer to be able to develop his’,
glancing at the couple of women in the classroom, "or her code on one computer
platform, and then to port it over to the platform it is actually going to run on. In many
cases, the code can run on an emulator on the development platform, although usually
this only gives a rough idea of how the program will run on the actual platform. Thisis
because an emulator cannot give a truly accurate representation of the platform being
emulated, unless the computer doing the emulator is many times as powerful as the one



being emulated, and the coding of the emulator is nothing short of programming. Now,
as for hardware emulators...” Tim was aready beginning to regret taking this new
contract. He was at South Bank University, teaching Computer Science and Computer
Programming. It was driving him mad already. Such elementary stuff to him... Hislast
contract with Glaxo IT as a project manager for their new international accounting
system had been much more challenging.

"Right. Any questions?’, he asked, relieved that the lecture was finished and
he could have a brief reprieve. After a couple of questions were thrown at him, both of
which he@ already covered in the lecture if they@ been listening, he found himself alone
in the classroom. How much longer did he have to do this for? Another two months,
pending possible extension. Well, if they offered it, there was no way he would take it.

Mandy cursed as another potential customer backed out of the deal. As sales
manager, she was responsible for the performance of the whole telesales team, and this
was not going to be a good week. And now Sandra was going to be off sick for two days
after going home early with a stomach bug...

Sandra was feeling very sick. She went to fetch a glass of water, about the
only thing she could eat or drink without her stomach turning inside out. She sat down
on her favourite chair. It collapsed. Picking herself up gingerly from the floor, she
noticed earwigs and a couple of other insects she didn®recognise busily decimating the
legs of her chair. She would have been angry there and then, but didn®have time as her
stomach chose that moment to empty itself again and she vomited. When her head
cleared and her eyes could focus more clearly, she saw hundreds, or maybe thousands of
insects surrounding the puke. The sight didn® help her stomach. She screamed,
especialy as spiders were beginning to join the veritable army of insects making their
way in and beginning to assault everything in sight. Running out of the room, she
glanced back despite herself, only to see her house being reduced to dust by a nation of
possessed insects, and, she noted, a few other animals who had joined them, rats, birds,
cats... They al seemed to have a common purpose.

The tramp was beginning to get tired of this. Every park bench he came to
had been ravaged, or was in the process of being ravaged, by crazy dogs and mad cats. In
fact, there was a lot of commotion going on everywhere. He had even seen a building
fall down. Must be bad construction techniques. There seemed to be some sort of
pandemonium al around him, but he cared little about it. He just wanted somewhere to
sit that wasn®torn apart.

The little girl and her grandmother were in one of the buildings that
collapsed. Charlotte knew nothing whatsoever about it, being struck on the head by a
mass of bricks and dying instantly, but her grandma was not so fortunate. She was
trapped in the rubble in an enclosed space, seeing her granddaughter die before
suffocating.

Donald was, as usual, rushing about madly in the hospital, but even more



than usual. There seemed to have been a lot of tragic cases of buildings suddenly
collapsing, for no apparent reason. There were too many for it to be coincidence.

Terror was running like a wild animal around people all over the world.
They feared that a group of terrorists had somehow managed to plant bombs all over the
world, thousands and thousands of them, and that this bomb was completely silent.
Every TV and radio channel was covering it full-time.

The scientist smiled.

Tuesday Afternoon.

Mandy and Tim sat staring at the television. Both the university and the offices that
Mandy worked in had fallen to pieces overnight. Buildings were collapsing, animals
were going wild and tearing things apart, and the world was in complete chaos. Fluffy
had disappeared somewhere, they didn®know where to but they could guess what he was
doing. Pulling something apart.

It was as though the whole animal kingdom had gone completely berserk.
They were getting shot Ieft right and centre, but it was having little effect as animals, and
especialy insects, outnumbered the human race many times over. Ecologists were
getting worried about upsetting the ecosystem by killing so many animal, but to most
people that seemed as crazy as the animals themselves.

The earth was getting flatter.

The scientist was delighted with the way his experiment was going. The
prototype had worked wonderfully.

Now it wastime for the real thing.

Wednesday Evening.

Whatever happened, the animals and insects could get the job done on their own, but not
fast enough for the experiment to do the job it was meant for. Humans were needed for
that.

The scientist spoke to another of his race in the strange language of the
Hguodle people. They looked decidedly un- humanoid in shape, with red skin, four arms,
strange, gunge-like substance in place of legs, and seven shining, white eyes. The star



from their system, many light years away, had supernovad; they needed a new home.
And planet number three in the Sol system had |ooked the best option.

It wasn®until they were hiding behind Pluto that they realised that the planet
was inhabited. They were shielded from the eyes of every telescope from earth or space,
otherwise the earth space agencies would have gone wild with excitement. It was also at
that time that they realised the planet wasn®as suitable as it might be. And it was at that
time that, as usual, the scientist had come up with the answer.

The Hguodle were not the best of movers. This was one reason why dancing
had never been invented in their culture. They could move only slowly, athough their
spacecraft were unimaginably fast.

And they couldn®move on anything but a flat surface. And they needed it
fast, before their supplies, now perilously low, ran out.

Tim saw it happen to Mandy before it happened to him. Slowly, she
changed. She used to so creative; now she was destructive. She used, not only her
hands, but aso machinery, tools, anything that came to hand. Around the world,
bulldozers were flattening everything in sight. There were even people digging great
chunks out of the mountain ranges and throwing them into the sea. Tim didn®try to stop
any of the frenzied maniacs; there was no point to it, and he knew that he would soon be
like them.

Before he lost his mind, or rather the control of his mind, he saw what had
happened. Someone, somewhere, had used the animals to develop the mind control
technique, and "port it over" to humans.

Except, it shouldn® be able to work as perfectly as this. Human minds
worked in a different way to the animals and insects, if indeed insects had anything
comparable to abrain.

Tim saw his hands grab a sledgehammer and bring it to bear on his house.
His body was doing one thing, but his mind was still his own.

That was it! They were controlling his body, not his mind. Now, with his
mind still active, he might be able to work out how to get back control of his body.
Thursday Afternoon.

The Hguodle ship was now approaching earth openly, but nobody saw it, because nobody
was looking. They were too busy trying to make the earth flat for its new inhabitants.

Tim® brain was still working overtime in a bid to regain control of his



detached body. He suddenly wished his body had a "manual override" button, that you
could press when your body happened to be taken over by another life-form, something
that doesn®happen all that frequently, but what he was sure was happening now.

Maybe there was such a button, he thought. He@ read a lot of books about
the power of the mind; although he felt some of it was a bit far-fetched, some of it had
been proven to work. He looked at himself merrily bashing somebody® garage to bits,
closed his eyes, and pictured himself standing till, hands by his side. Visualization, was
that what they called it? After twenty seconds or so of doing this, he opened his eyes
slowly, and found himself standing stock still, hands clasped tightly to his sides. Now,
does the effect come back, or is it broken permanently? He waited, visualising nothing,
and his body did just that. He let his mind wonder, and closed his eyes again. When he
opened them, he still hadn®moved.

He was free. Evidently whoever had taken control of his body hadn®
expected him to get it back again. So, he was ok.

Now for the rest of the human race.

The scientist looked lazily at his viewscreen for the first time in ages.
Nothing could go wrong now.

Sunday Morning.

For the first time in days, the scientist slid lowly across to his viewscreen just to make
one final check before the landing on earth. All was as it should be. Everything looked
flat around the landing site that had been picked, on alittle land-mass near a much bigger
one. The oceans would have to be removed later. The Hguodle were not great fans of
water.

Tim surveyed the area he took to be the landing site. Rather foolish of the
aliens, now definitely identified by the few telescopes that had escaped destruction in the
area, to mark the spot so clearly. There was a big cross, each line about five hundred
metres long, possibly made with long-range lasers. He had no idea how people in other
countries were faring, but, he reasoned, | can®be the only one to have worked out how to
break the spell. Now, my plan is al set up and ready for when the aliens land, and then
we can get back to putting this planet together again.

All of this depends, though, on their only having one ship.

And X marking the spot.



Sunday Afternoon.

The ship landed. There was, in fact, only one such ship. The X did, in fact, mark the
Spot.

The scientist dlid out, very slowly, onto the soil of England. It was his
privilege to befirst out on this foreign territory. Others followed.

The spacecraft was quite small because the Hguodle, besides their other
physical attributes, were also very small.

This changed Tim® plan dlightly, but it worked out as an advantage really.
He@ planned to trap each one in a heavy wooden box, reasoning that they must be unable
to move around very well if they needed something flat, and that they couldn® be too
strong if they needed the humans and animals to do their work for them. He had guessed
that humans might be kept around to be slaves, and wasn®too far off the truth. The only
change in plan he needed was to try and get more than one alien in a each upturned box.

He and others that he@ helped regain the use of their bodies rushed out.
Trapping the slow-moving creatures with consummate ease. As Tim had forecast, the
creatures hadn®come out armed, as they didn®expect any resistance. Foolhardy in their
assumption, al of them had come out of the spaceship, and al were caught.

Monday M orning.

"So what exactly are we going to do with them?', asked Tim. The Prime Minister,
recently found and brought back from the realms of the possessed, shook his head. "I
don®know. Do we just kill it? It®@a sentient life-from. What kind of message would we
be sending out to the stars?"

The debating went on, but in the end the problem was solved for them. The
aliens, who had been transferred to glass containers, had simply starved to death. No-one
knew what they ate, so how were they to give them anything?

Tim was declared a national, international, and galactic hero. A far cry from
teaching teenagers at South Bank.

Tuesday Morning.

The doctor surveyed the rubble that had once been the hospital. Everything was ruined.



The building itself, the equipment, the notes... It was difficult to see how everything
could be replaced. Even before the invasion it would have been hard enough to get hold
of the equipment, harder still to find the money, but now, with everywhere in the same
predicament, it would be near impossible.

On the plus side, money was completely meaningless now. There were two
reasons for this, most of the money had been destroyed anyway, and the royal mint
looked like a meteor had hit it. Other countries had suffered similarly.

Life was going to be very different now.

Tuesday Afternoon.

The scientist was still in a state of shock. How could the experiment have failed? He
knew, of course, that human minds were different from animal®, but different animal and
insect minds had differences too, and the experiment had worked on all of them.

How was he to know the difference between instinct and intelligence?

Wednesday Evening.

The tramp saw the thwarted invasion as a good thing. There was plenty of work to do,
rebuilding everything, and people would employ even him. He now had alife again, and
his bitterness towards the human race had receded somewhat. And all because of aliens
trying to wipe them out.

Who would have thought it?
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