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CAVEMEN!
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Living inside the brain of a dog is exactly like you’d imagine it. Plus everything tastes better. 



~ Michael and Gregory via Miles

***
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Miles sniffed around the spaceport for whatever close-enough-to-edible items he could find. 

He had lurked well last week while watching Jacques “Jimmy” Fresneaux apply a logo wrap to his prototype Bass Bosser Flying Saucer. Miles had known where Jimmy was going to set his half-eaten churdle burger even before Jimmy knew. And as soon as Jimmy put it on the toolbox lid, Miles had swooped in. He’d swallowed the half burger while running away at full speed, and he hadn’t even gotten yelled at. It was a moment he would never forget. 

But today Miles had to satisfy himself by licking the spot on the toolbox where the burger had once been. 

With all hope exhausted, he followed his nose back to Dluhosh’s ship to chew his tennis ball and nap on his smelly old couch.

***
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THE SUCKING SOUND OF an opening internal airlock startled Miles awake. Before he could bark, he was hit by the odor of panicked humanity. He yelled, “HEY!” 

Five colorful men, each wearing a sans-cod-piece semi-sheer head-to-toe elastic suit that revealed every cut and bulge of a hard body, ran past Miles’ couch and out the main port of Dluhosh’s ship.

Miles exploded from the couch and gave chase. He said, “HEY HEY HEY! Cavemen on the loose! Dluhosh! There are more cavemen! HEY! HEY HEY HEY!”

The men from Bounty-2 scattered into the spaceport. They had been in Dluhosh’s dinghy waiting for the Lovely Ladies of Legend to smuggle them out. But they had grown tired of being cooped up, so they’d decided to make a break for it.

Dluhosh hiked into the Fleence-Fresneaux spaceport from the living room. Jimmy followed him in. Dluhosh saw the terrified men dodging and ducking and trying to escape from Miles, so he went to the Cruiser Djenimboo-10, took the helm, and turned on the grabber beam. With a hunting tentacle on each of the two joysticks, he secured the blue man within the beam. 

Miles, who had been holding the blue man at bay, bit at the man’s Achilles tendon, but the grabber beam envelope prevented the serious injury that Miles had intended to cause. 

Then in a fine display of advanced technique, Dluhosh flung the beam-encased blue man toward the fleeing green man and enveloped them both in the same field.

Dluhosh pulled the green and blue guys onto his ship, domed them, and dosed them with an extra-large blast of calming agent. Then he went after the red man who was trying to hide behind a landing leg of Fleence’s saucer. Just as Dluhosh grabbed the red guy, the purple guy broke for the door to the house. 

Jimmy attempted a tackle, but the purple man was very strong and slippery. Jimmy did, however, slow the man down just enough to allow Dluhosh to grab him in the same beam as the red man. Dluhosh pulled them aboard. He domed and dosed them both on the floor next to the green and blue cavemen.

Miles climbed back into Dluhosh’s ship and said, “Dluhosh, there was a yellow caveman too!”

Dluhosh said, “Go find him Miles!”

***
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BUT MILES SMELLED SOMETHING more interesting than a frightened caveman. Inside Dluhosh’s old PLUMBOB vessel, which now served as the Cruiser Djenimboo-10’s dinghy, he found dirty dishes stacked high on every flat surface. The plates held cake crumbs and smudges of frosting, and the bowls were coated in ice creams of various flavors and states of stiffness. Miles lapped at a recently melted scoop of Fermamentian café mocha and scolded himself. “Miles! Stop! Dogs shouldn’t eat chocolate!” 

Miles normally showed trust in the voices that came from within him. But the bossy tone only made him lick faster.

***
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OUT IN THE SPACEPORT, Jimmy spotted the yellow man peeking down from the viewing dome of Fleence’s ship. “Dluhosh! Up there!” he said. 

Dluhosh couldn’t reach him inside the ship with the grabber beams, so he came down to the spaceport floor and called out to the man. 

“Sir! We will not harm you! Please come down here so I don’t have to pull you out with my tentacles. I may be small, but watch this.” 

Dluhosh extended his tentacles up to the viewing dome and snapped their tips rhythmically in front of the man’s face. 

The man hid behind the ship’s console.

Dluhosh said, “Jimmy, come over here so we can demonstrate my abilities to him.”

Dluhosh flashed the lime-green Dnooblian ‘let’s play’ color. He carefully wrapped his hunting tentacles around Jimmy’s waist, and stabilized Jimmy’s neck with another tentacle. Then Dluhosh whipped Jimmy up to the ship’s viewing dome where the man would be able to see him. Dluhosh twirled Jimmy like a baton. After this impressive display of Dnooblian martial arts, he set Jimmy down out of harm’s way. 

Jimmy tried to stand but was too dizzy to keep his feet.

The yellow man got the message and came out to join his friends on Dluhosh’s ship.

Once Dluhosh had all five men encased and calmed, he asked, “What is going on here?”

“The Lovely Ladies of Legend were supposed to come back for us,” said the purple man. “They did not return, and we are feeling ill from eating your food for a full cycle of the moon.”

Miles yelled down from the dinghy airlock. “The cavemen have been living on cake and ice cream. And white wine!”

“Yes, your food is very delicious, but we require meat and tubers. I would kill for a kidney right now,” said the purple man.

“Well, why didn’t you ask the duplicator? You can have any part of a churdle you like, and there must be a hundred different tubers available from all across the Galactic Pool,” said Dluhosh.

“The Lovely Ladies of Legend only told us about this other food.”

“Well then, how do you like your kidneys and tubers prepared?”

“Boiled using hot rocks,” said the purple man.

Dluhosh said, “Duplicator: Five servings of sliced churdle kidney and a sample platter of the top five most popular tubers, boiled as if by hot rocks.”

Miles smelled the boiled kidneys and came down to the ship’s bridge. “Why are you cavemen dressed that way? Are you going speed skating?” he asked.

“The Lovely Ladies of Legend told us that this was the normal dress of your people. We would be happy to have our furs back please. And we are not cavemen. We are nomadic hunter-gatherers who live in transportable huts, tender-looking little animal.”

Miles growled. The galactic autotranslator interpreted the growl as, “I’m about ready to bite you.” And then Miles said, “Miles! Take it easy, boy. That caveman is hungry and he looks serious!”

The man flinched and Miles ran and hid behind his couch. 

Fleence climbed up the gangway, scanned the latex-clad stowaways, and said, “Oh boy. It looks like rude balloon-animal day at clown college in here. Jimmy, have you been logo wrapping these men?”

Jimmy said, “No Fleence. Mais, ils sont des passagers clandestins!”

Dluhosh said, “Gnooboo gnoogba baba goo doood?”

The purple and most muscular of the Bountyan men looked at Fleence and said, “Glub?”

Jimmy said, “Bon, je n’ai pas compris.”

Fleence said, “Klithka sneece that weird language, Jacques? Are you feeling okay?”

Dluhosh said, “Oh wow, it sounded like the autotranslator stopped working for a moment. Can everyone understand me now?”

They all said yes.

“That’s the first time I’ve ever noticed that,” said Dluhosh.

“Strange... Anyway, Jacques, please duplicate these men something appropriate to wear,” said Fleence. “I need to go have a few words with the... um... Lovely Ladies of Legend.”

Dluhosh said, “I’m sorry Fleence. I didn’t scan my dinghy before leaving Bounty. I didn’t know they had stowed away.”

“That’s okay Dluhosh. I just hope these men are voluntarily stowed-away.”

The apparent leader of the Bountyan men now wore a Stanky Shad sponsorship jersey over his purple tights. He turned his Chompy Chunkbaits visor sideways with the bill blocking his view of Dluhosh. He said, “My name is Plug, and yes, we are here voluntarily. We are all young, unmarried and childless, and we are in love with the Lovely Ladies of Legend. And the Lovely Ladies of Legend love us too.”

“How do you know they all love you?” asked Dluhosh.

“They come to us. We look at them. We say ‘Glub?’ and they glub us. This has happened many times. Many, many times...” said Plug.

Fleence put her hands on her hips, glared at Plug, and said, “No glubbing here, pal.”

Plug said, “Then you must not love me, and I can accept that. But we would like to take the other Lovey Ladies of Legend home with us. Or now that we have meat and tubers, I think we could be happy here too. So would it be possible to bring more of our people to this planet? We are nomadic like that, so it would not be a big deal for us.”

Dluhosh’s neutral brick-red color changed to flat-black, and he said, “No. If I’m going all the way back to Bounty-2, I’m taking you guys with me, mending your memories, and dumping you.”

There was an awkward silence. Finally Jimmy said, “So do you guys do any fishing back home?”
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A SMALL DESTINY
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How do I justify vandalism for entertainment purposes? I’m a Bear. Get used to it, buddy.

~ Dee-15

***
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The Cruiser Duke Sukk-9 joined an unmarked satellite in orbit around Planet One.

“Skip, my nephew Buster bet me five bucks that this is the galactic autotranslator. He did the research and says it has been surreptitiously expunged from the satellite database.”

“Yes, Dee, you better have been saving your pennies. I think young Buster is right this time!” said Trukk-9.

Stick said, “There is, however, the problem of the vacuum of space between your butt and the galactic autotranslator.”

“Cut!” said Trukk-9. “Stick, I don’t like the way that sounds. Go ahead and skip the anatomical description. I think the viewers will already understand that part.”

“I agree, Trukk-9. I’ll skip that and get right to the technical description.”

“Cut! For real this time!” said Trukk-9. “That was very good, Stick. And Dee, I liked the look on your face when you said ‘expunged’. Okay, now we’ll put the camera on Stick to explain the technical details.” He held out a light meter and moved the camera.

“And... Action!”

Stick said his lines. “Dee, the vacuum of space is very cold. You’ll have to hit the galactic autotranslator by flinging your missile with a grabber beam. And in all likelihood, it will be frozen solid when it hits.”

“Are you sure it won’t damage the autotranslator, Stick?” asked Dee.

“They are smart enough to build these satellites to resist angry Bears. So you cannot penetrate the shields and there is virtually no chance of damage – even though both we and the satellite are moving at fifteen-thousand miles per hour relative to the planet’s surface.”

“Golly, that’s fast!” said Dee.

“Therefore, you need to hurl the dung at about fourteen-thousand nine-hundred and ninety-five miles per hour. That way, the satellite’s shield will run into your Bear bomb at five miles per hour, which is fast enough to make it ring – if we could hear rings in space.”

“I shall endeavor to succeed!” said Dee.

“Then go load your ammo out of the septic evacuation airlock, and I’ll hold it in the grabber beam for you until you come back. Godspeed!”

“Cut! Perfect. That was a great ad lib, Stick! You guys are on fire! Okay, now camera on Dee... Good. And... Rolling!” Trukk-9 said his line: “So are you ready for the big moment, Dee?”

“You bet, Skip! I added some raw Fermamentian coffee beans to my nuts-and-berries mix. So I’m good to go, as it were.”

“Then we are set to capture the fulfillment of your destiny!” said Trukk-9.

Dee excused himself. 

A minute later, Stick saw the septic airlock open at the rear of the ship, and he expertly encased the ursoid curly-Q in his grabber beam. He held on to it while Dee ran back to the bridge to take the grabber beam controls.

“Thanks Stick! I washed my hands. Okay, here it goes!” Dee did a little Bearman happy-dance for the camera. Then he wound up the grabber beam and let fly at negative five miles per hour.

The frozen bundle dinged the edge of the galactic autotranslator’s protective shield. The missile was so cold and brittle that it shattered. A small meteor shower eventually rained down on Planet One.

At the moment of impact Dee shouted, “YAHGRGRG MRAHAHGHGHG!”

Trukk-9 asked, “Snghrrrrt?”

Stick said, “Win din fin fin fin din was a vibration in the autotranslator’s transmission, Trukk-9. What we heard was Bearish coming from Dee. He and I heard Bukkian from you.”

“Really!?” said Dee. “So will this translation pause reverberate in subspace throughout the Galactic Pool?”

“Probably. We should try to reach Dluhosh on the quantum radio,” said Stick.

Trukk-9 picked up the quantum microphone. “Dluhosh, Dluhosh, calling Dluhosh – this is Trukk-9 aboard the Cruiser Duke Sukk-9. Come in Dluhosh.”

A moment later the quantum radio crackled and Dluhosh’s voice said, “This is Dluhosh aboard the Cruiser Djenimboo-10 in port on Chuffed-18, over.”

“Hello Dluhosh! Trukk-9 here.”

Dee shouted, “Hey little Dnooblian buddy!”

“Hey! How are you guys! Hi Dee! Hi Stick!” said Dluhosh. “Jimmy, Fleence, Miles and some special guests are here with me.”

“Hello everyone! Did you notice anything strange a moment ago?” asked Trukk-9.

“Yes, it was as if the galactic autotranslator had a hiccup. We heard each other’s native languages for a few seconds. Is that what you mean?”

“YAHOOOO!” whooped Dee. “HAAHAAHAA! YES!”

“Did you finally do it, Dee?” asked Dluhosh.

“Sure thing! It will forever be known as The Shot Heard ‘Round the Galaxy!”

Trukk-9 said, “Yes, I think this personal experience felt by so many people across the Galactic Pool will heighten viewer interest greatly. I’m going to start editing right away. I should have the episode in the can by the time we get home. And Dluhosh, there’s something I’d like to discuss with you. But I must wait until we are close enough to smell each other’s musks.”

“Okay, but Dnooblians don’t have musk. Will ink do?”

“This distinction is not important. We need to examine one another’s souls. We are the only Bukkian-Dnooblian pair who can do that. So we must.”

“You have a new project that you need my help with?” asked Dluhosh.

“You will know. You will know with all your being what it is. When you know, you will know without being told, and all I need is your one-word answer. Will you still be there in two weeks, my friend?”

“I think so. I have to deal with some stowaways, and Miles needs some play time with the kids. We might sneak in a quick fossil collecting trip, but I’ll plan to meet you here in two weeks.”

“Good. This thing is bigger than both of us, my great friend. Trukk-9 out.”

***
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“YOU GOTTA LOVE HIM,” said Fleence.

Dluhosh said, “He’s right. I know exactly what he’s talking about...”
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SPACE PIRATE-X AND THE UNIFYING THEORY 
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Most people don’t realize that Marie Curie was a size fourteen! Well, her left foot was...

~ Space Pirate-X

***
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Space Pirate-X – the Pixel Person quantum thingularity officially designated as Upper Left Buttocks-123 of the Great Hologram, or ULBTX-123 for short – droned on and on. He had spewed mathematical formulae non-stop for twenty-four hours. He was afraid of losing his place, so he repeated himself a lot and forced Doctor Oscar Boston to take it all down in one shot. 

In fact, Space Pirate-X had made a lot of basic mathematical errors, which Doctor Boston had to help him get through. The Doctor couldn’t have handled another hour, but thankfully, it was done.

“There, now go publish that,” said Space Pirate-X.

“Yeah, well, I can’t say that I fully understand all of this yet. And with respect, I need to check your math again. I expect that it will take months or maybe years of study before I can interpret this in words and call it my own,” replied Doctor Boston.

“You don’t understand it? Or are you afraid, perhaps, Doctor? Is it possible that your feet are not big enough?”

“Please shut up about my feet, okay? Now, I am willing to consider publishing this. That is the only promise I made. I don’t especially care that this came from an alien – if it’s true, it’s true, and that’s good enough for me. But there are other ethical considerations. AND I don’t know what it’s like where you publish, but on Earth a scientist has to be able to explain his conclusions to his peers. I need to be able to explain this in English, Mister Buttocks, or I will be pilloried.”

“I have lived in this sector for approximately eleven billion years longer than you have, Doctor. So who exactly is the alien? And Mister Buttocks is not an acceptable appellation. You may refer to me by my full official designation, but I prefer Space Pirate-X. Now, do you not understand this theorem that I have laid out for you?”

“I still need to work on the proof for this theorem. I understood the math – I think. And I don’t see any immediate flaws. But I’ve been awake for almost two days. We insignificant pipsqueaks need sleep. I am experiencing some minor visual hallucinations already. In fact, I’m starting to think that you are just one of them. Come back in twelve hours and I will ask you some follow-up questions. Maybe we can get it ready for peer review a little sooner. This is very exciting stuff, but I need to sleep on it. Good night.”

And with that, Doctor Boston left Space Pirate-X’s rotating blue headless and footless, but otherwise well-endowed, avatar in the living room and went to bed.

***
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SPACE PIRATE-X ARRIVED back in Doctor Boston’s living room exactly twelve hours later. Doctor Boston was just finishing a plate of scrambled eggs on toast and going over some notes he had jotted down.

“Well, Doctor, let’s have your follow-up questions.”

Doctor Boston entered the living room and couldn’t help but giggle at Space Pirate-X’s avatar.

“What are you laughing at!?”

“Shhhh! Not so loud. You have to understand – your holographic representation is a bit disproportionate in certain departments.”

“It most certainly is not, Doctor. I would suggest to you that you are the disproportionate one,” said Space Pirate-X.

“Whatever. Okay... These calculations do appear to unify our current theories of general relativity and quantum mechanics. You must appreciate how exciting this is. And, frankly, it makes me proud of my heroes. They did a pretty darn good job of getting as far as they did – didn’t they?”

“Yes, many of your pioneering scientists were among my best students.”

“Students of YOURS?” asked Doctor Boston. “Who...? Einstein? Bohr?!”

“Yes. But most people don’t know that Einstein was a full size-and-a-half bigger than Bohr.”

“Why didn’t you tell him the rest of this then?”

“Doctor Boston, it’s all about timing. So let’s get on with this. Next question.”

“Alright. I don’t fully understand the dimensional prism concept of universes. Where is the prism now?”

“We are inside the prism and it is inside us. But the prism actually exists outside of this universe, of course. So it’s there, but not there – here, but not here. It exists in a dimension apart from time and space in a state of always having existed,” said Space Pirate-X. “It has its own dimensional boundary, but it’s impossible for us to know what exists outside the prism other than the prism itself.”

“So at the time of the Big Bang, whatever or whoever caused it had always existed?” asked Doctor Boston.

“No, don’t be dumb.”

“Come on – help me out here. You know what I mean. I have to explain this to other scientists, of course, but I’ll also have to explain it to the Goonches and Gnobblers of the world. Not to mention that Maudlin clown.”

“The creator hadn’t ALWAYS existed until AFTER he created the Universe by projecting the precursor hologram into the prism. Then and only then had he always existed.”

“You see, that is the kind of paradox that no amount of mathematics can adequately explain to most people,” said Doctor Boston. “If I go on that TV program and say what you just said, Maudlin will twist it into proof of the next random claim that comes out of his mouth. I bet he could use it to prove to his followers the existence of bigfoot.”

“He’s quite a man,” said Space Pirate-X.

“Really? Maudlin?”

“Oh yes. I’ve seen Merle’s show. You know – Grab That Thing Before It Gets Away! He himself is a specimen. I’m thinking of creating a super-race if I ever get this other trouble sorted out. I might have to grab him before he gets away. Ha ha ha. And then I’ll breed him with a lady bigfoot – if he can grab us one.”

“I suppose that’s your prerogative, Space Pirate-X. But in the meantime, I need to figure out how to explain this theorem. It does require some pretty mind-bending ideas. And I still need to articulate the possible repercussions.”

“There will be no repercussions, Doctor. I will make sure of that,” said Space Pirate-X.

“So holograms like your avatar are simply a way to organize the dark matter and energy so it doesn’t go haywire all over the rest of a universe?”

“Right. My avatar is just the representation of the shape of the dark material up to this point in the expansion of the Universe – that’s why I have no head, hands or feet yet. The head, hands, and feet are there, of course, but they are compressed against the Universe’s outer boundary and we can’t see them yet.”

“And you believe that a universe’s hologram is created in the image of its creator?”

“It is either the creator or some great being that the creator admired. Our creator was apparently a humanoid, or, understandably, admired a humanoid of this likeness. But you could construct the precursor hologram in any shape you like. A really big shoe, for example,” said Space Pirate-X.

“A shoe? How about a glove?”

“Of course! Yes a glove, or even a hat! Do not patronize me, Doctor!”

“Shhhh! Alright – who was your creator then?”

“We may not know him until the Great Hologram is fully expanded. But we hope we recognize him before then. He’s starting to grow a chin. See?”

“No, not really. So your creator can’t be an Earthling?”

“Not yet.”

“What do you mean by ‘not yet’?”

“Come on, Doctor... You can do it.”

“Can you cut the attitude please? Now, what you must mean is that since the Universe will have always existed only after it is created, it may not have actually been created yet. So it could still be an Earthling that creates it?”

“Now you are catching on. I’m trying to prove what our creator could have been like. Earthlings are the closest we’ve come to creating our apparent creator. And this is why we must be very careful. If an Earthling actually sets off another big bang... Well, you get the picture.”

“I’d imagine that it would be catastrophic. But perhaps both universes would just expand together like a balloon within a balloon?” 

“We don’t really KNOW what would happen, now do we? The math doesn’t go trans-dimensional. You definitely wouldn’t want a big bang in your kitchen though.”

“In my kitchen? You sound serious,” said Doctor Boston.

“Look at the calculations, Doctor. You could power it with that little bread burning device.”

“Can I isolate an antimatter photon beam with my little can opening device as well?” asked Doctor Boston.

“Aye, there’s the rub. You haven’t got the technology to carry out the required steps,” said Space Pirate-X. “But the Chancellors will see Earthlings for what you are. You would do it if you could. I mean, do you really think Earthlings would be able to resist going all the way with this technology?”

“No,” admitted Doctor Boston.

“And do you know why?” asked Space Pirate-X.

“The feet?”

“You learn fast, Doctor. That’s very good. When the Chancellors behold the feet of your people, it will be obvious to them that you are a plausible creator.”

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png
)





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
‘Found
._-Alle“.s






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
/<





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





