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To my daughter Enelya

May your life be full of love and laughter
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​Commander Des Troy

Wrexham football club’s stadium was packed. The hosts were playing Manchester City in a crucial match to win the Premier League title. In amongst the crowd, Commander Des Troy of the Welsh Space Agency was chanting ‘Wrexham, Wrexham!' along with the other spectators. He felt his phone vibrate and heard the faint ringtone of the Star Trek movie theme as someone tried to get in touch with him. He ignored it and carried on watching the game. A few seconds later, it rang again, but Des still ignored it. Suddenly, the referee blew his whistle and waved a red card in the air, sending a player off the pitch for foul play. Wrexham were awarded a penalty. The score was 2-1 in favour of Manchester City, and they needed this to draw even with five minutes of the match remaining. 

As the player lined up the shot, the ground fell silent. You could hear a pin drop, and just as the player ran to take the kick, Des' phone blasted out the Star Wars theme once more. Twenty thousand people turned as one to stare at Des with the look of death in their eyes. The distracted player missed the goal. Des ran from the ground with objects bouncing off his head, lucky to escape with his life.

Outside the stadium, Dai looked to see who had been calling when the phone rang again. He answered in an angry tone,

“This better be good, because you just nearly got me killed, and, if I don’t get one light-year away from this place with the next few minutes, I will be dead.”

“Commander, we need you at the office at once! Something incredible has happened.”

“I know, I just missed the end of the match because of you! Furthermore, if we lose, I’ll probably never be allowed in the stadium again.”

“I apologise, Commander, but there has been a momentous development. I can’t go into details over the phone because we haven’t made an official statement yet. We need you here right now!”

“Okay, I’m coming in. But, it better be good.”

Des arrived outside the Welsh Space Agency HQ next door to the Xplore! Science Discovery Centre in the centre of Wrexham. There was a sign above the door saying, Welsh Space Agency, and underneath, in bold letters, was an announcement, ‘Astronauts Wanted, No Qualifications Needed!’ Advertisements around the window also offered, ‘Comics, Cosplay, Collectables, Anime, TV Series, Movies, Gaming, Costumes, Astronaut Training and Space Travel!’ 

Des pushed the door, but it was locked, and a sign said ‘Closed for the Day’. He knocked, and a guy appeared in jeans and a T-shirt with the Agency insignia of a happy red dragon astride a rocket on it. He opened the door and let Des in. As he stepped in, a recorded voice from the Lightyear film bellowed, ‘To infinity, and beyond!’ 

“Hi, Commander. The boss is waiting,” the young man said.

Des followed the guy to the back of the shop. He opened a door which had the image of a Stormtrooper on it and above it the words, ‘Do Not Enter!’ 

The bespectacled boss in a three-piece suit was sitting behind an oak desk. 

“Come in, Commander. Take a seat. Thank you, Gareth. You may go now.”

The guy in the T-shirt left, and Des sat down.

“What’s going on, sir?”

“Something amazing! You’re not going to believe this, but we have received a communication from what appears to be intelligent extraterrestrial life.”

“Oh my God, this is incredible!”

“Yes, it’s the single most important event in the history of humankind, and it’s happened in Wrexham.”

“Were we the only space agency to receive the message?”

“Yes, the aliens contacted the Welsh Space Agency directly. The Welsh Secret Service informs us that no other space agency has received it.”

“How did it arrive, sir? I mean, what form did it take — gamma ray bursts or radio waves; complex mathematical equations; music, even?

“No, it came by fax, Commander.”

“Fax!” 

“Yes, the aliens sent us a fax. Initially, we didn’t know what the noise in the cupboard was, and we could have dismissed it, weren’t it for Gareth remembering the device.”

“Was it in a language we could understand?”

“Most certainly, Commander. It was written in Welsh.” 

“The aliens speak Welsh!”

“It seems so. They must have identified us Welsh as the most intelligent race on the planet and chose to communicate directly with us. Obviously, they must also be a highly intelligent and advanced civilisation, so it’s quite feasible that they speak Welsh.”

Commander Des Troy stood up with his hand across his chest and spontaneously burst into the Welsh National Anthem, 

“Mae hen wlad fy nhadau yn annwyl i mi,

Gwlad beirdd....”

“Yes, yes, very good. But we really need to move on.”

“My apologies, sir. Pride and emotion overcame me.”

“I understand. Sit down again.”

“What did the fax say, sir?”

“Oh, yes. Well, it is extremely unusual, to say the least. They have invited us to attend the opening of their new space station called The Pub in the Sky! Furthermore, other alien races from across the universe have also been invited.” 

“What a great idea! I like them already. This confirms all of our theories about alcohol, alien life, and space travel!”

“Exactly, and I want you to lead the mission.”

Des shoots out of his chair again and begins singing,

“Calon lân yn llawn daioni...”

“Commander, I know we are Welsh, but that’s enough singing!”

“Sorry, sir. I’m honoured and humbled that you have picked me.”

“Well, we can’t send a bunch of socially-phobic, teetotalling nerds to this kind of event. Instead, we'll need a couple of heavy-drinking individuals who could mix in well with all the different races at what appears to be one big intergalactic booze up. So, we need to show them that we’re “one of the boys” and can drink ten pints a night, dance naked on the tables and sing bawdy rugby songs and moronic soccer chants. A typical Saturday night in any Welsh town.”

“I couldn’t agree more, sir.”

“It will be one almighty weekend bender with free alcohol and sex. As you can imagine, Commander, it’s an absolute priority for us to get there!”  

“Most definitely, sir! We couldn’t miss a piss-up like that.”

“Indeed, and if that is what alien culture looks like, we’ll be lining up plenty of future visits to other races all over the universe.” 

“Sort of intergalactic pub crawls.”

“Exactly, Commander. Furthermore, it appears that they aren’t very woke. The fax informs us that there will also be an erotic alien sex show for entertainment. You will also be responsible for investigating that as well.” 

“I’ll give it my full attention, sir.”

“Good. And send videos of it directly to me for analysis, will you?”

“Certainly, sir.”

“Have they sent us instructions to get there?”

“They say it’s signposted all the way.”

“There’s just one thing, sir. I don’t know how to fly a spaceship.”

“Don’t worry about that, the rocket will be piloted by an advanced AI system. It’s state-of-the-art engineering. It has artificial gravity, as well as faster-than-light propulsion and two bars.”

“That’s amazing! I didn’t think we had our own spaceship yet. Where did we get it?”

“I bought it on Amazon this morning. It should be arriving tomorrow.”

“They must be delivering it with a gigantic lorry.”

“I’m afraid it’s going to arrive in pieces, and we are going to have to put it together ourselves. I just hope the glue I bought is sufficient, and the instructions aren’t too difficult to follow.”

What will the name of the spaceship be, sir?”

“Sglodion 5.”

“Tasty!”

“It’s possible the other international space agencies and security services haven’t yet found out about the communication. But we can’t sit on this news for long. I will be giving a general statement to the press in half an hour. There is no doubt that foreign spies will be trying to get their hands on the alien communication by whatever nefarious means possible. Wrexham could be crawling with spies already, so I want you to keep an eye out for anyone acting suspiciously American.”

“Suspiciously American. Like what, sir?”

“You know, men in black suits or tourists without any colour-coordinated dress sense, which brings me to my next point. I had a meeting this morning with the Welsh government and the Welsh Secret Service, WI5. It was decided that the Welsh Space Agency and WI5 should cooperate on this mission. Furthermore, given the likely high levels of espionage and the immense implications of this event for our country, a special clandestine force would be set up to deal with all forms of alien contact on Earth and in space. It will be called Blokes in Red.”

“Blokes in Red. Great name. Sort of the Welsh equivalent of Men in Black. How large will the unit be, sir?”

“There will only be two members to begin with, you and Agent Dai Bastard from the WI5 headquarters in Pontypridd. He will accompany you on the mission.”

“A hwntw, sir! I mean, someone from South Wales?”

“Yes, a southerner, a hwntw, Commander.”

“But, do you think it’s a good idea to have a gog and a hwntw together in a rocket on a long space journey?”

“It’s about time there was more communication and co-operation between northerners and southerners in Wales. You’ll both have to make an effort to get along. I’ve heard he’s a working-class bloke like you who enjoys a pint.”

“Whew, well that’s some relief. When is he arriving?”

“Tomorrow. Here’s his number. If he doesn’t phone you, you call him tomorrow morning and fix up a time and place to meet.”

“May I ask when the date of the launch is?”

“Monday.” 

“The day after tomorrow. That soon!” 

“Yes! We have to be quick to beat the competition. Luckily, the communication is in Welsh, so even if the CIA or Russians get their hands on it, it will take their most advanced AI systems and quantum computers at least a week to translate it. But we can’t take chances. We’ll launch as soon as we can. After all, it’s a matter of national pride that nobody can beat a Welshman to the pub. Wales will win and the space race!”

Des bursts into song again, 

“Men of Harlech, march to glory, victory is hovering o'er ye...”

“Commander, will you stop singing!”

“My apologies, sir. I just couldn’t resist a famous Welsh battle song.”

“Now, the rocket will take off from Bay 9 at Wrexham Bus Station at 14.00.”

“Of course. Where else?”

“Good! Now, finally. Remember, this is the most important turning point in human history. This will be humankind’s first contact with intelligent aliens. A huge responsibility rests on your shoulders as representatives of not just Wales but of the whole human race. It is an onerous task that involves alcohol and sex. I know you’ll both do your best. Have a good journey, Commander, and don’t forget to send me those videos, especially if you have sex with aliens yourself. Pob lwc, Commander!”

“Diolch, sir. Hwyl.”

Des saluted and left.  He walked down Regent Street, made a few turns and then popped into the Saith Seren pub (Seven Stars) to grab a quick pint. When he walked in, a guy near the dartboard shouted,

“Look out, boys, it’s Commander Kirk, or is it a Klingon?”

“Piss off, Jack, or you’ll feel my lightsaber up your ass at warp speed 5.”

“Promises, promises! So, what’s with this alien communication we just heard about, Des?”

“Nothing special. They were just asking about the price of hotels and how much a pint costs.”

“Coming on a visit, are they?”

“Just a weekend break, they said.”

“What did it really say, Des?”

“They’re inviting us to the opening of a place called ‘The Pub in the Sky.’”

“How many can you fit in the rocket? I bet a few of the lads here would like to go.”

“Sorry, there’s only room for me and a hwntw.”

“A hwntw! What are you trying to do, scare the aliens to death?”

“I haven’t met him yet. I’m just hoping he’s not as ugly as you.”

Des turned to the barwoman.

“Noswaith dda, Des! Sut wyt ti?” she asked in Welsh.

“Da iawn, diolch,” Des replied.

“So, what can I get you?” 

“A couple of new shirts and an 83-inch OLED TV, if you’ve got one.”

“Sorry, Des, I’m all out of clothes and household appliances. But, I can offer you a variety of alcoholic beverages.”

“I’ll have a variety of alcoholic beverages then.”

“Coming right up.”

A minute later, the barman comes back.

“There you go, Des. A pint of bitter.”

“Give us a large whiskey too, would you, love?”

Des downed the first quickly, then ordered another round. Feeling hungry, he decided to head home.

“I’m back, mum! What’s for tea?”

“Dinner, you mean.”

“Same thing. I’m starving. What have you got?”

“Well, Monsieur, I thought I’d make some French cuisine for you tonight.”

“Wow, fancy! What is it?”

“Tourte au steak et rognons avec purée de pommes de terre.”

“What the hell is that?”

“Steak and kidney pie and mash!”

“I’ll get the wine. I think you’re going to need a drink.” 

Des opened a bottle of red wine and placed two glasses on the table.

“Mum, I’ve got some news which might shock you.”

“Oh, God, the police are after you.”

“No, mum, the police aren’t after me.”

“I suppose you’ve heard the news about the aliens.”

“Aliens? Oh, don’t worry, I’m not voting for that bloke with a French name, Barrage or something.”

“Farage. And, no, it’s got nothing to do with that. It’s about the extraterrestrials who have contacted us.”

“Extra what's?”

“Extraterrestrials.”

“Isn’t that the name of that awful punk rock band from Ireland?”

“No, they’re not a punk rock band, at least, I don’t think so. I’m talking about little green men.”

“Irish dwarfs? A green Irish dwarf punk band?” 

“Maybe. Who knows! Now, listen, mum, I’m going to outer space.”

“No need, you’ve been wired up to the moon since the day you were born. Bonkers as conkers, your dad used to say.”

“It won’t be for long.”

“I think they’ll keep you at the psychiatric hospital a bit longer than that when you tell them that you’re in contact with a punk rock band made up of green Irish dwarfs from another planet.”

“I’m going to Alpha Centauri.”

“That’s a strange name for a place. Where’s that, in Scotland? I won’t be able to visit you all the way up there.” 

“Never mind, mum. Have another drink.”
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​Agent Dai Bastard

Meanwhile, later that afternoon, in Pontypridd, South Wales, a scruffy working-class guy called Dai (pronounced ‘Die’) was sitting in front of a TV surrounded by discarded pizza boxes and empty cans of beer. He was watching the Rugby World Cup final between Wales and England. Sweat was pouring down his brow, and beer dribbled from his chin while he cheered, screamed, and groaned as the score swung one way and the other. 
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