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F o r  M y  F a m i l y  
T h e  b e s t  p a r t y  

a n i m a l s  e v e r !  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



LET’S PAAAAAARRRRTTTYYY!!!!! 
 

WHEN:  Saturday, 7.00 p.m.  

WHERE:  Stardust Foyer. 

WHY:  Kiss goodbye to Marc’s balls. 

DESTINATION:  Any place with booze, women and booze. 

 

RULE 1:  No using four letter words such as ‘love’ and ‘wife’. 

RULE 2:  Alcohol is your best friend.  

RULE 3:  Drinks must be guzzled as quickly as possible.  

RULE 4:  Every attempt must be made to break the current 

drinking record. Any man not giving his fullest effort to the 

record will be tortured. 

RULE 5:  Two of the same drink cannot be consumed in a row. 

RULE 6:  If you throw up, your drink tally goes back to zero.  

RULE 7:  If you drop it − you mop it. 

RULE 8:  Two words: Respect and Consideration. (Use a 

dictionary if you have to). 

RULE FOR ANYONE WHO USED A DICTIONARY:  Stay home. 

RULE FOR ANYONE WHO DOESN’T LIKE THE RULES:  Put on a 

dress, stay home with your mother and bake.  



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 

Saturday. 7 o’clock.  
Weather: Clear, warm and cloud free. 

Transportation - check. Drinks - check. Entertainment – check. 
Brains locked into party mode – check.  

 
 
 
 
 
 

he guys stood in the foyer of the Stardust waiting for Marc. 
He was late. It may have only been by five minutes but in the 

history of buck’s nights it was unheard of. No man, who was 
soon to become the recipient of a homing device, had ever been 
late. Such behaviour was considered unnatural.  

T

Joc felt slightly apprehensive. He imagined a giant 
thumb bearing down on Marc, pinning him helplessly to the 
floor as every woman within a five kilometre radius lectured him 
about concepts he was yet to master, such as responsibility and 
common sense. Don’t drink too much, they were probably 
saying, and don’t do anything stupid. Throw in a bit about trust 
and fidelity and how guilt eventually kills and boom, a man’s 
conscience could be seriously compromised. Girlie emotions 
were a dangerous thing and good men had been lost to them 
before today. 

For a moment Joc considered leaving without him. If 
Marc’s mind had been tainted he’d be about as much fun as a 
chess player on Prozac. Ordinarily the others would have agreed 
and happily gotten drunk in Marc’s honour but he wasn’t late 
enough just yet to warrant abandoning him and they still had the 
‘kidnap him kicking and screaming’ option.  

Joc wandered over to the doors and stared out at the 
parking lot looking for any sign of a dazed and confused eunuch. 
Nothing. “He’s not gonna show,” he said, totally convinced. 
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“Maybe he’s scared, you know, ‘cos of Sumo,” Kam 
suggested, shooting a quick glance in Sumo’s direction. Poor 
bastard, he thought. 

“He’s getting married! What’s scarier than that, for 
crying out loud,” Phil said.  

“Lena,” Davis said, feigning fear and holding up his 
hands as if to ward off evil. “You’ve seen the way she looks at 
me, checking me out like I’m a prime piece of meat; good 
husband material.”  

Harri shook his head. “It’s physically impossible for 
Lena to ‘check you out’. One eye heads south-east while the 
other heads north-west. You gotta run back and forth in front of 
her just to say hello.”  

Ha, ha, ha. 
Oh yeah, they could afford to make fun. They weren’t 

old, lonely and desperate - yet. 
The foyer doors opened and Marc rushed in. His cheeks 

were flushed. 
“Well look who finally decided to show,” Joc said.  
“Settle down, I’m only a coupla minutes late.” 
“Did anyone try and give you the ‘morals/ethics’ talk?” 

Joc wanted to check before they set off - just in case they needed 
to leave him after all. 

“Nah. I’m still a complete man.”  
A dozen responses went unvoiced because no one could 

be bothered stating the obvious. 
Marc slapped Sumo on the back. “Big fella, glad you 

could make it. You’re lookin’… hey, you’re lookin’ and that’s 
always a good sign.” 

Sumo was looking, all right. Sumo was looking 
relieved. Hints had been dropped to the effect that if Marc had 
been prematurely emasculated the guys would make him the 
proxy, and he wasn’t about to go through that hell again. Ever. 

“Let’s go then,” Joc rubbed his hands eagerly. “While 
we’re still young enough.”  

The guys made their way across the parking lot and 
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quickly piled into the ‘look after it with your life or have your 
gonads cut off’ cruiser. The cruiser belonged to Phil’s old man 
and it was sleek; it was smooth; it was easy to park and it was 
sparkling white with silver chrome that was polished so hard it 
made your eyes hurt to look at it. Not only did Phil’s old man 
have a thing for shiny metal he also had a thing for lights. Like 
some people loved air horns, he loved luminescence. Nearly 
every available space on the vehicle had a light - blue, red, 
yellow, green, orange, but his favourite was the bright white one 
on the bottom, underneath the body. When it was turned on it 
made everything glow and the cruiser looked as if it was doing 
just that - cruising; skimming over the terrain, never touching the 
ground. He knew the neighbours were jealous of that beauty. 

As they entered the vehicle the party mood was high. If 
Phil’s old man hadn’t come through with transport they would 
have been stuck doing something at the back of Joc’s place 
which, when all was said and done, wouldn’t have been much at 
all. The guys wanted to give Marc a decent send off before his 
responsibility gene was forcefully activated. It was the least they 
could do. As far as they were concerned, after marriage all you 
had were your memories and it was up to your friends to concoct 
a few good ones because, if all went to plan, the groom wouldn’t 
remember a thing.  

Marc looked around the cruiser in awe. Phil’s old man 
must have recently traded up. “How much your old man get this 
for?” he asked.  

Phil settled into the driver’s seat. “Nothin’. He spotted 
it one night, radioed ‘Shifty’s Tow’ and had it hauled home. The 
thing had just been dumped.” 

Yeah right!  
Before Phil started the engine he turned his attention to 

address the others. “OK, here’s the rules - don’t put any marks 
on the leather and if you wanna puke or take a leak, use the toilet 
like you’re s’posed to.” 

“What are we - animals?” Tash said. 
“I wish. They got better manners,” Phil said. “It’s my 
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arse on the line so show a bit of respect.” 
Phil fired up the cruiser and the soft, gentle hum of the 

engine brought with it a promise of good things to come. No 
way could they have a bad time and no way were they going to. 
The cruiser glided along the road as smooth as silk. The hands of 
the transport God had tuned this machine to perfection. Nothing 
could disturb its balance, its uncomplicated movement forward 
into the unknown night. Gracefully, and without a sound, it lifted 
up into the sky. Ten, twenty, thirty thousand feet with no effort 
at all, leaving their home planet of Dectarus way behind. 

Marc ran a finger over the radar screen as Phil worked 
the instruments. Phil’s old man had turned an all time classic 
into the most up to date machine he’d ever seen. The cruiser had 
originated on the planet Cadill about two hundred years before 
and the design proved so popular imitations soon cropped up all 
over the place. Earth called their version a Cadillac. That was the 
thing about innovative designs and ideas, they had a way of 
crossing the boundaries of the universe. If a suitable deal 
(usually involving graft, corruption and snack foods), could be 
made between the interested parties then technology was happily 
shared.  

Marc looked at the blinking this and the flashing that 
and thought about his father’s broken down bomb which clunked 
and lurched so violently you always kicked yourself in the head 
on take off. And his father wondered why he didn’t want to use 
it for wedding transport. As if weddings weren’t painful enough! 

The wedding thought made Marc’s mouth go dry. 
Suddenly and urgently he needed a drink. He dragged himself 
away from the flashy instrument panel and joined the others at 
the rear of the cruiser where they were taking full advantage of 
the plush and roomy interior by sprawling themselves out 
untidily. 

Kam was behind the bar. He’d been put in charge of 
drinks because he had a habit of screwing up ingredients and 
measures, which suited everyone just fine. Usually you got 
something so potent that, if by some miracle it didn’t kill you, it 
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would eat away any decay in your teeth. 
The bar was definitely the cruiser’s most outstanding 

feature. It contained at least one bottle of every kind of alcoholic 
drink and a computerised book containing recipes collected from 
seventy-five different planets over a two year period. Some had 
come through via mail order while others had been collected 
personally. Harri had provided a few extra cans of cheap, local 
stuff but they pretty much had the run of the bar. Phil’s old man 
appreciated the need for a man to drink. Anyway, Phil’s old man 
hadn’t paid for the booze. 

Kam’s potions were going down nice and easy and he 
worked steadily to have drinks made, and ready to go, before 
they were even wanted; each concoction different from the one 
before. He took a shot of Protto with a Carvit Chaser. His heart 
stopped beating and his legs gave way. When he hit the floor his 
vitals restarted. He jumped up and carried on as if nothing had 
happened. 

Music thumped away in the background, largely 
ignored by the guys because they were all caught up in 
conversation. Only Sumo sat quietly, seemingly lost in his 
thoughts.  

Marc nudged Joc, “Check him out, I think we’ve lost 
him already.” 

“Give him a chance. He’ll come good. Bet you’re glad 
you weren’t the one getting married when we stopped off at 
Tourdefra. One non-alcoholic mixer…” Joc shook his head 
sympathetically. “I’m amazed Sotty still married him.” 

“He’s getting better though. He can string a full 
sentence together now.” Marc really, really hoped he wouldn’t 
end up like Sumo. 

Part of Sumo’s trouble was that he actually remembered 
his buck’s night. It would come back in flashes - Intoe, and her 
sagging, wrinkled breast with its six multi-coloured nipples. The 
grossly out-of-fashion dress made from puce taffeta he’d been 
forced to wear while Intoe paraded him up and down the strip 
looking for business; the business he’d been forced to honour; 
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the brightly coloured disease that saw his nuts end up in a sling; 
the drink that proved nearly fatal because its alcohol content had 
been carelessly diluted with a fruit juice mixer and the visiting 
Ketolian who wanted to take him home as her pet because of the 
“adorable hair above his eyes.” Sumo knew the only thing that 
saved him was lapsing into a coma and conveniently coming 
around just in time for the wedding the following week. After 
those experiences he felt it was his right to stare into space, 
twitch at the memories and drink loads of booze to help him 
forget. 

He gulped down his Triple Fronty Hiball and it must 
have oiled the cogs in his brain because the voices of the guys 
began disturbing his languor. He could hear Davis bleating about 
his run in with the Razor Toothed Redfin that had thoughtlessly 
bitten off most of his impregnator. Loser! 

“The lab are working on growing me another one. I 
think.” Davis sounded a little unsure.  

“Why should the lab grow you anything? Kam’s worse 
off than you,” Joc declared. “He’s been missing brain bits for 
ages because the public health system don’t consider his case a 
high priority. D’ya really think growing you a couple of inches 
of flaccid skin is on top of their ‘to do’ list?” 

“Especially when it’ll never get used anyway,” said 
Sumo. He spoke. The Grenyth Tomb was loosening him up. 

“You’d know all about that, now you’re married,” 
Davis shot back. 

Phil had set the cruiser on auto and came to the back of 
the cabin to hang with the others. He grabbed a Juripet Melon-V 
with a Sprig Twister and sat next to Sumo. 

His tic working overtime, Sumo spoke again. “Are we 
going back to Tourdefra?”  

“Relax, big fella,” Phil said, “we’re not heading for that 
part of the galaxy tonight. I thought we’d buzz Earth.” 

“Earth! Will we be welcome there?” Davis asked 
nervously. “Should we signal ahead that we’re coming ‘cos I 
don’t want any trouble.”  
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“There won’t be any trouble. The Guide says it’s mostly 
harmless and my old man reckons the main thing they worry 
about is being invaded and taken over by hideous space creatures 
who’ll control their minds and destroy them. Shit, we’re only 
going for a night out. That’s hardly a threat. Besides, we’re not 
welcome on any of the good planets so, Earth it is. We’ll be 
there shortly,” he told them. 

The guys could comfortably hang around Earth and not 
be too conspicuous because fortunately, or unfortunately, 
depending on how you looked at it, of all the life forms on all the 
planets and star systems in the galaxy the Dectarians looked 
most like Earthlings. There were a few minor differences, but 
nothing too noticeable. They had no eyebrows or fingernails, 
twenty four teeth, a telepathy knob behind their right ear, they 
used ninety two percent of their brain capacity (except for Kam 
who now possessed only two thirds of his brain due to a most 
unfortunate accident on Tylamar), and they never got acne. 

They also used the same concepts of measuring time as 
the Earthlings. Their culture was similar, just further advanced, 
and most importantly of all they knew nothing about diets, 
banks, politics or religion; four money making institutions that 
had long ago been outlawed due to the unnecessary stress and 
animosity caused by them. They were definitely a more relaxed 
and jovial people because of this.  

 

c 
 
To Earth’s credit, a recent poll by ‘Rocks, Shiny 

Objects and Liquid Matter’ magazine had voted it the ninth most 
visually attractive planet from a distance of four hundred 
kilometres or more because of its lovely green and blue hues. 
But even with that award under its belt, Earth and its residents 
were actually safe from invasion by beings from other planets, 
stars and solar systems. This was because the water wasn’t 
drinkable and Earthlings were perceived as being snobs by the 
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other races.  
Because they never visited anywhere else in the 

universe, preferring to confine themselves to their own little 
world, the other races had no interest in holidaying on Earth and 
spending their hard earned money at a place that continually 
snubbed them. The fact that they weren’t capable of travelling 
anywhere was largely beside the point. The other races had 
overcome that problem millennia ago and reasoned that Earth 
should be up to speed by now. 

Earth did have fly-by-nighters come in every now and 
then, but they made sure never to boost the economy in any way 
by spending anything. Usually they came by for a quick look 
around or to snaffle something from the planet they couldn’t get 
anywhere else. Often it was used as a stop over on the way to or 
from another destination and it was a good, quiet place to catch 
forty winks before moving on. Contrary to popular belief by 
humans, the planet was used mostly as a convenience stop. They 
were the restroom of the universe. 

Some annoyance for Earth and its people also stemmed 
from the fact that, besides the small planet of Carfang, Earth was 
the only place in the universe that cut things down and dug 
things up in an effort to learn how their planet came to be, how 
long it had been there and how much longer it was likely to last. 
Wilful abuse of a harmless bit of rock was considered by many 
to be in extremely poor taste and not terribly kind. 

The irony of the mindless destruction was that not four 
light years away, in a library on Seesayer, there was a book that 
gave all the answers to all the most oft asked questions like 
‘What’s for dinner?’ and ‘Why am I here?’ It was an old volume 
containing the wisdom of the ages and the much sought solution 
to why a certain chicken crossed the road. All in all it was a very 
informative piece of work. It would take no more than three 
hours to read and every explanation sought for all things 
considered a mystery were answered in plain and simple 
language that even a child could understand. The entire history 
of the planet, from its formation to the various life forms it had 
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contained, was there for the taking but the book sat patiently, 
day after day, year after year, waiting for someone to come 
along and, with a nice hot cup of tea and a few hours to spare, go 
through it. But no one ever came. 

When the compiler of the book was originally offered 
the task of jotting down Earth’s history he had unkindly 
answered “ZGF*#DE!!” which, roughly translated, meant 
“Don’t insult my intelligence with such a trivial matter.” 
However, the money offered was too good to refuse, besides 
which it would help pay off a few gambling debts and get him a 
bottle or three of Sweet Peach Cider which his wife claimed he 
loved more than her. An observation not without a degree of 
accuracy. 

So C. S. Hexxwernan got to work. He wrote on all 
subjects from the landmarks in the Middle East to the fossilised 
remains of artefacts to the creative concept of God and some of 
its associated matters - i.e.: Church collection plates and 
Christmas as a time of commercial greed, right up to humankind 
being a malformed accident that should have remained a pile of 
buffalo faeces had it not been for the accidental event of a 
lemming/skunk hybrid, looking for a warm place to sleep one 
night, inadvertently becoming trapped in the sticky goo and 
somehow mutating into the present form of the human.  

Notions that had been commonly held by Earthlings for 
centuries were shot to pieces as bad guesses and ill-informed 
conjecture and much lauded scientific hypotheses were 
highlighted and corrected, where the theories had gone wrong, 
with the flourish of a bright red pen. 

Hexxwernan loved using his pen to carve up the inept 
ideas of those he considered to be lesser beings and, as it turned 
out, it was an easy book to write as the history was straight-
forward and easily explainable. To Hexxwernan, his fee was like 
getting money for nothing and he laughed all the way to the 
racetrack. 

 
 




