
Chapter One: The Turnip


“Commander?!”


“What is it Jonesy?” responded Jack.


“Something’s up Commander!” yelled Jonesy.


Jack walked out from behind fire control and onto the starboard bridge wing where Seaman Jones was standing, binoculars in hand. Jonesy pointed a straight arm out 45 degrees aft.


Jack looked down the line of his pointing arm. “What the devil?” he remarked. Bubbles were rising and popping on the surface about 800 metres away.


Suddenly the ship began to rise and fall and warp.


“Increase to flank!” yelled Jack back into the bridge. But it was too late, and the explosion ripped through the ship, tearing it in half.


“Jonesy watch out, it’s a flying turnip!” said Commander.


The turnip continued, as if undistracted by the sinking cruiser nearby.


Two hours later, the turnip had reached the last line of defence, about 100kms off the coast. A fleet had been assembled as the last hope of defeating the turnip before it reached land. The turnip came into view of the fleet, overpowering as it came over the horizon. The Admiral gave the order: “Engage!”


Now, at this critical moment, Jean-Luc Picard of the starship Enterprise, materialised on the bridge. “Number two!” he cried, absent-minded due to his laxative induced trauma, “I need to drop a number two!” Jean-Luc cried.


Jonesy, who was terrified beyond belief, decided now was the time to reveal he was in fact a Turnopian double agent. “I’m a Turnopian double agent,” Jonesy said.


“Good God!” Jean-Luc declared.


“Yes, I am God!” the commander replied.


All the while the turnip was moving at an incredible speed, growing as it headed towards land.


“Don’t panic, use the force Jonesy,” Jean-Luc mumbled.


“Wrong movie spin-off! I just can’t do it Captain!” Jonesy replied.


“Live long and prosper!” the commander screamed as he tore out his few remaining hairs.


Jean-Luc couldn’t be arsed with all of this tomfoolery and subsequently exploded.


“I can’t make sense of this!” Jonesy said in utter bewilderment.


The turnip continued relentlessly.


The Admiral then turned to his secret weapon, a surface-to-air missile equipped with a nuclear warhead. “Fire!” he ordered. The missile shot out of its launcher and impacted against the turnip.


This clearly disturbed Archibald, for that was the name of the turnip. Archibald felt the pain, grimaced and started to cry.


“Oh no! What have we done!” groaned Jonesy.


“It was my duty!” stated the commander.


“I can’t handle the guilt! I must die!” screamed Jonesy.


“Noooooooo!” bellowed the commander.


Jonesy, wracked with guilt, attached himself to a torpedo and fired himself into a nearby whale.


The whale began to cry.


“Jonesy, you malicious fucker!!!” the commander shouted. “You hurt the whale!”


While all of this was occurring the turnip had morphed into a flying, nuclear powered, metal budgie. The budgie was armed with a wooden spoon. “Meow” screeched the budgie.


“Bloody hell! There’s something you don’t see everyday!” whispered the commander.


Then, the Admiral’s re-enforcement’s came over the horizon, the Americans had arrived!


The budgie meowed again... “Meow.”


The Americans pissed themselves and went away to watch Jerry Springer on Fox.


“Meow,” said budgie.


“Fuck me, I’m joining Jean-Luc!” said the commander before exploding with such force that the universe was annihilated.


The only matter left in the space of the now destroyed universe was the budgie who subsequently morphed back into a turnip.


“I am turnip, hear me roar!” said Archibald with great gusto...


And so ended the whole of human existence.


In another universe, John Farnham was fishing in a small row-boat on a lake...

Chapter Two: Phantasmagoria

“World Shut Your Mouth”…. A friend recently introduced me to Julian Cope and I totally agree with that title… the song doesn’t mean much though... If the world would just fuck off into a great big dirty hole for a while things might just get better. Another friend wouldn’t understand real problems if they came and sat on his face…. Sometimes bad stuff happens to good people, this means more than ironing your trousers, talking about yourself or getting a crush on someone who ridicules you and then talking to your mates about it until you want to slit your wrists. REAL STUFF….. this is heartache…. This means death… this means loss…. This means REAL STUFF. Some people can whinge about petty shit until the world folds in on itself. But can they dismiss the real stuff with a wave of their hand and a caustic remark? I hope this friend of mine can handle it when something REAL happens to him… otherwise he should just shut HIS mouth and find his own hole because the REAL world’s a tough one, bubba, and it has a nasty way of biting you in the ass every now and again.

Chapters 3,4,5,6: …

FUCK RIGHT OFF.




