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—  INSTRUCTIONS ———

Instructions for the pleasurable read and enjoyiment,
1. Grasp the magazine by the hands, firmly bul not lo crease.,
2. Proceed with reading of lhe words (rom lefl Lo right {or, il prelerence
desirable, from leil lo right), going always in & downwards motion.
3. When reached the end of the page, TURN PAGE OVER if on rightl
side of page, OTHERWISE read next page.
4. Following these instructions, yours can be many hours of fun!
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Michael Carroli. Last issue it was all by Michael Carroli, but he forgot to credit
Robert D. Elliott wilh the idea of the Scolty carlocn, and Shahruz Mirmirani willy
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——— HAMSTERNATOR Il - Cheesement Day —

By Edward Hickey

N owas a cold dak night in the smnall
Ameiican suburh of Arnieville. Fog hung like
treaele in the air and tho scant light friom the
slieul lamps did little to iinprove the visibility,
A sense of dread permeated he ether and
the night itsell was curled like a tight spring
i anicipation of 1ho violonce, evit and all
round nasly goings-on thal were about to
wak 1o peacelul lillle 1own.

Without warning tha [og) bagan to swifl, a
Lrilliant iighe filled the aii as leaves and tiny
hits ol paper weie whipped up in an getie
fionzy, (qust like in alltho chaayy 1960%s horror
movies). The light maintained ils intensity (o
only o low seconds and then, agiin with very
B warning - (less than bolore), @t
disappeared leaving only the <ull glow of the
olange lamps. Everything seemed 1o have
relurned to normal excepl for one very smali
{and funty) difference. There, al the side of
the roadl, where only a [ow momoents ago lay
luavos, now crouchod... a blamsler.,

Mosl poople would soe  Lhis slrange
otulience and pass il off as only tho power
Nux fromatime machine sending aninhuman
killing machine back {roin the future 10 causo
the: dgstruction ol mankind bula few and only
a lew would say il was a passing car
uncovering a hibarnating rodent. . And
gunss who would bo right...

Moanwhile in a nearlby glade @ young lield
mouse was busily conlemplating hilo as the
wolld Joader, complolely unawara of all the
cxcilement and special effects thal were
Going on around him As he climbed down
his wheal stalk he lisiened 10 the cows intha
adjacenl ficid mooing their favourite 1une
'you cud, be mine’. He was lotally
unashamed ol Iho inhellious lile he led and
AlLo of Tho lousy pun il hiad just gona by,
I'EJ dssue |

Lille did he know howsever, that the
fur-covered stranger 1hat was striding up the
hill towards him was about to change his life
complataly,

The hamstler moved steadfastly lowardls
his targel, the giound giving way quickly
banealh his furry little test. In the background
a noise was gradually increasing in volume.

Dan... Dan... Dan... Dan... Dan... Dan...
Dan... Dan... Dan,,, Dan

Thae hamster walked on. He was now only
lwenly feol rom the mousa,

Dan... Dan.. Dan... Dan... Dan... Dan...
Dan... Dan... Ban... Dan

Somaelhing moving to the righl caught e
hainster's attention. There in the tall grass
heading in lhe same direction was a ralher
hard and muscular looking guinea-pig.

Can... Dan... Dan... Dan... Dan.. Dan...
Dan... Dan... Dan... Dan

The hamster increased spoeed but so aiso
clidd tha other rodent. The young mouse saw
bolh strangers approaching bul was oo
terrilied 1o move.

Dan... Dan... Dan.. Dan.. Dan... Dan..
Dan... Dan... Dan... Dan

The noise increased in valume.

Tha guinea-pig grabbed a plastic drinking
straw up inils mouth bul didn't stow ils pace.

Dan... Dan... Dan... Dan... Dan... Dan...
Dan... Dan... Dan... Dan

Suddenly all rodents slopped dead in their
lracks.

Dan... Dan... Dan,..Dan...Dan... asthe 8.15
from Piltsburgh thuncdered past on the
lracks.
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As so0n as the train had passed and lhe
awful rackel had stopped the guinea-pig
dived inlo aclion, His powerful frame moved
between the mouse and his assailant. He
wielded the straw hs had in his mouth and
smote the hamsier a cruel blow, bul (0 his
amazemeni the paich of fur he had slruck
slowly began to fluff up again. The mouse
than went tnto motion and ran for a neaiby
coke can, quickly climbing inside. The

hamster seeing ils quarry escaping
side-stepped another swipe from 1he
guinea-pig and dashed ftowards the

aluminium container knocking over his
opponent on the way. The hamster was only
about six inchas away from the can when it
began to roll away from him.

Down the hill it went wilh its furry cargo, the
hamster In hol pursuit. 1 had reached
maximum velocily by the time it met 1he road
and even the hamster was losing ground
rapidly. His narrow rodenl eyas scanned lhe
area and he propelled his ittle body 1owards
anabandoned roller-skate that lay at the side
of the road. With a single leap he landed on
the skale, forcing it into motion, unawaie thal
behind him, the guinea-pig was enlaring an
emply heans tin and was aboul to give
chase,

Down the hill they went, all the while 1he
skale threatening 10 crush 1he fighter can or
to push it inlo a roadside sewer grill. On the
path, the tin conlaining the mouse's
protactor also solled, slawly gaining on the
two olher vehicles. Inside the tin, 1he
guinea-pigran turiously, his haurss on his liitle
exercise whesl finally paying off.

The guinea-pig saw the edge of the path
approaching and he carefully stesred 1he lin
towardsil, allthetime accelerating. Little furry
eyes peepead out from the tin and saw the
skale nudge ihea back of the can. It was now
ornavar for the guinea-pig 1o make his move.
Puge 4

The bean tin Ioil the sdge of \ha paih and
satled ihrough ihe air. The mouse's fufry
proleclor looked down and saw the skaie
pass benealh him just belore leeling the
bump of impact. The coke can was a litlle o
his right. He veered that way and pumped his
feet so he could come atong side. A furiy
mouth bit down onthe vildly spinning mouse
tail and whipped the young rodent 10 the
safety of the tin. The guinea-pig with his
charge baside him increasad his speed. The
hamster on the skate behind was so inteni
on catching his prey that he failed 10 see ihe
sione on Lhe road ahead.

Suddenly and with no  warning
whal-so-ever, which just goes to show you
should keep your syes on tha road when
driving, the right fronl wheel ol the skate
careered inlo tho sione thal seat it into an
uncontrollabla spin {the skate 1hat is, nol the
stone}.

As the skate bounced ond-ovor-end the
guinea-pig stoppedihe tinwilh alittle reverse
footwork. Both he and the mouse climbed
outto survey the wreckage behind them. The
skate was upside down, ilS wheels spinning
aimtessly and the bamster was no where in
sight. The two romaining rodents wailed 1ol
a moment befors hopping in to tha 1in and
continuing thair journey. Bul as Ihoy lefl they
didn"t see the hamsier, fur comptetely flufied
up emerge trom the remains of the skale.

Dan... Dan... NDan... Dan... Dan... Dan...
Dan... Dan... Dan... Dan

Another Irain wen by.

In anolhor pan ol 1ha lown 1he guinea-piy
told the mouse about himsolf. The mouse
was amazect and brought his bodyguard to
the nearby school with a daring plan. The
mouse's mothar hactbeenimprisoned in one
of the class-raoms as the naluro exhibil ancl
her young sibling wanted her freacl. The big
rodenl teld his charge to wail and made a
dash for the wall of 1he school. He had an
idea for liberaung tho mouse, which involved
scaling 1be wall, jumping through the
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window, abseiling down the telephone cable
and chewing open the bars. He approached
his first obstacle and looked up.

Five minutes later he returned. The look of
excilement on the young mouse's face died
as he noticed that his mother was not
present. The guinea-pig explained 1hat
rescuing the mother would put the mouse in
danger and go agains! his mission priorities.
Thereal reason- he just couldn’t be bothered
- didn't come out in the explanation.

The mouse was about 10 protest when a
rustle close by, alened them 10 the
approaching threat.

Both mouse and guinea-pig ran down the
palh and away from their furry pursuer but
the lalter stopped abruptly when he saw
something that might possibly slow their
inhuman hunter.

The hamster scanned the path ahead bul
saw no sign of his quarry. He slackened his
pace, his head slowly going from side to side
inan atlempt find where theiwo other rodents
had disappeared {o.

Not very suddenly, but suddaenly snough
io catch the hamster oul, a seemingly
innocent drinks canon toppled forwards and
splashed ils liquid contents all over its
unsuspecting viclim, The guinea-pig jumped
out from behind the canon and watched as
Ihe remains of a slush puppy ice drink flowed
over a now soaking and non moving
hamsier. The mouse looked on, as a mass
of mushy ice began to cover the hamster. He
thought for a few brief moments that he was

safe but to his horror he discovered that
things were happening that would prove him
wrong.

Above the sodden hamster a dull red glow
was the first indication to thase that ware
about, that a street lamp was aboult flicker
into life.

As the glow increased the guinoa-pig saw
urged the young mouse into a run. The
mousa’s worst fears were coming true... The
ice was mslling, the hamster was about to
break loose.

The two pursued rodents made a dash
across a siretch of gravel befora pausing on
the other side, The hamster, not the slightest
bit wet and as active as ever, was only about
twenty feat away.

Dan... Dan... Dan.. Dan,., Dan.. Dan..
Dan... Dan... Dan... Dan

The guinea-pig's mind reeled - Was thera
any way of stopping this fiend?

Dan... Dan... Dan... Dan... Dan... Dan...
Dan... Dan... Dan... Dan

The hamster was now only fiftean faet away
and the guinea-pig still hadn't thought of an
answer,

Dan... Dan... Dan... Dan... Dan... Dan..,
Dan... Dan... Dan... Dan

Ten feet, Time was running out!

Dan... Dan... Dan... Dan... Dan... SPLAT

The 8.45 to New Jersey 100k care of the
Guinea-pig's worries.

Hasta la vista, Hammy.

Il you're interesied in Science Fiction, Fantasy or Horror, then why not contact the
Irish Science Fietion Association”? Gel in touch with (he ISFA at 30 Beverly Downs,
Knocklyon Road, Templeogue, Publin 16, freland. You won’t regret it!

{! low was 1hat, Brendan? Okay?)

PED Issuce 1
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MEANWHILE...

...lwo farmers sil on stone wall in rural Irefand.
Och, begorrah, 1ax, begorrah.

Top ©' the mornin', begorsah.

At ali, a1 all.

Sure at all at all, begorran.

{pause} Och, a1 ali at all, begorrah.

Cows.

Och, begorrah, cows, begoreah.

Cows, begorrah.

As we can see, cows and tax are the two main lopics of conversation among
rural farmers. Qccasionally ihey will also discuss inlellectuals...

Intellectuals, begorrah.

Och, 10p ©’ the mornin', och.

Atall at al.

...0f the stale of the economy...

Och, begorrah, the state of the economy.

Och och, at all at all sure begorrah.

Och, the state of the economy.

The state of the economy, ach, top o’ the mornin',

...bu very rarely does one bring up the issue of drug- taking among American
baseball players.

Drug-laking among American baseball players, och,
(Stunned silence)

Recently the American president Misier Bush visited Ireland, and addressed
tural farmers. He had this 1o say.

Ireland, top o' the mornin’, begorrah. Cows. Sure at all a1 all at all. Begoriah.
Thank you.

Rural farmers were overjoyed at the president’s comments, especially his
reference to cows,

“End of part one")
(Picture of cow being drenched, and product name "Panadalladall®)
Farmers, cows, sure at all begosrah liver fluke. Top o the morming'!

Michaet Cuilen
(Words are his power)

A man's gotti do and that’s all that 1 am
PE) issue Oac



the long-awaited new album from Yule Two

Gott in Himmel, Groovy Chick

Yule Two will be performing songs from the new album live at
the Virgin Megastore at midnight on Sunday December lst



One Small Step for Mankind

by Robert D. Elliott

‘Ladies and gentlamen of the press, | give
you the team thal will pilot Ireland’s firsi
shultle.”

To a round of applause, the seven
astronauts-10-be filed into the room, lead by
the mission Isader, Dairdre Allen. They 100k
their seals, looking discomiited by the
altention of {he world's press. Mary Dalton,
the mission controller, fislded the questions
as the team acclimatised themselves 10 the
wapping of journalists. Derek Kilbrids,
Science and Cookery Correspondent for the
Irish Times, started off.

*Ms Dalton, could you tell us why the St
Brendan is undertaking such a difficult
project on its maiden voyage?*

"The reason we're doing the repairs on the
t.5 space stationis simply that there is no-one
else available. The American shuttle abortedt
its launch on the pad,” - she polilely paused
as tha entire room allempted a collective look
of surprise - "and we'va just golten news thal
the Russian shutlle has  declared
independence. There's no-one but us. Bul |
don'l see any problems. Mr Shaw, who will
make the repairs necessary, is one of
NASA's top spatial enginesrs, and it's not
really that necessary for us to get thal close;
his backpack will gel him there.”

Kilbride nodded as he listened, and wrote
her answer. An old fashioned journalisi, he
had a reluctance 10 use technology that
bordered on Ludditeism?, being a firm
beligver in a good notebook, a sharp pencil
and a good headline. For Ihis reason, he
grinned as ha licked his pencil lip and wrote

down*Deirdre Defies Danger : Shuitles Shaw
to Save Station”. Dallon, familiar at this stage
with  Kilbride's unique literary  siyle,
shuddered at thal grin and Iried nol o
imagine lomorrow's front page. [nstead, she
started to introduce the seven asironauts to
he throng.

"As you all know, the mission leader will be
Deirdre Allen. She's one of Ireland’s bes! test
pilolsQ, and has an exiensive colleclion of
Airfix space models. In training for her
demanding role as mission teader, she has
listened extensively to asseniveness
subliminal tapes.

“Chuck Shaw is an American enginees of
many yeais. He's thea one who will carry ou
the repairs Not only was he involved in the
initial construction of L5, bul he persanally
shook the hand of Gene Roddenborry al a
Star Trek convention in 1988,

“JohnNewlon is our resident biologist. He'll
be monitoring the bioclugy sxperiments, in
paniculac {hat of Alben Miller, who's in sixth
class in the Mary Robinson National School.
Ha's iying to prove that in zero gravity, the
teaves of a plant won't all poini 1o the floor,
but 10 the nearest source of surdlower Gil,
which will be he hydroponics lab in
geosynchronous orbit over ihe Briguclte
Burning Propulsion Laboratory, Co Cark.

*The chief pilot will ba Edward Kennedy, no
relation. [4e's the only one 10 ever finish our
Flight Simulation program without crashing.

1 Ox possibly Luddism, but then that would probably make him a Luddist, Fouwnded by Tirie Tan Xiang,
Luddisan is a philosophy thal embraces the contemphicion of nea-technicil nses of a navel.

2 She was actually Ireland’s anly tesi pilot, which pats herm the vop den by defauls,

Page 8
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*Secondary pilot on the mission will be
Henry Stewan, whose brilliant spatial
perception allows him to solve a Rubik Cube
in less than a minute, if it's not too messed
up.

“Helping Chuck out with the rapairs will be
Eva Connors. She’s Ireland's 1op engineer,
mors or less, and while she's never worked
in space befors, she's spent many hours in
training with an oxy-acetyline torch and a
trampoline.

"And last, but by all means least, is Don
Thomas, a FAS ftrainge. In a unique
agreement betwesn Spéas Eirsann and FAS,
he has been permilled 1o do his work
experience in two weeks running, instead of
every Thursday afternoon for six months. His
three month’s training so far has given Don
knowledge of welding praclices, and it is
hoped that the unique insight offered ty this
mission wil! help him in getting a proper job
when his course is finished.

"Are there any questions for the team?®

Many questions followed, interspersed
with comments from the wittier journalists
such as "Home on LaGrange, and the
problems of getting 7UpS.

Alter this, it was more training, until the
launch, two weeks hence.

"Ten, nine, eight, seven, six, five, four, three,
1wo, ignition, one, ignition, ignition... Dodo 1,
is ihere a problem?”

"Shannon, we have a problem. Where's the
bloody key gone?”

"Dodo 1, lalways keep my car keys hanging
on the rear view misror."

*Oh, yeah. Thanks, Shannon. Stan again
from ten.”

"Roger, Dodo 1, will resume countdown on
the count of three. Thres, two, one, ten, nine,

eight, seven, six, five, four, three, two,
ignition, thingy, | know it, don't tell me.. Lift
off."

It was a proud moment for the Irish Space
program. The St Brendan thrust itself free of
the constraints of gravity, borne aloft on a
chariot of fire. Atear cama to the eye of many,
as they viewed lcarus, striving to reach the
heavens with a Solid Rocket Booster under
each oxter. Within seconds, the clear blue
sky swallowed from view the majestic
machine that represenied 1he peak of
technology, the very apex of Humanity's
striving for the Great Maching4Qrbit. The
very word conjures up images of mystique.
That mysterious condition whereby denizens
of a planet circle their home, many
thousands of mies above. Where the
distance is so great that the tug of their home
no longer affacts them, freeing them fromthe
ground. Where seven of those denizens sil
in cramped quaners eating out of bags, and
nol even thinking about toilets. Where if he
cracks another bloody Star Trek joke on this
tloody shuttle I'm going to bloady kill him.

"Captain! There's someathing clinging on
the starboard bow!"

"Right! That's bloody it. I've had enough of
your 'Russian Inwentions', and ‘Tribble
afoot’, and..”

*No, I'm serious, captain.* Thomas looked
pained. Innocent, this once, of the crime.
“Look out the window. Whatever it is, it wasn't
there when we got the tour of the shuittle.”

Allen locked out the window. “You're right."

He was right. Attached to the starboard
wing was a small capsule, aerodynamic
enough 1o have survived takeoff without me
having to think of a scienlific explanation. As
ihe crew tooked closer, they noticed that it
seemedto have atearinsideit, asif someone
had emerged...

3 You know, the sort of jokes the seieoce ficoon community has been elling Tor years, but everyone else

thinks arc highly original.
A Vixeepl for 1he sell-wiarming tonlet seat,
P issue
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There was a knock on the door.

"Il get it!" Thomas kicked off towards the
door, and was about 10 open it when a
floating tackle from Shaw stopped hin
pressing the button. Ever sincs the
Challenger disaster, the self-destruct needed
a key 1o be operated, but the front door
{which was actually at the side) still opsned
althe press of abutton. Had Thomas opsnad
the door without making sure the ouliside
screen doer was closed, they would all have
been blown out into space,

Shaw turned on the comm and asked
Kennedy in the cockpit if il was safe to open
the door.

"Sensors indicate thal the outside one’s
bolted. Open away."

As the airlock cycled®, Shaw wondered
what could be on the other side. The door
opened, to reveal..,

"Derek Kilbride, Irish Times. Can | ask you
your first reaction to being in space?"

"What the hell are you doing on board?"

Kilbride’s shorthand skidded across 1he
page as he answered. *I've bean promised
that [l be promoted to Science
Correspondent if | can get the inside story.
But just in case, how do you guys prepare
your dinner?"

Thomas butied in. "Man, you wouldn't
belisve it. Just because I'm the trainee
around here, | have to do

"Canit." Shaw grabbed Kilbride and pinned
him against the wall’,

"We've gol oxygen and food for sevan
peoplefor seven days. Now we could let you
stay, and leave early. On the other hand, you
could get out and walk and we could finish
our mission in peacs. What do you reckon
we should do?®

Kilbride grinned. I've got it all figured out,
Inside ihe durawing, I've got a spare suit, and
moie tanks than you'd ever need. I'va also
brought afew plants, which can help with the
recycling of the air. And as for food, I've a
supply ofMars8barsinithe durawing, sofood
won't be a problem either. And in return for
your stories, | can offer you a pretty good
deal on the book rights."

Allen, happy snough up to now waiching
an American macho man do what American
macho men do best, interrupt.

"Pardon me, but now that he's here, we'lt
have 1o put up with him. He can take over the
working of the galley *

"All right!" This comment didn't come from
Kilbride,

and he can give us a portion of his
foodstuffs. Communism may be dead, but
that doesn't mean we can't share,"9

The intercom beeped, quistening them all
down.

"Kennedy here. Sensors indicate the
station is in visual range."

"What sensors?"

"The, erm, you know. The window.”

"Ok. Open hailing frequencies and iniliate
the environment inlegration protocol.

"What?"

"Tell them to open the door. I'll be with you
in a minutae."

Allen left the crew to discuss wha would be
sharing a bunk from now on, and joined the
two pifots in the cockpit. She reached it to
find Stewart in a state of panic.

"Captain, the station's disappearsad! Look!
There's no sign of it. It's been destroyed, and
I'll swear that nothing came from Earth!"

5 Not sucked oul, as most people think, "PEL: the stories may be crap, but the scienee tight be correct™,

6 Whalever that means. [U's in all the science fiction novels, so it must be righl.

7 With one hand. II's casy in z2ro gravity, but it looks really impressive.

8 Arlarl. Mars bars. Geddit? | crack mic up sometimies.

9 1 actually wrote this story in 1988, so this is a great bit of prediciion.

Page 10
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Kennady directed the sensors towards the
moon, hoping to calch some sign of the
aggressor,

"My god. I's bloody huge. | respectiully
suggest we haul ass before we're next."

Allen checked the sensors, and slapped
Kennedy on the back of the head.

“That's the station, dickwit. You were
looking out the wrong window. We turned,
remember?"

"Erm.t

Suddenly, the staticn disappseared fromthe
scope. A frantic look through all windows
revealed thal the station was indeed gone.

‘That's what | meant. [lt's about 10
disappear. Can we go now?"

Shaw came bursting into the cockpit. “The
station! It just disappeared| How could
anyonsg-"

Allen shut him up with a wave of her hand.
“You're lhe engineer. What - or who - could
do thal? And more importantly, can we go
afier them? l was obviously taken; nothing
couid disintegrate a 1hing that size without
leaving some sort of trace."

Shaw thunk for a second, "Setthe scanners
to lock for an ion field. That shoutd go i."

"What sont of ions?’

"Any ions. | don’t know. Hydrogen ions.”

"The bloody universe is full of hydrogen
ions. Which ones should we etiminatse first?"

Kilbride rushed inlo 1he cockpit, which by
now was resembling the ship's cabin from A
Night At the Opera 0. "Lookl" He cried. "It's
back!”

"Slation LS to Dodo 1, this is Station L5 1o
Supply Shutils St Brendan (my italics). Do
you copy, over?"

Allen grabbed the comm set. "Station LS,
this is Dodo 1. You faded oul on us Ihere for
a second. What happened?”

107 he Marx Brothers' fitm, not the Queen ilbom,
PR Issue )

*Dodo 1, this is Station LS. You're not going
to believe this. The fracture on the hull you
guys came to repair suddenly worsened.
Explosive decompression was imminent,
and only the timaly intervention by a fleet of
aliens of superior intelligence saved us. To
do this, howsever, they had to bring us back
in time to before the accident to haal the rip
inthe fabric of the space time continuum. It's
all very metaphysical."

"So you dan't need us?"

"That's basically it, guys. Sorry for dragging
you all the way out here. Bul you know ihe
story; the ruptured hull is always there, but
as soon as the repair team arrives..."

"You realise that we have a minimum
call-out charge?"

“We'llnot only pay it, we'll give you a bonus
forajobwslldone. No-one's going o believe
what happened, so | think we'll just say you
did it,"

"No problems there, Station LS. One thing.
Qurtrainee, Don Thomas, needs some extra
marks to pass his exams. If you were 10 say
he did the repair work, I'm sure we'd all be
vary grateful.”

"Anything you say, Dodo 1. Come on in,
and we can discuss the fine print.*

"Ahem.” That from Kilbride. "Of course, you
realise my journalistic integrily won't let me
lie about his story?"

"Come on*, Allen protested. “Nobody
believes slorles about aliens unless they
make people pragnant or burn bits of their
fields."

"Wall, if you were 10 buy the drinks...”

“Spoken like ajournalisi. Lel's go celebrate
a job well done.”
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— AUNTIE FRACTAL'S PROBLEM PAGE ——

T
(CXxs

oN A SUCK YeR Agqin CUT WITH
VA C- R(“u AND CUT YER NERRT o
ns 0 SPOON |

-~ ol No! G
- Yfmﬂ R

Dear Auntie Fractal,

I have & problem - When | was a kid | was
accidentally zapped by a near-lethal dose of
radiation. Luckily, |} survived, but now
whenever I'm around a good-looking girl |
find lhal two sirange protuberances grow
frommy forehead. Thisis very embarrassing.
Whal can | do?

Mutated, Sligo
Dear Mutated,

Don't worry! This is perfectly natural - we
all get a fittle horny from time to time.

Dear Auntie Fractal,

That's nothing! When t was a kid both my
paraniswere killed by amugger, 50 1 decided
that when | grew up | was going 1o fight crime
dressed as a hal. My problemis that now that
{'m really big and muscular | can't find any
shops that sell tights big enough to fit me.

Bruce-Wayne Batinan, Gotham City
Oear Batmar,

Have you tried contacting the Superheroes
Guild? They deal with this sort of probfem all
the time! Alternatively, you could iy gelting
zapped by a near-lethal dose of radiation,
and with fuck you'll be able to mulate into a
real bal.

Page 12

Dear Auntis F1aclal,

I have been married for 12 years 10 a kinc
man. We have a nice house, two loving
children, and | am just about to roturnto work
in a solicitor's office. Last month we ook
delivery of a fridge-freezer after my husband
won a simall amount on the loltery. We have
applied for planning permission...

Self-satisfied, Santry Close, Dublin 13
P.S. My youngest son has also been
chosen to play the lead i the school's
performance of '‘Joseph and his Amazing
Technicolor Draamcoat’.
Dear Self-satisfied,

You can't fool me, there ain't no Santiy
Close.

Dear Auntie Fractaleach,

Cen fath nobody ag schpeaking Irish aon
mora? Ta me ag doing my besht 1o be ag
keeping an language seo alibhe, ach
sometimes ni knowigh me why | bother, agus
no mishtake. Kids seo days, you know uat |
meaghan?

Otto Bean, Baile Atha Dublin
Dear Olto,

{ agree tolally. Now that we are part of a
single Europe whosa dominant languages
are German and English, it makes peirfect
senselo force our kids to adopt the language
of the Blasket [slands. And let's make
shelfing mussels our major indusiry too.

Dear Auntie Fracial,
Yours sinceraly,

Forgetful, Crumlin.
Dear Forgetful.

PFEI Issue One



The PFJ Calendar

We in PFJ have been long known as supponers of the ants. To this end (and a great end it is
tou), we now proudly present the PFJ calendar. This will be appearing in four parts, each part
having two or three months. Unfortunately, the last few months won't be available until January
1993, but we're sure you know what a December looks like by now.

The main aim of this calendar is to make money, but we also need to give exposure to the
artists, in the pathalic hope (hat they'll remember us if they ever become famous.

Please note thal this calendar is purely a work of fiction, and any resembiance 1o any othes
date-carrying apparatus is entirely coinciclenlal. A caltalogue of all the other 'coincidental
publications will be available as soon as we think of something funnier than spelling mistakes
to putin it.

Vincent ¥Yan Vogt

I studied in the Sorbonne, taught for twelve years at the Musee de Quelque
Chose in Paris. | have twenty-four children, three wives and a dog called
Toulcuse. But enough about me. This artist draws pictures for a living, and has
displayed his pieces on ths corner of Grafton Street.

Donna Muchaboutlstory

Although she failed her biology exams, Donna developed inlo a celebrated
artist-cum-allyefaithful. Her experience in the Hudson Bay submarine disaster
led her to paint her moving montage entilied "20,000 Colleagues Under the
Sea. She has since become internationally renowned for her
double-award-winning picture entitled "Dsath of A Sailsman®. She has won Two
Nobel prizes for Interior Decoraling, a Hugo, two Emmys, a Brian, and was
co-recipient of an Alfred.

L e

Py Borls Generalissimotors
“ One of Ihe leading Russian/lialian masiers of the genre, Boris has garnered
more attention to his personal ife than lo his adislic endeavours. He remains
; & 00 the fringe of the Hypernaive movement, ostracised by his ersiwhile
s ~ collaaguas. This picture 1s his meisterwerk, and has brought him internaticnal
critical acclaim. It represents our modern infatuation with detail, and shows
now the philosophies of man and nature merge 1o torm one immutable whole.

)
":ﬂ} Pontius Palette

[ Paletie studied painting for many years, before he realised that accountancy
Z N\ \! was histrue calling. He can now balance any Trial within minutes, and his digital

dexterity on a calculator is ranowned within the financial community. He hasn't
//\) done a piciure ior this calendar, but he did promise us money.
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January 1992

“A man who acts impetuously is not always right, but if he gives money to
PFJ he can't be wrong."

SIM[TIW|T|F|S PN
2|s]e]| FEh =7

5|6[7]|8]9[10]11] Fiksie-tanesluspuinee’
12113(14]15|16|17|18

19120(21|22|23 24|25
26|27|28|29|30 31

Days of note:
8 Doris Day
19  Next-Ooor-Neighbours's' Day
20 National Dyslexia Yad
Holy days of observation:
9 The Feast of Saint Ngreavsie
13  Anniversary of Imprisonment of Galileo
25 The Feast of Saint Ignatius Granola
{Inventor of the Cheezy Wolsil)
29 Pope Leo | says "If world is round I'm
Jewish”
Astronomy Calendar:
24 Terran Eclipse - A rare form of eclipse
where the sun passes between the moon

i ) Ye na gic a warra bi's don tac
and the Earth. The elfects will be quite - Ol Scotlish sheep-shearing motio

visible under nermal conditions, but
skygazers are advised 10 use a pair of 20x
binoculars if viewing from an area with a
lot of light saturation. Optimum viewing - Anon
point: Anywhere very, very far away.

And therefare never send (o know for whom the
bell tolls,
An Post s on strike.

Carpenter, heal thy shelf.
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February++ 1992

"Truly | say to you, it is easier to pass money o PFJ under the counter than
for a rich man to dance on the head of an angel.”

SIMITIW|T|F!S

213|4|5|67|8
9 110{11(12|13114|15
1611718192021 |22
23(24|25(26|27(28|29
30131|32[33({34(35|36
37({38(39140|41|40

Days of note:
10 Induced Labour Day
17 Manyr Day (excl. Northern Ireland}
19  Daniel Lewis Day
34 Showaddywaddy Day
Holy days of observation:
2 The Feasl of Saint Alfred Marks (Patron
Saint ot Job Interviews)
11 Feast of St John the Baptist
12 Feast of St John the Presbyterian I'he Lest 1aid schemes o' mice an' men
Astronomy Calendar; no gie a warra bi's Jon we.
11 The Iceman Comet. Note: Only visible g
from Betelgeuse, will meet indoors if Tor want of a nail, g0 10 a hardware store.
raining.

1 disapprove of what you suy, but if you say it
again 1'm going to kick your hcad in.
- Voliaire
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March 1992

"Blessed are the PFJ-makers, for they shall inhabit the Earth.”

S|IS|S|S|S|S|S
1
2134|516 |7]|8
9 [10[11|12113 (14|15
16|17(18[{19(20(21 (22
23|24(25|26127|28(29
30|31

Days of nole:
1 National Baby-Talk Day Day
11 Zippideedoodah Zippidee Day
17 Americans Dressed in Even Dumber
Ouifits and Hideously Green Hair and Did
You Hear That Accent Day
28 My Mammy’s Birthday
Holy days of obsarvation:
4 The Feast of Saint Jude the Obscure
26 The Feast of Saint Francie of Assassin
(Two Big Macs and a Large Fries)
Astronomy Calendar:
30 fIrish Astronomical Society Annual
cloud-watching nighl, Phoenix Park, - /\

Dublin.
VAN

Breuk, break, break,
On thy cold grey slones () sea,
And I would that my tongue could ulter
No gie¢ o watrra bi's don lac.
~ Allred, T.ord Tennyson
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PFJ REVIEW

New Jacks in the City

The "Super Bowl" phenomenon - by Robert D. Elliott

For the last few months, speculation in tha city has been mounling over Iha stale of the
new powder rooms on Burgh Quay. These bum/sewer inlerfaces, costing ten pee for one
downloading - [No, no, no, Robaert, this is coming oul wrong - Ed) [Bul it's a moving article!
- Rob] [IU's a bit forced. It won't go down very well. -Ed ]} [But | was hoping ii'd make a big
splash - Rob) [Wipeil. Now. -Ed] [A lot of elfort went into this. The sirain's been terrible. -Rob]
[Bul what if the censors get wind of it? -Ed] [Bog off. | wash my hands of the whole thing.
-Rob)

The Commitments

by Michaei Cullen

Afler all the hype, | was expecting something a little more from the *king of splatter* Alan
Paiker. | mean, alieady this summer we had Total Recall, which reportedly cost £600m and
58 lives, T2, £980m and 3m lives, and The Littie Mermaid, £12.50 and a goldfish, Now we wera
promised Lhe film which "pushed the envelope” [isn't that a postman’s job? - Ed.}, and which
earned ihe ire of the American censor with a reported 245 acts of violance per minuta. | don't
know what all the fuss was about. This is the worst job Industrial Light and Magic have done
since “On Golden Pond”, and it seems thal Tom Savini can’t even do false beards these days...
[S1op this now. This is all totally irrelevant. -Ed] [A horse is a horse, of course of course - Mr
Cd] [Willthat be all? - Ed Wailer] [How come Glasgow got to be City of Cultura? - Edinburgh|
[Dive, dive, dive! - Sub Ed]

Captain Laser Alien Attack

by Michael Carroll

Machine: {BM PC or compaiible. System requirements: 640k RAM, VGA. Optional: Mouse,
Sound Blaster, Hayes-compatible modem.

Inspired by the video game that appears in The Brentford Triangle by Robert Rankin, this
is simply the best game the PC world has ever seen. Stunning graphics, superd sound,
immaculate gameplay - Captain Laser is a must for all PC owners. The scenario is simple, yet
gripping - you play Captain Laser, fearless defender of the Earh. You control the ship which
defendsthe Eailh fromwaves of inimical aliens, which are beautifully drawn and display superb
animation.

The excellent title-screen, [Hang on a minute, Michael. YOU wrote the game - you're not
allowed lo review i, even if it an excellent game. | have had ten-hour sessions playing it -
[Hold it - you're his agent. Seeing as you're getting ten percent, you shouldn'i review il either.
However, it is, and | say this reluciantly, a truly magnificent piece of programming. The sgprite
animation roulines, though very fast, have been written with such cunning that | suspact
Michael will scon be wriling -] [Now stop this. | realise that Michasl's dad may know something
about computers, but that doesn’'t mean he can review his games objectively. And although
it's a superb game -] [Now he's got his mum interrupting. That's it. { an no relation of Michael's,
s0 you know that when | say it's a faniastic game no nepotism is involved in the judgemeni.
Just because | work for him -] [Stop that. This is becoming a farce. Oops, my trousers jusl
fell down )

PFJ lssuce 1 Page 17



Hunted and hated by the very people whom they wish to protect, a team of super-powered
mutants has banded together to join forces to form a team to prolact the very people by
whom they are hunted and hated. Stan Leap Resents... The Uncanny Y-Front!

My Evil Duplicate, My Enemy!

By Robert Elliott and Michae} Carroll

*Quick, BlunderNerd, execute manoeuvre
Delta 4"

"Affirmative, Psyclod. Beets, get ready!”

*Ready and waiting! What about you,
LiceMan?

*Ready as I'll ever be!”

Their strategy formulated, the surviving
members of Y-Front attacked the evil
McNugget. The kpowww! as Psyclod’s optic
blast stiruck McNugget staggered him long
enough for Beets 1o ieap in and attach the
neuro-frammistatto McNugget's helmet. The
battle was won.

"Reckon we should trash him now, fearless
leader. He's 100 powerful to et live."

"No, Wolfurlne, if we do thal we'll anly sink
10 his level."

Despite his bonds, McNuggst strained to
grapple with the Y-Front's members. "Bah!"
He snarled. "When will you puny so-called
heroes learn? |, McNuggst, the most
powerful mutant on Eanh, nay, the very
universe itself, whose power surpasses that
of all other mutants who one day shall kneel
al his tset, cannot be defeated by you puny
so-called heroses who are unworthy to lick
eventha grimiest speck of dirt from the boots
of I, McNuggst, the rightful ruler of £arnth -*

With a growl, Wolfurine snagged
McNugget's helmet in his claws and ripped
it 1o shreds.

"My only regret is that I'm scraggin’ the
helmet, and not the slime that wears it. Cuz
I'm the basl there is at what | do, and what |
do best is trash scum.”

Pagc 18

"Quiet, Wolfurine. Now, as you know, we've
just finished defeating McNugget, the evil
mutant who's determined to take over the
world through the use of his nefarious
machines. Now ihal we've got him, we
should put him in the genetrap, a machine
designed by Professor Y shorly before he
was killed by tha evil McNugget.”

A familiar, yet starlling voice caught
Psyclod's attention. "As they say, Psyclod,
reporls of my demise were greally
exaggerated.”

"Professor! You're alive!"
“Evidently. And so is Larval Glel."
"Mavis... Alive?"

Mavis Gray, Y-Front's tetepath, appeared
from around the corner. "What's the matier,
Scotly, disappointed?”

*Disappoinied? Never! | love you!”
“And |, you, tao, Scott, with all, my heart."

*Ahh, ain't that touchin'?" Said a familiar -
yel oddly menacing - voice.

"My God, it's Courter-Wolfurine, from the
Negative Dimension - That warped part of the
universe wherein lie unknown horrors! A
dimension devoid of time as wa know it
where all 1hings in our own correct,
right-side-up, stan at the beginningandfinish
at the end, truth, justico, God, Mom and
Apple pie universe have alternale, evil
doppelgangers!"

“Yeah, an' I've brought the rest ¢
Counter-Y-Front wilh mal"

PF) Issue One



LiceMan whistled. “Who'da thunk it? Only
minutes ago we were fighting for our lives
against the evil menace McNuggel, and as
soon as we defeat him we come {ace 10 face
against our old foes, Counter-Y-Front, our
avil duplicates from another dimension.”

"Yeah, LiceMan, bul don't worry, these'll
only last for seconds. 'Cause I'm 1he best
thereis at what | do, and what | do is brutally
massacre evil duplicates and ponlificate
about it aflerwards!”

Psyclod laid a hand on Wollurine's
shoulder. "Hold it, Wolfurine, old friend, they
haven't altacked yet. Maybe they're here on
a peaceful mission.”

"Yeah? Well, they'd better not try anythin’
while I'm here."

Counter-Psyclod spoke up. "Looks like
you're as smart as | am. Yes, we're here on
a mission 1o save both of our dimensions
from the cosmos-spanning might of..
Universus?”

Wolfurine snarled. *Yeah? Well, he'd better
not iry 1o eat my planet while I'm around.”

"Not just your planet, Wogan, but all the
planet Earths in all continuums!”

The Beets, the only really educated
member of Y-Front, spoke up. "Shouldn't that
be all planets Earth in all continua?”

Wolfurine snarled at Counter-Y-Front.
"Yeah? Well, you'd better not try any bad
grammar while I'm in the vicinity.”

Counter-Psyclod frowned, and pointed to
The Beets. "What he said.”

Wogan paused. "Lemme gat this straight.
Having trashed McNugget, we narrowly
avoid a fight with Counter-Y-Front, who warn

us of a threat by Universus to destroy all the
plansts- er- Earths in, er, this continuum and
all the others."

"That's it, Wolfurine."

*Gosh, fearless leader, it locks as if we're
alone against inimical forces, with only our
indominitable will to save a world that hates
us from the being cosmic known as
Universus.” LiceMan frownad. "Wow, deja
V"

Counter-Psyclod spoke up. "One thing,
Psyclod. | think | should lead both teams, as
Universus is from my dimension. And
anyway, ['ve had more women than you."

Psyclod stared at his counterpart cosmic
for a split-second, and shook his head. "ll's
for the very reason that he's from your
dimension that | should lead. If you were
incapable of triumphing against hopeless
odds in your own dimension, what makes
you think you'll do any better here? And I've
had more women than ali of Counter-Y-Front
put together.”

Counter-Wolfurine spoke up. “Not me, bub.
I’'m the best there is at what | do, and what |
do best isn't allowed under the Comics
Coda,"

Aren‘tweforgetting someona here? avoice
boomed from the heavens. #'ve had whole
planets!

Y-Front and Counter-Y-Front gasped in
unison. "lt's... Universus!"

Next: Will Y-Front escape unscathed? Ot
will the galaxy-spanning might of Universus
destroy them? Find out in "Bloody
Everybody, My Enemy"! Sae ya in thirty|

Cogito crgo empto PE)
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TOUCHORAMATM

The latest concept in publishing - Touchorama (tm) - is brought to you for the very first
time anywhere by the markeling division of PFJ Cybernetics Corporation, ltis atactile sensation
refation operation via digilal sensory apparatus interface, or something. There follows a short
demonstration of this starlling new effect.

How to use Touchorama (tm):

When you encounter a [1] in the lexi, louch box number one with your left thurmb. You will
experience sensations which are so fife-like that you will belisve you are the actual paricipant
in the action.

Dave walked into his sitiing-room, holding an irish Times under his arm. He sat down by
the fireplace and opened it. His broenzed manly fingers gripped the sporls section with an
almost tangible tervour [1].

After a while Dave lit a cigarette and went 1o his bookshalf, where he took down a copy of
*Man and Superman’ by Joe Shuster. He let the maid answaer the phone ringing in the hall,
while he opened the tome and let his fingers slide delicately down the page 1o where the O's
were no fonger filted in [2].

After a while he scratched his back lhrough his papier-mache shirt [3], and read the mail
(4], and went to pick up the bookmark bul couldn’t find it (5], so he did the crossword in the
paper instead (1],

Meanwhile, in the Do-it-Yoursell shop, Tom held out tha callalogue for the customer to
peruse.

“It's our lalest line," he said, demonstrating the texiure of the wallpaper [1].
"May [?” The customer enquired salaciously, reaching oul her hand. [2) (3] [4]

Back at homs, Dave couldn’ figure oul the linal clus and rubbed the page in frustration

(1 (1) (100 0100 (7 ] (1)
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THE GOBBIES PLAN

By Michael Carroll

Chapter Two

Grabbed by the Gobbies

What has gone before - Lisutenant Yaggi
Hamstring has been forced to undertake a
mission to rescue Sergeant Clint Wayne and
his team of racruits, who have baen capltred
by the evil Gobbie empire. Yaggi and his pifot
Tess have been instiucted fo infiltrate the
Gobbie prisoner of war camps and - if
possible - geal the Gobbies a harsh blow for
freedom, democracy, the human way, elc,
Now read on...

The Neophyis cruised at maximum speed,
poweied by a newly-developed propulsion
method called "Disk-Drive". This allowsd the
ship to travel at faster than light speeds by
warping space and treating it as though it
ware a flat disk, with the centre of Ihe gataxy
as the huh. Any position on the disk could
be reached by either rotaling the disk and
keeping Lhe ship still, or by moving the ship
to or trom the hub, or a combination of both.
This was a very praclical method of Iravel,
since 1he ship could go almost anywhers in
the galaxy withou! the need for a pitot who
could think in three dimensions.

Of course, certain areas of space, such as
black hotes and other anomalies which could
damage the ship on re-entry to normal
space, were unobtainable. These were
marked on the map as “bad secl0is* and (he
ship automatically avoided these.

Yaggi and Tess spemi the journey in a
drunken stupor. Yaggiwas lying on the tioor,
quietly singing 10 himself, when he noticed a
redt light flashing on the consale. After a few
more verses and another can of Heisenberg,
he decided 10 investigats the light. Il iooked
lika it might be something important. Ha
crawled up, slepped over Tess's sleeping
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form and carefully made his way lo the pilot's
chair, holding the wall with one hand and his
head with the other.

He slumped into the chair, and saw that the
red fight was under a sign marked “Warning”.
He thought about this for a lew minules, and
than wentto wake Tess. The two of them held
each other up as they examined the console.
Tess looked at the screen, and gasped
herself back into sobriety.

Tess sighed resignedly. “Well, hey've
found us.”

They walchaed the screen as fhree flashing
sod dols moved in on the green dot thai
sepresenied the Neophyte. Yaggi grabbed
the controls and swung the ship around. Tha
nearest Gobbie ship went careering past and
ploughed on into space. Yaqgi activated the
weapons system and aimed the missile
launcher at one of the Gobbies. He was
about to blast the Gobbie ship into its
component atoms when Tess lunged
lorward and wrestled him out of the seat.

*Don't you ever get tired?" Yaggi asked her
as she dragged him 10 his feet.

*You fool, Yaggi! If we pul up a fight they'll
just wipe us outl We're supposed to gel
capiured.”

*Oh yeah. Od habits die hard, 1 guess.”

"Okay, that's enough kurking around. Lei's
surrender.” Tess stood up and began to pul
on her spacesuil. Yaggi did the samse, and
bravely they stood side by side al the airlock
door, ready and waiting 1o be taken on board
the enemy ship, wiling 10 sacrifice
themsslves for (heir species.

Soma time later the inner airlock door fell
inwards with a clang. A Gobbie stood in the
doorway, thelight pouringinfrom behind him
as various gases formed a mist which
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showed up his silhouetie in a most dramatic
fashion, which was lost on the humans as he
was less than a metre tall.

"You are my prisoners. You will do as | say,
of you will be instantly terminated. You have
the right to remain silent. If you give up that
right, one will be provided for you... Er, hold
onaminute.” The Gobbie took a tiny card out
of his pocket and squinted at it. "You will do
as 1 say, or... Oh, I've already said that bit.
Never mind, just come with me.”

They followed him into the Gobbie ship,
which they noted was clearly designed 1o
hold captured humans as they coutd walk in
withoul banging their heads, Or their knees.

They wereledinto adark cell, complele with
bars onthe window and atoilet withoul aseat.
The Gobbie slammed the door behind them,
and climbed up 10 a small hols in the riveted
steel door so he could talk to them.

“Well," he said, "you are to be laken to one
of our base ships, wherg you will be put on
trial for your crimes, and if convicted you will
be sentenced {0 stay a very long time in a
very bad place indeed. i hope you have a
pleasant journey, and thank you for flying
with us."

“He's not very Qood, is he?* Said Tess, after
the Gobbie hadlefl. "l mean, il’s cbvious that
they’re not really the aggressive type. Makes
you wonder how they’ve managed 10 hold
off against our forces for so long.*

"Yeah, sure." Said Yaggi, who couldn't have
cared less. He was annoyed at having been
press-ganged into this mission, and couldn’t
be as objective about it as Tess. He simply
sat on the bunk and wailed.

They didn't have to wailtoo long. Within two
hours the Gobbie ship docked with ils base
ship and disgorged its prisoners. Apart from
Yaggi and Tess there were six other
prisoners, all of whom looked as though
ihey'd put up afight and just barely lost. Yaggi
foll a litle ashamed at his own neat and
undamaged appearance, so he coughed a
bit and favoured one leg. They were led into
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the heart of the base, the steel handcuifs
around their wrists were connecled to a long
chain pulled by one of the Gobbies. Since
the Gobbie home world is a 12G planel, he
had no problem dragging them along even
when one of the more seriously wounded
humans collapsed and Lhe rest of them
tripped over him. The Gobbie simply kept
walking, his prisoners a writhing, tangled
bunch sliding along the floor behind him.

*Strong little buggers, aren'’t they?" Yaggi
mumbled from somewhere undernealh the
bunch. They were dragged in this position to
acellwith armed guards standing against the
far wall, one on each side of an
important-looking door, The  chain
connecling the handcuffs was removed,
though the handcuffs themselves were left in
piace, and they collapsed onto the benches
that lined two of the walls.

"l suppose you've besn wondering what
they're going to do wilh us?" One of the
prisoners asked Tess.

“Oddly enough, | have.” She locked at him
inquisitively.

*Yeah, so have L. He frowned. He was alall,
well-built man wilh a dark complexion. Hs
also had sandy hair, Tess guessed this
because eveary time he moved his head afine
sand-fike substance dislodged itself and
settled on his shoulders.

Yaggt decided to make his presence
known, just in case any of the prisoners
decided t0 do something rash, like Ity to
escape and gel them all killed.

*Sincewe’re allinthistogether, |guess we'd
belter make inlroductions. [I'm Third
Lieutenant Yaggt. This is Flight Lisulenant
Tess. We were on a surveying mission when
we were caplured.”

The sandy-haired man spoke up. "Well, i's
all very well for you to be prisoneis of war,
bul'mnoteveninthe army. I'mamercenary.
Name's Shan Olo. Gobbies jusi picked me
up for no reason.”
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“There mus! have been some reason,” Tess
said. I mean, the Gobbies aren't likely to
make a mistake, and they wouldn'lt assume
thal just because you were human you were
an enemy of theirs."

"I don't knowt Dirty backstabbers, after the
time | risked death and personal injury on
Vaseling while seiling weapons to the
Vaselinis. What would they find wrong with
that? | mean, another time | -~

Shan suddenly realised thal he was locked
up with seven dangerous humans, mosi of
whom had probably losi close friends in the
Vaselinian daserts. He tried another tack.
*Oh! I've just remembered, there was that
tlime wien | destroyed lhireen Gobbie ships
before they could attack a human colony.
What bastards they are!l | suppose that must
be why they've caplured me” He defily
shuffled along the bench, and tried
unsuccessiully to sink into the woodwork.

Yaggi stood and walked over Shan. He
leaned very closs, their noses almost
louching. He grinned a very fiendish grin, his
yellow teeth gleaming evilly. "What was that
about Vaseline? | buried several of my
closest buddies there. Well, | would have
buried them had | been able 1o find all the
pieces.”

By now Shan was sweating so profusely
that the dandrulf on his shoulders was
stanting to look like porridge. He was saved
by the arrival of another group of guards.

Yaggi growled deep in his throat. *I'll deal
with you later, kurk."

Tess, Yaggi, Shan and the other prisoners
stood in line inthe couit-room asthe charges
againstihemwere read out, By virtue of being
the senior officer and of having thrown his
weight around the most, Yaggi had been
elected the spokesman for the prisoners.

The judge was an elderly Gobbie who
looked amicable enough. The greying scales
around his lemples gave him a dignified air,
and his greeling of “Hello everybody!”
seemed rather pleasant.

PFJ 1ssuc i

Yaggi had a good look at the jury. "They
look honest to me,* he whispered 1o Tess. "l
think we'll get a fair trial from them. It's just a
pity that ihey're all Gobbies."

“Heyl You're right! We can call for the jury
to be changed, after all there's not a human
among theml Brilliant, Yaggil Well spotied)*
Tess grinned. In her mind’s eye she could
ses a light at the end of the tunnel.

Never one lo forfeit an opportunity to dwell
on praisae, even when it was as uncalled for
as ihis, Yaggi smiled, and shsugged off the
compliment as if 10 say it was nothing.

"It was nothing,” he said, "To one such as
I, with a mind even sharper than, sharper
than...” Melaphors failed him. "Sharpar than
a mind that’s really sharp, such an obvious
conclusion does not require thought.”

He stood, and signalted for the attention of
the judge.

"Your honour, | would like to point out that
there are no humans among the jury,
therefore they are biased to Gobbis ways,
and that does not constitute a fair trial.”

Thejudge regarded Yaggiwith a weary eye.
He dignt consider Yaggi to be worth the
energy to use both eyes.

“Shut up an sit down, you flesh-faced
baslard," he growled.

Yaggisat, andin Tess's mind's eye the light
at the end of the tunnel became a man with
a torch looking for tood.

The trigl continued. The prosecutor listed
dozens of crimes by humanity against
Gobbiedom, and indicated that since the
humans were all enlisted inihe army, and the
army represented the forces of humanily,
they could be held responsible for those
crimes.

Shan listened to this and called for
attention.

"I'mnotinthe army! | avoided the draft, and
have never had anything to do with any
military forces. So by your arguments | can”
be held responsible for any of those crimes
you've just mentioned!”
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The judge considerad this for soma time,
and decided Shan was right. "You ara fres to
go. We will transport you back to where you
were captured, and reimburse you for your
troubles. This war has sen enough atrocities
wilhoul the imprisonment of iInnocents.”

The guards unlocked Shan’'s handculffs,
and led him towards the exit. He turned and
shouted back to Yaggi.

“Ha ha! Kurk you, Yaggi! Have a nice time
in prisor”

Yaggi thought about this and decided that
Shan wasn't going to get the bettar of him.
“Since | am the senior officer present, | can
take on the role of any other officer, as | see
fit. | am now Recruiting Sergeant Yaggi, and
youhave just been drafted inlothe Emperor's
army. You afe now trooper Shan 0lo.”

The judge looked from Yaggt lo Shan and
back. He sighed heavily, and spoke 10 the
guard who was leading Shan away. "Put the
cutfs on him and bring him back.*

Yaggi thought about his new rank a bit
more, and then came up with a brilliant idea.
“In my wisdom, 1 have dacided thal | am now
acting Admiral Yaggi, and in light of my
excellent service in the lroopers, | have
decided to give myself an honourable
discharrrgh!” He said discharrrgh! because
one of the Gobbies smashed him over 1he
head with an iron bar, rendering him
UNCONSCIOUS.

Yaggi woke 1o fing himsaelf lying on a cell
bunk, his head in Tess’s lap as she wipad his
torehead with a damp cloth. She looked
down al him and smiled sweelly.

"Yaggi? Are you okay? You received quite
a knock.”

Yaggi sat up slowly, his head spinning, his
stomach on fluff-dry cycle. He waiched Tess
as she rinsed the cloih in a buckel of cold
waler,

"l think I'm okay... What happened? Who hit
ma?* The words felt like broken marbles in
his moulh.
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“One of tha Gobbies. They didn'l like they
way lhe case was going, and decided 10
remove you lrom 1he proceedings. You
should have besn lisiening o Ihe judge as
you were appointing yourself admiral. He
said ‘sirika that comment from the records’,
and when you kep! tatking he said "sirike that
prisoner from above'. Then they sentenced
us to a prison ptanet they called Ringsend. |
guess that's where they're holding Sergeant
Wayne. Are you sure you're okay? Nothing
damaged?”

“I'm great, I'm fine. Thanks." He stood up 10
stratch and flex his muscles, whichwas a bad
move since he turned his back on Tess and
she belled him across the back of the head
with the buckst.

“You bastardl Because of your conduci
wa've all been sentenced to lite
imprisonment on one of their prison planets!"
She swung the buckel agaln, and he rolled
under the bunk to avoid her.

“Tessl Stopl It was all | could think of] |
would have discharged us all, then we'd no
longer be liabls for those crimes they listed!"
He pushed himself as closs to 1he wall as he
could. She reached under the bunk and
made a grab for him, and he was rslieved (o
find he was just out of reach. She stood back
up, then began pacing back and forth along
the length of the cell.

“Okay,” she said aventually. "l believe you.
You were only doing what you thought was
best. They probably would have sent us 10
the prison planet anyway. You can come out
now."

Yaggqi slid himself from under the bunk, and
climbed to his feet.

*Hey, this is the same cell as last ime!* He
observed.

“Yeah, great. So whal?”

*No, I mean, if this is the same cell, we musi
be on the same ship!“ He ran in excited little
circles, rubbing his hands, his eyes wide with
inspiration,
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“Of couise! You must mean that since this
is Ihe same Gobbie ship thal captured us,
ou own ship must slill be atiached, and still
bioadcasting our position allover the galaxy,
so someocne might hear the message and
rescue ust Or we could even escape by
ourselves! Excellent, Yaggi. You've done il
again.”

Yaggi didn’l admit Ihal he’d never ihoughl
of that. He'd just been exciled because he
knew there was a couple of unopenod
six-packs of Heisenberg on their ship.

“‘Guard! Help! Come quick! The Gobbie
guard rushed lrom his post 1o Yaggi and
Tess's cell, jumped up 10 the hole in the cell
door, and looked in. Tess was lying curlod
up on 1he floor, cluiching her stomach,
drooling and moaning.

*She neods a doctor!” Yaggi said. “Sho's
dying? | think | can save her if | havo the
emergency supplies from our ship!”

The Gobbie looked from one 10 the other,
sighed and shook his head slowly. “Do you
ihink I'm stupid or something?” He said. He
gave them one Jast disqusted look as he
jumped down and wenl baclk to his post.

Tess sat up and wipoad the dribblo from her
mouth. “l guoss it was wonh tha lry

Yaqgi sal down heavily, which really was
the only thing 10 do, and besides, he was
gelling good at 1. Tess sal baside him, not

quite as heavily, bul much moie pretlily.
Eventually they lay down, and fell asleep in
each olher's arms.

They woke 10 the sound of the cell door
being blown in by an explosion. Years ol
condilioning had Tess and Yaggi rolling to
their feet even befora the bits of door had
stopped falling. Through the clouds of dust
he could see a Gobbie on the far side of the
door, a smoking blaster in his hand. They
stared at each olhor for a few minutes, until
the Gobbis spoke.

*Greelings, humans! You have been
rescued by the League Against Unethical
Grabbing of Humans! | am Pawrik, but | fear
we have little time for introductions, come
with ma if you wani 10 live!”

Tess and Yaggi looked blankly the Gobbie.
Tess, who could read a lol betler than Yagagi,
tinally worked out the acronym. "LAUGH?"
Sho said.

*Yos!" The Gobbie replied. “Now follow me,
to freeclom!”

Tess and Yaggi conlinuad looking blankly
at their rescuer.

The Gobbie cdecided a more direct
approach would be needed. He grabbed
them by the arms and pulted them towards
the door,

Lika it or not, they were being rescued.

To Be Conlinued...

awailing salvation,

In the next episocta of The Gobines Plan, Yaqgi, Tass and Shan - accompanied hy thair
1escuer Pawiik the Gobbie - face the torrifying Debt Star, wharein lies a rich, beautiful princess

Bui loyalty 10 the army presses haavily on Yaggi and Tess, and a visil to the Gobbig's
prison planet of Ringsend seems inovitable.
And all the while, the mystery surrouncling Pawril tha coltaborating Gobbie deopens...

"B 1ssoe |
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DRABBLE CORNER —(——

A Christmas Story
{wilh apoogies [0 spe-checkers aveiywhere)
"Go 1o he!"
"Bulit’'s lrue,” Bairy insisted, “they're steaing our anguagoe. cllor by ellor, Tiy saying he
elter eh. Apything.”
"Eh."
"See?"
"No 1 don’l sea.”
"You said eh. No oller eh. Sucked oul.”
George’s tongue bunded up, "See you aler aigator.” |l vas trugl
“But why?* Ho asked.
"Creale chaos. Take over."
"But who?”
"Don’t know, Aiens. Back magictans. Ompuler whizzkids.”
"Anl bowievo il.”
"Josus. IU's wore ah tha time!”
George Irie te sream, but the ony wors elt were shiick an moan, the he cou nol eve moa,
a the waite uli eve hei thous bed iopehesib.
" Michael Cutien
~
You Never Know When It'll Come In Handy
The altermeler - his invention - bucked like a carlwheel. Martin gripped the arms of the
parallgl ransponer, feeling like the tasl-tubes in his centiituge.
I allering had taken & momenl longer he might havo imploded. 1L ended suddanly.
His lab, through blusred vision, was the sama. But diticiont collpagues cae 1o answaor
the fire alarm triggered by his smoking lransponer.
"Maitin!" a bearded man yelled. "What is that thing?"
Martin stared blankily. He knew the language, bul not much. 1o cursed himselt for bunking
off every class of Lsaving Cer English,
All ha could do was staro and sputter "Ni thuigim.”
Michael Ctilion

Album of the month: YULE TWO - Gott in Flimmel, Groovy Chlck

A depatiure fromiheir previous album Ratlle and [loops, this linds the Dublineis 1eassoiting
not only their Europoan rools, but also their Califomian suntans.

‘| was losl in the dasert, | was lost in the Square,

Then Jesus came and {ound ms, and we wenl [or a pizza'

Mono sings in "“The Nil’, Sledge’s ambient guitar culling 1hrough 1he moles like a Kiupps
carving knile.

The band igject accusation of hyps. "We planned to show up al the Virgin Megastore, but
we got lost in a foresl," Mono says.

Michaot Cullan
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Oaar si,
I musl piolest sirongily aboul tho issues in
the lasl letter. ' sony, the letiors Jast tha in

issue. Anyway, to the poinl. No, torgel the
point. | know | have.

Yours sincerely, O, Nell Derekk
PS | didn't vote two relerenda ago.

{ear sir,
What is a relerenda?
Yours without wax, Noah Webster

Dear sir or madam,

{ wish to reply to the advertisemeant in the
lish Times dated tho fourteonth of last
month. Unforlunately, | can't find my capy of
the paper, so I'm writing to you insleacl. Do
lwin £107

Yours sincerely, Mary Roblnson

Dear PIFJ,

I gives me greal pleasure, and | don’t mind
talking aboul itin public,

Yours sincerely, Grendan Billen

Dear PFJ,

| read the last issue of your magazins,
especially 1hose articles by Robert Elliolt, |
1hink you should give him a rise. He seams
to be aboul twenly-three and, unless | miss
my quess, seeking a woman bslwesn
eighteen and thiny inlerested in science
fiction, pizza and sex (in no panicular oider,

and in any possible combinaticn}.
Yours sincerely, Robert D. Elllott

PS When are you slaiting a classified
section?

I’1-) Issue 1

LETTERS

Cditor's reply : Yes. We hope to slart a
classified seclion, as soon as wa have a
suflicientnumber of penguins. Not penguins
- those things that look like penguins, but
with more words. Ads. That's it.

Dear PFJ,
Why oh why oh why?
Yours sincerely, Jack Lord.

Doar PJF.

I think that 1oday their must be somaelhing,
intrinsicly wrong wilh our education systom
today when young poepls, who come out
with onely the barest grasp of the English
langauge and It's finer pionts, such as
grammer, pounctautioun, and, maost, if not
all.

Your’s sinceerly, Mary O'Ruorke.

Dear PFJ,
1 think divorce should be allowed in Ireland.

Yours sincerely, Kitly O’Shea, Legal
co-respondent

PS But 2 Live Crew should be banned.

Dear Editor,
What time will you be home for your tea
tonight?
Love, your Mother,

Editor's reply : It ali depends. Anyway, I'm
busy, so f don’t know.

Dear Editor,
Don't youdarealk 1o your moiher thal way.
Yours sincerely, your Father

Editor'sreply :I'm sorry, Daddy, 1 didn’t mean
it. Can | come out of the coal shed now?
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MENSES —

Menses is a sociely for peopto whao think thoy're bralntar than the rabbla (you). If you want 1o
be one of these sslf-proclaimed goniuses, 1ry ihis test, or ask your HDad to buy you in.

‘\*/ (‘rﬁ7-3\
//\ PR b..
2. What Is the next number In the sequence? ) \ 4

592 592 592 592 592

3. Which Is the most accurate definitlon of “tedlim*?
a. The mosl amazing, fantastic thing in 1he world,
b. Lols of flashing lights and music and s,
c. Aliens tanding and sigaling your brain.
d. Blind Date.

4. Solve the lollowlng puzzie:
Johnis twelva. Michael is two yoars oldar than 8ill, buy one yoar younges \han Fred, who
is Welsh. Bill comes trom Scotland, but once shot a rabbil in Norway who was groy
John is a Sunni Muslim and thinks Frad is an emissary fcom Satan, whao is 46. Bilt trios
to restrain John but John nuls Frod and Michaal is (@io tor tho picluros, which causes
Max 10 1hink he is a transvestite.
The question is: What is the capital of France?

5. Solve the followlng anagrams:
a. Disesiablishmantarianims
b. Insfloctualiyt
¢. Technologicalyl
b. Total and uller con-jbo

6. Solve \he followlng puzzle:
A man {akes four minutes to crass ariver. Tho currond is soulh-west, a1 60 miles an hor,
and the man has one arm. If the current was 30 miles an hour, how long would il 1ake
tha customs official 10 figure out what this guy is up 107

I you answer four oul of tive questions, then you may ba gligible for membership. Send his
form and £2510:
Menses Limited, C/o Michael Carroll, 44 Leeson Park, Dublin 6.
Answers:
1. b. All the others ara badly drawn.
2. 519. This is a list of dans scores achieved by one of our members al a racent ouling.
3. ¢. Tedium s defined In The Oxtord English Diclionary as “that sensation which arlsas whon
aliens land and steal your brain {maybe)"”.
4. Bill did it 1 saw him mysell,
5. a All the rest are palindromes.
6. IF'tang bong hoop hoop.
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