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Take agent Zub through
the Is of ten nasty
worlds to retrieve the
eyeball of Zub for his
King, Zub. If Zub fails
Zub one will lose the
war to Zub ten and his
commander, Zub will
probably Zub him.
Confused? You won't
be once you've played
this amazing all action
game. It's got more
alien types than you'll
probably ever see. 100
frames for animation,
parallax like you
wouldn't believe
most of all - p!
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Many thoughts swam s tiny brain.
“Why was | sent for?” “Will | be sent into action?” “Why has he kept me
-dungnlnng'f Alulhphﬂh-g-nup.llbbnhmn'tndlymmd
ZUB was ly-engineersd

Mummmwhlmwum He was aiso frightened of dying
and had spent the last 478 years avoiding active service. ZUB was a coward.
mm-mwmmdmlmmmm an end. He was right.
The office door opened silently. “Right, Sergeant ﬁlli-vnunnvl"
ZUB staggered to his feet, still shaking and entered the
Ac!ullly,lt.?ﬂvmm Sir” ZUB stammered, "Priml’hlrd Class BAB
4788 ...

-iuup: _we'll see about that. | suppose you're wondering why | sent
lofwu

"El'
moming"” the Sergeant interrupted, “an envelope was handed to me
WWZU! mllmmlnml'mmwm
under where ZUB's nose would have been f he'd had one.
“It doesn't come from the General”, the Sergeant continued. “Oh, no. It
mmmmmourmmm King ZUB himself!™ ZUB shook
hhmlﬂhmmwhm “Would you like me to read it to you?"
asked as though he wasn't going to read it anyway.
"Woll
The Sergeant opened the and asingle sheet of golden

paper.
'H‘lehWﬂ Office and it's written in the King's own

handwriting. it
nwywlm.mpmmmmmnow-mmm
‘Someone's nicked one of my crown jewels, the green eyeball of ZUB, IMI
want it back! Prime Minister ZUB tells me it's been traced to the planet ZUB
Ten. Apparently my brother who's the King of the outfit wanted to add it to his
little collection. He sent one agent, a junior officer in his second army, to steal
it. | want you to send a similar ranking officer from our second glorious army
1o get it back. if he fails, belleve me, you'll be sorry.
Yours, The King
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| THE GAME

Zub, Private Third Class in the second glorious army of ZUBI, was not the
h-pph:l be!rlg in the ZUB system. in hn:l he was terrified. He sat alone
office ot his ZUB. His beg

to shake, a single Involum.lryuﬂdﬂppodlrom his Jeft eye-stalk. If he had
had a brow it would doubtiess have been furrowed, but he hadn’t, so it wasn't.

Many hts his tiny brain. “W I'done?”
“Why was | sent for?” “Will | be sent into action?” “Why has he kept me
waiting so long?" Al this point he gave up, his brain wasn't really designed
for thinking. ZUB was a precision-built, genetically-engineered fighting
machine, his sole pirpose in life was combat. He was aiso frightened of dying
and had spent the last 478 years avoiding active service. ZUB was a coward.
He had a feeling that this period of his life was coming 1o an end. He was right.

The office door opened silently. “Right, Sergeant ZUB, I'll see you now!”
ZUB staggered to his feet, still shaking and entered the office.

.lcmuly it's Private Zub, Sir” ZUB stammered, “Private Third Class 8AB

4788 ...Sir.”

“Ah yes ..we'll see about that. | suppose you're wondering why | sent
for T oo

e

“This morning” the Sergeant interrupted, “an envelope was handed to me
by General ZUB, this very envelope in fact!” The Sergeant waved a large
golden envelope under where ZUB's nose would have been If he'd had one.
“It doesn't come from the General”, the Sergeant continued. “Oh, no. It
comes from the top, from our beloved leader, King ZUB himself!” ZUB shook
his eye stalks and groaned to himself. “Would you like me to read it to you?"
the Sergeant asked as though he wasn't going to read it anyway

“Well .."

The il opened the

paper.

“It's addressed to the War Office and It's written in the King's own
handwriting. It says ..

Right you lot, stop playing games and cop this. I've got a real job for you.
Someone’s nicked one of my crown jewels, the green eyeball of ZUB, and |
want it back! Prime Minister ZUB tells me it’s been traced 1o the planet ZUB
Ten. Apparently my brother who's the King of the outfit wanted to add it to his
littie collection. He sent one t, a junior officer in his second army, to steal
it. Iwant you to send a similar ranking officer from our second glorious army
to get it back. If he fails, believe me, you'll be sorry.

Yours, The King

and

a single sheet of golden

~ aMASTERTRONIC ADDED DIMENSION

The program code. graphic representation and

artwork are the copyright of Mastertronic and may

not be reproduced, stored, hired or broadcast in

any form whatsoever without the written

permission of Mastertronic Al rights reserved
Mastertronic Limited 1586

Made in Grast Britain

Dasign: Words & Pictures Lid London




