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​Introduction

Hi, Phillip here. I did have a sweeping, epic introduction to this book, but as it developed, I realised it was in direct competition with the silliness on the following pages. Therefore I swapped out my epic introduction for this more friendly one.

The earliest piece of writing I remember creating was a poem I wrote when I was five years old. I wouldn’t read it out loud to an audience again until I was twenty-four, in a Wetherspoons pub in Ormskirk, a short walk away from my university. My audience was Robert Sheppard, my poetry professor and a man with a great sense of humour.

I did alright at uni. I started my own writing society, founded what would eventually be called Halfplanet Press, and began my career as a comedian by reading experimental joke-poems to an audience of fancy looking Arts students. I also consumed enough cocktails to raise the global sea levels by about an inch, which is conveniently the amount of shower water I almost drowned in on the one evening I wasn’t partying. They scanned my brain in the hospital, and I quote, “We didn’t find anything.”

I was also informed I have lovely, thick blood.

My ability to remember the funny things in life, and to give them a higher significance than all those pesky anniversaries, deaths, dark revelations about the cold and unforgiving nature of reality, and birthdays for people whose names I struggle to remember, means that I am biologically biased toward comedy. It is why, after writing all those mind-bending, brilliant, and genre-defining (if not defying) science fiction books and short stories, I still return to the stage to tell people in comedic rhyme how leeches are underrepresented in the media, how I feel about slacktivism, or how I believe the world should be governed after I’ve had three pints. These ramblings fall out of me at around the same pace the sci-fi stuff happens, and sometimes they intersect.

This puts me in a unique position. I noticed there wasn’t much funny Sci-Fi around anymore, and I wanted to fix that, so I wrote some. But just firing it out into the world myself wouldn’t be sufficient. So I set about creating this book, forgot about the idea because I had a master’s degree to get, set up a comedy and writing podcast, and then found enough authors with a sense of humour to promptly remember the idea for this book.

It took a while, but I finally convinced enough authors that they were funny people, and got each of them to write a new story to publish exclusively here. You won’t find any of these hilarious tales anywhere else. And, if you are reading this in the distant, post-apocalyptic future year of 2026, and you see some robot vomiting out something eerily similar to this book, please do smash that robot to bits with a large thigh bone whilst screaming, it’s what we would have wanted.

And don’t freak out when you sober up and find out you’ve just beaten a real, human time traveller to death, and they look just like you. That’s normal, happens all the time. Don’t worry about it.



​Special mention

The original draft of this book included several other authors, 80% of whom are real people, all of whom for various reasons had to pull out in the early stages of development. I want to take this opportunity to thank them for their enthusiasm in joining this book, and hope they make it into future editions.

Because The Cosmic Comedy Collection is not a one-hit wonder. We’ll be back, and so too may be these five names.

Kerri B Dross

Grace Wilkinson

Sejul Nerve

Rod Grasper

S.C. Jensen
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Phillip Carter

Chapter 0

Obligatory worldbuilding disguised as prologue

The alien ship lumbered at the edge of the solar system like a student lumbering in the porch of his girlfriend’s house, trying to convince her he isn’t drunk. The alien ship also pissed itself and was eating a kebab. It was more of a giant robot than a ship, and more of an abstract, fractal shape than a robot. It was a forever-shifting thing which defied visual description, not just because it was convenient for your narrator, but because it was a shapeshifting thing that survived by adapting to the civilisations it bothered, like a door-to-door salesman pretending to care about your divorce so he can sell you a television. It lolloped and lumbered and stumbled and shimmied about in space, because to fly in a straight line would be more fuel efficient, and would remove the need for this vast hideous thing to hop from planet to planet pinching other people’s wesources. Sorry, resources.

Inside the alien ship were some aliens, already perusing the initially commercially unsuccessful films and literature of the little planet they were headed toward. These green-skinned beasties were hungry followers of nostalgic trends and fads, culture vultures hell bent on consuming as much quirky galactic media as possible. Some called them the pop cultists, others called them intellectually dishonest, many of them called them greasy-headed posers. Some called them hipster twats. But always, above and beyond all these nicknames remained their true title.

Invadlienstm (patent pending).

It should be known to the reader that the Invadliens were very evil. Owing to the concept of nominative determinism, they had a cultural and almost biological imperative to invade things. It could not be beaten out of them. Not even with a big stick. It was in their nature. Every aspect of Invadlien life, from religion to restaurants, reproduction and science, was based upon the central tenets of Invasionism (not to be confused with Virtualism), their core belief system. When Invadliens were not out invading other planets, they were breaking into their own houses, hacking their own bank accounts, and stealing their own resources. For this reason, their planet looked very much like it had recently been vomited out of both ends of something, for it was in a constant state of theft-recycling.

Having long ago mastered interstellar travel (because they stole it), the Invadliens now sought higher achievements in the cosmos, mainly the theft of brains so that they might vicariously experience the highs and lows of low-tech alien life without the unsanitary risks of sexually transmitted diseases, sexually transmitted religions, or sexually transmitted pre-programmed plot-device nanobots which hide in your sex organs and listen to your thoughts. They’re in there. They’re in there right now. Get them out get them out get them out get them out get them out get them out get them out get them out get them out get them out.

Anyway, their ship crawled, danced, lurched toward its next target, forever shifting its form to assimilate the rapid-fired memes emanating from the target planet’s rich and irony-filled biosphere. The atmosphere was scanned, and presumed to be danker than any dankness ever danked before.

The Invadliens, believing themselves to be gods, wanted only to seek out and experience a life that for them was in the distant past. Their species history stretched so far back in time that to remember it would be to overload the hard drive of the cosmos, also, someone stole all the records. Sure, you can’t destroy information, but you probably shouldn’t drag it all out of the zip folder at the same time. It's like therapy. We deal with this universe one memory at a time, and the Invadliens deal with their own lost prehistory by sampling ours. It’s a form of self-imposed therapeutic gaslighting, or something.

It is important at this point not to start the story, but to list off some random details of the Invadlien species, without which the following tale of their invasion of the monkey planet would have about as much context as that article you just read on the news. Also, I came up with all of this, and it would be a shame to edit it out.

1. The Invadliens are a type 47 civilisation, and are so far advanced that they see the other 46 types as idiots. Humans are type 2.

2. The Invadliens, being shapeshifters, have adopted human form for this story. This not only helps navigate the inevitable budget cuts for the sex scenes in the upcoming television series, it also speaks to a deep existential question about the nature of human existence, probably.

3. Some Invadliens are born with the power of precognition. These ones are often promoted to royalty. You would think that this prescience might permit them some respite from natural chance and predation, but the recent Invadlien king-psychic had no idea I would edit him out of this story, thus rendering this part not canon.

4. The Invadliens are running out of fuel, which for various evil reasons they derive from the molten cores of other people’s planets. They also sometimes harvest brains, but this is more out of habit than out of necessity. It’s just something to do on the weekend.

In case it wasn’t abundantly clear, the monkey planet is Earth.

They are coming here.

In fact, I think they just landed.

Chapter 1

Unconstitutionally loving the alien

Crawling slowly toward Earth, so as to give us enough time to panic about it and take stylish establishing shots, the hideous, forever mutating starship showed the world its impressive weaponry, most of which was stolen. They had Andromedan claptrap slappers, Extradimensional cabinets (useful as prisons, and for imprisoning Doctor Who fans), Graxxan war dolphins, Mycelial frond cannons, and some other cool-sounding sci-fi stuff.

They also had a plank of wood with a nail through it.

All of which was now pointed directly - or lopsidedly - at Earth.

The first word spoken by the fiends was rough, hardly translatable.

“UwU,” said the alien ship.

Followed by a dangerous, foreboding warning.

“XD *nuzzles ur pwecious wesources* XD!”

Then, a single beam of light erupted from the underside of the mothership as it split into countless smaller vessels. The ambassador for the Invadliens had arrived, somewhere in a field in America. One of the fields. It had a tree in it. Probably a rusty truck. You know the one.

This ambassador made his way into the loving arms of the military, who fed him with only their most incompetent staff until a translator arrived. It took several days for the military to find someone able to translate the Invadlien language, primarily because they don’t associate with big nerds. The translator, in her mid-30s, wore a Doctor Who scarf and Star Wars shirt. Fearing she might be an actual time traveller due to her aging jeans and glasses, the military put her in her own sealed unit beside the alien ambassador. There was a door between the two, for the Invadlien’s convenience, should he get hungry again.

“My name is Remedy Sparks,” the translator said.

“Can haz molten coreburger?” the alien asked. He looked Remedy up and down, noting the various pop culture references on her old tweed jacket, and morphed himself to incorporate them in his look. His face became that of Spock from Star Trek, his eyes the roving red beam of the Cylons, and his ears became wide and pointed. Finally, his hair turned blonde and plaited itself like millipedes writhing over each other, weaving itself into Princess Zelda’s hair from The Legend Of Zelda.

Remedy Sparks turned to the window of the secure unit and looked into the darkness where she knew the base captain, Jenny, would be watching.

“He seems to be appropriating early 2000s meme culture. Sources indicate that the Invadliens first learned about Earth through Tumblr and Myspace,” Remedy explained.

“I’m just glad they didn’t catch our first major broadcast,” Jenny said.

“Yeah, me too.”

“This morning they positioned ships above all our active volcanoes,” Jenny mused. “Tell them to back off. We fear they might set off global eruptions.”

“Big badaboom,” the alien said. Its face shifted briefly to a caricature of Leeloo, from The Fifth Element. Leeloo looked weird with Princess Zelda’s hair.

“Nice,” Remedy said. She lifted her keys out of her pocket to show the alien a keyring of the water element.

“Wait,” a security guard said. He was stood beneath an overhead lamp, his face gaunt and serious. “Tumblr?”

“Yes,” Remedy confirmed.

“Could we not... you know.”

“Not what?” Jenny asked.

“Convince them they’re ugly, make them run away.”

“That’s disgusting,” Remedy snapped.

“Could work,” Jenny said.

“It could, but it would ruin our planet’s reputation. What if these beings are the first of many? Do we want them to know we are a hateful, spiteful species?”

“They’ve


























































































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
. _AARON - = MOHN 'non_m
mu - CQON'~ 'DRO
PHILLIP AJ ncm
: CARTER w\..\\ .

FIVE SCI-FI COMEDY-TALES BY"
FIVE'MASTERS OF FUNNY. STUFF -





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





