The Final Adventure of Dr. Root Seedman.


They were the band that refused to be defined.  They were a multi-talented group of former superheroes turned wrestlers from the Plant Planet whose music touched the roots of every form of music and the hearts of every honest person in their solar system…and beyond.  Their albums sold billions upon billions of copies on close to twenty different worlds.


“Basically, what we were trying to do is to make sure that no one got tired of us,” Jujitsu Worms’ bass guitarist and deejay Haohmaru once told one of his interviewers.  “But more importantly, that we never got tired…of ourselves.”


But relentless touring schedules and the unyielding pounding of the press of seventeen worlds took its toll on the sewer dwelling mutant brothers.  Soon…their world…was rocked by scandal!


“I remember one time when I actually stopped caring,” Haohmaru’s drum playing brother Scorpion told another interviewer with a certain level of intensity both on his face and in his voice.  “I stopped caring to the point where I actually didn’t want to kill Haohmaru.  That was the scariest day of my life.”


“You see why he scares me?” was the way that Haohmaru responded after hearing his brother’s statement.  “He’s the scary one.  If we were the New Kids on the Block, he’d be Danny Wood, man!”


“I think the biggest key to the success of the Jujitsu Worms’ music is their diversity, the many different styles of music that they have mastered and continue to experiment with.  The fact that they have so many different ways to stick their middle fingers up to the establishment,” stated the nasally voice of one music critic, a three-eyed, frog-like Jupiterian woman named Yelhsa who wrote for the most widely circulated music magazine on our solar system’s largest planet.  “So, they seem to have both tickled and titillated all aspects of popular culture on the worlds that their music has been heard.”


“What is that lady talking about?” asked Scorpion.  “What kind of job is ‘music critic’ anyway?  You tell people what YOU like about music.  Kids do that with their friends all the time and there are children starving all over the galaxy…so why are you getting paid for something that is that easy?”


“Yeah!” Haohmaru chimed in.  “And we don’t have middle fingers.”  Haohmaru held up his four-fingered hand to the camera and laughed.  Scorpion turned to look at Haohmaru and smiled an incredibly frightening grin in which all of his teeth could be seen.


“I am going to kill you,” Scorpion stated…and he meant it too.


Haohmaru’s laugh slowly rolled to a stop and the naturally jovial expression on his face morphed into that of pure horror as Scorpion started to laugh instead.

Jujitsu Worms: The Story Behind the Tunes

Unlike the vast majority of rock stars, the Jujitsu Worms were born in a pet shop, a pet shop on planet Venus, a planet inhabited with intelligent plant beings.  Their early days were pretty simple; swim around in the mud, collecting nutrients that could be absorbed through their bodies for their survival.


“I remember that most of the other animals at that pet shop were pretty hard up for a home,” Jujitsu Worms’ lead singer and guitarist Lau stated.  “They really wanted someone to adopt them and they would always make this special effort to look extra cute when someone walked by, especially if they looked rich and had a little kid on their vine.  They wanted a yard to run in and a little boy or girl to play with.  Haohmaru, Scorpion and I were like ‘forget that’, y’know.  All we have is this little tub of mud.  That’s all we are ever gonna have!  We didn’t care if our tub of mud was in the pet shop or in some dude’s house.  We still have to maintain our dignity crawling around in dirt.”


Dignity was something that these three worms brought to the life of the plant man who ended up buying them, a lonely scientist named Dr. Root Seedman.


“Dr. Seedman was a brilliant scientist,” Lau stated with the utmost love and admiration for his old friend.  “The things that he had done in his early days staggered the greatest intellectual minds of his planet and once he started to experiment with slightly more unorthodox ideas, he still had the respect that he had earned before and although some people might have thought that he was nuts, the vast majority of the scientific community was on his side.  They were like, ‘if Dr. Root Seedman thinks we can do this, forget what anybody else thinks.  This guy’s the reason I’m a scientist to begin with’.  Root used to say, ‘knowledge increases possibility’ and he proved that to a lot of people and inspired them to take what they already knew and what they had to the next level.”


“Yeah, he was kind of a lonely guy,” Haohmaru admitted with a smirk on his face.  “He was very shy because I guess, like most geniuses, he was a little eccentric and didn’t think he could relate to too many people and so he isolated himself alot.  That’s why he went to the pet store that fateful day.”


At the time, Venus was in the throws of political unrest, a war that resulted in the planet being overtaken by a cruel Venusian dictator, the infamous Emperor Weed, a member of the once-oppressed race of the ‘cacti’.  Dr. Seedman’s incredible loyalty to his pets was finally proven one night when a riot, instigated by Emperor Weed’s opposers, rocked his once-quiet neighborhood in San Broccoli.


“The next thing I knew,” Dr. Root Seedman (Venusian Scientist) related the story of the night that he had to run for his life.  “The wall burst into flames and I can see…through the hole…these cacti wearing masks and scaling the side of the building with claws and rope and they had guns and pipe bombs strapped to their belts.  Flaming arrows start grazing my head.  Point is…I had to get out of there.”


So that was exactly what Dr. Root Seedman did.


“Root ran away from his apartment, just before it was completely destroyed, with the few things in his life that actually meant anything to him tucked underneath his vines,” Haohmaru related the story that he had heard from his father figure many times. “Everything he owned that was worth anything to him.”


“He trips over a gun that some guy lying in the street had used to kill himself.  He falls face first into the pavement.  SMASH!” Lau continued the tale.  “Glass vials of chemicals that he was working on hit the storm drain a split second after the aquarium that he had put us in.  All of the chemicals that he was working on go crashing into the sewers.  I remember, the instant that I hit that nasty sewer water, a big glob of green snot just shot into the air as far as I could see!  It was like…two inches away from me, directly between Haohmaru and me.  That was the beginning of the scariest ride of my life.”


“I remember when Root was running with us,” Scorpion chimed in.  “I remember tunneling through the dirt a little closer to the glass so that I could see what was going on because it felt like our whole world was shakin’.  Cuz it was, really.  Straight up.  Then we hit the water and we just got sucked under…like WHOOSH!”


The worms tumbled into the sewers and were quickly swept away by the current in the river of subterranean sludge.  The chemicals that had spilled into the sewers mixed together with the rest of the slime that the worms were swimming around in.  The next thing any of them knew, they had washed up onto a drier portion of the gutters.  It didn’t take Dr. Seedman long to climb into the sewers and to find them.


“I didn’t have anywhere to go or anything to lose,” Root said, shrugging.  “So I put some protective sheaths on my vines and just picked the worms out of that glowing slime and put them into a jar, the only jar down there that wasn’t broken from when I tripped.  At that point, they were glowing green.  I honestly didn’t think that they were going to survive that kind of exposure to radioactivity…”


But the next day, Dr. Root Seedman was astonished to see that his pet worms had doubled in size and were crawling around the abandoned subway station that he had found to sleep in…upright, on their tails.


“That was the thing that fascinated me,” Root said, sort of chuckling.  “Not that these worms had doubled in size, but that they were slithering upright, so to speak.”


In time, the worms grew eyes, mouths and arms.  A fascinated Root sought to learn more and more about them every single day and was amazed to find a staggering increase in their intelligence.  They soon learned to speak.  He raised them as his own sons for many years until it was time for him to return to the peace-promoting space station Phaser Six.  By that time, the worms had mastered fifteen different forms of Venusian martial arts, as a measure of self-defense in a world that had gone mad.


By that time, Emperor Weed had full control of the planet and ruled it with a ferocious iron claw.  Root’s students, who called themselves the ‘Nightcrawling Mutant Jujitsu Worms’, used their amazing martial arts prowess and the speed that had been granted them as part of their mutation to defend truth and justice on the streets of their Venusian home, San Broccoli.


When we return, the trio that would become ‘The Jujitsu Worms’ forges a union that each one of them would gladly die for…


When ‘Jujitsu Worms: The Story Behind the Tunes’ continues….

FIFTEEN GALAXIES AWAY.

FIFTEEN YEARS AGO.

THE PLANET CRETACIA.


Opening her refrigerator just a crack meant that all of the creatures that loving stegosaurus housewife and mother of two Shar-Das had bought at the supermarket would try to get out, right when the light went on and they could see their way towards the cracked open door of the fridge.


Shar wished to prepare a meal for her loving husband before he came home from work, so she reached into the fridge and plucked the plumpest and most juicy little furry creature out of the refrigerator, despite his kicking and screaming and whining about having a wife and kids.  She slapped the little fur ball on the wooden chopping block and held him there with her left hand while grabbing a butcher knife with her right.


Her newborn son was asleep in his crib, only a few feet away.  She took a few seconds to gaze upon and adore her new baby as the furry creature’s head rolled across the kitchen countertop and stopped when it hit a cookie jar.


Shar-Das’ husband, a geologist by the name of Quar-Too, was standing in the lobby of a courthouse, preparing to go into the Great Court of Cretacia, to speak with the Ruling Council.


It was concerning an article that Quar-Too had published in ‘Findings’, a very popular scientific journal on his planet.  The Ruling Council of the planet Cretacia had deemed this article to be blasphemous and had sent Quar-Too a condemnatory letter demanding that he meet with the Ruling Council and explain his findings specifically to them.


Quar-Too was nervously shuffling through his notes, the result of years upon years of his scientific study of their planet’s foundation, right to the core, using the most advanced scientific equipment that their race had yet to concoct, when a long necked brachiosaurus, wearing a large hood, invited Quar-Too into the court.


All seven members of the Ruling Council were sitting above the court itself in a half circle.  Statues representing various religious figures from their history stood behind them, along with torches that illuminated the Court.  Directly in the center of these seven was a triceratops, a trike with a very deep voice, broad shoulders and quite the intimidating presence.  He was the chairman of the meetings that the Ruling Council would have.


“You have been summoned here, Quar-Too,” said the triceratops, wrinkling his brow with disapproval as he held up the magazine that Quar-Too’s article had been printed in.  “Because the article that you have written has become disruptive to our utopian society.”


“Believe me, Lord Snar, I meant no such thing,” Quar-Too stated, getting down on one knee and respectfully bowing to his superiors.  “My findings were alarming to me and simply wished to warn those in power, like yourselves, of a potential peril to our great planet.  I don’t even see how that could be construed as ‘disruptive’, Your Eminence.”


“You studied at the Higher Schools of this planet, Quar-Too.  Do you not remember your scripture?” barked Snar, pointing a stubby finger at Quar-Too.  “The Great Thorbo, our Savior, the Greatest Prophet and the Son of the Great Potter specifically prophesied that the Great Six-Horned Tyrannosaur that represented the planet of Cretacia would never falter and never perish and devour his enemies, regardless of their relative size to him till time indefinite.  These geological findings are simply a test of our faith by Our Potter’s arch-nemesis Tripthan the Slanderer.”


“Some believe that the Six-Horned T-Rex of scripture represents the people of this planet themselves, our dinosaur race, which would suggest that a measure to preserve our race and get off this planet before it explodes would be in perfect harmony with the words of Thorbo,” answered Quar-Too, holding up the folder that he had brought.  “And this planet will explode before the next full moon.  I don’t know specifically how much time we have left, but I submit to the Ruling Court solid evidence of my findings and I urge you to use the money in the Treasury to build a fleet of starships to bring us to safety.  There are at least eight planets in within a circumference of twenty-three galaxies from ours that can support dinosaur life and we must get there quickly.”


“Give those findings to the bailiff,” Snar told Quar-Too as a robot started walking towards him.  Quar-Too handed the folder to the robot.


“The planets that I have selected are all in a different galaxy from our own, so we will have to construct ships that can carry the appropriate amount of fuel.  I have all the information there, sir,” Quar-Too said as the robot extended his legs and moved upwards so that he could give Quar-Too’s folder to Lord Snar.


Quar-Too stopped talking…and was horrified, to watch the arrogant and pious Lord Snar stick that folder into the depths of the fire on one of the torches.  Once on fire, Lord Snar held the folder up and Quar-Too watched the paper crumple up and the ashes fall.  Quar-Too was at a loss for words.


“The Six-Horned Tyrannosaur represents this planet!” he barked with a tone that dripped of arrogance.  “That is the teaching of this church!  The church that rules this planet!  We will not perish!  We will not falter!  We will not listen to the philosophies of Protesters!  And…we will not be disobeyed!”


That was essentially the end of the meeting.  It was decreed by the Ruling Council that Quar-Too would be thrown in jail for heresy for the rest of his life, pending execution if the jail cell was needed for someone with a lesser crime, but this would only happen in two months, after his claims of planet-wide destruction and the extinction of dinosaurs had been proven untrue.


So, Quar-Too went home to his wife on that rainy Sunday afternoon with the spikes on his back pointed downward, walking through the Central Park of the Great Cretacian city of New Caveland.  No one was walking through the park during such a torrential downpour, but Quar-Too was in such deep thought that he did not even notice that it was raining.  His mind was also able to block out the thunders and the lightnings that blasted the cloud-darkened sky.  A few carriages here and there, pulled by gallimimuses, trotted by completely unnoticed by Quar-Too.


Quar-Too finally made it home, soaking wet.  He trudged up the stairs to his apartment, making a trail of puddles on the floor with every inch that he walked, agonizing over the idea that he was going to have to eventually tell his wife about his life sentence in prison.


The door to his apartment swung open and he dropped his overcoat on the floor.  He could not speak, only drop to his knees until his wife came over to him, wondering what was wrong.


The Jujitsu Worms started out their lives as mutant ninja superheroes, living in a time when the Plant Planet was being overthrown by an evil warlord.  Their surrogate father, Dr. Root Seedman, was living with them in their subterranean sewer den after street gangs blew up his apartment during a riot.


When Dr. Seedman tried to contact the peace striving, example setting crew of the interplanetary starship Phaser Six, slaves of the evil Emperor tracked that signal and arrested Root for treason.  Dr. Seedman was forced to endure one of Emperor Weed’s trademark games of sentencing, in which the accused was put in front of two doors and forced to blindly choose his own fate in front of myriads of spectators in an ancient coliseum.


“Usually the choice is between life and death,” Root explains.  “There’ll be a Venus Fly Trap ready to eat you behind one door and a beautiful woman or a certificate of pardon behind the other one and you have to open one of these doors.  But sometimes the choices were a little different, like between a painful death and a non-painful death or a quick painful death and a slow painful death.  You didn’t even know.  I had just watched this buddy of mine get mauled by a Fly Trap…and then…it was my turn.”


But lucky for Root, the distress signal that he had sent to Phaser Six had been received by a woman that he secretly had a crush on, former Venusian army officer and crewmember of Phaser Six, Lieutenant Rose Stemm.  Rose quickly made her way back to her home planet and snuck into the coliseum with the stealth of ninja, shooting fifteen guards dead, snapping seven necks and taking the place of Root’s female reward.


“They were planning to give him the forced marriage to the beautiful maiden as the reward,” Rose Seedman: Root’s wife told the tale of what she saw in the stadium.  “I kicked the crap out of her and now it was just the matter of Root picking the right door so that I could get him back to the ship.”


Root did pick the right door and they made a break for it, escaping from the cruel coliseum through the Venusian sewer system and into an abandoned church, where Rose had stashed their getaway ship.  Once back on Phaser Six, Root and Rose started a courtship that resulted in their marriage, ironically after a second visit to the Emperor’s coliseum.


Meanwhile, after his date in the coliseum, the worms waited and waited for their father to come home, having only heard about his arrest while the event was happening, they could make no effort to rescue him.  He was presumed dead when he failed to return.


“That had to be the scariest day of my life,” Scorpion told an interviewer.  “We were so self-reliant, or at least we thought we were.  We were confident that, had we known sooner, we could have rescued him and that tore us up inside.  We thought that Root’s death was our fault.”


“We were just sitting there waiting,” Lau said.  “About halfway into the fourth hour, our worrying turned directly into rage, like instantaneously.”  Lau snapped his fingers.  “We skipped over sadness and mourning and got right into, ‘whose throat do we need to slit’?”


Scorpion expressed himself by pulling out a pad of paper, a pencil and writing down how he felt.


“Up until that point, Haohmaru was the one who wrote poems,” Scorpion said.  “He would write all these silly songs and crap that just annoyed the heck out of me.  I did a little writing too, horror stories mostly, just to freak my brothers’ out.  But when we thought that Root had been killed, I felt like I was ready to burst…overflowing with…things to say.  And I just sat there for a few hours, writing all these poems about Root and the Emperor and the system and how much we missed our friend and how much I wanted to rip Emperor Weed’s guts right out of his stomach and just use them to hang him by his neck in a public place.  Ironically, that is exactly what ended up happening to him.  I didn’t get to do it, though.”


Most of those poems would years later become songs on the Jujitsu Worms’ debut album, the soundtrack to the Martian screwball comedy ‘Duck Nipples’.


Only a few weeks after Root returned to Phaser Six, a terrorist bombing from a Triton tyrannicist resulted in the whole starship crash landing on planet Venus in the dead center of the Venusian Forest that covered a third of the planet.  The kind and furry inhabitants of what was referred to as ‘The Tree City’ took in the survivors for a little over a month until they were able to hitch a ride home on an empty flying saucer once owned by greedy mutant junk dealers.  After crash landing, Root went home to see his worms and later enlisted their help to repair the flying saucer.


“I thought I had seen a ghost, man!” Haohmaru exclaimed.  “When he came back to see us…flipped me out, boy!”


Only a few years after the members of Phaser Six had returned to their homes, the Venusian Emperor was overthrown and turmoil ensued as the powers controlling the planet shifted quickly and without direction.


By that time, the members of Phaser Six that had stayed in the Tree City turned that city into the much more colorful place that it is to this day, filled with members of many different alien races all living together in harmony among the leaves.  Dr. Root Seedman had married his sweetheart, living in San Broccoli, working at a water testing plant and Rose soon gave birth to their first child, Daisy.


Under the new and less stabile government, bounty hunting became a big industry for anyone tough enough to make it work.  A so-called New Democracy was taking power, all of the street gangs on Venus were united under one leader who called himself ‘Sovereign’ and so bounty hunting was the New Democracy’s way of taking out the garbage and increasing their influence.  The ‘Nightcrawling Mutant Jujitsu Worms’ soon took any job that came their way, making the city safer legally…the way that they had done as vigilantes before.


“It’s kind of like when we got our first record deal,” Haohmaru said.  “We had been beating up bad guys for kicks before just like we had been playing music for kicks and now we had found a way to get paid for it.”


The money from the bounty hunting upped the worms’ standard of living, as they were able to afford modifications on their sewer den, a bigger pod for their hologram TV, a hipper looking hover van instead of the beat-up one that they were sharing before.  It was the money from the bounty hunting that allowed the worms to buy their first musical instruments.


“At first, Haohmaru wanted us to be a rap band and he bought this turntable and records and stuff,” Scorpion said.  “I was like, ‘forget that, man’.  I’ve always thought of hip-hop as being simplistic and I was into something a little more deep sounding, musically.  I wanted to explore emotions, passions, psychological eccentricities, fetishes and obsession…things that hip-hop rarely has the ability to express.  But one thing I have always embraced about music is the ability to integrate different styles and have variety, so when we would have our jam sessions, we could always incorporate the turntable.  Haohmaru would record some of Lau’s guitar riffs or my drumming and try to do something interesting with it on the synthesizer and I have to admit that he got good, man.  He added something to our music that wasn’t there before and then when he took up the bass, then that was when our band started making music.”


When the worms were not out hunting bad guys or making music with their sewer band, they watched television together.  Haohmaru and Scorpion latched on rather quickly to the Uranian wrestling television spectacle ‘Dookiemon’, leaving Lau behind on the bandwagon.


“I don’t know how Uranians got their show on Venusian TV.  I don’t know how they got their hands on so many delicious characters or how they convinced them to kick the crap out of each other.  All I know is that I want to be on this show!” was Haohmaru’s sentiment concerning ‘Dookiemon’.


“I guess I hated ‘Dookiemon’ then for the same reason that I love it now,” Lau said, chuckling.  “Cuz it’s harmless yet corny crap.”


Ironically, Lau was the first mutant jujitsu worm that was enlisted by the show’s roving band of recruiters.  When he realized that ‘Dookiemon’ was a place that beings were accepted regardless of their mutations or their relative similarities to others, he was the one who tried to convince his brothers to join the cast.


“I had just been the victim of a hate crime for being a mutant when all I was doing was sitting in the park reading a book,” Lau explained.  “The Dookiemon ship rescued me.  It only seemed right to give them a shot.”


Soon, the ‘Nightcrawling Mutant Jujitsu Worms’ were introduced on ‘Dookiemon’ and became an instant sensation.  They were unique in their own way, yet a fitting addition to the show’s already wacky cast of strange and violent characters.


“After that first show, the kids knew who we were and they would scream our name when our theme song was played,” Haohmaru said.  “We were signing autographs and they were making posters and action figures out of us.”


Coincidentally, Scorpion wrote the lyrics to the song that was used to introduce the worms’ entrance onto the Dookiemon stage the night that Root was presumed dead after being put in the cruel coliseum.


“They wanted something that represented where we were from and how we fit in there,” Scorpion explained.  “Since we lived, first in mud and then in the sewers all of our lives, I thought ‘Buried’ was a fitting theme song for us and my brothers seemed to like it.”


For years, the worms were stars on the ‘Dookiemon’ stage, returning to Venus every now and again to see Dr. Seedman and his family.  Young Daisy, now thirteen, was growing like a weed.


“Daisy’s a really cool little girl,” Haohmaru stated.  “She plays the guitar and she’s very good.  Actually, she did a track on my ‘Mole People’ album.  We were trying to get her to lay down some vocals, but she’s sort of shy.  She’s tough like her mother and sweet and shy like her father.  I know that sounds sort of backwards, but that’s the way Rose and Root are.  It’s the key to their success together as a couple.  Daisy’s just as passionate as both of them put together, I can tell you that.”


It was Daisy’s growing interest in music and her attachment to the new hologram TV station ‘Music Television Venus’ (MTV) that resulted in her father finding out about the worms’ endeavor to cut their first album ‘Duck Nipples’.  The worms had been so busy making the album and shooting episodes of ‘Dookiemon’ at the same time that they had not kept in touch with the Seedman family, so Root had no idea what the worms were up to until he saw the video for their first song, ‘Worm Boogie’.  He thought that ‘Jujitsu Worms’ was a pretty odd name for a band at first, until he saw the first shot of the video, in which Lau strums a breathtaking guitar solo in the midst of fourteen Venusian martial artists.


“I was amazed,” Root said.  “Absolutely amazed that ‘Dookiemon’ had created such a great avenue for mutants to express themselves, cuz in all of the planets I have been to, mutants are hated by the majority and therefore by those in power…or vice versa.  I thought the video was a lot of fun.”


The video featured ‘Dookiemon’ cast members having a wild party and a night on the town, complete with alcohol and genetically engineered female mutant worms that had been specifically requested by the worms in their contract with the show as a condition of their performing.


“I thought that the video represented the personalities of the three worms very well,” said the Jupiterian music critic Yelhsa.  “You have Haohmaru being the life of the party.  Lau being the responsible one and making sure that there is enough booze and Scorpion being a wallflower and just staring everybody down.”


“Basically, it was an edited-for-television version of what went on during parties that we used to throw on the Dookiemon space cube and what our backstage parties were like once we started touring,” Lau explained.  “You see Haohmaru and I drinking beer and hanging out with the she-worms and Scorpion staring people down and spraying beer on this guy that stared at him for too long.”


“My biggest problem with the video was that, if you listen to ‘Duck Nipples’, the first thing that you notice about that album is the diversity in the musical stylings from track to track.  I thought that there were better ways on that album to introduce us to the public instead of the techno-dance track that the studio, ‘Intergalactic Planetary’, picked, but we were under contract, so we did the video, but I must admit that they introduced our personalities pretty well, so that was…acceptable,” Scorpion said with a certain thoughtful intensity about his voice.


‘Perturbed Maternal Sensors’ a group of concerned mothers from eleven different planets who attempt to censor entertainment that they deem dangerous to children, thought ‘Worm Boogie’ was unacceptable.


The day after the video’s debut on Music Television Venus, the crabby housewives of PMS sent out a newsletter.  The leader of the group, Tipper Sore, former Second Lady, wife of the former vice-president of Mars, stated that the video only put on screen a few of the things that the album spoke of.  These ‘things’ included ‘unspeakable acts’.


“Basically, this lady had bought ‘Duck Nipples’, the soundtrack to an R-rated, admittedly vulgar comedy for her fourteen year old daughter,” Lau recalls.  “And now she’s upset that her daughter heard such filth and she is starting a movement to have the album banned on fourteen planets.”


“I tell you,” Haohmaru added.  “Ever since that aging Venusian pop star exposed her left blossom during the ‘Dookiemon Championship’ half-time show, censorship has just gone haywire.”


The Jujitsu Worms no doubt had Tipper Sore and PMS in mind when they released the video for their second single, their ‘Dookiemon’ theme song ‘Buried’.  The disturbing imagery of a brutal war that included skulls, Martian nudity from a Tipper Sore look-alike and all sorts of horrible brutality against those who are seen in the beginning destroying music discs, both by deformed sewer animals and by the worm soldiers that had slithered out of the sewers to do battle with the forces of darkness before the music even started.  This video marked the directorial debut of Jujitsu Worm drummer Scorpion and concluded with the comically disturbing scene in which a few pairs of skeletons were seen ballroom dancing, gracefully prancing across the moonlit floor.


“With the budget that I was given, I was able to realize the dream that had been haunting me ever since I was five years old,” Scorpion said.  “I was able to put that dream on the screen so that others could have a slight idea of what my life has been like, dreaming of what I call ‘the worm apocalypse’ every night of my life, every time I went to sleep…ever since we were mutated.  Since the video came out, I have been having that dream less and less.  It has been replaced with something a little happier and a little less horrible.  The healing is beginning for me and I have the record company executives who threw money at this video to thank for that.”


“Scorpion has a lot of personal issues,” Haohmaru stated.  “God knows I know, but he is one brilliant artist, because he knows how to draw from what he’s feeling and channel it into some form of creativity.  I think creativity is a great outlet, cuz I know a lot of people whose creativity is the only thing separating their eccentricities from dementia.”


The video alienated some fans that associated the Jujitsu Worms with the kind of wacky fun that they had seen in ‘Worm Boogie’.


“That was the last thing we wanted, was to do something that either wasn’t honest or that was what anybody expected,” Lau said.  “I thought ‘Buried’ was amazing.”


When the Jujitsu Worms started touring, their tour of seventeen planets was met more than once by protestors outside the stadium.  PMS had joined with various religious groups on individual planets, trying to expose what they called ‘a plot to corrupt the youth of our galaxy’.  They were mostly ignored by the fans that were walking into the shows, but some stadiums would not allow the Jujitsu Worms to play there, for fear that the protestors would cause them some problems.”


That was even before a misunderstanding between the members of the band gave the press and PMS some semblance of legitimate concern.


“We were looking for dancers,” Lau said.  “We were a little pressed for time because we had a spaceship to catch and some of our girls had cancelled on us.”


“Haohmaru had gone out drinking the night before and he recruited this Mercurian girl who worked at this Saturnian freak show,” Scorpion said, trying somewhat hard not to laugh.  “Let me just put it this way, it was hard for me not to look at her without just wanting to throw up.  And don’t get me wrong; I’m the member of this band that likes disgusting things.  You’ve seen my videos.  You’ve heard my songs, but this girl reached a level of nasty nastality that I don’t think even a mother could love.”


“She had tentacles coming out of her face and other appendages coming out of her arm and three fingers coming out of her knee,” Lau added.  “She would dance in this very hypnotic fashion and somehow make green slime drip from her lips.  I wasn’t sure if the slime was some kind of a mutant trait or if that was just for show or if she made herself bleed or something sick like that, but it was pretty nasty.  Even before we went onstage, we were like ‘Haohmaru, why did you tell her she could be in our show?’  He had already paid her, so we let her on.”


“Hortence was this amazing and bizarre performer whose music and bizarre performance art was designed to make you examine your own perception of…basically everything,” Haohmaru explained.  “Even if your perception of reality is more conventional, she might even make you embrace it even more.  The point is to examine yourself and come to a greater understanding of personal truth…bringing your insides to the surface.”


For many of the fans at the Jujitsu Worms’ first concert, their insides did come to the surface and photos of the fans running out of the stadium to throw up made their way onto future PMS attempts to discredit the band.


“Looking back on it, I think putting Hortence in that show did us both some good,” Haohmaru replied.  “The success of her unusual stage shows, although never being even close to mainstream, more than tripled since that night and it greatly increased the Jujitsu Worms’ unpredictability factor in the eyes of the public.  We solidified ourselves further as the band that you don’t know what they’re gonna do next.  The only thing that sort of went down was the respect that I was getting personally as a member of the band.”


“We dragged Haohmaru out of the stadium and beat the living snot out of him,” Scorpion told the story without any semblance of holding back.  “And we made sure that we did it in public, so that the fans knew that we were handling the situation.  Pictures of Haohmaru getting his tail kicked made the local papers and so everything was cool.”


As the tour went on, the shock that had been caused by their first show subsided as the ‘Jujitsu Worms’ gained a reputation as a band that never skimped on entertainment value and creative vision.  Their brilliant and artistic stage shows were soon the talk of the solar system on radio talk shows all across the galaxy.


When we return, the Jujitsu Worms’ triumphant return to Venus to promote their second album, ‘Steady Eating Bootie Emcees Like Cheese Grits’, results in personal tragedy…as well as a return to their superhero roots as defenders of truth and justice on the planet of the plant people…


When ‘Jujitsu Worms: The Story Behind the Tunes’ continues…

FIFTEEN YEARS AGO.

THE PLANET CRETACIA.

Shar-Das watched as her husband put the finishing touches on a spaceship that he had built, arch-welding the side of the ship, making sure that it was as durable as it could be, for it was about to launch their baby son through space, across fifteen galaxies and to a planet that could support the same kind of life as planet Cretacia.


Quar-Too placed his sleeping infant son into the spaceship and after removing the pendant that he wore around his neck, placed that pendant into the cockpit along with the baby and closed the glass over him.  This pendant was made from a very fine and shiny crystal and was shaped like a seashell.  Quar-Too walked over to a control panel that activated the rocket’s engines as the ship was being tilted upwards, so that the front of it pointed towards the sky.  He pushed a small lever forward that revved up this engine to its full capacity before the press of one red button sent it blasting through space with an ear-popping roar.  It became a blip in space in less than a second.


It was precisely at that moment that the door to Quar-Too’s laboratory was blown to bits.  Dinosaurs who were wielding guns stormed into the lab and started threatening both Quar-Too and Shar-Das with them as other thugs started trashing the lab.


Quar-Too was horrified to see that the dinosaur that walked through the door next, the ringleader of all this chaos, was someone that he had worked with a few years ago.


A very proud lizard, holding his elongated neck and his small head perfectly still and at the perfect angle to look down his snout upon his fellow dinosaurs.  He was a brilliant scientist whose new government job allowed him to regulate the field of science on planet Cretacia in such a way to make sure that the discoveries that were made were properly distributed to where they could be used in the best way, for the benefit of all parties on the planet.


“Judge Spike-Dor,” Quar-Too exclaimed.  “What are you doing?”


“I am looking for the formula that you concocted for that brilliant fuel source,” Spike-Dor replied.  “The fuel that can power an entire planet for a week with a solitary drop.”


“I don’t have the formula anymore,” Quar-Too replied.  “It was unstable…and I had no reason to believe that I could alter the serum enough to make it safe.  I had to destroy all of the samples and even the formula itself months ago…for the good of Cretacia.”


“Liar!” sneered Spike-Dor before barking orders to the rest of his gang.  “Remember what the pendant looked like, boys?  It was a crystal seashell with a rolled up piece of paper inside.  Don’t leave one stone in this laboratory unturned!”


“You won’t find it,” Quar-Too replied.  “If I had any of that fuel here, I would have sold it in order to build a ship to get myself and my wife off of this planet.  Remember what I told the Ruling Council…this planet is doomed!”


“You do have that formula here,” Spike insisted.  “And I will use it to get off of this planet in a starship that I have built.”


Quar-Too was silent for a few minutes after that as the gun-wielding dinosaurs continued to trash the lab.


“You believe me!” Quar-Too finally said.  “You know this planet is going to blow up.”


“Maybe not completely,” Spike replied.  “But at least ninety-percent of this planet will be destroyed, our cities swallowed and innocent civilians buried, even if the planet itself does not break apart and float helplessly into space.  I was never the most religious man.  I don’t know too much about Thorbo or Six-Horned T-Rexs in prophecy, but I know my science and there is no way of denying that your findings were undeniable.  In the event that you are wrong, I will probably become a religious man, because the only way that this planet is not getting destroyed is if a higher being steps in to hold it still with his own two hands.”


“You have a ship?” Quar-Too’s face lit up like the sun.  “You believe me!  Holy tar pits!  This is great!  Look, I don’t have that formula anymore, but I have a whole garage full of rocket fuel that I was going to use in the event that the Ruling Council granted me permission and funds to build an escape ship.  The fuel is yours in exchange for transport for me and my wife.”


“And your child?”


“I already sent him off the planet,” Quar-Too replied.  “In the only ship that I had time to build, this really small one.”


“How noble,” Spike replied.  “I assure you that my ship already has sufficient fuel.  However, I spent the last few dollars that I was able to embezzle out of the Ruling Council’s Science Fund on it and I was looking for something to sell to a foreign species once we began seeking sanctuary on another planet.”


Before Quar-Too knew what happened, two of Spike’s cronies had snuck up behind himself and his wife, handcuffing both of their arms to a pipe that came out of the ceiling and plugged into the floor.


“It was an honor working with a man of such incredible brilliance as yourself, Quar-Too,” Spike-Dar stated.  “You are quite a credit to this dying race.  Survival of the fittest, my friend.  Survival of the fittest.”


“Spike-Dar!” shouted Quar-Too, struggling to get free as Spike-Dar and his allies began to vacate the premises. “Let us go!”  Without another word, Spike-Dar exited the laboratory, closed the door behind him and left Quar-Too and Shar-Das behind in the darkness.


“Once we get back to the starship, I want a trace on that small ship,” Spike-Dar ordered one of his associates.


When they did just that, Spike-Dar was amazed at how far away from Planet Cretacia that the ship carrying Quar-Too’s newborn was.


“That ship blasted off just before we busted in,” Spike-Dar stated.  “There is no way that ship could have gotten that deep into space that fast.  At least not on any fuel that I am aware of.  It must have been powered by some of Quar-Too’s secret power fuel.”


“You want us to keep tracking it, boss?” asked the crony.


“Yes, we must get out hands on that ship,” Spike-Dar stated.  “Dinosaurs don’t just get rid of a crystal blue seashell pendant for no reason, especially someone who has as much of an emotional attachment to it as Quar-Too did.  His father gave him that pendant on his deathbed, if I recall.  Quar-Too could have told us how to make his secret formula, but he didn’t, even to save his own life.  I am willing to bet that the crystal pendant, complete with formula, is in that ship, around the neck of his newborn.”


The starship that Spike-Dar had constructed and dubbed ‘Salvation’ lifted off into space, with the remaining members of the Cretacian race that afternoon.  Their ship was rocked with both sonic vibrations in space and speeding rocks when the planet that they had been born on exploded, sending pieces of space dust in any and all directions.

FIFTEEN YEARS AFTER THE DESTRUCTION OF PLANET CRETACIA.

JUST ABOVE THE ATMOSPHERE OF PLANET VENUS.

A hover van that had been converted into a spaceship by morbid techno-wiz and Jujitsu Worm drummer Scorpion floated into the atmosphere of the Jujitsu Worms’ home planet under the influence of powerful rockets that protruded from the bottom of the craft.


“Dude, we’re almost home!” exclaimed Haohmaru.  “Wow, the planet looks great from up here.  So small, though.”


Lau picked up a satellite phone and, once he was able to pick up a signal that was not distorted by the atmosphere, proceeded to dial Dr. Seedman’s home phone number.  He got through.  There was a message on Root’s answering machine that stated that he, Rose and Daisy had gone to the Tree City on vacation.


“Dude, they went to the Tree City to get away from the daily grind of civilization,” Lau told his brothers, nodding with a grin on his face.


“Sweet,” Haohmaru replied before Scorpion changed the projectory of their spacecraft just slightly so that they were headed towards the Venusian Forest.


It was just then that an enormous space station cut them off on their way to planet Venus.  All three worms let out screams as Scorpion took evasive action to avoid this tremendous hunk of junk, pulling on the guidance stick and flipping switches.  Their van sped past the portion of the ship in which the words ‘Salvation’ were written before swooping around the ship and slowing down rather abruptly.


A tractor beam hit them and before the Jujitsu Worms knew what had hit them, their hover van was in a bunker on this ‘Salvation’ ship.


“Dude!” was all that Scorpion had to say, looking around at the army of spear wielding lizards that now surrounded their van.


Directly in the center of these lizard soldiers, there was Spike-Dar, the leader of these minions, folding his arms and looking down at the hover van like it and its passengers were mere insects.


“What’s going on here?” asked Lau.


“State your business heading to planet Venus,” said a loud voice that they heard through a loud speaker.


“Um, dude, we’re like…” Haohmaru scratched his head and finally held up his bass guitar so that the humanoid lizards could see it.  “In a band.”


“Yeah, we’re doing three concerts in the Mealworm Arena and then doing the Venusian radio talk show circuit to promote our new album,” Lau said.


A screen lowered in front of their windshield and on that screen, the worms were shown a breathtakingly beautiful blue seashell pendant.


“Do you know where we might find this pendant?” asked a voice that was just as loud as the one before it.


The Jujitsu Worms were silent.  They were confused.  They could only answer with the simplest response.


“Um, no…”


With that, the space station floor beneath their van opened up and the hover van just started dropping, plummeting through space under the influence of Venus’ gravitational pull.  Lau and Haohmaru let out high-pitched screams and waved their arms about like little girls as Scorpion flipped a few switches and adjusted a few knobs until the rockets underneath the van were reactivated, saving them from a horrible, atomizing fall.


“Got it,” Scorpion said.  In his rear view mirror, Scorpion could see ‘Salvation’ moving in the opposite direction as it orbited planet Venus.


“Whoa, that was really weird,” said Lau.


“Yeah,” Haohmaru said.


Scorpion then made an adjustment to the van that allowed it to accelerate towards the Venusian Tree City.


The hover van landed on the outskirts of the Tree City and Lau was the first one to poke his head out when certain furry inhabitants of this city came wondering who they were.  Clinging to the trees with their sharp little claws, these Tree People were curious for the safety of their city and they spoke to each other with little tapping noises that only they could understand.


But since the worms had lived there before, a few of these Tree People recognized them and welcomed them immediately and thoroughly.  When they stated that they were here to visit Dr. Root Seedman, they were welcomed even more and escorted to Dr. Seedman’s elaborate vacation loft.


Dr. Root Seedman was on the toilet when the worms got there, leafing through a book entitled ‘The Compassionate Bounty Hunter’, the true life story of a crippled Triton named Dorraj.  Root Seedman was on the toilet because he had long since felt a ‘turtle head’ poking out.  Hearing a few knocks at the door, Daisy was the first one to get to the door and open it.


“I’ll get it, mom!” Root heard her shout before Daisy opened the door and laid eyes on all three mutant worms.


Root’s peaceful ‘pinching of a loaf’ was interrupted by the shrill scream of his daughter.  Root stopped ‘dropping a deuce’ and came running into the living room, pulling his plant pot over his loins and hobbling into the next room.


“It’s the rock stars!” screamed Daisy as Root started laughing.  He was happy to see his old friends as well as they were happy to see him.


Rose Seedman came out of her bedroom then.  “Well, isn’t this a pleasant surprise!” she said, walking up to each worm and living them a hug and a small peck on the cheek before telling them to make themselves at home.


“Yes it is, dear,” said Root, smiling as he slowly made his way back to the bathroom to finish what he had started, admitting later on that this bathroom activity had made him feel ‘ten pounds lighter’.


“The first I heard of this whole rock star thing is when Daisy was watching MTV back home and we saw ‘Worm Boogie’,” Root Seedman said.  “I haven’t been able to keep tabs on your tour because we’ve been in the Tree City for so long and there is no TV here.”


“One of the fringe benefits,” Rose teasingly chimed in, sipping on a cup of tea.


“One of the boredom enhancers,” Daisy replied, slouching in a beanbag chair and folding her vines.


“We made another video since then, for ‘Buried’ from the Dookiemon show.  Scorpion directed it, so it’s a little more disturbing,” Lau replied.  “We have a tour date at the Mealworm Arena in three days and we thought we would drop by.”


“I am so glad that you did,” Root said.  “I haven’t seen you worms in so long.”


Haohmaru, slouching in the beanbag chair next to Daisy, reached into the inside pocket of his puffy jacket and pulled out three tickets to the concert as well as backstage passes.  He handed them to Daisy and she took them.  Her face switched from sullen and gloomy to beaming, as though someone had flipped a switch that activated a light bulb in her head.  “This is so cool!” she said.  “Hey, I taught myself how to play the opening guitar riff from ‘Reaping the Benefits’.  Wanna hear?”


“Sure,” Haohmaru said, hopping off of the chair and following Daisy into her room, where she picked her guitar from off of her bed, sat down and started strumming with her thin little vines.  Haohmaru asked her how long she had been playing guitar.


“Not long,” Daisy said.  “The guitar was a present from my mom’s brother and my dad won’t get me lessons until my grade in my Venusian Language class receives a little improvement…or as my dad would say, a ‘spit shine’, so I’ve been teaching myself ever since.”


“Is that your worst subject?”


“Yeah, I aced science and math and all my other subjects, but the funny thing about Language is the fact that I like to write and I’ve been writing for a long time and people seem to think I’m good at it.  I write stories.  I write poems.  I’ve had some of my poems published in my school paper.  The thing is that I know how to write, but in Language class, they teach you how to diagram sentences and they have all of these parts of the sentence that nobody knows about and that I doubt even exist, like the past participle, the dangling participle and the coordinating conjunction and all this crap.  Y’know what I think, I think the whole thing is one big conspiracy.  I think the school system is teaching us things that don’t even exist and giving good grades to the kids who pretend that they know what they’re doing, but because I take my writing seriously and I am honest about it, I get a failing mark.”


“Why would they do that?”


“Because pretending that you know what you’re doing even when you don’t is a valuable skill in today’s society, but if the school systems just came out and admitted that they were teaching kids how to do that, people would think that they were teaching kids to be irresponsible and they wouldn’t like it,” Daisy said.  “It’s like in that Jujitsu Worms’ song ‘Building Blocks’, about how the entire world is set up one set of conspiracies after another and all you have to do is bring one down and they all collapse.”


“Actually, Scorpion wrote that one,” Haohmaru said.  “He writes the deep, dark stuff while I produce them in studio, play bass and act silly in videos.  I write our sillier songs like ‘Worm Boogie’, ‘Freak in his Underpants’ and this track from our new album called ‘Tri-Arm Man’.  Actually, ‘Tri-Arm Man’ was this poem that I wrote when your parents first got together.”


“Could you play it for me?” Daisy asked, handing Haohmaru the guitar.


Haohmaru was very flattered, despite being a little surprised and he took the guitar and started playing the song.


“I…think…a…bout…you…ev-e-ry-where,” he started singing.  “And everywhere we go I wanna see…you…there.  So we can talk about the way things are.  In this world that’s so bizarre.”


Scorpion was telling Rose and Root the story of what happened to them on the way to planet Venus.  He told Dr. Seedman of the tractor beam that had abducted them quickly and without warning.  He told Dr. Seedman of the humanoid dinosaurs that they had seen.


“And the one that looked like he was their leader, he had this big long neck and spikes running all the way down his back down to his long tail,” Scorpion said.


“Humanoid dinosaurs?” Root stroked his chin.  “This is quite odd.  I don’t believe I have ever heard of such creatures on any planet in this galaxy.  Do you think they could have been mutants?”


“All things are possible, Dr. Seedman,” Lau replied.  “But there were a lot of them.  They did have a big ship, so maybe they are from a different galaxy.  I’m sure that thing is capable of intergalactic travel.”


“We are on the grass here…holding hands we crashed here,” Haohmaru sang, strumming Daisy’s guitar a little faster.  “To reach the only natural high…staring up at the big blue sky.  I would grow an extra arm if you wanted me to, so I could write love songs and hold you too.”


“I’m supposed to be back to work tomorrow, but I think I need an extra day to recuperate from this vacation,” Root said, joking slightly.  “If Daisy wants to go to your concert, we should probably get back to civilization.”


“I’d look like a FREAK, though…but could you LOVE ME.  If I had three arms, then, tell me would you shove me…away from you, cuz your friends say ‘Ew!’  He’s not a normal boy.  He makes me spew!” Haohmaru continued to sing.


The rest of the song was about loving someone unconditionally, despite being an outcast for one reason or the next.  Scorpion and Lau could hear Scorpion singing from Daisy’s bedroom and Lau told Root “He’s butchering a song that he wrote for our new album!”


“That’s how much you grab me…you dis me and it stabs me…right through the heart with a rusty spear!  We’d live in our own world if I had extra body parts…two hands diaper spider-child.  The other’s holding Pop Tarts.”


Pop Tarts: universal reference.


“And we would live life normally…away from the quarrels and tyranny.  We would breathe fresh air and feel free.  If I had arms that numbered three.”


By the time Haohmaru had strummed the last note of the song, Lau and Scorpion had walked in.  They saw the mutant worm with the guitar singing to the young Venusian plant girl.


It was like an extremely bizarre Elvis movie.


Scorpion playfully smacked Haohmaru in the back of the head.  “You suck!” he stated.


When Rose suggested that she was going to cook for her guests, the worms, who had been on the road for quite some time, jumped at the opportunity to get a home cooked meal from a dear friend, the wife of an older dear friend.


On his way out of Daisy’s room, Scorpion turned to look back at all of the posters that Daisy had in her room.  Most of them were posters of the ‘Nightcrawling Mutant Jujitsu Worms’, either from their days on ‘Dookiemon’ or from their interviews in various rock magazines since the release of their first album.


When the worms were working on planet Venus as superheroes and later as bounty hunters, they originally could not be told apart by anyone who did not know either their voices, their personalities or their weapons, because they all wore the same black eye masks.  Upon arriving on the ‘Dookiemon’ space cube, the worms added a bit more diversity to their wardrobe.  Lau kept the black mask while Haohmaru painted orange stripes on his mask and Scorpion painted a white skull in the dead center of his.


Representing the diversity of the music on their albums, the ‘Jujitsu Worms’ dressed like the three different musical geniuses that they were.  Being the ‘front worm’ of the group, the lead singer, Lau dressed in a jacket that was full of sequins and that sparkled like the stars under any fluorescent light.  The ‘party worm’ Haohmaru, dressed in more of a hip-hop context, with a designer name sports jersey, chains around his neck, rings around his fingers and a knit cap on his head.  Scorpion was the heavy metal bad-boy who wore leather everything, as long as it was littered with zippers.


Scorpion started to chuckle when he noticed something about the posters of the band that Daisy had on her wall.  In all of the band photos, Lau and Scorpion had been covered over…by more pictures of the fun-loving rapper worm Haohmaru.


“Aw, man!” Scorpion laughed, hanging his head down low and nodding as he walked out of the thirteen-year old plant girl’s bedroom.  Closing the door behind him, Scorpion knocked over a small picture frame, in which a photo of Haohmaru had been encased in the shape of a heart.


The Tree City had a breathtaking view of the magnificent Venusian sunset and from the porch just outside Root’s apartment, there were few better places to see this superb natural phenomenon.


“I had forgotten how beautiful that this place was,” Lau said to his brothers.  Just then, he was startled by a loud zipping sound as something whizzed by his head on the branch just over the railing of Root’s porch.


Lau watched a lizard with spikes shooting down his back floating across the branches on a skateboard.  He hopped from one branch to the next, scaling across them, leaping high into the air and doing tricks before his wheels touched the next branch.


“Whoa!” Haohmaru said, watching the lizard float in mid-air.  “Look at him go!”


“Did you see that?” Lau said, turning to Scorpion.  “That creature looked just like the ones on that ship.  He’s a different kind of lizard.  No long neck or anything, but I’ve never seen anyone like that anywhere.”


“Hey, Root!” Scorpion called inside.  By the time Dr. Seedman came onto the porch, the reptilian skateboarder was gone.


“What’s going on?” Root asked.


“Have you ever seen anyone skateboard on these branches?” Lau asked.


“Oh yeah,” Dr. Seedman said.  “That must be the new thing.  Lots of kids have been zipping by this porch, doing ‘ollies’ on the railing.  Why, did they knock anything over?”


“Um, no,” Lau replied.  “It’s just that, we think we saw one of the creatures from that ship we were telling you about just zip by here on a skateboard.  He was a humanoid-type lizard.”


“I hope he comes by again,” Haohmaru said.  “That dude was awesome!”


“You sure?” Root asked.  “I’ve never seen anybody like that around here.  Maybe you should talk to the Grand Elder sometime tomorrow.  He usually swings through the park for exercise before the sunrise.  He might know something.”


Root turned around to see Daisy Seedman walking out onto the porch just then.  She was carrying blankets.  “Dad, are the worms staying here tonight?” she asked.


“I believe so,” Root replied.  “We have that extra room open.  Why not?”


“Good,” Daisy said, handing the pile of blankets to Haohmaru.  “Here, I got you some extra blankets from the closet.  We may be the second planet away from the sun, but believe it or not, it gets pretty chilly up in this tree condo at night.  There should be enough for all three of you.”


“Thanks, Daisy,” Haohmaru said, giving those blankets a hug.  “Nice and fluffy.”


“It’s the least I could do,” Daisy replied.  “…For front row tickets…and the passes.  This is gonna be so rad.  I’ve never seen you in concert before.  Never even saw ‘Dookiemon’ in person.  I wanted to when I was eight, but dad said it was too violent.  My friends, Daffy and Tule, are gonna be soooo happy when I tell them about it.”


“Cool,” Haohmaru said.  “I hope they enjoy the show.  We captured some new freaks that we’re gonna bring onstage in neon cages for the closing number.  It should create this really surreal atmosphere, but always with a lot of motion.  We’re trying to symbolize the motion of the music itself, the sound waves coming out of our instruments and the audience coming along for the ride.”


“I really liked that song you sang for me,” Daisy said.  “You really have a knack for writing stuff that’s close to the heart, stuff that normal organic beings can relate to.”


“Thanks,” Haohmaru said.  It was just then that the ‘tree boarder’ zipped by once again.  The worms and Dr. Seedman turned their heads just in time to see him disappear and Daisy was too busy looking into Haohmaru’s big blue eyes to notice anything else.


“Dude!  Did you see that?” Scorpion exclaimed.


“No,” Lau replied.


“Me neither.  I think it was him again!”


“Whoa!”

San Broccoli.

It was a very cool night here in the big city and the center of that city was buzzing with activity, with plant people of all shapes and sizes that had come out on this beautiful evening to take in come fresh air, art or culture.  It was warm enough to walk around without any overcoat, but a calming breeze rolled in every now and then just to make sure that no one was uncomfortable.


San Broccoli’s globe famous Venus Square was illuminated by the neon lights from all of the billboards that glowed brilliantly at the tops of all the tallest skyscrapers, advertisements for this product or that product, mostly designer clothes, but also some soft drinks.


No one knew what to think when the sky, illuminated red by the not yet set sun, started to be covered over by an enormous spaceship.  Some started running while others just gazed up at the weird glow that protruded from rockets on the bottom of the ship, resulting in a buzzing noise and its hovering over San Broccoli.


Suddenly, all of the billboards, all of them video screens, went blank for a few seconds.  That was the only time that panic broke out, when the majority of the buildings in Venus Square went dark.


But then, the screens illuminated once again, with the face of a long-necked reptilian creature that folded his hands as he spoke down to the entire city.


It was Spike-Dar, one of the few survivors from the doomed planet of Cretacia.


“Greetings,” said Spike-Dar.  The entire city and a few miles beyond could hear his voice loud and clear.  “I apologize for the intrusion, but this was the best way I could think of to get your attention about a matter of supreme importance to myself and my crew.”


The panic stopped and all eyes were either focused on Spike-Dar or filled with curiosity as they listened to his words.  Every screen that Spike-Dar had taken over showed a picture of the shell-shaped pendant.


“I have reason to believe that one of the inhabitants of your planet has somehow obtained possession of this little jewel,” Spike-Dar stated.  “We are its rightful owners and this crystal seashell is connected to a matter of supreme importance to us…and our survival.  We respectfully request that the owner of this seashell hang it on the stem or neck of the gladiator statue that exists in front of your planet’s largest stadium, where we can obtain it with the greatest of ease.”


The billboard screens showed a clock that immediately started ticking down from 72:00:00 (seventy-two hours).  “You have seventy-two hours to successfully complete these instructions,” Spike-Dar continued.  “Before my crew and I unleash a horrible plague on your planet, one that will not end…until all plant men are extinguished.”


The screens that Spike-Dar had taken over all went back to the things that they had been showing previously, with one notable exception, a small box on the corners of these screens, showing how much time was left until the promised attack.


Spike-Dar stormed through the hallways of the starship ‘Salvation’ with a determination that swallowed his very essence.


Entering a laboratory, Spike-Dar looked with a beaming, yet evil pride at the creatures that existed inside of glass cylinders, floating around in green liquid and attached to machines outside of their cylinders by cables and tubes.  Despite the fact that each feature on each and every genetically altered creature in this lab was completely different, they were equally ferocious little beasts.  They had unparalleled speed, voracious fangs, horrifically sharp claws and a horrible appetite.


For plants.


They were the galaxy’s most ferocious herbivores, herbivores that possessed a certain blindness…and saw no difference between the plants…


…and the plant person.

Tree City.

“Yeah, they apparently do a lot of skateboarding here in the Tree City now,” Haohmaru told Lau, slithering towards a small park in the center of the city.  “Ever since the Phaser Six crash…”


Lau looked around at all of the different beings that were walking and playing in this park.  A Martian woman walked her pet, a small creature with white fur, duck feet and bat wings, who cocked its head back and forth before letting out a hearty ‘naggghh’.  A Neptunian man read a book while sitting on a park bench, under a tree, enjoying the scalding heat of the Venusian sun.


“If we’re gonna find that dino-dude,” Haohmaru continued.  “It’s gotta be here!”


Lau and Haohmaru slithered through this tranquil park, followed by their silent brother Scorpion, for a few hours before they became frustrated at their efforts to find the reptilian tree-boarder.  They watched other beings skateboard, small beings as well as adults, both on the beginners’ ramps and on the expert ‘half-pipes’.


When Lau and Scorpion decided to sit on one of the benches that surrounded the skate park, Haohmaru decided to get some skateboarding of his own done, pulling his skateboard out from a duffel bag, littered as it was with bumper stickers.  Being the expert skateboarder that he was, Haohmaru zipped back and forth on the half-pipes, the tunnels and the rails of the obstacle track, leaping into the air and doing tricks that amazed most of the other boarders that were there.  Haohmaru’s expertise inspired these boarders, sharpening their competitive edge and resulted in their showing off a lot more.


Since Haohmaru only has a tail…and no legs, the skate worm had to push his skateboard with his arms, but it made no mind to him.  He soon won over the crowd and soon, all onlookers were cheering him on.


“Not bad…” said a voice that Haohmaru heard behind him.  “…or was it just luck?”


Haohmaru was slightly alarmed by the expression that he saw on the faces of his brothers before he turned around slowly to see who had spoken this way to him.


Scorpion mouthed the words.  “It’s him!”


And there ‘he’ stood, pressing his left sneaker against a skateboard that had a skull painted on it.  A six-foot tall lizard, with green-skin, a long whip-like tail and spikes that ran all the way down his back.  He wore typical skateboarder’s garb, a bright-colored, slogan-bearing T-shirt, kneepads and a pair of shorts…along with a pendant that he wore around his neck, and pendant that looked like a blue seashell.


“Try challenging your skills against a skater like me,” the lizard spoke again.


“The Tree Boarder,” Haohmaru said, nodding with a confident smirk on his face.


“The pendant that those aliens were looking for,” Lau whispered to Scorpion, pointing at the breathtaking piece of jewelry that dangled from Dino-Mite’s neck.


“The name’s Dino-Mite,” the lizard replied, folding his arms.  “I wonder if you’d do so well skateboarding down Mortality Peak.”


Haohmaru heard gasps behind him.


“What’s Mortality Peak?”


“A rocky cliff that was converted with a few extra…challenges…rails, pipes…for the skater that really wants to test his limitations and his stamina,” Dino-Mite said.


Haohmaru folded his arms, sort of mocking the position that Dino-Mite was standing in just now.  His lip curled up.  “Bring it on!”


Dino-Mite chuckled as surrounding skaters created a buzz of excitement.  Dino-Mite was happy that his challenge had been found acceptable by the challenged.  This would truly be an enjoyable day.


There was quite a breathtaking view of the surrounding Venusian woodland from the top of ‘Mortality Peak’, especially at sunset, but Haohmaru’s eyes were more focused on the hill itself at the moment, the jagged rocks that he would soon be zipping past at breakneck speed and the various obstacles that he might not be able to see at the moment.


Haohmaru pressed the tip of his tail on the skateboard as Dino-Mite pressed his left foot against his board.  The Triton female that had been selected to start the race pointed her little ‘starting pistol’ directly up into the air and fired an ear-piercing shot.


Haohmaru started paddling the skateboard with his arms and Dino-Mite started pumping with his legs, so that both skateboarders went airborne, off the edge and their wheels hit the racetrack at the exactly same time.  Haohmaru was slightly taken aback at the acceleration of his board.  The wind ripped through the tails in the back of his eye mask as he swerved back and forth to avoid the boulders that protruded from the ground in the middle of the track.  Dino-Mite did a handstand on his skateboard during the smoother part of his ride, just to show off for the spectators at the top of the hill that could still see him.


“So, dude, remind me,” Lau said to Scorpion.  “Why is Haohmaru doing this?”


“Because he figures that, if we make friends with this skateboarding freak, it will be easier to get him to tell us about those dinosaur people that we saw on that ship.  He must know something about them.  I refuse to believe that his wearing that pendant that they were looking for is just a coincidence.  Haohmaru is using the mutual interest in skateboarding to help us find out more about him and his life and where he came from.”


“I see,” Lau said, before sarcastically adding.  “It all makes perfect sense now.”


Haohmaru thrilled the crowd by zipping across a rail on his board before hopping over a rock, through a pipe tunnel and down an intense incline.  During this incline, Haohmaru started to pass his reptilian opponent, who had stayed a few feet a head of him through this entire race.  Haohmaru swerved in between a series of potholes in the paved part of the hill and hopped over the last one, taking the lead quickly and without a single mistake.


He could hear the crowd cheering for him as he zipped past a diverse group of people who were watching from the sidelines.  This filled him with a sense of pride that he had to be careful would not affect his performance.  Peering off to the side, Haohmaru could see that Dino-Mite was gaining on him and coming up alongside him on the right.  Haohmaru’s focus on the incredible jump that was coming up ahead was only cracked slightly when Dino-Mite started swerving into Haohmaru, hitting the worm’s skateboard with his own.


“Hey!” Haohmaru shouted as the jump got closer and closer.  There was a small ramp right on the edge of an enormous chasm, a cliff drop of several hundred feet with jagged rocks at the bottom awaited any skater who made a mistake.  Realizing that he was about to make this jump too, Dino-Mite stopped trying to distract his opponent and prepared to perform this stunt himself.  His tail stood straight out behind him, accenting his balance and his arms did the same.  His padded knees were bent as his right arm reached down to grab the front of the board.  His position made his board accelerate as he approached the ramp.


Dino-Mite went airborne and he lifted his board away from his feet, to show off.  As he was about to land, he put his skateboard back where he found it and prepared to land and to receive the thunderous applause that is normally associated with doing an aerial stunt of this magnitude.


A split second before Dino-Mite was supposed to land, he was distracted as Haohmaru came down a lot harder and landed first, right below him, too close for comfort and zipped towards the next obstacle.  Dino-Mite, startled, started waving his arms about and struggled to regain the balance that he once had over his board.  When his wheels hit the ground, he started swerving and the attempt that he made to turn towards the left resulted in his wiping out, after moving at a considerable amount of speed.  Haohmaru heard the noises that Dino-Mite made when he skidded out of control and flipped over, rolling through the dirt, being painfully and consistently whacked and scraped by coarse gravel and jagged rocks.


Haohmaru stopped his board, applying pressure to the rear of the board and skidding to a turning stop.  It was only when he turned around that he saw Dino-Mite lying almost motionless in a pile and a cloud of dust.  Turning his head towards the right, Haohmaru laid eyes on the next obstacle that he was going to encounter, had he kept going.  Swinging blades, sparkling in the Venusian sun and looking razor sharp, left a small opening for the skateboarder every few seconds.


Haohmaru’s left eyebrow jerked itself upwards.  My god!  Was I really gonna go through that?  That is really stupid!  What was I thinking?

Haohmaru picked up his board and walked over towards Dino-Mite, finally lifting the skating dinosaur up onto his shoulder as the dinosaur groaned in pain.  Haohmaru carried him up a winding dirt road and across a bridge that would take him over the cliff that they had just jumped and back to the top of ‘Mortality Peak’.


Haohmaru took Dino-Mite to where Dr. Root Seedman was staying.


“I managed to get a good look at the rest of that track as we were leaving,” Lau told Root as his wife Rose was cleaning and bandaging the wounds of the daring lizard.  “There was another ramp with a bed of spikes underneath it.  There was this one area where motion-detecting robots shot poisonous darts at you and another where you hopped over a den of Venus Fly Traps.  I mean the rocks and the ramps that Haohmaru was skating past was child’s play compared to that.”


“Those guys at the skate park were saying that Dino-Mite was the only one who had skateboarded from the top to the bottom of ‘Mortality Peak’,” Haohmaru added.  “That mountainside had been tainted with the blood and littered with the severed body parts of those who had tried.  This dino-man must have incredible reflexes…or know how to cheat somehow.”


Root shuddered at the thought.  “You kids know that I was never much into sports, but putting yourself in that kind of danger seems pointless to me.”


“Believe me, Dr. Seedman,” Haohmaru replied.  “I would have never even accepted that challenge if I knew that the track ran those kinds of risks.  I like adrenaline, god knows, but that was ridiculous.”


“Good to hear,” Root said, putting one of his vines on Haohmaru’s shoulder and smiling at his dear young friend.


“I’m glad you’re okay,” said Daisy Seedman, who had just handed her mother something to drink, as she gave Haohmaru a hug.


Young Daisy Seedman walked over to Dino-Mite and lifted the blue crystal pendant off of his chest.  It was still around his neck, but she lifted it up so that she could look at it better.  It’s pretty, she thought as she gazed and got lost into its shiny, mirror-like abyss.  Too pretty for a male to wear.

It was only two hours later that Dino-Mite woke up, moaning in terrible pain from his injuries, cradling his bandages and moving very slowly.


“Be careful,” instructed Dr. Seedman.  “You had a pretty bad fall, my friend.”


“Dude!” was all that Dino-Mite could think of to say as he slowly sat up.  “What happened?”


“Wipe out.” Daisy replied.


“Wow,” Dino-Mite replied, rubbing his back.  “First time for everything, I suppose.”  He smirked lightly before wincing, still in a lot of pain.  He checked to see if the blue seashell pendant was still hanging around his neck and seemed contented that it was.


“That’s quite a dazzling piece of jewelry,” Daisy said to Dino-Mite.


“Thanks,” he replied.  “I’ve had it for as long as I can remember.  My stepparents said that they found me in a really small spaceship with this around my neck.  It’s the only thing that I have left from my birth parents.  I was adopted.”


“Really?” Dr. Seedman replied.


“Yeah,” Dino-Mite said.  “I landed on this planet only a few years after Phaser Six crashed here.  I was very young when that happened and a family of Tree People raised me.  I’ve lived on this planet, in this city, my entire life.  I don’t even know what planet I come from originally.”


“My goodness,” Root said, pressing one of his vines up against his chin.


Okay, so maybe this dinosaur doesn’t know anything about those lizards that abducted our van, but he is definitely the one they are looking for, Haohmaru thought to himself.  Whatever planet he is from, they can’t be from this galaxy, otherwise, Root would have recognized them.  But what would make those aliens come all this way just for a pendant?  What is that thing?

It was only a few hours later that the Seedman family was headed back to civilization, the two thirds of their planet that consisted of plant people cities and not woodland, tree houses, peace, serenity and loving serenity.  Daisy and Rose were sitting in the hatchback hovercraft as Root loaded the remainder of their luggage into the trunk, sitting on the lid of this trunk so that he could make sure that it closed properly.  With a click, Root knew that his work was done.


His mutant worm friends were going to stay in the Tree City for about a week more before their tour and interviews.  Now, they were hanging out with their new friend Dino-Mite, by playing a game with him that might very well be referred to as ‘skateboard basketball’.


Skateboard basketball is played on a skateboarding half-pipe that has a basketball net on either side of it.  Players zip past each other, trying to steal the ball from one another or pass it to one of their teammates.  Because of the size of the half-pipe, this game could not be played here by more than four beings, two-on-two.  Haohmaru and Dino-Mite played against Lau and Scorpion.  Lau and Scorpion were the two that did not catch onto this game quite as fast as their brother, so their team got absolutely walloped on the half-pipe.  Haohmaru and Dino-Mite were the ones zipping up the ramp at absolutely ludicrous speeds and slam dunking the ball into the net, finally hanging from the rim and taunting the opposing team before dropping back down.  Lau and Scorpion could not quite coordinate their skateboarding efforts with the effort that it took to shoot the ball into the basket, despite being good at each one of those skills individually.


Daisy was slouched in the back seat of her father’s hovercraft along with quite a few suitcases.  She had earphones on her ears and was listening to some music while looking at the covers of the various CD’s that she had brought along with her for the ride.  She was trying to decide what to listen to next.


Traffic was horrible on the San Broccoli Tunnel.  Plant people were honking and shaking their vines, leaning out the windows of their hovercrafts to curse at their fellow drivers while honking their horns.  None of this commotion even came close to waking young Daisy, who had fallen fast asleep at one point in this three-hour ride home from their family vacation.


“See, this is why I like the Tree City.  This is the most perfect example that I can think of right now,” Root said, nudging the accelerator lever, swerving into another lane with the joystick.  Root cut off a hovering trailer transport that slammed on its brakes.  He zipped into a small alleyway, the Venus Square exit, finally getting away from the traffic jam that had consumed an extra fifteen minutes of his time than was incredibly necessary.


It was only then that Dr. Root Seedman could see the sky.  At least, he would have been able to if the entire city of San Broccoli had not been engulfed in a state of dark shadow by a giant ship called ‘Salvation’.


“What the-” Rose voiced as Root just stared blankly up at the sky.  Strangely, it was this new eerie silence, not the constant honking and hollering from the tunnel and freeway that woke their daughter up.


“Cool!” was all that she could think of to say once she saw the ship.


Root proceeded through the now foggy streets of San Broccoli, only dimly lit by a few street lamps.  A shiver ran up his stem and branched up to each and every one of the petals on top of his head when he saw that the streets were bare.  No hovercrafts.  Not a single solitary soul was outside right now, in the normally hustling and bustling business district.  Businesses seemed abandoned.  No lights inside.  No plant or cactus people anywhere, with the exception of one homeless guy that Rose saw curled up next to a nice warm urine-filled dumpster.  Rose reached over and touched her husband’s vine, trying to keep calm for the sake of their daughter.


“Where is everybody, dad?” asked Daisy.  Her question was met by silence from both of her parents.


Looking up at the tops of these skyscrapers, Root saw what now existed where the advertisements once did.  It was a clock, ticking down…to something.


62:56:12…62:56:11…62:56:10…


“Sixty two hours, fifty-six minutes and eight seconds,” Root whispered under his breath before letting out a deep sigh.


Daisy was the only one out of the three of them that noticed the giant picture of the blue seashell pendant that was only on one of the many video billboards that topped off the skyscrapers in Venus Square.  Daisy did not say anything out loud, but secretly wondered whether or not this could be the same pendant that she had seen and admired around the neck of Dino-Mite.


Looking ahead of him in the road, Root watched countless four-foot tall creatures in the middle of the road, running through the dense layer of fog.  Some of them held their spikes and their tails at a balanced and ready-to-strike position while others hunched over with their lanky fingers and sharp claws dragging against the pavement.  Some of them leapt into the air and hung from street lamps while others were content in charging towards the first car that they had seen in a good long while with their fang-filled mouths drooling slime.


Root wrapped his vine around the joystick and flew into the nearest alley that he could find, keeping the craft flying at a 45-degree angle so that he could fit through this small space.  These creatures started running after this car, no doubt attracted to the sound of Rose’s screaming.  Daisy had her seatbelt fastened, but now she attempted to make sure that the suitcases in the backseat did not topple onto her as the craft swerved violently.  A few beasts grabbed onto the trunk with their claws, making indentations and even biting small holes in the metal.  Root started slamming his hovercraft against the brick walls on either side of this alley, trying to shake these ferocious little creatures off his car.


Speeding back onto the next road that he came to, Root peered into his rear view mirror and could not see any more vicious little gremlins clinging to his vehicle.  Most of them had been scraped off as a green streak on the red brick wall in the alley and Root could see one last one lying dead in the street.


“Is everybody okay?” Root asked.


“Yeah,” Rose replied, in between gasping for air.


Daisy was okay too, stacking the suitcases next to her nice and neat like they were before.  Root took off down the street and headed for their home.


He wanted some answers.


When Dr. Seedman got to his apartment building, he cringed in terror when he saw that the entire building, like most others on this street, was in shambles, creating a terrifying and horrible scene.  Windows were broken.  More than one fire had been started and Root could see a group of green beasts feasting on the leafy body of one plant person.  Without a doubt, there were others that had been dragged into the alley nearby.


Root managed to throw his dented hovercraft into full reverse and get away from that horrible scene quite quickly.


Seeing the apartment building that they lived in being burned to the ground reminded Root of the last time this had happened to him.  During the riots that were all a part of the rule of the malevolent Emperor Weed, revolutionist gang member cactuses had attacked the only home that he knew with hand grenades.  He ran through the war torn streets with the only things in his possession that meant anything to him at the time…his science experiments and his pet worms.  Now, the only people in the world that meant anything to him were in this car and his pet worms were back in the Tree City.
Root looked into his rear view mirror and could see that his tough-like-her-mother daughter was trying very hard to get a handle on the moment, looking back at their home, trying not to cry.


Rose calmly asked her husband where they were going now.


“The only place that I can think of,” was the only answer that Mrs. Seedman got.


Within the next forty-five minutes, Root’s family had managed to park their car in an old abandoned parking lot and throw open a heavy sewer manhole cover.  They started trudging through the sewers using the lamps that they had brought to the Tree City for their camping trip.


“How far away is this lair?” Rose asked, pulling various personal items out of the rear hatch of their hovercraft.


“Less than a mile,” Root replied, slipping a backpack on his back and watching his daughter follow his example.  “This is where the worms used to park their hover van, in a small cave, over there, next to those bushes.  That was before they built a place for it in their lair.”


Daisy heard a noise and quickly jerked her head around and eyeballed some bushes for a little while to see what was happening.  She saw no motion and heard no more noise, so when her heart stopped pounding out of her stem, she continued to grab whatever she could out of the family vehicle.


Daisy was the first one to drop into the sewers and soon, she and her parents were trekking through the sewers, towards the long-since-abandoned lair of their worm friends.


“How are we supposed to get in touch with the worms?” Rose asked, stepping through a thick wall that was made completely of cobwebs.


“They all have cellular message transmitters, but the call won’t make it all the way to the Tree City,” Root said.  “I’ll have to go back there.”


Once hiding silently and motionless behind a cluster of bushes, one of the gremlins had managed to drop into the sewers and slowly follow the Seedman family without making one hint of another noise.  Reaching up to its neck with a long and pointy claw, the gremlin activated a computer chip on the collar that he was wearing.  There was no beep, only the steady and consistent flashing of a very small light.


Soon after that, the Seedman family was rummaging through what would be their new home for the time being, clearing the area of cobwebs and rummaging whatever the mutant worms had left behind when they joined the cast of ‘Dookiemon’.  Everything that they found was dingy and dirty, caked with a layer of dirt that was at least an inch thick.


Dr. Seedman heard a faint noise and turned to the hallway that led into this sewer den.  The door, camouflaged to look like it was part of the wall, was cracked open and Root could see many lanky shadows moving around in the slimy tunnels beyond the hideout.  Root ran over to the door and slammed it shut, pulling back a lever that locked that door.


Incessant, rapid-fire pounding started seconds later, alarming Root’s wife and daughter.  The door rattled and the old rusty hinges started buckling.  Looking around desperately for something with which to defend himself and his family, Dr. Seedman saw all of the martial arts weapons that the worms had hanging on their walls.  He ran over to that wall and pulled four weapons off of that wall, two katana blades and two pitchfork-style lances, gripping one weapon in each of his chemically enhanced vines.


“There is a tunnel in the rear portion of this lair that the worms used to drive their van through,” Root told his wife, standing in the middle of the sewer lair and holding his weapons in a threatening manner.  “It leads to the outskirts.  Take Daisy and go.”


“Not without you, dad!” Daisy replied.


Root heard the first of four hinges snap like a twig.


“You have time to leave,” Rose said.  “You can’t defend yourself against that.”


Another hinge snapped, dangling off of the door as Root turned back to look at his family.


“GO!” he screamed.  “GO NOW!!!”


The girls started running and two seconds later; the door fell down with a SPLAT, as it fell into the slime that lined the floor of the worms’ old home.  Gremlin after gremlin flooded into the sewer den and Root started to fend them off with every skillful thrust of his weapon, with all four vines at once, chopping them in half with every swipe, hacking off their heads with each strike and piercing their scaly bodies with the prongs of the pointy lance.


When the last of these ferocious little beasts had been lopped in half, Dr. Seedman was hurled backwards by a laser beam that came from the hallway and hit him, completely out of the blue, unexpectedly.  He hit a brick wall, dropped his four weapons and slumped to the floor.


When Root managed to pick his head up, he saw the long-necked dinosaur named Spike-Dar walking into the lair, holding a small device in his hand and being followed by two gun-wielding ankylosauruses.  This device had a screen and quite a few wires coming out of it.


“This plant man was just seen coming out of the forest area that covers one third of this planet…with two others,” Spike-Dar said.  “Luckily, we were able to track him.  We detected no radio waves in that portion of the planet, so we assumed that there was no civilization there either.”  Spike-Dar took one of the wires and after gripping the plug with his scaly fingers, slid that plug into the small outlet that he had in the back of his neck, in a small portion of his body that was made of plastic.  “They must be very primitive.  I shall see what they are like momentarily.”


Spike-Dar pressed a red button in the middle of the button console that resulted in Spike-Dar receiving a blast that went right into his head.  He cringed and let out a groan as his knees buckled for a few seconds before the machine stopped and Spike-Dar felt okay once again.  Closing his eyes slightly, Spike-Dar let his mind wander through the most recent memories that had floated through the head of Dr. Root Seedman.


He saw Root’s family and some of the things that he and his family had done together on their vacation to the Tree City.


“This being’s name is Dr. Rootbine Grassbert Seedman.  He is forty-two years old.  He enjoys reading and is fascinated by the various sciences.  The reason that he has four vines while every other member of his species has two is because of an experiment that he conducted over twenty years ago to make his original two vines stronger.  He lives in an apartment right here in this city with his wife, Rose Stemm Seedman, a former Venusian army agent and their thirteen-year-old daughter Daisy,” Spike-Dar spoke out loud.  “He works at a facility that tests drinking water and divides his time between his job and being a father figure to his own daughter as well as three mutant worms named Haohmaru, Lau and Scorpion, whom he has raised as sons for many years and who now have a very successful career as popular rock musicians.”


“Who…” Root pressed his vines against the slimy ground, trying to get up.  “…are you?”


“Never mind who I am,” Spike-Dar stated sarcastically, smirking an evil grin as one of his ankylosaurus’ hit Root in the head with the barrel of his gun.  “I’m just getting to know who you are!”


Spike-Dar knew everything that Root knew and had seen and thought for the past month or so.  Closing his eyes, the former Cretacian watched everything that Root had seen, including his encounters with the so-called ‘Tree Boarder’, the lizard named Dino-Mite.


He saw the pendant.  He knew that the worms were still in the Tree City and that they would be ‘crashing’ with the one that Spike-Dar referred to as ‘The Last Son of Cretacia’.


Spike-Dar’s mouth showed its rounded teeth and the brontosaurus smiled.


“He’s living in that Tree City!”


Spike-Dar could not help but laugh.


Face first in the subterranean sludge, Dr. Seedman was dragged off by the two ankylo-guards.


Spike-Dar had work to do.


When the gremlins ran out of the city, the billboards all changed back to normal and the power was returned to the city of San Broccoli, everyone was, needless to say, relieved, despite the lingering doubt lurking in the back of their minds of why this sudden change was occurring.  ‘Salvation’ floated away from the city of San Broccoli and was out of sight within minutes.


“I don’t think love should be confined to, like, members of one alien race,” Dino-Mite told Haohmaru, leaning back in a beanbag chair and sipping on a nice tall glass of punch that was made from the juice of the Jalopy fruit.  Wrapping his puckered lips around the straw, Dino-Mite took a nice long refreshing sip as the heat from the Venusian sun beat down on him relentlessly.  “I mean, I think meaningful relationships can be had with intelligent beings of all known species.  You might have to work a little harder to breach cultural and language barriers, but most meaningful things involve a little work, don’t they?”


The Jujitsu Worms were among the guests at a small party that Dino-Mite was having in his home, his small and intimate tree loft, the walls of which were littered with posters of bands from many different planets.  Music was playing and beings were dancing.  Dino-Mite had just pointed out a boy Saturnian and a female Mercurian that were dancing together.  Two Martians, a Jupiterian and a Triton were sitting on the wooden floor, playing a board game while a Tree Dweller and a Neptunian played cards.


“You mean, like a romantic relationship?” Haohmaru asked, finishing his Mercurian beer.  “Dude, I don’t think that would work.  A friendship, absolutely.  Being raised by someone of another race, it worked for me and my brothers, but not a love thing.”


“Why not?” Dino-Mite asked.  “Opposites attract.  Good communication is essential to any relationship and having a girlfriend from the other side of the galaxy forces you to have good communication skills just to understand her before you can even fall in love.  Whereas, if you are dating someone and you come from the same place and speak the same language in more ways than one…you can sort of read each others minds or you think you can and you don’t talk as much.  That’s how miscommunications happen.”


“Okay, I realize that this is not the most important thing in a meaningful relationship,” Lau added.  “But what about…y’know…intimacy.”


“Physical intimacy?” Dino-Mite slouched some more.  “See, that’s the thing…relationship experts all over the galaxy will tell you that the biggest problem that people have in their relationships is that they focus more on getting than giving to the other person and in a relationship where there is supposed to be caring and love, that becomes an enormous hindrance to what both participants may be honestly striving to achieve.  If a relationship between two intelligent members of different alien species honestly has the communication and the give-and-take that it is supposed to have, I don’t see how those kinds of activities could give them any sort of a problem.”


The midday sun vanished and caused terror and alarm to sweep through the Tree City.  Dino-Mite looked up and saw ‘Salvation’ slowly making its way over the city in the trees.


The worms looked at each other and then they looked at Dino-Mite.  They knew that they had to get him to safety.  Grabbing his left arm, they pulled him towards a wooden bridge, telling them that they would explain everything on the way.


They sought an audience with the Grand Elder of the Tree City.


Thweek.


Thweek was one of the first ones who saw the ship, for his quarters are one of few in the city that are high enough to see the outskirts.


“The ship is going back over the outskirts,” Thweek stated.


“Reports indicate that they have encamped armies, sir,” squeaked one of his assistants, standing with four others in a small huddled mass of royal helpers.  “The city is surrounded.”


“This has not happened in our recorded history,” Thweek said, stroking the fur under his chin as he contemplated his options and his terror.  “Only in the legends about the Venusian Revolution.”


The doors to the Grand Elder’s quarters were thrown open just then.


“Your Majesty,” said an elderly Tree Person named Thwip, holding the door open with his cane as the Nightcrawling Mutant Jujitsu Worms walked in behind Dino-Mite.  “These beings claim that they know what is going on here and have offered their assistance.”


“Well, I could certainly use any help that you could spare, my friends,” Thweek replied.  “May I ask how you acquired said information?”


A miniature spaceship that had a lens protruding from it interrupted Thweek’s words as it swooped into his quarters.  A hologram that shined from the lens showed the Grand Elder a picture of the very seashell that Dino-Mite was wearing.  A voice that protruded from this ‘holographic message pod’ told all who listened to its message that the Tree City would be destroyed if this pendant was not delivered to the surrounding armies in two hours.


The countdown began.


2:00:00…1:59:59…1:59:58…


Thweek looked at Dino-Mite and immediately saw the pendant.  Dino-Mite took that pendant into his hand and clamped it there with an enclosed fist as Scorpion grabbed the floating message pod and smashed into a billion pieces on the Grand Elder’s floor.


“Holy Sequoia!” Dino-Mite exclaimed.  “You worms were right!”


“Yeah,” Scorpion said.  “What is that thing anyway?  Why would they travel across galaxies for that?”


“I don’t know,” Dino-Mite replied.  “This pendant is not made from very expensive material.”  Squinting, Dino-Mite glared inside of the pendant and looked at the incredibly small, rolled up piece of parchment inside.  “Unless…what they want is inside.”


“So, basically, if you give them that little trinket, those dino-dudes leave us alone, right?” Haohmaru said.


“Theoretically, yes, assuming that they aren’t lying,” Thweek answered.  “It is against our charter, our constitution, as Grand Elder of the Tree City to make our lizard friend here hand over the pendant if he does not want to.  In doing so, I would be infringing on personal rights and spitting on the Holy Tree Charter itself, which is clearly in favor of the defense of the innocent, not catering to terrorists.  I only suggest that you make your decision quickly so that I can make arrangements to defend that decision as quickly as possible.”


“Wow,” Lau said, an immediate smile spread across his face.  “What a cool politician!”


“We don’t know what’s in here,” Dino-Mite said, gently tapping the pendant.  “And I don’t intend to break it open just to find out.  It could be something that would be very dangerous in the hands of someone who would threaten to destroy an entire city of tree dwellers just to possess it, like those evil dudes up there.”


“On the other hand, those beings look an awful lot like you and they could be from the planet that you come were born on,” Scorpion replied.  “Haven’t you ever dreamed of learning where you came from?”


“Sometimes,” Dino-Mite replied.  “But family isn’t about whose blood you have or where you come from, it’s about who you care about.  I would think that not being on my planet of origin and not knowing my biological parents would be a lot harder if I remembered them and remembered being torn away from them, but since I never knew it, I just sort of grew into the person that I am today without it and I don’t really feel a need to recapture something I lost.  Some people grow up in big houses, some people grow up living in apartments and some kids have fathers while other kids don’t.  You might be curious about what something is like, but if you learn to cope, you don’t really need that.”


“So…” Lau said.


“The only thing I need to know that I had parents that loved me is this pendant,” Dino-Mite replied.  “And there is no way that anyone’s taking it away from me.”  Dino-Mite turned to Grand Elder Thweek.  “Not without a fight.”


“Delicious,” Thweek replied, clapping his furry hands together.  “Follow me.”


It was just then that Thweek walked over to a bookcase and gently tilted one of the books.  This book was not an actual book, but rather a secret switch that made a small compartment in the floor slide open, revealing a flight of stairs.


“How original,” Scorpion remarked, rolling his eyes back in his head.


Thweek walked down those stairs and was followed by three of his personal assistants, along with Dino-Mite and his mutant worm friends.


The staircase was long and spiraled down for what seemed like miles and miles, illuminated by torches, right down the middle of the enormous tree that the Grand Elder lived in the top of.


Meanwhile, seconds before Scorpion had smashed it, the lens of the holographic message pod transmitted a visual up to the ‘Salvation’ ship.  Although Spike-Dar had intended this pod to relay his demands to the leader of the Tree City, he was elated to learn that he had inadvertently killed two birds with one stone.


There, standing with his three worm friends, was Dino-Mite, wearing the pendant that Spike-Dar sought.


“There it is!” exclaimed Spike-Dar, lifting up his round head at the end of his extended neck before beginning to cackle.  “At last!”


Spike-Dar turned to look at a few of his ankylo-guards and gave them a simple, but firm instruction before activating some technical equipment that he had at his disposal.


“Bring me…the plant man!”


“For centuries, our city has existed deep in this forest with little or no interference from the busier world of the plant people,” Thweek explained as he walked down these many stairs.  “It was only about fifteen years ago, when our world was visited by the inhabitants of Phaser Six and later by the junk-dealing space pirates, that our planet had any concept of the effect that the outside world and those from other worlds could have on our own.  We knew that we had to prepare, to defend ourselves, the day would come, it was as inevitable as the always reliable sunset.”


The staircase led them to an elevator, allowing them to descend the rest of the tree in much greater speed and comfort.


“Luckily, our new influx of immigrants from Phaser Six gave us connections on so many different worlds that allowed us to better prepare ourselves for any problems that we may face.  The only challenge was to keep that in the Tree City which has made us special for so very long, the peace and the simplicity that we have come to rely upon and maybe even need.”


The doors to the elevator opened.  Dino-Mite and the worms both gasped at what they saw in this underground area.


Row after row of “fighter ships”, glistening under the illumination of the lights that were turned with the flick of a switch, stood majestically in this “big shiny cave”.


“Whoa!” was all that Dino-Mite could think of to say.


“Luckily, the space station is hovering over the dinosaur army now and not over the Tree City,” Lau remarked.  “We shoot it down over the city, we destroy ourselves.  We blow it up over them, we turn one dangerous falling object into many, increasing our attack.”


The Grand Elder walked into the underground bunker and began to explain about the secret army that they have been keeping a secret from the other inhabitants of the Tree City, for fear of alarming them.


“Precautions must be taken, but we were desperate to keep the illusion of the tranquility that we enjoyed before,” Thweek remarked, bowing his head in a somber way.  “So much evil in the solar system.  So much evil.”


Thweek turned around and the only people that he saw were his three personal assistants, who had looks on their faces that constituted surprise.  They jerked their heads around as though they were looking for something.  Dino-Mite, Lau, Haohmaru and Scorpion were gone.


“Where did they go?” Thweek asked.


“Gone!” was the only reply that the Grand Elder received.  “Into thin air.”


They went from standing in the middle of an underground bunker filled with fighter jets to standing in the middle of a gigantic dirt circle, similar to the coliseum from which the Jujitsu Worms had attempted to rescue their father figure once before.  Grandstands that had very few occupied seats surrounded them.  The spectators were scattered about.  Those seats were occupied by the same dinosaur beings that the worms had encountered on their way to this planet.


There was an awed hush as Spike-Dar walked out onto a platform and spoke to his guests.


“Welcome,” he said, holding his arms out.


Out of the corner of his eye, Scorpion could see about six ankylosaurus guards, wielding spears, inching in on them, trying to create a circle around the dinosaur and the worms.


“You don’t know how long I have waited to meet you, my son,” Spike-Dar said, addressing the reptile.


“I’m not your son, Long Neck,” Dino-Mite replied, holding up a fist that had the seashell pendant inside of it.  “And you can have this pendant, when you pry it from my cold dead fingers.”


Haohmaru leaned forward and started whispering some concerns of his to his brother Lau.  “Um, excuse me, this is probably a bad time to point this out, but we haven’t really practiced our jujitsu skills…at all…in almost three years now.”


“I know,” Lau replied.


“And our weapons are either in storage back on the Dookiemon cube or back on the walls at our lair,” Scorpion added.


“I know.”


“You sadden me deeply, Son of Quar-Too,” Spike-Dar said.  He watched the left eyebrow of Dino-Mite raise and knew that the lizard’s attention had been captured.  “Yes, that was the name of your father.  The father who gave you that pendant before smuggling you off of our planet in the small egg-pod and who created the formula that we seek…to power this ship…for the prolonging of our race, the final remnants of the planet Cretacia, a world long since extinct.”


Dino-Mite looked into the pendant and at the rolled up piece of parchment inside.  The instructions were written in a language that Dino-Mite did not understand.


“What happened to my father?”


“He did not make it off the planet,” Spike-Dar said.  “He wanted so desperately to save as many people as he could, but at the time, our planet was filled with pious, squabbling zealots who, unfortunately, held ultimate power.  Now, we are all that is left and our quest to find another planet that will fully support dinosaur life has taken longer than we previously anticipated.  We need that formula to power our hyper drive so that we may check other galaxies.”


“Look, maybe, if you, like…talk to the Grand Elder in the Tree City, he might be able to help you out,” Dino-Mite said.  “I mean, the creatures that live in that city have these philosophies and hospitality is the closest thing that they have to a religion there.  You scan that forest for life forms and you will see the result of hospitality and the integration of many different beings that have been accepted into the Tree City culture.  There is really no need for you to threaten anyone to acquire this pendant…nor is there any need for you to search any longer for a place to stay.  The Tree People have even gone so far as to build more tree houses to accommodate the growth of their city and I don’t see why they won’t do the same for you if you apologize for threatening them and explain your situation.  I’ve lived on this planet for fifteen years and if you’re members of the same race, I don’t see how you couldn’t survive here too.”


The dinosaurs in the stands began speaking amongst themselves.


“We seek a planet where we can be in control,” Spike-Dar replied, clenching his teeth together.  “We were a once proud race.  We do not wish to be catered to by furry…”


Scorpion’s lightning fast reflexes resulted in his grabbing the spear of an ankylo-guard that he caught trying to poke Dino-Mite with his spear.  He twisted the spear out of the guard’s hand, knocking the ankylosaurus to the ground and using that spear to block the blows of three additional spears that were swung his way within the next second.


Well, Scorpion’s still got it, Haohmaru thought to himself, impressed.


“Beggars can’t be choosers,” Lau shouted up to Spike-Dar.  “You said it yourself, your race will die.  Don’t let your narcissism…”


Spike-Dar held up his hand and waved it such a way that it was a signal to his ankylosaurus guards to back away from the angry worm with the spear.


“The Tree City is a fully functional peaceful society,” Dino-Mite stated.  “No one is enslaved there…not the way you are enslaved to this power shortage now!”


“Enough!” barked Spike-Dar.  “Our lack of resources has not dulled our control.  If you will not give me what I seek…I will take it.  Both that formula…and… entertainment!”


Giant doors on the other side of the coliseum swung open and out of those doors came vines that slithered alongside the walls of the coliseum and pushed up against them, allowing the head of a creature to poke out.  This creature’s head bore gigantic petals that swayed back and forth with the motions of this odd looking creature, who glided across the dirt with the strange fluid motions of his vines, bobbing his gigantic head back and forth.


Scorpion, being the only worm that had acquired a weapon, twirled that weapon and stared up at this strange mutant with a ferocious determination.  He instructed his brother and their friend to “take cover”.


They turned to run in the other direction, only to be stopped in their tracks by the ankylosaurus guards that threatened them with their spears.  Lau, Haohmaru and Dino-Mite found themselves backed up against a wall.


Scorpion ducked a few of the vines that this giant plant swung at him before one such vine just burst out of the ground and was slashed at by the jujitsu worm.  The spearhead pierced right through the vine and the remainder of that vine hit the dirt in a puddle of green goo.  Another vine that swung his way was pierced by the spear and brought to the ground before a third vine wrapped around Scorpion’s neck.


“You know what to do, right?” Lau whispered to Haohmaru, staring down the razor sharp spears of their dinosaur oppressors.


“Yeah, Lau,” Haohmaru replied.  “I remember.”


“This is horrible!” shouted Dino-Mite, trapped with his worm friends.  “I am completely out of my league here.”


“Those shells look pretty tough,” Lau added.  “Get under them.”


“I remember, Lau,” Haohmaru replied.  “Geez.”


“I’m a skateboarder, not a ninja.”


In unison, both Lau and Haohmaru jumped over the heads of two of these short dinosaurs, grabbing the spears and elbowing the ankylosauruses in the back of the head.  The handles of these spears popped out of the claws of the guards and the worms now held them in a relaxed, ready position, backing away from the guards.


“Like riding a bike,” Haohmaru remarked, twirling his spear with style.


Scorpion was being dragged through the dirt towards a gaping hole in the bottom of the monster’s stem, a gaping hole with small but sharp teeth.  More vines reached out and tried to grab him, pulling him closer and closer to this mouth.  Scorpion started hacking at these vines with his spear, severing them in a disgusting display of green goo and causing more vines to appear, grappling for his neck, arms and tail.


Lau and Haohmaru disarmed many more of Spike-Dar’s ankylosaurus muscle heads with the powerful and strategic martial arts prowess that had made them a force to be reckoned with as superheroes, bounty hunters and wrestlers, spinning the spears about their persons with flawless speed and incredible flow.  The guards’ spears stuck into the dirt around them as they were slapped in the face with the tails of the mid-air flipping mutant worms, tumbling unconscious to the earth at their feet.  Haohmaru picked a spear up out of the ground and hurled that spear through the air at the monster that was wrestling with Scorpion.  He picked up other spears, Lau followed his example and the result was that quite a few of the monster’s vines were pinned to the ground.  Scorpion was able to get up off of the ground and get back to slithering around on his tail.  For every vine that was either chopped off or pinned to the ground, two more appeared from this monster and attacked the three spear-wielding mutant worms.


“This will be a day long remembered,” Spike-Dar said to himself.  There was no one within earshot.  “We are being entertained for the first time in years and this day will end with us acquiring the pendant of Quar-Too.”


Working as a team, the jujitsu worms fended off more and more of the monster’s attacking whip-like vines with their spears.  Spike-Dar could tell that his mutant creation was becoming weaker and weaker by the second.  Its petals drooped down and its reactions to the attacks of the mutant worms were becoming slower and slower by the second.


Lau watched Scorpion storm closer and closer to the thick stem of this monster that towered over them with his spear gripped tightly over his head.  He slithered past the wiggling appendages of this monster and took an incredible leap and an incredible swipe with his spear, screaming all the way.


Scorpion landed back on his tail and looked upwards, only to see his spear sticking out of a gaping wound in the monster’s stem, spewing a sticky green slime in every conceivable direction like a water fountain.  The monster’s small fang-filled mouth let out a surprisingly squeaky scream as it shrunk back, covering that mouth with its vines, bowing its petals and sliding backwards.


Haohmaru was surprised to hear the dinosaurs in the surrounding grandstands applauding.  Lau slithered over to the fallen monster and scratched his head, puzzled that many of the monster’s vines and petals were shrinking as was the monster itself.  The monster grew eyes and legs and began to look more and more like the plant people that inhabited the vast majority of planet Venus.


The plant man began to cough, cradling with his vine the horrible wound that had been given to him by the crazed worm.  Scorpion covered his face with his hands and immediately began to scream.  Tears fell from his eyes as he swelled with rage, beating his chest with his fists.  Both Lau and Haohmaru dropped their weapons when they laid eyes on what remained of their lifelong mentor and friend.


“Curse you!” Scorpion screamed, picking up the spears that Lau and Haohmaru had dropped and charging the ankylosauruses that had surrounded Dino-Mite, preparing to take him into custody.  “You killed him!”


Two more ankylosauruses jumped on top of him from nowhere, disarmed him, gave him a black eye and stood on top of his body with their spears pointed at his head and their boots on his neck.


Lau reached down and took one of Dr. Root Seedman’s vines into his hands.  Root did not say anything.  He only let out a few groans before his eyes closed and his head nodded backwards, hitting the sand and laying there motionless.


“I hope that this proves to you that Cretacians are not to be underestimated,” Spike-Dar said to Lau just then.  He turned to his guards and pointed at Dino-Mite.  “Bring me that pendant.”


The ankylo-guards grabbed Dino-Mite’s arms.


A small portion of the grandstands in this coliseum exploded, sending the dinosaurs that were sitting there flying down to the arena floor in a trail of grey smoke.  Bullet holes burst blood vessels in the necks of both of the guards that imprisoned Dino-Mite and Scorpion.  These ankylosauruses dropped to the floors as a group of diversified creatures came through the doors that the plant monster had come through, as well as from the ceiling on ropes.  They all had guns and they all opened fire on any and all dinosaurs that they saw.


Most of this army consisted of Tree People while a few other species were represented as well.  One member of this crew was a Venusian plant person who stopped to stare at the mangled corpse of Dr. Root Seedman before dropping to her knees and letting out a screaming cry.  Lau recognized her even before Rose Seedman pulled off her mask.  The other members of her team ushered Dino-Mite and the worms out of the coliseum.


Rose pulled out her rifle and started to fire balls of blistering flame into the crowd, pumping the handle and screaming, “DIE, YOU REPTILIAN BUTTHEADS!!!”


“We have our ships attached to this space station with magnets,” one Tree Person explained to Haohmaru.  “The magnets disrupted the force field and the other security features, allowing us to sneak in.”


Scorpion saw Rose pulling grenades off of her belt and hurling them into the audience, dismembering many dinosaurs with each and every explosion.


The plan was to get Dino-Mite and the worms out of the space station.  That was it, but seeing her husband dead at her feet had wiped all sense of reason from her mind.  Killing him had done the same for Scorpion, so they began to share these grenades.  Scorpion threw them as well, pulling the pin out with his teeth and blowing fleeing Cretacians and their stadium to smithereens.


“We have to get out of here,” another Tree Person screamed.  Lau and Haohmaru led Rose and Scorpion out of the coliseum, up a series of ladders and into the ships that they had come here in.


Spike-Dar ran back to the bridge of his ship and, after pressing a series of buttons that activated the radio system, started screaming orders to the armies that were on the ground, surrounding the City of the Tree People.


“ATTACK!”


On the way back to the Tree City, the worms were informed that the smaller ships with the more powerful weaponry were back at the bunker and that they were ready for their full attack.


“You have enough beings to fly all of those ships?” asked Scorpion.


“Um, no, I think we have a few left,” replied a Tree Person named Thork.


“I want to fly one,” Scorpion said.


“Me too,” added Rose.  “I have over two decades of military training under my belt…and I want to fossilize those freaks!”


“I have a pilot’s license,” Dino-Mite chimed in.  “And I feel somewhat responsible for all of this insanity, I mean, they were after me.”


“I want to help too,” Haohmaru chimed in.


“That makes five of us,” Lau said.


Back at the bunker, Thweek wheeled a wooden crate towards the worms, Dino-Mite and Rose.


“I think this would be a perfect time to test out the invention that Dr. Seedman and I were working on together a few years back,” Thweek said, pulling out a crowbar and prying the crate open.


The front part of the crate fell open, revealing a shiny metal robot that immediately made its way out of the crate.  This robot was shaped like a worm and had a tail that moved back and forth, propelling the robot across the ground.


This robot looked suspiciously like a shinier member of the ‘Nightcrawling Mutant Jujitsu Worms’.  It had arms, eyes and arms, along with a black eye mask and a small weapon that was attached to a holster on his belt.


“Wow!” Lau exclaimed.  “It’s a Robo-Worm!”


Robo-Worm pulled the small weapon off of his belt.  The belt looked sort of like a handlebar on a bicycle and when this robot turned the small knob, a three-foot long laser beam protruded from it.  The worms watched Robo-Worm spar with his laser sword, jumping from one side of the bunker to the other, flipping and twirling the weapon with the greatest of ease and using this weapon with ultimate skill and speed.  “He’s programmed in all of the deadliest forms of the Venusian martial arts and we also programmed him with information from the manuals of every spacecraft that we could get our hands on.  Although he’s never been tested, theoretically Robo-Worm is the best fighter pilot in the galaxy.  I just have to switch programs.”


Thweek pulled out a small remote control and flipped a switch, turning Robo-Worm off for a few seconds while he replaced the small laser disc inside the remote control with another one.  It was the program for Robo-Worm to fly a fighter pod.


“He’s ready when you are,” Thweek said to the worms.


Lau looked up at the fighter pods behind them.


“I was born ready!”


The armies that surrounded the Tree City had charged inside their boundaries for an attack on the city.  They used metallic claws and sturdy ropes to scale the trees that the tree houses of the Tree City were at the top of.


This took them longer than they expected because no one took into consideration exactly how ridiculously tall Venusian trees are and this was when the Tree City Army started their brutal onslaught of the ‘Salvation’ ship.


The ground just west of the Tree City slowly opened up and spaceships started hovering out of that door in the ground, one after the other, until the air was filled with them.  Rockets fired and the ships took off through the trees and towards the space station that was now hovering on the opposite side of the city.


“The Tree City Army has already started their onslaught,” Dino-Mite said into a radio that allowed Rose and his worm friends to hear him.  “From what I’ve been hearing from their radio transmissions, they could use all the help they can get.”


“Roger that, Dino-Dude,” Haohmaru replied.


“Cut the chatter, Party Worm,” Lau chimed in.  “Increase to attack position and try to draw their fire.”


“Right with you, Big Bro,” replied Scorpion as all five ships doubled their speeds, one after the other.  “You awful quiet back there, Bouquet.”


And the widow stayed silent, her vines wrapped tightly around the guidance stick.


She had a job to do.


Her military training served her well.


She put all of her other concerns behind her.


Even being a mother.


The Salvation ship had already bared the cannons that it had.  These double-barreled cannons protruded from the armor and shot powerful lasers at all the ships that it detected.


“Hey!  I’m detecting more Tree City ships coming to help us out,” the newcomers heard some of the radio chatter from the ships that they sped by.


“It’s the worms!” exclaimed a furry pilot.  “And some flying tin can.”


“Don’t you get yourself killed out here,” teased another pilot.  “We’re gonna need you to head up the benefit rock concert.”


“Up yours, Bald Nut,” Lau replied before arming his laser guns and firing them at the cannons on the hull of ‘Salvation’.  One exploded while others continued firing.


“Geez, how many cannons do they have?” asked Dino-Mite.


“A lot,” replied Lau.  “Keep your heads up.”


“That space station is too strong for the blasters that we have,” said one of the fighter pilots, a chubby Saturnian, code name: Porkins.  “You might be able to blow up the cannons, but that’s only because they have their own fuel tanks right there, attached with silicone tubes.  Very poorly designed.”


“Is there a chance that blowing up the cannon tanks will start some sort of a chain reaction, blowing up portions of the ship as well?”


“That’s what we’re hoping,” a Martian pilot replied as he opened fire on yet another cannon.  “Or we can blow a hole in the hull and get some soldiers in there.”


“The possibility of that plan being successful is seven-hundred-and-forty thousand to one,” spoke Robo-Worm.  “I would suggest an alternative form of action.”


“Nuts to that,” Haohmaru replied, lifting up on the joystick.  “Target all your fire to the cannons on the hull.”


It was just then that Scorpion watched a fighter pod right next to him get pummeled with laser fire and explode into a million pieces.


“Who was that, Skull Head?” Lau asked.


“We lost Porkins,” Scorpion replied.


“What kind of name is Porkins for a fat guy anyway?” asked Haohmaru.  “Was that his real name?  Was that some kind of a hazing thing?  Well, now he’s dead!”


“Blast!” Lau was upset as he watched another ship getting hit by lasers.


“Blast!” Lau heard a female voice in his headset.


“Bouquet,” Lau replied, blowing up the cannons from behind, rescuing Rose Seedman.  “Get out of there.  I’m seeing your shields at 60%.”


“Dirty rotten,” she muttered before her voice trailed off.


“I am detecting a thermal exhaust port on the other side of the next ridge, where the triple laser cannons are stationed,” all of the pilots could hear the voice of Robo-Worm.  “I am sending the data now.”


All of the pilots could see what Robo-Worm had detected as they looked at the view screens in their individual ships.


“This port appears to be the only weakness in this ship’s structure,” Robo-Worm chimed in.  “And there is flammable residue on the shaft that leads to the thermal reactor.”


“It’s all the way on the other side of the ship,” Haohmaru stated.  “We’ve sustained enough damage thus far!”


“Hey guys,” Dino-Mite’s voice chimed in.  “I made it!”


“Dino-Dude, where have you been?” asked Scorpion.


“I’ve been having a little trouble steering this thing, but I managed to blow up some stuff over there,” Dino-Mite said, looking down at the data that he had received from Robo-Worm.  “Is this the only way that we can blow up this thing?  Send something explosive down this space station’s poop shoot?”


“And the odds of our being able to do that is fifty-three point two to one,” Robo-Worm’s voice chimed in.  “It’s the best plan we have.”


“Well, then I guess I know what I have to do,” Dino-Mite said.  He tightened the firm fit that his backpack had around his back and set his fighter pod on autopilot.  He fastened a belt around his waist that was filled with powerful thermite grenades before pulling the ‘Eject’ lever backwards.  The glass above him was hurled off of the ship and Dino-Mite himself was hurtled into the air, finally coming down hard, about to land on ‘Salvation’ itself.


Dino-Mite reached behind him and started to unzip the bottom of his backpack.  A skateboard fell out of his backpack and into his hand.  Coming down hard, Dino-Mite placed this skateboard at his feet and landed on the top of ‘Salvation’.  He landed on a sloping portion of the ship, where he rolled downwards and picking up speed quickly.  The cannons immediately locked onto this fast moving target and began to open fire.  Dino-Mite zipped in between the powerful cannons, in between lasers, rode on top of the pipes as though they were rails and even made two heat-seeking motorized cannons destroy each other.


Spike-Dar watched Dino-Mite skateboard past a few of the triple-barreled cannons with the greatest of ease.


“He is so small that he is able to avoid our triple lasers,” Spike-Dar told one of his assistants, a T-Rex named Tarphor.  “We’ve got to destroy him…one on one.”


Dino-Mite watched a small door on the ship open up and small pods that had mechanical legs started coming out.  The mechanical legs had magnets on the bottom of their feet that clamped onto the ship itself, causing a thunderous CLUMP with each and every step.  Trained dinosaur soldiers drove these pods.  Dino-Mite reached into his utility belt as he was racing towards these pods on his skateboard.  He pulled out a thermal detonator, a very powerful nuclear grenade, flipped the switch and threw it with all his might at the first walking fighter pod.  Not only did this pod explode, but also the pieces that blew in all directions disintegrated into thin air.


A second thermite grenade blew up a second legged pod.  Dino-Mite swerved back and forth, dodging the lasers that they fired.  A few ships from above decided to help him out.  Laser fire from the spaceships of the worms and Rose blew up the remaining two pods, giving Dino-Mite a clear shot to the thermal exhaust port that he had been skateboarding towards at breakneck speeds.


As soon as a third nuclear detonator was plucked from the belt, Dino-Mite heard the encouraging words of his teammate, Haohmaru.


“The game is tied…three seconds left on the clock…Dino-Mite has the ball…”


Dino-Mite bent his knees and sprung into the air, leaping towards that port a split second after arming the grenade.  He grabbed the side of the port with one hand and hurled the flashing grenade into the gaping shaft with one powerful flick of the wrist.


“He scores!” screamed Haohmaru as the grenade rolled down a pipe inside the ship.  “Dino-Mite wins the game!”


“Yeah!” shouted Dino-Mite, dangling from the exhaust pipe with one hand, kicking his feet in celebration.  “Make em say ‘uuuuuugh!’”


“Let’s get him out of there!” Rose said, swooping down with her ship, hovering underneath Dino-Mite and opening the cockpit so that he could drop into her ship.  Once he did, the dinosaur slipped on a seatbelt, only to hear Mrs. Rose Seedman’s heartfelt ‘thank you’.


Suddenly, the grenade detonated and, mixed with some already flammable gasses, blew a gaping, flaming hole in ‘Salvation’.  The flames shot high into the air right next to Rose’s fighter pod and rattled both the ship and the nerves of its pilot.


“Crud!” Rose mumbled.  “Hold on!”


Executing the turbo feature, Rose’s ship took off with a spine rattling jerk as more explosions happened, blowing flame and debris all around the fighter pod.


“Status report, Bouquet,” Robo-Worm requested.


“My ship is fine.  The target is being ripped to shreds,” Rose replied.  “I have Dino-Mite and I’m busting out of here.”


It was just then that ‘Salvation’ started to go down…in large flaming pieces.  Those watching the battle from the Tree City with binoculars could see its fall.  There was great celebration from that moment that only amplified when the participants in this Tree City Battle returned home.


By the time that the week was completed, the jails in the Tree City were completely filled with the crew of ‘Salvation’, male and female dinosaurs from the planet Cretacia.


By rummaging the remains of the fallen space station, the Tree People found many useful things, as well as much useful information, both about their captives and about the incredibly advanced technology of their home world.


They also found a leak in the fuel maintenance.  Gallons upon gallons of toxic and potentially deadly fuel had been flooding into the ground that surrounded the Tree City for days before it was found.


The Tree City, once an almost too good to be true vacation spot, where peace and tranquility reigned supreme, is now a place like the rest of planet Venus and the rest of solar system, a place where there are real things to fear and real fears to cope with.  The inhabitants of the Tree City now fear the toxic plague that had infected the ground that has spawned the trees that they live in.  These inhabitants have slowly but surely become bitter and cynical about the declining state of their existence.


The execution of the remaining members of the crew of ‘Salvation’ was without trial in a desperate attempt to restore peace to the Tree City.  The mass execution of these criminals has caused fear to rip through the Tree City.  Many of its citizens are returning to their home worlds in fear of what has become of the justice system in this city.  The mass exodus of all of these aliens has left the somewhat simplistic economy of the Tree City in ruins.

Two days later.


One final farewell…for the friends of Dr. Rootbine Grassbert Seedman.  There was a picture of him, surrounded by flowers and friends.  Daisy sat next to and was being consoled by Dino-Mite.  Rose dried her tears with a handkerchief as Root’s three worm friends surrounded her.


“I don’t even know how we can even think about doing our concert after this,” Haohmaru said to Lau.  “How are we ever going to be able to go through with it?”


“I don’t know,” Lau replied, looking at the floor.  “What would Root want us to do?”


Knowing that Root would want his three worm friends to do whatever made them happy, The Nightcrawling Mutant Jujitsu Worms decided to break up the band and pursue solo projects.  They (with the exception of Haohmaru) completely dropped out of the music business in one foul swoop.  They cancelled the rest of their tour and although they released their album without any promotion, their sophomore release ‘Steady Eating Booty Emcees Like Cheese Grits’ became the best-selling alternative alien rock album in the eight hundred year history of the ‘Intergalactic Planetary’ record label


Lau found a modest studio apartment in the city of San Broccoli and began to live a simple, somewhat secluded life as he worked on a series of reality based, but fictionalized novels that chronicled the adventures of a trio of mutant worms.  After exploring the galaxy’s religions, the characters in Lau’s books also set out on a quest to find a deeper spiritual truth and the sales of each chapter of his space adventure saga doubled when those books became religious fiction.  The fictional worms traded their ninja skills and weapons for celestial wings, a divinely provided flaming sword and the power of angels.  They stopped battling interplanetary warlords and started battling the inner demons of good people.  Lau’s most recent book ‘War on God’ sold out all seventeen billion copies the first day it was released on fourteen planets.


Haohmaru cut his own album ‘At Least That’s What the Mole People Will Have You Believe’ the very next year after the ‘Jujitsu Worms’ disbanded.  Although the strictly hip-hop album was a commercial disappointment, Haohmaru himself relished the opportunity to work with two people that he had helped to bring together, two close friends of his that started dating soon after the album was completed and wed five years later, on the bride’s eighteenth birthday.  Dino-Mite wrote and rapped a duet with Haohmaru entitled ‘Constipated Monkey Man’ while his girlfriend Daisy Seedman played guitar on a song called ‘Memories and a Yam’.  Her guitar solo was so impressive that the song won the album a prestigious ‘Interplanetary Music Industry Award’.  Haohmaru presently lives in a hundred-room mansion in a beautiful spot right underneath one of the rings of the planet Saturn with one of the female mutant worms that the creators of ‘Dookiemon’ had genetically engineered for him, who is now his wife.  During the sunset, the rings of Saturn are like three or four rainbows that got stuck together; creating a breathtaking and stunning scene that includes the vibrant illumination of the sky.  Haohmaru and his wife Titicacha are expecting their first litter of larva later this year.


Scorpion lives in the swamps of planet Jupiter, in a large house that is firmly situated in the buggy marsh of that planet.  He invites his brothers and the remaining members of the Seedman family over for visits a few times a year, but other than that, Scorpion pretty much lives in seclusion, emerging only periodically to sell his gothic finger paintings to Uranian art dealers.


Rose Seedman lived in the same apartment with her daughter Daisy, working in a local beauty salon until the girl was married off.  Afterwards, Rose rejoined the Venusian Army and presently works providing aid and relief supplies to the Tree City.  Together, they have completely decontaminated the city after the fuel leak on the Cretacian ship and are in the process of restoring it to its once awe-inspiring beauty and tranquility.


Dino-Mite and his new wife live in San Broccoli.  Although their roots are here in Venus’ largest city, this happy couple has explored the galaxy as Dino-Mite joined the ‘Dookiemon Skateboarding and Music Tour’.  For years, he and fifteen alternative rock bands from all over the solar system have put on shows and held contests that have been hugely successful and made the strange but loving couple very rich.


“Whenever people look at us and say ‘that’s not right’ or if they give us a look that says that…we just pity them,” Dino-Mite explained about his relationship with his flowery Venusian bride.  “It’s pure insecurities, man, right to the core!  They know that they will never be as happy as we are with such a narrow mind and it just eats them up inside, y’know?”


“He’s still jealous that I used to have a crush on Haohmaru,” Daisy teased, poking her husband in the arm.  “He made me get rid of all the posters and stuff when we got engaged.”  She laughed hysterically before wrapping her vines around him and giving Dino-Mite a big hug and a tender kiss on his scaly cheek.


Robo Worm malfunctioned shortly after the attack on the Cretacian space station and his parts were sold to a Venusian junkyard for the Venusian equivalent of seventeen dollars and forty cents.


The Nightcrawling Mutant Jujitsu Worms have always been there for each other and even though the family, including their extended family, has gone their separate ways, nothing has changed.


“We’re still like peas in a pod,” Lau stated, wearing a seventeen hundred-dollar business suit and adjusting his very statesman-like eyewear.  “It’s just that the pod has gotten a lot bigger.”


The worms, Rose, Dino-Mite and Daisy all firmly believe that this pod will last forever.

