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Introduction

  When we wrote this story, we didn't expect it to be this good. It was actually intended to be a rather scummy piece of s**t! but it turned out to be absolutely brilliant and deserves every award that can be awarded to a book. Only one concept can be found difficult in this story, that of SEX! This is a rather taboo subject in the modern world, and that's why we brought it up in this story. to find out, read on...................

Rodney Twelftree

John Peacock

Part ONE

A long, long, long time ago, in a galaxy so far away it doesn't matter, there was a planet. Actually, there were a lot of planets, but there was one in particular that was going to have a profound effect on the entire universe. 

  The Universe at the time was in uproar. The Magellanities from Magellos 6 had just finished their war with the Bautons that had raged for a millennia. The Spandex Company had gone bankrupt after their Chief was arrested and consequently found guilty of embezzlement and grand fraud. His lawyer had pushed for tertiary fraud, but the case was too weak to be substantiated.

  The Grosons from the planet Gross had run dry of their natural mineral, snot, so they all left the planet and went to the nearby space station to get some relaxation in. 

  There was an outbreak of space plague in the 56th sector, resulting in the death of millions of creatures from all over the place. It was especially hard on the tourism of Capros Alpha, in which a delegation of humans and South African Aardvark that were mutated went there to try and takeover the local businesses that were going broke. The cure from the space plague was found ten decades (of Standard Earth Time) after the Plague had been officially over.

  On the other side of the system two totally different men met under unusual circumstances. One of the men, Jack, who had just returned from the war was engaging in his favourite pastime. He had entered the halls of the Intergalactic Video arcade. There in front of him was a sign saying SUGGESTIONS. This at gave him the opportunity to express his feelings of the games. He started to talk into the microphone about his new suggestions. The microphone was directly linked by optical fibre to the processing room at the back of the centre. Here sat the most recent creator of the optical simulators installed in the front rooms, Ernest P Snoggleworth VII. Ernest was impressed by many of the suggestions, most of them were for new war games. But, perhaps fortunately, Jack hadn't yet met this person yet.

  Ernests eyes opened as he heard the voice. It was a heavily accented Earth voice, possibly English, more likely Australian. He flicked on the optical monitor, and a candid camera hidden in the microphone provided a close up of Jacks nose hairs. Panning back at a rapid rate of knots, he saw for the first time in years, the face of another Human. He almost cried, and jumped up, unfortunately hitting the cut-out switch and terminating all the games. He raced for the door, above which sat a flickering exit light, and tried to open it. It was locked. He unlocked it and raced out into the arcade room. Wading through the creatures that were hitting the now dormant terminals in disgust, Ernest made his way to the microphone.

  Jack was still talking to the microphone, oblivious of what was happening around him. Ernest came up behind him.

  "Hi," said Ernest, extending a hand in greeting. Jack, still facing the microphone, suddenly turned and stuck the barrel of his .76 customised sonic imploder pistol into Ernests guts. After reeling in shock, not fish, Ernest gulped and rubbed his eyes behind his thick, horn rimmed glasses.

  Ernest slowly panned his vision up the barrel of the gun, up Jacks arm, and finally to Jacks face. The expression on his face was opposite to his actions. Jack was smiling, almost laughing. He too was glad to see a human face amongst all the other races he was  used to seeing. He replaced his pistol in the leather holster that was partially hidden under his leather jacket. 

  "Hi," Jack replied, and he shook the trembling hand of Ernest. 

  The cries from the patrons behind them finally got through to Ernest. Several big green things began to approach them. Ernest gulped again, and stepped behind the big, muscle-bound figure of Jack.

  Jack realised that these green monsters intended to rip Ernest into a number of parts. He quickly drew his pistol and pointed it at the approaching monsters. They soon got the message and let them pass through to the back room. Once back in the safety of his own domain, Ernest proceeded to turn the power back on. He went to the fridge and offered Jack a drink. 

  This had all flashed past Jack because as soon as he entered the room he felt like he had gone back to any typical Earth setting. The walls were decorated with the posters of a long forgotten era, Rock & Roll. The face that stood out was the same that had decorated his own wall, that of Jimi Hendrix. There were Coke cans strewn around the floor, and various men's magazines stacked in an open cupboard. Jack was instantly taken back to Earth to the time when he was 17, and had left for bigger adventures. Then he turned to Ernest, and said:"Are these yours?", pointing to the magazines, picking one up, and casually leafing through it.

  "Yes. My mate shoots down to earth and picks up a heap of stuff for me. Notice the date on the front?"

  "Ah, a recent one. I haven't seen a woman in years. Oh, my name is Davidson, Jack Davidson. Have you heard of me?"

  "Yes, oh my God, yes! Jack Davidson........You were involved in that ambush attempt out near Vargos 5 in the Trialla Sector, weren't you?"

  "Yes, I sure was." Jack sat down at a table that was in the middle of the room, and put his feet up. His well worn black leather boots knocked a can off the table. Reaching into his shirt he got a packet of cigarettes and lit one. Smoke wafted into the air. Ernest coughed, and discreetly turned off the smoke alarm. 

  "What's your name, mate?" asked Jack, leaning back on the chair, and having a long drag on the cigarette.

  "Ernest, Ernest P Snoggleworth VII. I run this place. Have done for about two years now."

  "What's a person like you, if you'll pardon the terrible cliche, doing in a place like this?"

  "Oh, my father worked in Electromatix LTD before he was killed. He taught me how to create programmes. My favourites are the War games. I found this place and the owner hired me."

  "How was your dad killed?"

  "He was killed in an electrical power surge. It zapped him right out of existence. His body was never found. Electromatix LTD gave me 4000 Credits in compensation, but it didn't help."

  Jack blew smoke rings.

  "What about you?" 

  "Oh, I was taken into the SAFT organisation when I was ten. SAFT, by the way means Special Alien Fighters Team, and they go around destroying the evil aliens of the world. I lived my life on Agros Minor, until I left to pursue my dream to become a soldier. Now I travel the spaceways looking for a place to happen. And then I came here."

  "And?"

  "Well, after my initial disappointment, I decided that I would look for a place to stay. Stumbling into this place was probably a wrong move, but I seem to have made a friend."

  Ernest smiled in this compliment. Nobody, ever, had called him a friend, or for that matter even called him, and this hero had instantly named him one. He was elated.

  "Of course you may." he said.

  "What?"

  "You may sleep here. I'll be glad to have you in my house."

  It was then that the fate of the Universe took a U-turn.

***

  Jack stayed with Ernest a week. All Jack did was keep Ernest safe from the creatures who entered the Arcade with bad intentions.

  Then, Jack had to leave. Ernest was saddened, but as consolation for his hospitality, Jack gave Ernest a Last Resort. A Last Resort was a message sender that would transmit a message to Jack wherever he was in the Universe. Jack would know that Ernest would be in trouble and need assistance. 

  Jack's space craft, the Elle MacPherson (after some lady back in the 1990's), blasted into the sky and was soon gone, leaving Ernest alone in the world again. Returning from the landing bay, Ernest retreated into the control room of the Arcade and promptly forgot about the Last Resort, stupidly figuring that he would never need to use it.

  A week or two after Jacks departure, Ernest was sitting in his control chair, happily looking at a Playboy, when on his viewscreen appeared three figures. They had burst in through the door of the Arcade. Ernest dropped the chocolate bar he was holding and gulped. The three figures were sort of.....well, they looked like they had been ripped straight from a computer screen. They were living computerised images!

  Oh great, thought Ernest, I've been hanging around this place too long. He noticed the long barrelled guns that the monsters were holding. They looked deadly. But then again, in this time and place, any gun looked deadly.

  The monsters stopped as they walked in. Flipping the intercom switch, Ernest heard the monsters say:"Where is the man?"

  "What man?" asked a small creature from Altos Six, its six arms waving in fright.

  "The man who created all of this," screamed one of the monsters, pointing the barrel of his gun at the terrified little thing. 

  "Hey, push off," came a cry from the back of the crowd. Pushing to the front, an immensely muscled alien with three heads emerged. Its arms were as thick as a tree trunk, but as nobody except Ernest knew what a tree was, nobody bothered to comment.

  The three monsters turned in unison to confront the alien. In unison, they raised their guns, and, in unison, they blew the aliens three heads off. The body of the alien hit the floor.

  Panic set in. Creatures ran for the exit; many were trampled in the rush.

  Ernest saw all of this on TV. "Damn television violence. I suppose I've got the blasted thing on "Invaders From Gaztx Seven" or something. Where did I put that channel changer........" He trailed off when he realised that he was witnessing actual footage from the room next door.

  "They're after me!" he cried. Ernest panicked. He turned off the TV monitor and shut down the systems.

  He reached for the Last Resort that hung on the hook near the cupboard. He realised he had forgotten how to operate it.

  "Oh my God......"

  The door that was locked with a triple negated cipher indent key (the best in the galaxy) suddenly disintegrated. Stepping through the smoking hole were the three computer monsters. 

  "Hello," stammered Ernest, still trying to get the Last Resort to work. "W....What   do you want?"

  "We want you!"

  "Me?"

  "Come with us. Our master wants to see you."

  "Who is your master?" The monsters raised their guns, and Ernest thought that he was going to be blasted into infinity right then. But one of the monsters grabbed him. A tingle of electricity sparked through him. Ernest didn't try to resist.

  As he was dragged from the Arcade and onto the street, he felt the Last Resort beep softly. 

  Ernest began giggling.

  The monsters shot anyone who got in their way, but they only shot one cat on the journey to their spaceship as nobody dared go out on the street. 

  The monster holding him shoved the barrel of his gun into Ernests' midriff.

  "Shut up," Ernest tried to control himself, but the hysteria took control. He started crying with laughter.

  The monster shook the poor man. But Ernest was lost to the world.

  Just then, there was a sonic boom above them, and a large spacecraft burst onto the scene. The monsters began firing up at it, and the ship seemed to respond by firing back.

  Ernest was jolted from the world of pseudonism and looked up. 

  It was the Elle, come to rescue him.

  He laughed.

  "Hi diddle de day, monsters, you are sure gonna get it now. You just wait till Jack gets here, you wait..."

  The Elle landed, and Jack emerged, firing his gun at the monsters. Soon, a battle as fierce as that of the OK Corral was raging in the streets. Ernest struggled free of the monsters grip and dived for cover behind a conveniently located pile of galactic train sleepers.

  Lasers beams flew through the air. One of the monsters exploded. Now, because these monsters are made purely of electricity and computer programmes, they don't have the normal gut you'd find in a normal alien. They just fizzled out of existence with a big bang. If you see what I mean. 

  It didn't take long for the raging battle to dissolve into a minor scuffle as one by one the monsters were turned into bubbling blobs of ectoplasm. Once it was over Jack tried to revive the white, trembling Ernest. After a few shots of Johnnie Walker; Black Label of course, Ernest finally came out of his dribbling and farting state of hysteria: it wasn't before time, Jack was soon kneeling in a smelly pool of dribble that was doing terrible things to his boots.

  Jack had recognised the monsters as the horrible snarling things from Theta 12, only they were in some sort of computer form. He knew their habits from when he had tracked one down for bounty. He knew fine well that where there was one there would be two more, and seeing there were three of them, there were bound to be lots more waiting around. 

  Jack got the still shaky Ernest to gather together some of his things because they had to get out of there (Jack also made sure that no Playboys were left around for little people to see); they got everything packed and were soon on there way to better places with a lot less smelly dribble and no pools of ectoplasm.

  The Elle was a marvellous example of architectonic metrosynchosthopy, with a small control room at the front of the ship, and lots of rocket power at the back. With five hundred ponds of power thrust a second, the electro-titanium plated nuclear power packs could provide enough power to continue unabated for three weeks.

  Jack pulled some levers on the dash, over which hung some fluffy dice. The dials on the dash leaped into action, and a steady roar of power built up behind him. Coming through the door, Ernest settled himself in the co-pilot's seat, and watched as the Elle took off. The city below shrank into insignificance, until it was lost in the clouds of the planet. After the rocking of the take-off, the Elle steadied out and streaked away from the planet on which Ernest had spent the last two years of his life.

  "Wow, Jack. This is a really great ship," began Ernest, and then remembered that he had to thank Jack for rescuing him.

  "Oh, thanks for rescuing me, Jack. I really appreciated it."

  "Forget it," replied Jack, concentrating on his driving. Ernest shut up, and began to inspect the controls around him. There was a matter stabiliser, whatever that meant, and a electric toothbrush holder. Ernest grabbed the toothbrush and turned it on.

  "Turn it off," Jack roared, and Ernest dropped it. The toothbrush rattled across the floor, and Ernest made to go after it. But he accidentally bumped the Gyro Pulsator lever, and the Elle began to rock, the power units developing a high pitched whine.

  "Oh God," muttered Jack, reaching over and trying to readjust the dial. Ernest scrabbled on the floor under his seat for the brush, which was still vibrating away. His elbow hit a power adjuster.

  With a low howl, the ship shot forward, pushing Jack into his seat and Ernest into the cabin wall. The dice vibrated like possessed beings, and Ernests face began to feel the effect of 100 Gs. "Aaaarrrggghhh," he screamed, but the sound of his voice was pushed against the wall too.

  Jack raised a hand slowly and pressed an emergency cut-out lever. The ship began to slow, its breaks working (which Jack found amazing), and sending Ernest crashing into the back of his seat.

  When all was calm, Jack turned to Ernest and looked at him.

  "Ernie, don't do that again; don't touch that toothbrush again." But Ernest sighed, and raised his foot. Underneath it was the squashed remains of the toothbrush.

  At last for the first time in hours Jack was happy. He was pretty ticked off that his favourite toothbrush had been wrecked, but overall, he was reasonably happy. Things were going well and he didn't have things shooting at him. Ernest was resting in the original Sealys Posturepaedic bed in the main bed chamber and Jack was up front smoking a cigarette and sucking a very powerful drink through a straw.

  With a cry, Jack jumped up. He raced into the main bedchamber, waking Ernest.

  "Hey, Ernie, we have to get the hell out of here!"

  "Where?"

  "A long way away. Those creatures will come after us again. What did they want you for, anyway?"

  "Well, they said they wanted to take me to their leader,"

  "Humph, I've heard that before,"

  "But I don't know who their leader is."

  "Of course, I do know. Those monsters, called Thingoes, by the way, are the servants of the evil Captain. The Captain is the leader of the evil Federation, a group set up by the Overlords to take control of the Universe."

  "What?"

  "Listen, Ernie. The Captain, an old friend, wants my balls on a platter, and he also wants to rule the entire Universe."

  "But, if he was you friend, why does he want your balls?"

  Jack groaned. Ernest smiled.

  "Those monsters are his henchmen. They are utterly ruthless. But when I last saw them, they looked different. They have now been computerized; some how he has got their original form and run it through a computer! I think that makes them easier to control than the normal form. These creatures, the Thingoes, were once mindless beasts that would rip any living thing apart without motive. But the Federation seems to have overcome that."

  "Wow," said Ernest. "That would make a great story. I can see it now, Jack and Ernest have an Adventure. We escape the mad clutches of the Thingoes, and flee in fear. But they return later to the headquarters of the Federation to blow them all apart with some brilliant weapon."

  "Oh, great one, Ernie mate. I think we'd better leave the Sector, those goddam monsters will be after us. Lets go,"

  Jack jumped into the control seat and began adjusting things. Very soon, the Elle was moving again at a steady speed. Ernest got into the co-pilots seat, and asked:"Does this thing have Hyperdrive?"

  "Oh, you are behind the times. I suppose you even get repeats of the news every night, eh? We have a very modern Star Drive system, Ernie my mate. We almost penetrate the time vortex in this thing, but unfortunately, nobody's had time to develop a way of steering through the vortex yet. Wanna see her go?"

  "Yep, let's see what she can do..."

  Jack leaned forward to a covered up set of buttons. Lifting the fliptop plastic cover, he began punching the buttons, and then pulled a small lever at the side.

  "Oh, you have the privilege of telling me when to activate. See that power dial there" he pointed," I want you to tell me when it gets to the 157.8 mark. Say go when it does."

  The red light began creeping to the mark.

  The hum of power in the distance grew louder.

  "150," shouted Ernest over the din. Jack placed his hands on the main Star Drive levers. 

  "155......156...157.1, 157.4, 157.7, NOW!!!!" yelled Ernest.

  Jack wrenched the lever back, and the motors fell silent.

  After a moment, Ernest opened his eyes and looked at Jack.

  "Well?"

  "Give it a moment-" Jack was cut off as the Elle exploded into action. The stars began to move faster, faster, until they became a blur. Ernests eyes bulged out of his head. Squares and triangles of colour approached them through the window, and then a pure heavenly brilliance flashed into existence.

  The Elle had hit maximum thrust. The cabin grew clam as the ship hurtled along just under time warp. Jack looked across at Ernest, who had shut his eyes. 

  "Hey, Ernie mate, wake up. We're in Star Drive!" Ernest blinked. The brilliant white light streamed in through the view window.

  "How many times have you done this?" he asked.

  "Including this time?"

  "Mm."

  "Once. Only got it put in five Earth days ago. Haven't been able to test it out yet. First time it's been on."

  "Oh God, you mean we could've been totally destroyed?"

  "Yep," came the reply. Ernest fainted. It had been a hard day.......

Part TWO

  The room throbbed with power. Computer terminals lined the wall, and on many screens, the technicians played Solitaire. The Captain, a tall imperious man with a bad knee, strode carefully around and around. Getting sick of going around, he changed and went asquare.

  The second-in-command, a short fat bumbling Fool, who happened to have a very influential uncle, was reading off the telex (OK, they've developed Star Drive, but you can't do better than a Telex, can you; except for the Telecom rates, which are huge......) the message received from a paid spectator who, for some unknown reason, just happened to be following Jack. When he read the message that Jack and Ernest had escaped, he began to tremble with fear.

  He tore the paper from the printout, and went up to the Captain.

  The Captain took the paper, slapped the Fool across the face once, and turned to read the message.

  The Fool ran like a shot hare and disappeared out a side door. The Captain finished reading and looked up, frowning.

  "Who the hell allowed them to get away? Must I be surrounded by incompetent Morons all the time? When will I meet someone who has even half the intellect that I have? God, nobody can do anything, can they? Well, won't one of you answer these questions?"

  "What?" came a small voice at the back of the room. The Captain swivelled around and glared at the technician who spoke. 

  "Okay, I want ten platoons of those bloody useless Thingoes sent out to capture those two damn cretins. I want that space craft and I want that computer expert...." The captain was close to having a fit. Spluttering with apoplectic rage, he stormed out to find the Fool and slap him a bit more.

************************************************************************

  Jack was sitting at the controls of the Elle looking rather bored. Ernest was sitting in the co-pilots chair looking equally bored. He didn't even have a toothbrush to fiddle with.

  "Well, Ernie mate, I think we can cut the Star Drive now. We're far enough away." Ernest nodded. Jack reached over and pushed the levers back to their original position.

  The ship lurched, the speed brakes working overtime. As the speed register slunk back to normal speed, The white brilliance that had stayed with them for their trip to Star Drive vanished, and the stars began to return to their normal pin-point view, rather than streaks of light on the window.

  "That was great," said Ernest, pushing the buttons that would stop the Star Drive systems working.

  "Yeah, I think that it was not at full potential though."

  "Not at full potential?"

  "Nah, she was just idling."

  "Not by those readings. The bloody dial was off the scale. I hope it blows up next time."

  "Okay, okay, just calm down. Now, before we go anywhere, I want to see my friend Harry, on Techtos Seven, somewhere near here....." Jack began to look around, and, saw a large red planet loom up nearby.

  "There. Prepare for landing. Activate the clearance codes, Ernie mate. There........... Now, I think the coordinates are stored in memory." Jack began to fiddle with the data storer next to him.

  "Ah, here we are, Techtos Seven, Harry Jones. Co-ordinates 85-098 54771210 21485." Put that in, Ernie mate."

  "What? What the Hell does that number mean?"

  "It's the co-ordinates, idiot," came the reply, silencing Ernest. Ernest punched in the coordinates. The Elle sped towards the planet.

  "Isn't Harry Jones a bland name?" asked Ernest, watching the red clouds slide past and the rugged landscape of the planets surface come into view.

  "Yes," came the bland reply. Jack was intent of steering the ship to the surface. On a small screen, Jack and Ernest could see the cross hairs of the co-ordinate relay pin-point the precise position of Harry Jones.

  They began flying over a city. 

  "Oh, hell, we're going far to fast. Better put the thrust down to 34.67 PSU." Ernest was about to do this when a loud ringing penetrated the cabin.

  "Oh God, the cops are onto us. Prepare for evasive action..."

  "The cops, what the hell........are you in trouble again?"

  "Yes, both of us are in trouble, Ernie mate!" The police craft flew in front of them, lights flashing. Jack swung the Elle around in a tight circle and flew in the other direction. The cop craft followed.

  "How are we gonna get away? Shouldn't we stop?"

  "No, we won't stop. Take the thrust up to 96.45." 

  "But that'll burn out the secondary auxiliaries," reasoned Ernest.

  "Just do it!" yelled Jack. Ernest adjusted the dial and the Elle rocketed forward. Lasers began to fly past them.

  "They're firing at us!" cried Ernest in fear. He began dribbling. He hunched down into his seat and wished that he'd never even met Jack.

  Jack was desperately trying to outmaneuver the Police Craft behind them. 

  "Of course they're firing at us, idiot! We're escaping criminals in their book!" Jack leaned over and pressed some buttons, and the screen in front of him lit up with a topographic view of the Elle. A red circle surrounded it, and laser beams appeared hitting this circle and exploding.

  "Force field at 78% maximum," he said, steering the ship between jagged peaks and mountains that loomed up at them as they flew across the surface. "Take the speed up to 167.00, that ought to shake them off!" Ernest reached forward and turned the dial more. The motors began to whine.

  "Shields at 65% maximum," reported Ernest, watching the readout in front of him. "we're losing the power at 4.5% per minute!"

  "Oh great," replied Jack. He pushed the throttle to maximum. The Elle whined with the effort of air resistance on the outside hull of the ship.

  "Raise thrust to full power," he yelled. Ernest glanced across, gaping in disbelief.

  Jack turned to him, and said:"Well, it's either that or be put in jail for a few months for evading the law..." Ernest quickly reached over and twisted the power dial to full.

  The Elle stalled. The power cut out, leaving the ship hovering above the ground at 20,000 Units. 

  "Oh Hell," yelled Jack, leaping forward in his seat to stare out the window. The Police Craft zipped in front of them, and came back. They could both see two Policemen in the front. The Elle began to plummet. 

  "God, Ernie mate, check the air pressure...."

  "On..."

  "Now, to get that engine working." Jack left his seat and disappeared into the back of the Elle. Ernest watched the Police Craft follow them on their descent. 

  Ernest watched the Unit reading. They were falling at an average rate of 28.9 Units a second. In about 692.014 seconds, the Elle would hit the ground, disintegrating into various components.

  The cabin rocked, and Ernest was now white with fear. His hands clung to the control panel. His teeth rattled, in 2/4 time.

  "Hey, Ernie, me mate, could you take hold of the wheel? Turn off the shields while your at it..." came a voice from the distance. Ernest let go of the control panel and peeled himself from the seat.

  Jumping the console between the seats, he landed in the pilots position.

  Lights flashed and horns beeped. Sirens began going off. The small monitor screens flashed and flickered.

  Ernest turned off the shields, and then the Elles engines caught. Ernest was thrown back into the seat as the speedo mounted above the steering wheel registered 007 Units per second (forwards motion) one moment, and 98.76 the next. The dials and sirens resumed normal operation. Through the window, Ernest saw the vista of the planet's surface loom up. He pulled hard on the wheel, and the Elle slowly raised her nose skyward. The Police Craft had disappeared, thinking that the Elle wasn't going to return to normal flight status. Jack stumbled in, and landed unceremoniously in the co-pilot's chair.

  "Quick, turn the power down, the thing can't take it..." yelled Ernest above the engines.

  Jack twisted the dial, and the ship slowed to 40.01, the average travelling speed for a ship in any atmosphere. They turned towards their original destination, Harry Jones.

************************************************************************

  The Captain strode slowly into the control room, followed by a heavily bandaged Fool. The Fool had been half killed by a furious Captain. The technicians cowered behind their computer terminals.

  "Right, get all the available Thingoes after that ship. A Police Craft on Techtos Seven spotted them flying across the place. They seemed to be crash-landing at these coordinates on the planet. 09 457LLKI HY X 1245448887. Get those blasted morons after them. They weren't crashing, they were stuffing around. God knows where they went. Go on, get going..."

  "Er.......Captain, the order was just passed on. The Thingoes are leaving now, all twenty nine squadrons of them."

  "Oh. Great. Well done team. Hey you, Fool,"

  "Yes sir?"

  "Come here so I can hit you."

  "Coming Sir," replied the Fool, going over to the Captain and getting belted across the side of the head.

  "Right, now everyone, I want this ship to Hyperdrive over to Galaxy 89 Sector 6 Planet 12 Name: Alpha Rometo. I need a drink. Fool, get me a drink, and not a bloody Oxidaphia Throat Vapouriser!" The Fool scurried out.

  The Captain limped across the control room. He stared out the huge view window into the black void of space. The occasional comet sped across their path.

  "Sir, I think Hyperdrive is ready, but I can't communicate with Engine Room!"

  "So?"

  "So....what?"

  "You'd better get the Hell down there and tell them I want Hyperdrive now, you incompetent morons!!!!!!" He screamed, and a button popped on his pants. His pants fell to his ankles.

  "Oh sheezus..........Fool? Where are you Fool?"

  "Ha ha ha, here sir," replied the Fool, laughing like crazy.

  The Fool went over to the Captain and pulled up his pants. The Captain roared at him:

  "Don't you laugh at me you little moron, I don't care if your uncle is the holy Mary. If you show your fat ass around here again I will kick it to Delta 7." 

Yelling to some one in the wings he screamed: "Get me another Fool to beat the crap out of." Unfortunately in years to come the Fools started to beat him back and he ended up being the recipient of bondage.

  "Contact has been made with the Engine room, they are setting up Hyperdrive now, expected to be ready in two minutes."

  "About bloody time, too," yelled the Captain. He walked over to his control chair that was seated on a dais. He sat.  

  "Right, prepare for activation. 

The Federation Starship buzzed and wobbled a bit then with a flash of light and a hardy "high ho silver" jumped into Hyperdrive. They, at last after minor technical hitches, were off to Techtos Seven. 

************************************************************************

   Techtos Seven was a hole, I mean the pit of absolute Hell. The surface was red, that's all just red, and an awful shade of red at that. There had once been a colony of colonists but they mysteriously vanished. It was rumoured that the were sucked into the ground by their bottoms. But under the surface there was another world. No not another Colas New world, but the secret world of Techtos Seven. It really can't be to secret if a two bit author like me, in a dingy office like this, knows about it. This 'secret' world was the lost paradise. It had the beautiful rain forests of Segretron, the meadows of the world of Atlanta and the cute wildlife of the planet Omnobia.  

   This world was ruled by the monarchy. The monarchy was of no extreme importance except their daughter. She was the sex goddess of the best part of the universe. She was gorgeous. She was more than gorgeous, she was absolutely beautiful.

  She always wore the sheerest robes, which showed a lot of leg. Men drooled when they saw her. Her long, blonde hair was always covered her shoulders, it was very long. Her clear blue eyes made her a very striking figure in a high-cut dress. And her body was rather well developed, but we won't go into that.

  She ruled the world that she had helped to create. She was very much a force to be reckoned with. She was not known to have any flaws or weaknesses; but she did, his name was Davidson, Jack Davidson. At this very moment she sat in her palace thinking about the only man she had ever truly loved.

  At that very moment high above her royal head, unknown to her, was the Elle. 

  In the control room slowly drawing on his cigarette was Jack. Ernest was sitting twiddling his thumbs. He finally got the courage and asked what they were doing.

  "What are we doing, Jack?" Ernest stuttered.

  "I'm looking to see if the coast is clear," he replied.

  "Looking for Thingoes, cops or Federation henchmen?"he asked.

  "Women," stated Jack.

He's been chased by Thingoes, Cops and the Federation, and he's thinking of women, thought Ernest.

  "Hardly the time for it Jack, with all the people and other nasties after us," ventured Ernest.

  "I'm looking for one in particular, she's the princess, or probably the Queen by now; if she knew I was here she'd love me to death, so I'm making sure she's not around before we go down."Jack replied.

  "When will we go?" Ernest asked, not believing Jack would ever be afraid of women.

  "Soon as I can get the rev's up high enough."

  "Where are they?" asked a bewildered Ernest.

  "Where are what?"

  "These Reverends, or whatever you said they were?"

  "Shut up."

  Jack adjusted the controls, then himself, and the Elle began streaking away from the palace.

************************************************************************

  The Queen of Techtos Seven looked up as a servant raced in, a note in his hand.

  "Hi," she said, trying to look sleepy. The servant, called Randy, replied: "My Queen, look at this." Randy handed her the note.

  It read:"An unidentified space craft was spotted above the royal palace, please send advice on a course of action." At the bottom was a picture of the Elle.

  "It's........JACK," she screamed. Randy staggered back under the force of the Queens voice. 

  "Er, Jack?"he stuttered

  "Yes!!" she screamed in joy as she realised that the love of her life had returned, she ran out of the throne room to the communication room to call her love.

   Back up in the atmosphere, Jack decided that it was safe to go down and visit his old mate Harry. He turned on the cloaking device and they descended, camouflaged as a school bus (Which wasn't that good an idea because they don't have any schools on Techtos 7). They landed and exited  the old bus. From there they saw the beaten up caravan hide-away of Harry Jones. The knocked on the sliding door and stood back

  "What the hell do you want?" came a drunken roar from deep in the bowels of the van.

  "A few cold beers and another pack of smokes !" replied Jack with his Australian drawl.

The door of the van flew open and a half dressed bulk of a man filled the door way

  "None here you scabbing mongrel," he laughed and proceeded to give Jack a big bear hug.

  "Where the hell 'ave you been Jacko?" continued the man.

  "Er, I've been chased by Thingoes from the Federation, and managed to pick up me mate here, Ernest, as he was being dragged off by those horrible mongrels."     

  Harry guffawed loudly. He spat on the ground. His hands were bunched as fists and one of them strayed near his blaster gun, which was holstered at his side.

  "Well, I'd certainly chase you if you was flyin' around in a bloomin' bus!" he laughed, and Ernie smiled, realising that the huge man in front of him was really a friend, and also glad that Harry had apparently forgotten to give Ernest a bear hug. 

  "I changed the Elle to look like this in case I ran across the Princess-"

  "Queen now, mate," cut in Harry, and Jack glanced at Ernest.

  "Yes, well, you remember what happened last time, don't you?" asked Jack, laughing, and Harry nodded, also laughing, but with a bit more vigour.

  "What did happen last time?" asked Ernest, feeling, by this stage, rather left out. Harry turned to him, and smiled.

  "You wanna drink?"

  "No,"

  "Ah, well, the Queen, she was the Princess when Jacko was last 'ere, she fell madly in love with him. but moron 'ere decided he didn't want her. God, half the Galaxy knows about their fabulous affair, and often many a Prince for some of the other planets have asked her to marry them. But the Queen wants Jack to take her back. She pines for him all the time."

  "How romantic," drawled Jack. He remembered the look on the Queen's face when he told her he didn't want to go to bed with her. She'd cried, and he'd felt sorry for her, and he'd wondered if he was passing up the opportunity of a lifetime to go to bed with the most beautiful female in the Galaxy. But he hardened his heart and dashed off to the Elle and left at sup-warp speed.

  "Yes, the Queen went into a fit of seclusion. She ordered all her subject to leave her alone, and not even the Queen and King could see her. They eventually died of worry."

  "God, what a story. Jack, you could become a King by marrying her...."

  "No, do you know what would happen?" He waited for Ernest to shake his head, but as Ernest was watching a troop of soldiers march up to the Bus out of the window, he continued......"I'd never be able to get away. I'd be tied down forever." 

  "Jack, look," cried Ernest, pointing to the soldiers. Jack and Harry jumped up, drawing their guns. They put down the drawings and went outside, followed by a meek Ernest, who had absolutely no desire to be involved in any scuffle that would effect the way he went to the toilet from then on.

  "What do you want?" asked Harry, flexing his muscles.

  "We want the man called Jack Davidson, who landed his ship around here," came the reply from the leader of the soldiers.

  "I am he, for whom you seeketh," yelled Jack, then whispered under his breath, "I read that in a poetry book from Earth."

  "The Queen wishes to see you," said the leader. Jack sighed.

  "Can't she fall for a disguise like a school bus," he moaned, but then realised that, as I have said, there are no schools on Techtos Seven. 

  "You will come with us, or the Queen will plunge us into a post-nuclear wintery recession," said a soldier, raising a gun. It looked rather vicious. So did the gun.

  "If you want," replied Jack, raising his arms. Harry and Ernest did the same. They stuck by their mate.

  The soldiers bundled the three men into a hover-craft and they sped away. Like a little boy who had been caught playing in the pantry, Jack looked back at the old yellow school bus, realising that as he got further and further away, so did the chance of him getting away from Techtos Seven.

Part THREE

  The Bus that was the Elle  in disguise faded into the distance, and Jack turned in his seat. 

  "Why does this have to happen now? Those bloody Thingoes will be here soon."

  "Shut up, please," yelled the leader, sitting in the front next to the driver. "We are now approaching the outer gates of the Royal Palace."

  "That was quick," murmured Ernest. "I didn't know you lived so close to the Palace, Harry."

  "Neither did I. But that can't be helped now."

  Jack, meanwhile, just sat there and tried desperately to think of what he was going to say to the Queen.

************************************************************************

  The Captain of the Federation ship was sitting in his chair and watching the frantic movement around him. He watched as the technicians rushed two and fro setting the co-ordinate graphs for the entry into the atmosphere of Techtos Seven. The ship shuddered, and the shields went up.

  "About time, you ignorant lot. I want all the radio waves to broadcast a warning. Tell the inhabitants that Jack Davidson and Ernest Snoggle...whatever the millionth, who are somewhere on this miserable planet, will surrender to me at once at the royal palace."

  "Yes!sir!," came a shout.

  "And nobody shouts at me," roared the Captain. The men in the control room shivered. With a steady roar, the Starship moved down into the atmosphere of Techtos Seven. The people who saw this ran screaming in fear; never had a fully fledged Starship come to Techtos Seven in such a way. Normally they stayed in space and sent a docking vehicle to the surface of the planet.

************************************************************************

  Jack and Ernest were bundled into the throne room of the Queens palace. Harry was waiting outside, in the waiting room, reading magazines from years back.

  "Well, where is she?" asked Ernest, looking around at the rather humungous room, which was decidedly empty. His voice echoed.

  "Somewhere else," came the reply, and one of the Guards clonked Jack on the back of the head. "Oooowwww, you moron, watch where you put that gun, it could go off,"

  "JACK," came a scream from the other side of the room. The noise was amplified hundreds of times. Both the men covered their ears, and even the two Guards winced in pain behind their masks.

  "Oh god," muttered Jack. The two men turned to face the voice, and Ernest saw the most beautiful female racing towards him.....or rather Jack.

  "Jack, oh my darling, how are you? Where have you been? What have you been doing? And are those boots real leather?" said the half sobbing Queen, flinging herself at Jack's feet. "I've missed you terribly, oh so terribly, and I hope we can be together forever and ever, and we'll never part again....."

  "Oh SHUT UP," roared Jack, breathing heavily. It rather spoilt his image to have a Queen at his feet. "Get off the floor," he said in a rather softer tone, although it was still loud. The Queen got off the floor, and readjusted her dress, which showed a lot of skin.

  The Queen sniffed with happiness, and wiped tears of joy off her cheek.

  "What?" she said, suddenly remembering her Queenliness. "You order me to do anything?"

  "You were making an utter idiot of yourself," came the retort; Jack was not afraid of this person. She wiped her eyes.

  "Oh Jack, why do you not love me? Am I not the most beautiful woman on this planet?" Jack sighed.

  "Yes, you are, my dear Edith, I do love you, who wouldn't? But, I have no desire to settle down and live the rest of my life incarcerated in marriage. I love the happy wandering life that I have."

  "Oh." The Queen was rather put off by this. She began to cry. Jack placed an arm around her.

  "Listen, I really do love you, but think of this. Us, together, stuck here in this place when we could be spending your wealth all across the Universe. What would you like to do if you were me? Roam across the Universe? Of course you would." Edith nodded. She dried her eyes and smiled up at Jack.

  Ernest, meanwhile, felt rather left out.

  "Er...hmmm," he grunted, clearing his throat meaningfully. Jack and Edith looked at him.

  "Hi," Ernest said, staring in reverence at the Queen. She really was beautiful, he thought.

  "Oh, Edith, this is Ernest. He's me mate." The Queen looked up at Jack.

  "Mate? I thought you travelled alone?"

  "No, I picked him up on an Arcade place in Sector 87, Galaxy 56. He was being chased by Federation monsters. Now, so am I. I came here to see Harry Jones, who's waiting out there, and we intended to leave. Because you've kept us here, I wouldn't be surprised if-" He was cut short (not by a razor) by a siren blaring in the distance.

  "The alarm," cried the Queen. "Guard, see what is going on," she ordered, and one of the Guards went out.

 "I bet the Thingoes have found us," cried Harry, coming in. "They'll destroy this place. We have to get out of here." Jack nodded, and then felt the Queen tug on his arm.

  "Take me with you," she said. "Get me away from here. I'll take my International Express Card, so we can live like Kings and Queens."

  "Queen," yelled another slave entering. "A large Federation Starship has entered the atmosphere. It's destroying everything." The slave was grabbed by the Queen, who said:"Here, slave, I dub thee King of Techtos Seven." She ripped the crown from her head and placed it on the head of the slave.

  "Thanks," came the reply from the slave. He took one step forward and was hit by a piece of falling plaster. He died and from that moment on there was never a monarch to rule over Techtos Seven. Harry, Ernest, Jack and Edith ran from the room, not noticing the death of their beloved King.

  Explosions rocked the palace. Explosions did more than rock it, they totally levelled it. The foursome ran to the Hovercraft bay, and Harry steered the craft away from the Royal grounds. Lasers from the Starship ripped the ground up. The Federation Starship looked incredibly menacing, which in itself was incredible because Starships usually don't have a face.

  Twisting and turning, the Hovercraft made it's way back to Harrys caravan. The caravan was now a pile of twisted metal, smoking and dripping all over the place. The Elle was surprisingly unharmed, except for the pile of metal leaning against it.

  "It's alright!" cried Jack, and even Ernest breathed a sigh of relief. 

  "What happened?' asked Edith, leaning forward in her seat.

  "I breathed a sigh of relief," came Ernests reply. Edith gave him a look. Harry brought the Hovercraft to a stop. They all got out and ran over to the bus.

  "This is your ship?" asked Edith is incredulous disbelief.

  "Yep, in disguise. Lets go..." They all went in.

************************************************************************

  The Captain noticed a small dot leave the atmosphere of Techtos Seven. 

  "There it goes!" he yelled, leaping out of his chair, landing on his bung knee and collapsing in a heap. "Yyyeeeeoooowwww!" he screamed. Aides rushed up and began attending him.

  The Fool, now recovered from the atrocities committed against him, went to the main intercom system and spoke into it.

  "Attention all crew-" they all stood to attention,"on the left-" they all turned left," we see the objective. Get it!"

  The crew leaped into action. The Starship began to tilt upwards, as if having trouble swallowing, and rockets blasted into activation. With a backblast that destroyed most of the surface habitation, the Starship blasted into space after the escaping Elle.

  Back in the cock pit of the Elle , Edith grabbed the arm of her beloved Jack and asked: "Can we out run them because if not I'll have to swallow my instant death pill which kills in 26.8 seconds. Then they will never take me alive".

  "Yes my precious, they'll never catch us, ready to engage Star Drive Ernest?" called Jack

  "Yes Jack, all ready to go," replied Ernest

  "One...two...three...punch it," said Jack

The Star Drive gurgled, throbbed and then with a puff of smoke died. "Ohhhh FFFFFruit," screamed Jack. 

  "The flux wrapped firing rods have become unwrapped, they must have happened when we were doing those wheelies at the cross roads at the end of the universe," said Ernest as his head popped out of the inspection grate.

  "Well what do we do?" cried a hysterical Edith.

  "We'll have to out manoeuvre them while we fix the Star Drive," replied a slightly phased Jack, his composure was starting to crack and that made Ernest feel better.

  "I'll take the controls," said Ernest. "It'll be just like Space Ranger, the last game that I made."

Oh no, thought Jack, but he didn't have any other options. He grabbed a snoozing Harry and headed off to fix the Star Drive.

************************************************************************

   The Captain had righted himself from his undignified sprawl and glared at the giggling spectators. 

  "What the hells so funny? Get back and cream that little bugger but keep him alive. I want to hurt him badly." The Captain stalked painfully from the control room. As he marched down the corridor, his knee giving him the dicks, he thought about his previous encounter with Jack Davidson.

  It had been on Greatos Minor, in the 15th sector and he had fought him in hand to hand combat. That was how he had gained his dicky knee. Jack was almost as strong as he was, and that was saying something, because the Captain had worked out all the time. Now he piloted a ship full of imbeciles around the place.

  He felt like returning to the Emperor and telling the old bugger to get stuffed, that he wasn't going to do his dirty work for him while he lived on a nice comfortable Hyper Cruiser; but he didn't dare because the Emperor was not a very nice person and was liable to send him to execution duty on some outcast planet in some forgotten star system.

  While he was thinking, the Fool ran up to him and said excitedly:"It's your birthday Sir."

  "Thanks," replied the Captain, pulling out his imploder pistol and disintegrating the Fool on sight. "Nobody, not even my Fool tells me when my birthday is. NOBODY! I will decide when my birthday is. I will decide when Christmas is, and only I will mention my real name in public. So get stuffed, all of you."

  After this little outburst, the Captain realised that he was alone, and decided to save that little oratory for a later date when everyone was listening.

************************************************************************

  The Elle had converted back to it's normal look, the sleek, slender, dartlike shape of the nose-cone, the rather shiny glass covering of the window, the tough metal hull of the outer side, and the red-hot burning desire to go faster of the rockets.

  Inside, Edith and Ernest were trying desperately to outmaneuver the Starship behind them. 

  "Oh, Ernest dear, be careful, be-oh, look out for that.......look out!" Ernest pulled up on the steering wheel, and the Elle darted upwards.

  "Don't worry, my dear, I'll save us............ " Edith gave him another stare.

  Jack and Harry emerged from the depths of the ship, and Jack took control of the wheel. Most of the people watching saw this and sighed with relief, because they didn't trust Ernest with a steering wheel.

  "Jack, oh Jack-"

  "What?"

  "Have you fixed the ship?"

  "Yes. Ernie, mate, prepare to punch the Star Drive." Ernest read the dial, and Harry and Edith stood over them.

  "NOW," cried Ernest, and Jack pulled the levers. The Elle seemed to die, and then it shot into Star Drive, leaving the Federation Starship far behind.

************************************************************************

  The Captain took this rather badly. He ranted and raved, gave his little speech, raved some more, and generally made life Hell for everyone.

  "WHY? Why am I stuck in this place with all of you, you incompetent little morons? Can't you do anything right?"

  "I can make coffee," came a voice. The Captain swung around, fuming. He sat down and looked up at the main view window.

  "Dear God," he prayed, "please let these moronic buffoons get themselves organised and may they not kill themselves while I am in the vicinity."

************************************************************************

  Edith and Jack sat alone in the cockpit of the Elle. She was snuggling up to him, and he was snuggling up to the other side of the seat. The Star Drive unit was pulling away next to them.

  "Jackie, why did you leave me?"

  "Edith, I left you because I had a vow not to get married to a female."

  "That only happens with Monks!"

  "Oh. Well, how about this? I was converted into a demon and wasn't under control of what I was saying, and the Emperor of the Federation captured me."

  "Oh bulldust Jackie. You just didn't want to be loved by a female. It would spoil your image!  You didn't want your friends to know you had settled down. Have you any other girl?"

  "What? You mean, is their anyone else in my life?"

  "Yes..."

  "Oh, yeah, there is. Ernie."

  Edith stared at him, and then moved away. 

  "Oh Jack, you aren't a........a...."

  "Poof?"

  "Yes."

  "No. Ernie is me best mate. I don't have any other girl except you. And, to tell you the truth, I wouldn't want any other girl except you."

  "Oh, Jack, you mean it? You really mean it?"

  "Nuh. Just teasing."

  Edith began to cry. Jack sighed, and put his arm around her shoulders, and she sobbed into his leather jacket.

  "Oh, Jack, I was so sad when you went all those years ago.....I missed you terribly, and I swore to keep you the next time I saw you, and now you tell me you don't love me......."

  "Edith, of course I love you," said Jack, not very well as he was not used to such things as talking to females.

  Edith stopped crying and looked up. Some of the black colouring from the jacket had come out and had stained her cheek. "I never ever stopped loving you. I have always wanted to be with you."

  Edith swooned. "God, here we go," muttered Jack.

  "Jack, oh Jack, I knew you would always come back to me...." They kissed, and at that moment Ernest walked through the door.

  "Oh, excuse me, I'll just.............God almighty, Jack! Has she had her tonsils out? Has she?"

  Jack looked up and gave Ernest a look of undisguised hatred. Ernest bolted from the cockpit. Edith and Jack resumed their passionate kiss.

  Ernest raced into Harry, who was reading a book. The book was on guns.

  "Harry, those two are making out!"

  "What? Really? You sure you just not makin' fun of me?"

  "Sure as eggs, they was eating each other. Looked like a bonza time."

  Harry sat up, and shook his head.

  "Haven't you ever seen that sorta' thing before, Ernie?"

  "Nuh. Looked great." Harry put the book down and went out. He came back a few moments later.

  "God, that looked great. Jack's a surgeon!"

  "What?"

  "He's removing her tonsils without anaesthetic!!"

************************************************************************

 The Captain was giving his little oratory. The technicians looked rather frightened, not of the Captain this time, but because of the huge meteor looming up in front of them. One of them screamed.

  The Captain looked around, and ducked behind the chair. "Turn on the shields and full repelling fire," he yelled, and the Starship began to shudder with the effort. The meteorite seemed impervious to the laser blasts that hit it. It loomed closer, coming faster and faster to the Starship.

  Then the Starship hit the meteor, and the huge rock disintegrated. The Captain looked up at the window as the fireball lit up the sky. Technicians cheered. The Captain smiled, one of his rare emotions showing through. He felt that he was a soul doomed for eternal torment in the lowest pit of hell, especially if he had had to share it with these morons; so he was rather elated when he realised he had been spared the humiliation of turning up on Lucifers doorstep with a bunch of half mutated vitamin G deficient gromitised half-apes like those that surrounded him.

  "Shut up," he roared, going red. "Lets get the Hyperdrive going. We have to chase them. Get moving fools!"

  The technicians began to run helter skelter though he control room, and the Captain sat in his chair, staring up at the void of space through the window.

  "Just you wait, Davidson, just you wait.....one of these days, POW, right on the kisser...." muttered the Captain, relishing the fact that another Fool was in training.

************************************************************************

  The Elle, meanwhile, had come out of Star Drive, and Jack and Edith had finished their kissing, which greatly relieved Ernest and Harry. Harry was checking his gun and the other weaponry systems on the ship, and Ernest was helping Jack fix the internal guidance navigational directional systems. What this means, nobody knows, but that's what it was called, so there you have it.

  "Jack," asked Ernest, "Do you think you'll have a baby?" Jack cried out, and looked up at Ernest from under the main control panel.

  "What? A BABY, for crying out loud? What the hell are you crapping on about?"

  "You always have babies after you kiss."

  "No, Ernie, mate, you don't. You have to....do it....first, and then Edith would get pregnant, but we didn't "do it", so she won't."

  "Oh." Ernest was deep in thought, and then said:"Jack, what is "do it"?" Jack muttered incoherently, and then answered louder:"It's when two people fall in love and they feel that they have to be very good to one another. They like to be....together...in a certain way.......and, well, that's about it."

  "Oh." Ernest was still in though about this when Harry entered and sat in the co-pilots chair.

  "Jacko, mate, the weaponry systems are all hunky dory. If anything comes to a fight, there shouldn't be a problem." Jack crawled out from the control panel and stood up.

  "Hey, Jacko," began Harry, "you haven't "done it" yet, have you?"

  "No, Harry, Edith and I haven't." Jack called out:"EEEEEEEEEDITH!"

  Edith shot like a bullet into the cabin, and jumped into Jacks arms.

  "Edith, have we "done it" yet?"

  "I wish we had......" replied the woman in a dreamy like way.....Jack moaned. Ironically, he felt like the Captain did, surrounded by morons.

  But, he would have to make the best of it.

Part Four

  Jack and Ernest and Edith and Harry sat in the cockpit of the Elle, watching the stars and things in space fly past. The dials and lights blinked and blunked.

  Edith sat very close to Jack, and Ernest and Harry sat apart from the other two so that they could do things. Harry cleaned his gun, polishing it until it shone.

  Suddenly, a laser blast ripped into the hull of the ship, causing the Elle to rock and begin to groan. 

  "It's that bloody Federation ship, she's followed us through Hyperdrive," cried Jack, leaning forward to peer out the front window. "Harry, get back to the engines, and try and find the problem," he continued, trying to hold a steady course. Harry darted out the door.

  Edith screamed, she saw on a scanner screen the huge bulk of the Federation Starship. Ernest began reading logistics from the monitors on the console in front of him. Jack pulled every lever and pushed every button on the controls in front of him, and the Elle tried desperately to respond. But the electronics gave out under the strain, and with a flash, the main energy section exploded, sending smoke flying up into the eyes of the occupants of the cabin.

  "Get the fire extinguisher," yelled Jack. Edith looked desperately around the cabin for a fire extinguisher, and when she did find one, its dial read "EMPTY". She told Jack about this and he flew off the deep end. He screamed in anger and was knocked unconscious as the ship rocked and his head hit a control panel next to him.

  Ernest and Edith lunged for the steering wheel, and the Elle began to spiral towards a nearby planet. Ernest and Edith clung to each other as they saw a blurred image of a planet loom closer. Lasers plunged into the hull of the ship, and Jack, still unconscious, slipped from the seat.

  Harry stumbled into the control room, his face smudged with grime, dust and the odd bit of oil, clutching at any stable object. 

  "What the hell is going on?" he yelled, but neither Ernest or Edith could hear him. All three of them were pushed to the outer wall by centrifugal force, and the planet was now attracting a very large gravitational pull on them.

  "We're doomed," cried Edith, tears streaming down her face. Ernest looked at Harry, who was struggling to reach the steering wheel. The force of the spinning ship was too great and he couldn't. Ernest knew that if even this muscle-bound hulk couldn't reach the steering wheel, no-one could.

  The Elle now plummeting to the surface of the planet at a rapidly increasing rate of knots. The laser barrage had stopped.

************************************************************************

  The Captain and the men on the control room of the Starship watched with glee as the Elle plummeted to the planets surface. Then, the Captain realised with insensed fury that he needed the crew alive, and the ship intact.

  He bellowed at the technicians:"Get down there and stop that ship hitting the ground! I want the occupants of that ship alive and the bloody ship itself, intact, you incompetent screwballs." The technicians raced across the control room, and the orders were carried out. They were carried back in again by the technicians as the door were locked.

  The Elle disappeared from view, and the Captain was left looking at a blank screen.

************************************************************************

  The Elle was descending through the troposphere, though the stratosphere, and through the oxygenosphere, whatever that means. Spinning out of control, the situation looked hopeless. The metal began to heat up, the air friction causing tension in the metal molecules.

  Inside the cockpit, Jack was beginning to come round, but a flying object from Ediths purse knocked him out again. Ernest was creeping slowly across the wall to the co-pilots chair. He intended to activate the speed brakes. But he couldn't make it.

  Harry gave a great cry, and ripped himself free from the wall. Struggling to combat the centrifugal force, his body almost exploding with adrenaline, he gripped the pilots seat. He yelled in anger, and pulled his gun from the holster at his hip. The gun slipped from this grasp because it had been polished well, and hit the back of the cabin. It fired, and the laser hit the control panel.

  Harry reached slowly for the steering wheel, grabbed it, and pulled it back. The console exploded again, and the Elle miraculously began to stop spinning. But the planets surface was looming closer.

  "Oh hell," yelled Ernest, managing to get into the co-pilots seat and activating the brakes, which subsequently failed to work.

  The Elle  was racing to oblivion, and it seemed there was nothing that would save them.

  But, there was.

************************************************************************

  The Captain broke out into a cold sweat. This is not as bad as a hot sweat, but if you've never had a hot sweat, you won't know exactly what I mean.

  He was fretting and chewing on his fingernails, or what was left of them. If he had to return to the Emperor with a report about failing to capture the Elle but instead shooting it down, he'd probably get that awful job that was going on the outer waste section of Magellos Ten. Hopefully those terrible Thingoes could rescue the craft before it hit the surface of the unknown planet. That's if it made the surface of the planet. The atmosphere was composed of highly combustible molecules which could ignite with the slightest raising in temperature, turning the Elle into a fireball.

  The Starship slowed to walking pace and eventually stopped altogether.

  Down in the atmosphere of the unknown planet, the Thingoes ships zipped across the surface with lightning speed. The Elle was spinning downwards, racing towards certain destruction, unless someone did something. It was slowly turning parallel to the planet's surface, but falling all the same.

  With a lot of noise, the Thingoes' ship raced towards the falling ship, and placed tractor beams around the craft. The Elle stopped spinning and falling, it was now in control of the Thingoes. If anyone on the Elle bothered to protest, their cries were lost on the occupants of the Federation ships.

  The Captain watched with relief as the Thingoes ships returned, with the Elle in tow. The Captain yelled:"Order the occupants of that ship to appear before me. I wish to speak to them." Then he hobbled off to his quarters.

************************************************************************

  Later, the occupants of the Elle were hustled from the ship by a group of hostile Thingoes. It was obvious that they were hostile because they carried guns that were designed to hurt people very badly, which in its own way is a very hostile thing to do.

  As they walked along the corridors of the Federation Starship, Ernest wondered at the size of the ship. It was massive, almost the size of a hundred Elles put together, maybe bigger than that! Lights lined the passages every two meters, doors every four, and air-conditioning vents every ten. Jack noticed this with interest. Edith clung tightly to Jack, whimpering. This adventure business wasn't her idea of fun. Harry just kept his gun hidden in the folds of his coat.

  After about an hour of walking, they arrived at the control room. The Captain was absent. As they looked around, they were treated like scum. They were laughed at, spat on, and all sorts of mean things that the Federation know how to do.

  Then, the Captain entered. The technicians stood to attention, and even the Thingoes present managed to keep straight faces as the Captain hobbled into the middle of the room. Behind him bumbled the Fool.

  "Hello," he sneered, looking eagerly up and down Ediths body. Edith pulled her clothes tightly around her. Jack stepped forward.

  "Hi, moron. How's the knee?" chuckled Jack.

  "Listen you artificial arrogant insensitive piece of subterranean pus-wart, I will not tolerate any slinging off at my knee. It took two years of hyperphysical rehabilitation to put the thing back together, and to restructure the millions of shards of bone into their original position after you got me with that bloody paperweight. I hope you suffered with that on your conscience, because I did. I vowed I'd get revenge, and now I have you here, I will do that vow justice."

  "All because of a paperweight?" piped up Ernest.

  "Shut up yobbo, what the hell are you doing with this idiot?"

  "He's my friend," stated Ernest vehemently. This caused mass hysteria among the crew of the Federation Starship. They fell about laughing, accidently hitting buttons on the consoles, and causing the Starship to begin descending into the atmosphere of the planet. The Captain stopped laughing and looked out the window. Fire surrounded the ship, the friction against the hull heating the molecules too much.

  "Get the shields up," he screamed, and the technicians began to adjust settings. The Starship was burning up. The hull melted, and the wind through the corridors sucked many a person from the ship. 

  "Hurry," yelled the Captain, feeling the wind pull at his hair. He was hanging onto a rail, legs horizontal, the pull of the loss of air almost too great for him.

  Jack and Edith were slumped behind a computer terminal, Harry stood clutching Ernest with one hand and a lever in the other. The lever snapped, and the two of them felt themselves being pulled toward the exit door.

  Layer upon layer of the Starship was burning away. The fireball was huge, and although the propulsion systems were still working, they would soon cut out.

  "Get to the Elle" yelled Jack, as Harry and Ernest slipped out the room. Then, grabbing Edith, he stood up. The two of them flew from the room as well.

  Flying through the corridors, Harry and Ernest clung to each other, fending off other flying Thingoes and other people. They flew around a corner, and entered the docking bay. The main airlock had buckled, and through a huge crack they saw space.

  The Elle appeared before them, jammed against the hole in the airlock. Harry and Ernest were flying past the entrance door, and Harry grabbed it. The whiplash almost pulled Ernests arm out, but Harry managed to pull them into the waiting ship.

  Inside, they shut the door. 

  "Whew, what about Jack and Edith?" asked Ernest. Harry turned. "They should be coming around soon. Get to the control room."

  Ernest disappeared down to the control room.

  Harry opened the door after getting a firm grip on the clothes peg next to him, and waited for Jack and Edith to fly past. They flew next to him, and Harry grabbed Jack's arm. Edith and Jack were stopped centimetres short of the hole in the airlock.

  Muscles straining, Harry pulled the struggling pair into the Elle. Once the door had closed, Jack kissed Edith, and raced to the cockpit. Harry and Edith followed.

  "Ernest, Harry, we must get the engines working. I'll go back, Harry, you come with me, and Ernest, you stay here with Edith and man the controls. I'll use the intercom." Harry and Jack raced off. Ernest sat at the pilot's seat, Edith in the co-pilot's seat.

  The Federation Starship was slowly disintegrating.

  Through the window, Ernest could see the Captain make it to a Thingoe craft, get in, and take off. The airlock gave way. The Elle was dragged along the floor, straight for the open hole.

  The Captain escaped, heading towards deep space.

  The Elle, unfortunately, was still in shallow space.

  "Ernie, let's get out of here," yelled Jack though he intercom. Ernest tried the starter. The Elle burst into life, and blasted its way out of the flaming inferno.

  Behind it, the Federation Starship exploded.

  The Elle was safe.

************************************************************************

  The Captain was shaking with the adrenaline rush after his frantic escape from the Starship. He was gripping the control wheel with white hands, and trying not to throw up.

  All his men had been either sucked into space, or obliterated in the fireball that was now the Federation Starship.  But the loss of those men and Thingoes wasn't too bad. At least there weren't any noticeable losses in the Federation set-up.

  The Thingoe ship was passed by the Elle. The Captain snarled, a deep throated, gut wrenching, heart pumping growl that reverberated around the cabin. He saw red, which was especially hard to do when looking into a sun full on, and gripped the speed throttle. The Thingoe ship wasn't made for human piloting, so many of the controls were inexplicable.

  The Elle was receding into the distance, and the Captain felt more blind fury than anything else. He ripped the speed throttle to maximum, and the Thingoe ship blasted into deep space. The Elle was getting closer. With a roar, the Captain activated the weaponry systems, and soon lasers were shooting into space, in the general direction of the Elle. The Captain smiled, not even a nice one, but a mad, insane smile which stretched his facial muscles to their limits. He activated booster thrust, and in a few seconds, the Thingoe ship had drew alongside the Elle.

  The Captain saw the figures in the cockpit of the Elle waving to him, and giving him the finger. This made him more enraged, and he armed a sidewinder into the loading hatch.

  The Elle was shimmering, and the Captain realised that it was beginning to go to Star Drive. And once it did that, not even the fastest Thingoe ship could catch it. 

  The Captain grabbed the firing mechanism, his hands sweating with the effort, and pressed the button. A sidewinder 3XXK 52 B-class missile was projected from the launch hatch at an average speed of 250 meters a second, with enough explosive in the nose cone to destroy a planet.

  The Elle decided to go Star drive at the same second. It became a shimmering blur of light, then shot forward into a white blaze of light. The missile missed the Elle by about three millimeters. The missile was also equipped with a heat seeking mechanism, by the way, or have I already told you? Oh well, the missile turned and began arcing back to the Thingoe ship. the Captain panicked, and tried desperately to activate Light Speed, but the mechanism was busted. The Captain freaked, and lunged at the shield button. The Thingoe ship rocked as the missile hit it, exploded, and was contained by the shields; which activated after the missile actually hit.

************************************************************************

  The Elle  was now in silence, only the dull throb of the Star Drive systems and the swish of the buggered air-conditioning system permeated the tension in the air.

  "Are we safe?" whispered Edith, clinging tightly to Jack.

  "I.....I think so," came the reply from Harry, flopping down onto the co-pilots chair and pressing some buttons. Ernest was huddled in the corner, dribbling and farting and creating a very negative environment for his boots.

  Jack patted himself down, getting the dust and guff off. Edith leaped up and kissed him, and Jack ran his hand down her back.

  "Ernest," said Harry, turning to the dribbling man in the back of the cabin.

  "What?" came  the retort. Ernest got up and went over to the controls, discreetly dodging Jack and Edith, who were engaged in things beyond trivial meaning. 

  "I think we'd better drive, now," murmured Harry, making eyes at the two behind them.

  "Why?"

  "They'll go out soon, and......you know..."

  "Oh, yes! I know.....ha, ha, ha...." Ernest began to laugh.

  Sure enough, Jack and Edith moved towards the door, and it shut behind them. Harry and Ernest looked at each other.

  "He's a lucky man....." muttered the wistful Ernest.

************************************************************************

  Edith and Jack engaged in amazing acts as soon as they got to the bedroom. Every story has to have a sex scene in it, or it wouldn't be a good story, would it?

  Jack began to kiss her neck and shoulders, pushing back the shoulders of her dress as she started to pull off his shirt. 

  "Oh Jack, I've waited for this moment for years," she whispered huskily, and then, with a loud bang, the lights went out.

  "Bloody hell," yelled Jack, trying to get up, but Edith held him close to her.

  "No, don't," she whispered, "hold me. Don't you know, 67% of women prefer to have sex in the dark?"

  "Oh, really?"

  "Really." She began to kiss him again, and they forgot about the lights, or the lack of them, and concentrated on each other.

************************************************************************

  Ernest and Harry, who were still stuck in the cabin, were also the victims of the blackout, but they weren't doing anything worth talking about.

  "God, the lights are out," muttered Harry. 

  Ernest groaned sarcastically, and Harry thumped him one. After bandaging his arm, Ernest moved to help Harry fix the fuse, which had blown. The lights came back on.

  "Oy!!" came a cry from the back of the Elle. Harry looked at Ernest, and ripped the fuse out, plunging the ship back into darkness.

  Suddenly, the Elle bucked, throwing the pair into a huddle on the floor.

  "What the Hell....." yelled Harry, jumping into the pilots seat. "Oh no, It's a tractor beam. We're being pulled towards that large space station."

  "What?"

  "That bloody space station over there. See it? God, it's the Federation HQ. We've flown right into the Federation HQ!!"

  "Call up Jack!" yelled Ernest. Harry reached for the intercom, but Jack emerged behind him in a dressing gown. Edith followed, in a get-up that did nothing to hide her voluptuousness. 

  "It's Federation HQ," yelled Harry, pointing to the large space station.

  "Reverse thrust," cried Jack, jumping into the co-pilots seat. He adjusted the controls, but the Elle refused to budge. "It's to late," cried Edith, "we're gonners!!!!"

  The Elle moved slowly into the hold of the Federation Space Station HQ. Thingoes and human soldiers moved to cover the hatch, armed with pretty ugly looking guns.

  "We're in deep...." muttered Harry, pulling his gun from its holster.

  The Elle landed with a bang, and it was now in control of the Federation. "Shall we try and Star Drive out of here?" asked Ernest.

  "No, the Emperor is somewhere on this ship..." muttered Jack. "We will have to see him. He wants my ship."

  "Why?"

  "No idea. Let's go peacefully." Harry shook his head.

  "No way! I'm going down fighting." He raced for the exit door. Jack, Ernest and Edith followed. The door opened onto the floor of the hold, and they saw they were surrounded. Harry aimed, and many of the soldiers were cut down. A laser battle ensued, and Harry was downed by a lone Thingoe with a bad attitude. Jack picked up Harrys gun, and blew away fifteen soldiers. Then he fired the gun, and about thirty men dropped dead.

  Edith was sickened by this carnage. She grabbed a small emergency pistol from the wall beside her, and fired. A large orange explosion blinded the Federation troops, causing many of them to stagger back in pain.

  "Eat this you mothers!" she screamed, grabbing a handy Happy Days Bazooka from the same wall as the pistol.

  With a quick swoosh, a loud bang, and a lot of smoke, the missile exploded. The Federation troops decided to draw back. The bazooka swooshed again, and again there was a loud bang, and yet again, there was a lot of thick, choking smoke. One the smoke stopped choking, it settled and the occupants saw the empty hold; the Federation troops had retreated.

  Edith lowered the bazooka, and Harry began to moan in pain. Ernest bent to tend to him, while Jack and Edith began to move towards the door of the hold.

  "Ernest, you and Harry stay here and get the ship ready for a quick getaway. Edith and I will try and deal with the Emperor." 

  Ernest nodded, staunching the flow of blood. Harry was barely alive.

  Jack and Edith went out of the hold, and into the corridors beyond. A lone soldier darted out, firing a laser gun, but Edith winged him with the pistol. Jack went over to the soldier and hoicked him up.

  "Get up idiot, and take us to the Emperor. I wanna talk to him."

  "I-I can't," replied the soldier. "I was winged with that gun, and now I can't move."

  "MOVE!" yelled Edith, pointing the bazooka at the soldiers head. The soldier jumped up and began to run.

  "Follow me," he yelled behind him. Jack and Edith smiled at each other, and they raced after the man. The corridors in the Federation HQ were even worse than the Starship. They seemed endless, and often many other corridors branched off from the main one. The three people began to pant and puff, and the soldier collapsed.

  "I can't go on. Please leave me. Take the next turn on you left, and when you reach the door marked Emperors Abode, go right in." 

  Jack kicked the soldier for effect, then grabbed Ediths hand, and ran off. They reached the door marked Emperors Abode. 

  "It's solid plutonium, we'll never get through," said Jack, sighing.

  "No, we will get through." replied Edith raising the bazooka, and firing. The door buckled under the strain, and Edith had to fire again before the door totally disintegrated. Edith stepped through, and brushed the dust and stuff off her clothes. Jack followed, doing the same thing. 

  "Welcome, intruders," came a deep hollow voice. Edith and Jack looked across the room in horror. On a small seat sat a rather mutated child. The skin on the childs face was peeling from the bone, and the mouth was a gruel gash, while the eyes were deeply sunken. The hair was wispy, and a deep purple, and the arms were small stumps.

  "Are you the Emperor?" asked Edith, lowering the bazooka. The thing on the seat chuckled, a dry rasping laugh that came from deep down in the things throat.

  "Yes, dear, I am. I'm glad the queen of Techtos Seven made it as well. Jack Davidson, my arch enemy, you are here as well, ha....ha....ha. Now, I suggest you put down your weapons, so we can talk without any pressure." The child had a rather deep voice up close, and Jack saw that implanted on his throat was a voice translator incoder box, used to translate incomprehensible commands into understandable orders.

  "You maniac," cried Jack, "you expect us to put our weapons down? Why did you want us, Ernest and I especially, in your control?"

  "Haven't you realised? You are my enemy, I want you dead, or your balls on a platter, if you want to term it obscenely; and Ernest is the greatest computer mind in the Universe at the moment, and I want him to join the Federation and rule all the sectors with me. With his knowledge of computers, he can plan the most intricate invasion plans, and we can rule the Universe, we will be unstoppable, we will be totally-"

  "Stupid?" said Jack, smiling.

  The boy on the seat gave a horrid belch, and Edith turned away in disgust.

  "What? you mock me? I'll teach you. You and your beautiful companion here can suffer both the same fate, you will die in each others arms."

  "Oh great," said Edith, but clung to Jack anyway.

  "Get stuffed," yelled Jack in horror. "No way. What did I do to you, you immature little child with a bad problem on his face?"

  "How dare you talk to me, the Emperor of the greatest organisation in the Universe, like that,"

  "Quite easily. There is one organisation more powerful than you, able to change the face of things, and that is the Cranio Facial Association."

  "What? Of all the impertinent-"

  "Yes, you little fag! I have always hated dwarves like you, you belong in a museum of freaks!"

  "Guards, kill him, KILL HIM!!!"

  "Oh go home to your mum and let someone mature run the Federation."

  "Why you.....KILL THAT MAN," screamed the Emperor, spluttering with rage. He pointed a trembling finger at Jack and Edith. Edith raised the bazooka, and yelled:"Don't fire, or I'll blow the bugger away!"

  Nobody moved. The Emperor became apoplectic with rage.

  "Nobody, never in my entire life-"

  "Can't be that long, then," interjected Edith.

  "Never ever, called me a bugger and lived. I hope you rot in hell....."

  Edith aimed..........Jack watched the guards around him pull their rifles out of their holders, and aim at him and Edith.

  Nobody fired.

  The Emperor sat perfectly still. His eyes twitched and he saw the leader of the guards motion to fire at the slightest provocation.

  "Edith, kill the runt now, and get it over with!" cried Jack, diving to the floor. Edith pulled the trigger, and a missile as long as a pencil darted into the Emperors body in the region of the left nostril. It exploded, blowing the Emperors head off, and scattering awful stuff all across the room. The guards watched in amazement as the body of the Emperor toppled to the floor.

  "Fire!" yelled the leader of the guards.

  The guards panicked, and ran off screaming "Fire!" The leader muttered something and then aimed at Jack, the barrel of his rifle five centimetres from the quiescent body on the floor.

  "Jack," cried Edith, swinging the bazooka around to cover the guard. But she didn't fire, or the guard might accidentally fire in a nervous reflex and kill Jack.

  "Okay, you bitch, put the thing down and move slowly away." The Emperors body twitched like a stuck pig on the floor, blood pouring from his neck. Edith began to lower the bazooka, but returned it to its original position as Jack (unseen by the guard) signed not to. The leader cocked the gun, resting the barrel on Jacks head.

  "I'll give you to three to put the bloody thing down," yelled the leader. A siren began to blare in the distance.

  "Oh God, the bloody idiots have activated the self-destruct! Right, wench, ONE..... TWO......THREE-" Just before the leader pulled the trigger, two laser blasts shot the rifle from his hands, and the other blew his guts out. Blood spewed everywhere.

  Jack climbed to his feet and clutched Edith. Harry and Ernest stood in the doorway, laser guns in their hands.

  "Hi, guys, hows things?" asked Ernest. Jack turned on him.

  "You idiot, you were supposed to stay with the Elle, and get it ready."

  "Oh, we did that, but decided you needed help." Ernest and Harry smiled. "And it was lucky we came along."

  "Let's get the hell out of here," cried Edith, "The morons have activated the self-destruct mechanism. This place is gonna blow."

  "Blow what?" asked Ernest, but got dragged along behind the fleeing trio.

  The corridors became blurred as the forces of evil permeated into the sub-consciousness of the fleeing heroes. The place was being destroyed, and the evil with it. The horrid Federation was slowly being destroyed. destruction was a part of Federation life, and now the past was catching up. The evil plan to conquer the Universe with Ernests help had failed (and probably would've anyway) and the last of the Federation were being given their just deserts (I hate that phrase).

  The Elle came in sight, and the four heroes raced up the gangplank into the ship.

  Inside the cabin were a number of soldiers trying to get it to take off, so Harry disposed of them while Jack and Ernest prepared for a quick getaway.

  The Federation HQ was about to become a supernova of epic proportions. The Elle blasted up into the hold, and began to move towards the exit.

  Another explosion rocked the station, and the Elle brushed against the side wall of the hold, and then it stalled.

  Inside, Jack was beside himself with fury. He raced back to the engines with Harry, telling Ernest to prepare the Star Drive.

************************************************************************

  "Fifteen seconds to detonation," intoned the computer all over the HQ.

  People ran everywhere, trying desperately to avoid the catastrophe.

  "Ten seconds to detonation."

************************************************************************

   Ernest activated the intercom, and gripped the Star Drive levers with both hands.

  "Er, Jack, say when," he cried. Silence. He tried again.

************************************************************************

  "Five seconds to detonation.....four.... three......two...... one.....zero, have a nice day every one."

************************************************************************

  "NOW!" yelled Jack into the intercom. Ernest started with fright, and pulled the Star Drive levers with all his might.

  The engines whined, and the HQ of the mighty Federation exploded. The Elle burst into Star Dive just in the nick of time, some flames following the trail of light into space.

  They were safe, and the Federation was dead.

************************************************************************

  On board the Elle, the tension of the last few hours had suddenly been released and the occupants were drinking (alcohol) and eating (biscuits). Laughing, crying, they hugged and kissed each other until the ship suddenly burst from Star Drive. Jack jumped into the pilots chair, and Edith jumped onto his lap.

  "Oh, Jack, I love this adventure stuff, it really opens up your mind, doesn't it?" Jack looked into Ediths eyes and found he had to agree with her. He also found that he really had to admit that he had the best looking female in love with him. 

  "I do love you, Edith, I always have and always will. Will......."

  "What?"

  "Will you marry me?"

  Edith was smiling. Her smile faded. Then she burst into tears.

  "Edith, dear, what is it, what is the problem?"

  "I have waited for years for you to say that. Yes, of course I'll marry you, silly." Ernest and Harry clapped loudly, and, without a pause, Ernest raced for a phone to ring the nearest priest.

  "Nothing but the Pope himself for this little lady," said Jack with a thick accent. Edith hugged him, and kissed him, and the Elle seemed to sigh with relief that the entire adventure was over. After all...the Elle was the only stable thing in this adventure of epic proportions. Without the Elle, it is highly improbable that our heroes would've survived, and I'm quite sure that the engines need to be overhauled. As the Elle rocketed across the Universe, from it came sounds of happiness, and Mendhelssons Bridal March.* * * * * * 

PROLOGUE

  The story is now finished. If you turn back to the very first page, you will find a reference to a planet, which was "Going to have a profound effect on the entire Universe". What, you may ask, does this have to do with the story?

  Nothing!!!

THE END

ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS

  Many thanks to John Peacock for his valuable time in attempting to get some of this story done. Without many of his ideas, none of this would be possible. Also thanks to the wonderful Mrs Farrington, of whom we had much advice dished out to us in the politest possible way, and to Mr Chiarolli for letting us use the computers.

  Much thanks to the Encyclopaedia Britannica, for the facts used in this story, and the calculator supplied by the computer program.

  THE VERY END






































 


