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There's that word again, heavy. Why are things so 

heavy in the future? Is there a problem with the 

Earth's gravitational pull? 

Ȭ$ÏÃȭ %ÍÍÅÔ ,Ȣ "ÒÏ×Î   
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Dedication  
 

4ÈÅÒÅ ÁÒÅ ÍÁÎÙ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ×ÈÏ ÈÁÖÅ ÈÅÌÐÅÄ ÍÅ ÁÌÏÎÇ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÙ ×ÈÉÌÅ ×ÒÉÔÉÎÇ ÔÈÉÓȢ )ȭÖÅ ÈÁÄ ÎÕÍÅÒÏÕÓ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ 

giving feedback, assistance, and aiding in fixing plot holes and things of that nature. 

First and foremost I have to mention Kari*Ȣ )ÔȭÓ ÁÌÌ ÈÅÒ ÆÁÕÌÔ ÔÈÁÔ I even started writing this, and her 

invaluable direction shaping the initial story is to blame for the existence of many core elements of this farce 

ɀ ÉÎÃÌÕÄÉÎÇȟ ÂÕÔ ÎÏÔ ÌÉÍÉÔÅÄ ÔÏȟ "ÁÍÂÉȟ .ÕÇÇÅÔȟ ÁÎÄ 4ÉÌÌÙ 4ÏÎËÁȢ /ÎÃÅ ÙÏÕȭÖÅ ÒÅÁÄ ÔÈÉÓ ÓÁÇÁȟ ÙÏÕȭÌÌ ÐÒÏÂÁÂly 

ÔÈÉÎË ÔÈÁÔ )ȭÍ ÒÅÌÁÔÉÖÅÌÙ ÉÎÓÁÎÅȟ ÂÕÔ ÐÌÅÁÓÅ ÓÐÁÒÅ Á ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÔÏ +ÁÒÉ ɀ ÓÈÅȭÓ ÁÌÍÏÓÔ ÁÓ ÃÒÁÚÙ ÁÓ ÍÅȢ Prettier too, 

as hard as that is to believe. 

Debɖ ÈÁÓ ÂÅÅÎ ÅØÔÒÅÍÅÌÙ ÕÓÅÆÕÌ ÁÓ ÁÎ ÅÄÉÔÏÒȢ 7ÈÅÎÅÖÅÒ ) ÔÈÉÎË )ȭÖÅ ÆÉÎÉÓÈ Á ÃÈÁÐÔÅÒȟ ÓÈÅ ÒÅÖÉÅ×Ó ÉÔ ÆÏÒ ÍÅ Ôo 

ÆÉÎÄ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÐÒÏÂÌÅÍÓ ÔÈÁÔ ) ÃÁÎȭÔ ÓÅÅ ɀ typos, stupidity, poor grammar. Tahnks for all your hepl. 

Bethɗ is normally the first to read any given release, with Lisa§ not long to follow. Their constant feedback 

and encouragement (and impatient complaining about having to wait) have been an extremely useful spur 

in getting each chapter finished and out the door. 

Heidi** is my go to ÆÏÒ ÆÉÎÄÉÎÇ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒÓ ÔÏ ÐÒÏÂÌÅÍÓȢ )Æ ) ÃÁÎȭÔ ÔÈÉÎË of a word, if I want help coming up with a 

name, if I just need someone to run an idea past ɀ ÓÈÅȭÓ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÔÏ ÈÅÌÐ ÁÎÄ ÓÈÅ ËÅÅÐs on encouraging. 

Thankyou my angel. 

4ÈÅÒÅ ÈÁÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÏÔÈÅÒÓ ÔÏÏȟ ÂÕÔ ) ÃÁÎȭÔ ÎÁÍÅ ÅÖÅÒÙÏÎÅȢ .ÏÔ ÙÅÔȢ &ÏÒ ÏÎÅȟ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÏÒÙ ÉÓ ÆÁÒ ÆÒÏÍ ÃÏÍÐÌÅÔÅȟ ÓÏ 

who knows who else will be beneficial? For another these things are supposed to be relatively short. Watch 

for mentions through the course of the story. 

Expect more to appear here though as time goes on. 

 

  

                                                             
* BubbleLicious 
ɖ elizabeth_james 
ɗ MistressX 
§ Wicked_Gypsy 
** Heidsmo 
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Chapter 1 ɀ The Daring Escape 
 

Once upon a time there was a little fish called Phillip. He was a smart fish, was our Phil, if a little 

ÕÎÄÅÒÓÉÚÅÄ ÆÏÒ ÈÉÓ ÁÇÅȢ  (Ï× ÏÌÄ ×ÁÓ ÈÅȩ 7ÅÌÌȟ ÌÅÔȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ ËÅÅÐ ÔÈÁÔ Á ÓÅÃÒÅÔ ÆÏÒ ÎÏ×ȟ ÉÆ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÍÉÎÄȢ* 

Phil lived in a lake. It was quite an ordinary lake really. It had food for him to eat, other fish for him to talk 

to, it was just like any other lake that you could find ɀ except for one thing. This lake sat in front of a 

castle, a castle that was habituated by the evil King Fnordish. In fact, that deserves a capital e - the Evil 

+ÉÎÇ &ÎÏÒÄÉÓÈȢ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÈÏ× ÅÖÉÌ ÈÅ ×ÁÓȢ 

Phil had spent a lot of time trying to find a way to escape from the Evil KÉÎÇȭÓ ÒÕÌÅȢ (ÅȭÄ ÃÏÍÅ up with 

plan after plan, but nothing ever worked. He always ended up back in the lake in front of the castle. But it 

was his dream ɀ nay, he thought it his destiny ɀ that one day, yes, one day, he would get himself away 

from the lake and live out the rest of his days in happiness in a lake in the beautiful land of Squishpoo. 

&ÏÒ ÁÌÌ ÈÉÓ ÆÁÉÌÅÄ ÁÔÔÅÍÐÔÓ ÔÈÏÕÇÈȟ ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÇÉÖÅ ÕÐȢ (Å ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ËÅÐÔ ÁÎ eye out for any opportunity ɀ you 

never know when fate will come knocking at your door. Not that Phil had a dooÒȟ ÏÆ ÃÏÕÒÓÅȟ ÔÈÅÙȭÒÅ Á ÂÉÔÃÈ 

to install on a lake, but metaphorically speaking it was what he did. And he did it constantly. 

7ÈÉÃÈ ÉÓ ×ÈÙȟ ÏÎ ÔÈÉÓ ÆÏÒÔÕÉÔÏÕÓ ÄÁÙ ÔÈÁÔ ×Å ÊÏÉÎ 0ÈÉÌ ÉÎ ÔÈÉÓ ÓÔÏÒÙȟ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÒÅÁÄÙȢ )Ô ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÆÏÒÔÕÉÔÏÕÓ ÁÔ 

first, but before longȟ 0ÈÉÌ ÈÁÄ ÍÁÎÁÇÅÄ ÔÏ ÃÏÎÖÉÎÃÅ ÔÈÅ %ÖÉÌ +ÉÎÇȭÓ ÓÏÎȟ %ÄÇÁÒÂȟ ÔÏ ÈÅÌÐ ÈÉÍ ÅÓÃÁÐÅȢ 

Edgarb really was a good little prince; he was just trapped under the rule of his Evil father, just like 

ÅÖÅÒÙÏÎÅ ÅÌÓÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÁÒÅÁȢ .Ï×ȟ ) ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÔÈÉÎËÉÎÇȟ %ÄÇÁÒÂ ÉÓ an interesting name ɀ surely there 

×ÁÓ Á ÐÒÏÂÌÅÍ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÔÙÐÅÓÅÔÔÅÒÓ ÏÒ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇȟ ÒÉÇÈÔȩ 7ÅÌÌȟ ÙÅÓ ÉÔ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ×ÁÓ ÓÕÐÐÏÓÅÄ ÔÏ ÂÅ %ÄÇÁÒȟ ÂÕÔ ÉÔȭÓ 

not the fault of anything on my end ɀ as with so many problems boys have, our old friend Freud wins yet 

again ɀ but his mother was the one that caused it. 

You see, Queen Fuxalot had caught herself a bit of a cold near the end of her pregnancy. When he was 

born, she went to speak his name ɀ ÁÓ ÉÓ ÔÒÁÄÉÔÉÏÎ ÉÎ ÔÈÅÓÅ ÌÁÎÄÓȟ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÔÈÅÒ ÓÐÅÁËÓ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÂÙȭÓ ÎÁÍÅ ÏÕÔ 

loud, and that shall be the name used for all time ɀ ÓÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÁÌÌ ÂÌÏÃËÅÄ ÕÐȢ Ȱ"Ù ÓÏÄȭÓ ÄÁÂÅ ÉÓ %ÄÇÁÒÂȱȟ ÓÈÅ 

ÓÎÉÆÆÌÅÄȢ 7ÅÌÌȟ ÓÕÒÅȟ ÅÖÅÒÙÏÎÅ ËÎÅ× ÔÈÁÔ ×ÈÁÔ ÓÈÅ ÍÅÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÓÁÙ ×ÁÓ Ȱ-Ù ÓÏÎȭÓ ÎÁÍÅ ÉÓ %ÄÇÁÒȱȟ ÂÕÔ 

tradition is tradition, and who were they to do any different? 

So anyway, Phil was out swimming in the shallow parts of his lake when Edgarb came outside to do a 

spot of fishing. He sat down on the edge of the lake, baited his hook, and threw it in the water. Phil, 

meanwhile, was feeling a bit peckish, and while he was smart, he was still just a fish, and therefore could 

ÂÅ ÑÕÉÔÅ ÓÔÕÐÉÄ ÔÏÏȢ 0ÈÉÌ ÈÁÐÐÉÌÙ ÇÏÂÂÌÅÄ ÕÐ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÒÍ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ ÓÉÔÔÉÎÇ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÏÎ %ÄÇÁÒÂȭÓ ÈÏÏËȟ ÎÏÔ ÅÖÅÎ 

realising that his luck was actually about to change (not realising, in fact, that if it was anyone else on the 

other end of the pole, he was a goner). 

When Edgarb started to reel Phil in, Phil put up quite a struggle. Well, as big a struggle as a little fish 

could make, so he lost the battle very quickly. But once he was up on the bank, flopping about as fish do, 

he saw Edgarb and realised that this might actually work out for the better. 
                                                             
* (ÅȭÓ ÔÈÅ ÅÑÕÉÖÁÌÅÎÔ ÏÆ ςσ ÉÎ ÈÕÍÁÎ ÙÅÁÒÓȢ 4ÈÅÒÅ ×ÁÓ Á ÄÉÆÆÅÒÅÎÃÅ ÏÆ ÏÐÉÎÉÏÎ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÓÃÉÅÎÔÉÆÉÃ ÃÏÍÍÕÎÉÔÙ ÏÆ ÊÕÓÔ ÈÏ× 
many human years there are in a fish year. Professor Jacob Von Quizznoz stated that there were 18 human years per 
fish year, whÉÌÅ $ÏÃÔÏÒ !ÎÄÒÅ ,Å 0ÏÏÆ ×ÁÓ ÁÄÁÍÁÎÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅÒÅ ×ÅÒÅ ρωȢ %ÖÅÒ ÓÉÎÃÅ ÔÈÅ ÇÒÅÁÔ ÆÉÓÈ ×ÁÒÓ ÏÆ ȭτσȟ ×ÈÅÒÅ 
the death toll reached the tens of thousands, it was decided that the official figure would be 18.5. Phil of course, 
when asked, said he was 4, making the actual number 5 ¾, proving yet again that people are stupid.  
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0ÈÉÌ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ ÏÕÔ ÔÏ ÈÉÍȟ Ȱ3ÁÖÅ ÍÅȟ ÐÌÅÁÓÅ ÓÁÖÅ me, ÇÏÏÄ ÐÒÉÎÃÅȟ ÁÎÄ ) ×ÉÌÌ ÒÅ×ÁÒÄ ÙÏÕȱȢ 

LÅÔȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÓÔÏÐ ÈÅÒÅ Á ÍÏÍÅÎÔȢ 

Phil spoke. He spoke English. He spoke it ÌÏÕÄ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ ÆÏÒ %ÄÇÁÒÂ ÔÏ ÈÅÁÒ ÈÉÍȢ )ȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ ÎÏ ÉÄÅÁ ÈÏ×ȟ ÏËȩ 

Phil has gills, neither lungs nor ÖÏÃÁÌ ÃÏÒÄÓȟ ÂÕÔ ÉÔ ÈÁÐÐÅÎÅÄȟ ÁÎÄ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÊÕÓÔ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÌÉÖÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÉÔȢ 

,ÅÔȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÓÁÙ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÉÎÔÅÒÅÓÔÉÎÇ ÈÁÐÐÅÎÅÄ ÅÁÒÌÉÅÒ ÉÎ 0ÈÉÌȭÓ ÌÉÆÅȟ ÍÁÙÂÅ ÏÎ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÈÉÓ ÐÒÅÃÉÏÕÓ 

failed escape attempts. 

Now leave it be! 

Edgarb of course was impressed and astounded and many other multisyllabic words at this seemingly 

ÉÍÐÏÓÓÉÂÌÅ ɉÂÕÔ ×Å ËÎÏ× ÂÅÔÔÅÒȟ ÄÏÎȭÔ ×Åȩ ɕ×ÉÎË ×ÉÎËɕɊ ÏÃÃÕÒÒÅÎÃÅȟ and ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÈÅÌÐ ÂÕÔ ÃÏÍÅ ÂÁÃË 

with something a little un-princely. 

Ȱ&ÕÃË ÍÅȱȟ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ ȰÁ ÔÁÌËÉÎÇ ÆÉÓÈȦȱ * 

He thought for a moment (Edgarb was indeed normally a quick thinker), and quickly followed it up with 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ×ÉÌÌ ÙÏÕ ÒÅ×ÁÒÄ ÍÅ ×ÉÔÈȩȱ 

Phil, you remember, was only a fish, and not nearly as quick at thinking as Edgarb, so he ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ 

thought past his opening line.  

Ȱ5ÍÍȟ ÆÕÃËÅÄɖ ÉÆ ) ËÎÏ×ȱȟ ÈÅ ÒÅÐÌÉÅÄ ɀ hey, at least he was honest ɀ Ȱ"ÕÔ ) ËÎÏ× %ÎÇÌÉÓÈȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÐÒÅÔÔÙ 

ÃÏÏÌ ÒÉÇÈÔȩ (Ï× ÁÂÏÕÔ ÙÏÕ ÄÏ ÉÔ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÎÏÖÅÌÔÙ ÆÁÃÔÏÒȩȱ 

Edgarb thought about this, realised that there was still something to be gained, even if it was only 

friendship, and threw Phil back in the lake. He really wanted to know about this strange fish that was 

sitting on the end of his hook, but he knew that now was not the time ɀ besides, it was getting late, and 

staying out once it was getting dark ×ÁÓ ÎÏÔ Á ÇÏÏÄ ×ÁÙ ÏÆ ËÅÅÐÉÎÇ ÏÎ ÈÉÓ ÆÁÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÇÏÏÄ ÓÉÄÅȢ .ÏÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÉÓ 

ÆÁÔÈÅÒ ÈÁÄ Á ÇÏÏÄ ÓÉÄÅȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÏÎÌÙ ÁÎ ÅØÐÒÅÓÓÉÏÎȟ ÂÕÔ %ÄÇÁÒÂ ÃÅÒÔÁÉÎÌÙ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÂÅÁÔÅÎȢ !ÇÁÉÎȢ 3Ï ÈÅ 

left. 

* 

Edgarb slept badly that night. He kept on waking up, his mind drawn constantly to the idea of magic. If 

there could be a fish that spoke English, could there by other magic in the world too? Could he somehow 

discover some? Perhaps there was a way to be free of his Evil father! His mind was in a spin ɀ somehow 

ÈÅȭÄ ÆÉÎÄ Á ×ay. 

4ÈÅ ÎÅØÔ ÄÁÙ ÈÅ ×ÅÎÔ ÂÁÃË ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÌÁËÅ ÁÎÄ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ ÆÏÒ 0ÈÉÌȢ Ȱ(ÅÒÅ ÆÉÓÈÙ ÆÉÓÈÙ ÆÉÓÈÙȦȱ ÈÅ ÃÁÌÌÅÄȢ Ȱ7ÈÅÒÅ ÁÒÅ 

ÙÏÕ ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÆÉÓÈÙȩȱ 

Phil, of course, was expecting Edgarb to come back, and had been waiting near the shore for this very 

ÔÈÉÎÇȢ Ȱ%ÄÇÁÒÂȱȟ ÈÅ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ ÂÁÃËȢ Ȱ-Ù ÎÁÍÅ ÉÓ 0ÈÉÌÌÉÐȢ 0ÈÉÌȟ ÉÆ ÙÏÕ ÐÒÅÆÅÒȢ )ȭÍ ÎÏÔ ÊÕÓÔ Á ÆÉÓÈÙȢȱ 

Ȱ/kȟ 0ÈÉÌ ÔÈÅÎȱȟ %ÄÇÁÒÂ ÓÁÉÄ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÓÍÉÌÅȟ ÐÉÃËÉÎÇ ÈÉÍ ÕÐ ÁÎÄ ÈÏÌÄÉÎÇ ÈÉÍ ÃÁÒÅÆÕÌÌÙ ÉÎ ÈÉÓ ÈÁÎÄȢ Ȱ)ȭÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ 

ÔÈÉÎËÉÎÇȢ 4ÈÅÒÅ ÍÕÓÔ ÂÅ ÍÁÇÉÃ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÒÌÄȟ ÒÉÇÈÔȩȱ 

                                                             
* -Ù ÁÐÏÌÏÇÉÅÓ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÁÒÓÅ ÌÁÎÇÕÁÇÅȢ )Ô ×ÁÓ ÕÓÅÄ ÆÏÒ ÅÆÆÅÃÔȢ ) ×ÏÎȭÔ ÌÅÔ ÉÔ ÈÁÐÐÅÎ ÁÇÁÉÎȢ ) 0ÒÏÍÉÓÅȢ 
ɖ /È ÙÅÁÈȟ ÄÉÄ ) ÆÏÒÇÅÔ ÔÏ ÒÅÍÉÎÄ ÙÏÕ ÔÈÁÔ ÙÏÕ ÓÈÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅ ÅÖÅÒÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÙÏÕ ÒÅÁÄȩ 9ÏÕ silly fuck. 
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Ȱ/Èȟ ÆÏÒ ÓÕÒÅ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÉÓȢ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ÍÕÃÈ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÉÔ ÍÙÓÅÌÆȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÃÅÒÔÁÉÎÌÙ ÉÓȢ 7ÈÙȩȱ 

Ȱ7ÉÌÌ ÙÏÕ ÈÅÌÐ ÍÅ ÄÅÆÅÁÔ ÍÙ %ÖÉÌ ÆÁÔÈÅÒȩȱ %ÄÇÁÒÂ ÁÓËÅÄ ÑÕÉÅÔÌÙȟ ÒÅÌÙÉÎÇ ÏÎ ÈÏÐÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÉÓ ÆÁÔÈÅÒȭÓ 3ÔÏÒÍ 

4ÒÏÏÐÅÒÓ ×ÅÒÅÎȭÔ ÈÉÄÉÎÇ ÁÎÙ×ÈÅÒÅ ÎÅÁÒÂÙ ÓÐÙÉÎÇ ÏÎ ÈÉÍȢ 

3ÔÏÒÍ 4ÒÏÏÐÅÒÓȟ ÙÏÕ ÁÓËȩ 4ÈÅÙȭre those guys dressed in white armour who work for the emperor.* 

,ÕÃËÉÌÙȟ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÅÒÅÎȭÔ ÓÐÙÉÎÇȟ ÁÎÄ ÁÓ Á ÒÅÓÕÌÔ %ÄÇÁÒÂ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÓÈÏÔ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÔÈÅ ÈÅÁÄ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÄÉÎËÙ ÒÅÄ ÌÁÓÅÒ 

ÔÈÁÔ ÍÁÄÅ Á ÎÏÉÓÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÂÅÌÏÎÇÅÄ ÏÎ Á ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ËÉÄȭÓ ÃÈÅÁÐ ÐÌÁÓÔÉÃ ÔÏÙȢ 

Ȱ%ÄÇÁÒÂȱ, Phil answered quietly. 

Ȱ%ÄÇÁÒÂȱ, he wheezed, and flopped a little. 

Ȱ%ÄÇÁÒÂȟ ÐÌÅÁÓÅȱȟ ÈÅ ÃÏÕÇÈÅÄȢ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ 0ÈÉÌȩȱ %ÄÇÁÒÂ ÁÓËÅÄȢ Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÔÒÙÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÓÁÙȩȱ 

"Ù ÔÈÉÓ ÓÔÁÇÅ 0ÈÉÌ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ÔÏÏ ÈÁÐÐÙ ÁÔ ÁÌÌȢ 0ÈÉÌ ÃÏÕÇÈÅÄ ÁÇÁÉÎȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÎ ÓÁÉÄ Ȱ%ÄÇÁÒÂȟ )ȭÍ Á ÆÉÓÈ ÆÏÒ 

ÆÕÃËȭÓɖ ÓÁËÅȢ 0ÕÔ ÍÅ ÂÁÃË ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÔÅÒȦ ) ÃÁÎȭÔ ÂÒÅÁÔÈÅȦȱ 

Edgarb had thought of this, of course, he was ÊÕÓÔ Á ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÓÌÏ× ÓÏÍÅÔÉÍÅÓȢ )ÔȭÓ ÐÒÏÂÁÂÌÙ ÒÅÌÁÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÉÎ-

breeding that goes on in royal families or something. Edgarb was happy not to have extra toes or nipples, 

ÌÅÔ ÍÅ ÔÅÌÌ ÙÏÕȢ (ÅȭÄ ÂÒÏÕÇÈÔ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÉÍ Á ÆÉÓÈ ÂÏ×Ìȟ ÁÎÄ ÓÌÉÐÐÅÄ 0ÈÉÌ ÇÅÎÔÌÙ ÉÎÔÏ ÉÔȢ )Ô ×ÁÓ ÆÉÌÌÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÎÉÃÅ 

clean water, scented with rose petal oil and just a hint of lavender. Fish like cleanliness too, you know. 

Phil got his breath back, gulping in gillfuls of the nice scented water, and then answered Edgarb. 

Ȱ%ÄÇÁÒÂȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ%ÄÇÁÒÂȟ ÉÎÓÔÅÁÄ ÏÆ ÄÅÆÅÁÔÉÎÇ ÈÉÍȟ ÌÅÔȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÐÉÓÓ ÏÆÆ ÔÏ 3ÑÕÉÓÈÙÐÏÏ ×ÈÅÒÅ ×Å ÃÁÎ ÌÉÖÅ ÉÎ 

ÓÁÆÅÔÙ Á×ÁÙ ÆÒÏÍ ÙÏÕÒ ÆÁÔÈÅÒȭÓ %ÖÉÌ ÃÏÎÔÒÏÌȢ 'ÏÏÄ ÅÎÏÕÇÈȩȱ 

You might be wondering about now why Phil said Squishypoo instead of Squishpoo. It was meant to be 

Squishypoo right from the start, but I made a typo ɀ ÏÈȟ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÌÏÏË ÁÔ ÍÅ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÁÔȦ %ÖÅÎ ÓÏÍÅÏÎÅ ÁÓ 

perfect as me can have typing trouble once in a while. My word processor has already learned Squishpoo 

ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÒÉÇÈÔ ×ÁÙ ÔÏ ÓÐÅÌÌ ÉÔȟ ÓÏ ÌÅÔȭÓ ÌÅÁÖÅ ÉÔ ÁÔ ÔÈÁÔȢɗ 

%ÄÇÁÒÂ ×ÁÓ Á ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÕÎÓÕÒÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÉÓ ÓÕÇÇÅÓÔÉÏÎ ÆÒÏÍ 0ÈÉÌȢ Ȱ"ÕÔ ) ÈÁÒÄÌÙ ËÎÏ× ÙÏÕȱȟ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ(Ï× ÄÏ ) ËÎÏ× 

ÙÏÕ ×ÏÎȭÔ ÊÕÓÔ ÔÕÒÎ ÍÅ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÏ ÍÙ ÆÁÔÈÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÃÈÁÎÃÅ ÙÏÕ ÇÅÔȩȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÊÕÓÔ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÔÒÕÓÔ ÍÅȢȱ 0ÈÉÌ ÒÅÐÌÉÅÄȢ Ȱ"ÕÔ ×ÅȭÒÅ Á ÔÅÁÍȟ ) ËÎÏ× ÉÔȢ !ÎÄ )ȭÍ ÓÕÒÅ ×ÅȭÌÌ 

become firm friends by the end of our adventures. The path to Squishyp ɀ damn, I mean Squishpoo ɀ will 

be long, dangerous, and nothing ÅÎÃÏÕÒÁÇÅÓ ÆÒÉÅÎÄÓÈÉÐ ÁÎÄ ÌÏÙÁÌÔÙ ÌÉËÅ ÓÈÁÒÅÄ ÅØÐÅÒÉÅÎÃÅȢȱ 

Edgarb agreed, but now they had to face their first real obstacle. Castle Fnordish was enclosed by a 

massive towering wall, and it was protected by many advanced security systems. 

There were lasers. 

                                                             
* Duh. 
ɖ Teehee. 
ɗ ) ÓÁÉÄ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÌÏÏË ÁÔ ÍÅ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÁÔȦ 7ÅȭÒÅ ÓÔÕÃË ×ÉÔÈ ÉÔ ÎÏ×Ȣ 3ÑÕÉÓÈÐÏÏ ÉÔ ÉÓȦ 
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There were flashing lights. 

There were things that go beep. 

There was a little red button that no one really knew what it was for, but no one ever pressed it because it 

×ÁÓ ÒÅÄȟ ÁÎÄ ÉÔ ÈÁÄ Á ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÓÉÇÎ ÁÂÏÖÅ ÉÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÁÉÄ Ȭ$ÏÎȭÔ 0ÒÅÓÓȭȢ* 

They needed to devise themselves an escape plan. 

  

                                                             
* Get your hands away from there! I can see you just itching to give it a poke. 
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Chapter 2 ɀ Portentous Portents  
 

Having escaped their prison, Prince Edgarb and Phil the Fish set out across the meadow that was just 

outside the gates of Castle Fnordish. 

(Ï×ȭÄ ÔÈÅÙ ÅÓÃÁÐÅȩ 7ÅÌÌȟ ÙÏÕ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅ ÍÅ ÉÆ ) ÔÏÌÄ ÙÏÕȟ ÓÏ ÌÅÔȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÁÃÃÅÐÔ ÔÈÅ ÆÁÃÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅÙ ÄÉÄȢ 

3ÏÍÅÈÏ×Ȣ 3Ï ÌÅÔȭÓ ÍÏÖÅ ÏÎȢ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌ ÂÕÇÇÅÒ ÍÅȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ 0ÒÉÎÃÅ %ÄÇÁÒÂȢ Ȱ4ÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ Á ÃÌÏÓÅ ÏÎÅȦȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ ) ËÎÏ×ȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ 0ÈÉÌȢ Ȱ#ÁÎ ÙÏÕ ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅ ÈÏ×-ȱ 

I said never mind! 

So they started across the meadow. But little did they know that the other side of the meadow, hidden 

away at the back, was an item of ÐÏÒÔÅÎÔȢ 3ÏÕÎÄÓ ÐÒÅÔÔÙ ÃÏÏÌ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÉÔȩ 0ÏÒÔÅÎÔȢ 0Ȣ /Ȣ 2Ȣ 4Ȣ %Ȣ .Ȣ 4Ȣ )ȭÍ ÎÏÔ 

really sure what it is yet, but it I like it. 

Where was I? Oh yes. 

They crossed ÔÈÅ ÍÅÁÄÏ×Ȣ )Ô ÔÏÏË ÔÈÅÍ ÔÈÒÅÅ ÄÁÙÓȢ )Ô ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÁÃÔÕÁÌÌÙ ÔÈÁÔ ÂÉÇ Á ÍÅÁÄÏ×ȟ ÂÕÔ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ Á 

ÈÅÁÖÙ ÆÉÓÈÂÏ×Ìȟ ÁÎÄ %ÄÇÁÒÂ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÕÓÅÄ ÔÏ ÐÈÙÓÉÃÁÌ ÅØÅÒÔÉÏÎȢ "ÅÓÉÄÅÓȟ ÈÅ ÆÏÒÇÏÔ ÔÏ ÂÒÉÎÇ ÈÉÓ ×ÁÌËÉÎÇ 

ÓÈÏÅÓȟ ÁÎÄ ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÈÕÒÔ ÈÉÓ ÆÏÏÔÓÉÅÓȢ They finally made it, however. 

Stumbling, gasping for breath ɀ yes, both of them were gasping; Edgarb has been using the fishbowl for 

drinking water, the little prick, and it was running low ɀ they approached the edge of the meadow. 

And there, in the shadows, just sticking out a wee little bit was something reddish. Or was it bluish? It was 

ÄÅÆÉÎÉÔÅÌÙ ÓÏÒÔ ÏÆȢȢȢÇÒÅÅÎȢ 9ÅÓȟ ÄÅÁÒ ÒÅÁÄÅÒȟ ÉÎ ÃÁÓÅ ÙÏÕ ÈÁÖÅÎȭÔ ×ÏÒËÅÄ ÉÔ ÏÕÔ ÙÅÔȟ ) ÓÔÉÌÌ ÈÁÖÅ ÎÏ ÉÄÅÁ ×ÈÁÔ ÉÔ 

is, ok? 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔȭÓ ÔÈÁÔȩȱ ÁÓËÅÄ %ÄÇÁÒÂȟ ÐÏÉÎÔÉÎÇ ÁÔ ÉÔ ×ÈÉÌÅ ÓÔÁÌÌÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ ÔÉme. 

Ȱ5ÍÍȢȢȢȱ ÓÁÉÄ 0ÈÉÌȢ Ȱ)ȭÍ ÎÏÔ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÓÕÒÅȢ ) ÔÈÉÎË ÉÔȭÓ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÐÏÒÔÅÎÔÏÕÓ ÔÈÏÕÇÈȢ 7Å ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÐÒÏÂÁÂÌÙ 

ÈÁÖÅ Á ÌÏÏËȢȱ 

They crept closer, peeking carefully to make sure there were no doodie traps. Unlike booby traps, which 

can be harmful, doodie traps arÅ ÏÎÌÙ ÁÎÎÏÙÉÎÇȠ ÔÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÁÌÌ ÓÑÕÉÓÈÙ ÂÅÔ×ÅÅÎ ÔÈÅ ÔÏÅÓ ɀ Edgarb had no 

shoes, remember? 

They approached the red-blue-greeny large* item of portent. Ȱ&ÕÃËȦɖȱ %ÄÇÁÒÂ ×ÈÉÓÐÅÒÅÄȟ Ȱ)Ó ÔÈÁÔ ×ÈÁÔ ) 

ÔÈÉÎË ÉÔ ÉÓȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ËÎÏ×ȟ ) ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÄÏ ÔÈÉÎË ÉÔ ÉÓȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ 0ÈÉÌȢ 

Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÁÎ ÉÔÅÍ ÏÆ ÐÏÒÔÅÎÔȦȱ ÔÈÅÙ ÂÏÔÈ ×ÈÉÓÐÅÒÅÄ ÓÉÍÕÌÔÁÎÅÏÕÓÌÙ ÔÏÇÅÔÈÅÒ ÁÔ ÏÎÃÅ ÔÏ ÅÁÃÈ ÏÔÈÅÒɗ. 

                                                             
* But small. 
ɖ Ok, I promise not to laugh every time I use bad language anymore. 
ɗ Concurrently. 
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0ÈÉÌ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÃÁÒÅÆÕÌÌÙ ÕÐ ÁÎÄ ÄÏ×Î ÁÎÄ ÔÏ ÂÏÔÈ ÓÉÄÅÓȢ Ȱ9ÏÕ ËÎÏ× %ÄÇÁÒÂȟ ) ÔÈÉÎË ) ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔ ÉÔ ÉÓȟȱ ÈÅ 

muttered. 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÉÓ ÉÔȩȱ ÁÓËÅÄ %ÄÇÁÒÂȢ Ȱ4Ï ÍÅ ÉÔ ÌÏÏËÓ ÌÉËÅ Á ÇÉÁÎÔ ÔÉÎÙ ÃÁÎ ÏÆ ÈÁÉÒÓÐÒÁÙȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÅØÁÃÔÌÙ ×ÈÁÔ ÉÔ ÉÓȦȱ ÓÁÉÄ 0ÈÉÌȢ Ȱ)ÔȭÓ Á ÇÉÁÎÔ tiny  can of hairspray. If we spray it at our enemies, 

something portentous will happen.ȱ 

Ȱ3ÁÈ-weet! 4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÌÏÌÚȢȱ ÓÁÉÄ %ÄÇÁÒÂȟ ×ÈÏ ÉÎÃÉÄÅÎÔÁÌÌÙ ÁÌÓÏ ÈÕÎÇ ÏÕÔ ÉÎ ÃÈÁÔ ÒÏÏÍÓ and other things of that 

ÎÁÔÕÒÅȟ ÁÎÄ ÈÅȭÄ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÐÉÃËÅÄ ÕÐ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÌσσÔ ÌÉÎÇÏȢ 

Ȱ'ÒÁÂ ÉÔ ÁÎÄ ×ÅȭÌÌ ÔÁËÅ ÉÔ ×ÉÔÈ ÕÓ 0ÈÉÌȱȟ ÓÁÉÄ %ÄÇÁÒÂȟ ×ÈÏ ÉÎÃÉÄÅÎÔÁÌÌÙ ÁÌÓÏ ÈÕÎÇ ÏÕÔ ÉÎ ÃÈÁÔ ÒÏÏÍÓ ÁÎÄ 

other things of that nature, and was also a lazy bastard who never did anythÉÎÇ ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏȢ 

Ȱ.Ï %ÄÇÁÒÂȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ 0ÈÉÌ ÄÅÆÉÁÎÔÌÙȢ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔȩ  7ÈÙ ÎÏÔ 0ÈÉÌȩȱ ÁÓËÅÄ %ÄÇÁÒÂȟ ÃÏÎÆÕÓÅÄȢ 3ÕÒÅÌÙ 0ÈÉÌ ×ÁÎÔÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÈÁÉÒÓÐÒÁÙ ÏÆ ÐÏÒÔÅÎÔ ÁÓ ÍÕÃÈ ÈÅ 

did. 

Ȱ)ȭÍ Á ÆÉÓÈȟ %ÄÇÁÒÂȢȱ ÓÁÉÄ 0ÈÉÌȢ Ȱ'ÏÔ ÎÏ ÈÁÎÄÓȢȱ 

Ȱ/È ÙÅÁÈȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ ÔÈÅ ÌÁÚÙ ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÐÒÉÎÃÅȢ (Å grabbed the portentous hairspray, put it in his bag, and they set 

off on the trail out of the meadow. 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ËÎÏ× %ÄÇÁÒÂȟȱ 0ÈÉÌ said as they walkedȟ Ȱ) ÔÈÉÎË ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ Á ÓÉÇÎȢ Items of portent are just so, you know, 

important. Something portentous is going to ÈÁÐÐÅÎ ×ÉÔÈ ÉÔ ÓÏÏÎȟ )ȭÄ ÓÔÁËÅ ÍÙ ÒÅÐÕÔÁÔÉÏÎ ÏÎ ÉÔȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÒÅÐÕÔÁÔÉÏÎȩȱ %ÄÇÁÒÂ asked. 

Ȱ/È ÈÕÓÈȢȱ 

* 

The trail led into some woods. No matter where you are in the whole mega-multi -uni-thingy-verse, there 

are really only two types of woods. The first type is like in the Return of the Jedi, with the speeder bikes 

and the massive treesȢ )Ô ÂÉÇȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÏÐÅÎȟ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÐÌÅÎÔÙ ÏÆ ÌÉÇÈÔȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÃÕÔÅ ÆÕÚÚÙ ÔÅÄÄÙ ÂÅÁÒ ÔÈÉÎÇÓ 

running around eating your food and worshipping your servant droids. 

The second type is like ÔÈÅ ÏÎÅ ÔÈÁÔ ,ÉÔÔÌÅ 2ÅÄ 2ÉÄÉÎÇ ÈÏÏÄ ÔÒÁÖÅÌÌÅÄ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÔÏ 'ÒÁÎÄÍÁȭÓ ÈÏÕÓÅȢ 

Those woods are dark, closed in, and nasty things like cross-dressing wolves with big sharp teeth lurk 

around every corner. 

You know which type this one was, right? Of course you do. I might have had storm troopers at the castle 

ÅÁÒÌÉÅÒȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÎÏ ×ÁÙ )ȭÍ ×ÒÉÔÉÎÇ ÉÎ cute fuzzy Ewoks. 

Edgarb, with PhilȭÓ bowl clutched in his arms, crept quietly down the dark twisting trail. He had to duck 

under low hanging tree branches, push his way through spider webs, and climb over tree roots, all that 

annoying travelling through the woods stuff. 

4ÈÅÙ ×ÅÒÅÎȭÔ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÔÈÁÔ ÆÁÒ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÏÄÓ ×ÈÅÎ %ÄÇÁÒÂ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÈÅ ÓÁ× ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÍÏÖÉÎÇ ÏÆÆ ÔÏ ÏÎÅ 

ÓÉÄÅȢ (Å ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÃÁÒÅÆÕÌÌÙȟ ÂÕÔ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÓÅÅ anything. He shook his head, and kept on going. 
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A little later, the same thing happened again, just a flash of something white in the corner of his eye. 

!ÇÁÉÎȟ ÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÓÅÅ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÔÈÅÒÅ ×ÈÅÎ ÈÅ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÐÒÏÐÅÒÌÙȢ 

The third time it happened they were deep into the woods. By this stage they were starting to look for 

somewhere to bed down for the night*. The flash of white came again, but this time Edgarb, who had been 

looking out for it, was ready. He immediately dashed off the path; heading straight for whatever it was 

that was there. 

Ȱ7ÈÏȭÓ ÔÈÅÒÅȩȱ ÈÅ ÃÁÌÌÅÄȢ Ȱ) ËÎÏ× ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÓÏÍÅÏÎÅ ÔÈÅÒÅȦȱ 

Ȱ%ÄÇÁÒÂȟ ×ÈÁÔ ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÏÎ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÃÏÂÂÅÒȩ !ÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÓÅÅÉÎÇ ÔÈÉÎÇÓ ÍÁÔÅȩȱ 0ÈÉÌȟ ÉÔ ÓÅÅÍÅÄȟ ÈÁÄ ÎÏÔ ÏÎÌÙ 

completely missed the flashes of white that Edgarb had seen, had also picked up a bit of an Australian 

accentɖ. 

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÎÏÔ ÓÅÅÉÎÇ ÔÈÉÎÇÓȟȱ %ÄÇÁÒÂ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ ÂÁÃË ÁÓ ÈÅ ÒÁÎ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÆÏÒÅÓÔȢ Ȱ4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÔÈÅÒÅȦȱ 

Edgarb ducked behind a tree, and came out carrying a gorgeous little fluffy white bunny rabbitȢ ȰYou see 

Phil? I ÔÏÌÄ ÙÏÕ ÔÈÅÒÅ ×ÁÓ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇȢȱ 

Ok, ok, I know ɀ but it has no resemblance to a cute fuzzy teddy bear. 

%ÄÇÁÒÂ ÓÔÕÍÂÌÅÄ ÂÁÃË ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÐÁÔÈ ÁÎÄ ÓÁÔ ÄÏ×Îȟ ÐÕÔÔÉÎÇ 0ÈÉÌȭÓ ÆÉÓÈÂÏ×Ì ÄÏ×Î ÏÎ Á ÆÌÁÔ ÓÔÏÎÅ ÂÅÓÉÄÅ ÈÉÍȢ 

He held the rabbit up and looked at it. 

Ȱ4ÈÉÓ ÔÈÉÎÇ ÌÏÏËÓ ÐÒÅÔÔÙ ÈÅÁÌÔÈÙ ÔÏ ÍÅ 0ÈÉÌȟȱ %ÄÇÁÒÂ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ,ÏÏËÓ ÌÉËÅ )ȭÖÅ ÆÏÕÎÄ ÍÙÓÅÌÆ ÓÏÍÅ ÄÉÎÎÅÒȢ )ÔȭÓ 

about time I had a properly cooked meal ɀ )ȭÌÌ ÇÅÔ Á ÆÉÒÅ ÇÏÉÎÇȱ 

Phil was about to answer (he had his own opinions on what made a good dinner, and roast rabbit meat ɀ 

any meat ɀ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÓÏÕÎÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÁÓÔÙ ÔÏ ÈÉÍȢ Worms flies, and other little bugs ɀ now there was a dinner fit 

ÆÏÒ Á ÆÉÓÈȦɊ ×ÈÅÎ ÔÈÅ ÒÁÂÂÉÔȭÓ ÅÙÅÓ ×ÅÎÔ ÖÅÒÙ ÌÁÒÇÅ ÁÎÄ ÉÔ ÓÔÁÒÔÅÄ ÓÑÕÉÒÍÉÎÇ ÁÎÄ ×ÒÉÇÇÌÉÎÇ ɉÍÕÃÈ ÌÉËÅ Á 

worm in fact, Phil thought ɀ he was getting quite hungry) and trying to break free. 

Edgarb kept a firm hold while the rabbit struggledȢ )Ô Ô×ÉÓÔÅÄȟ ÉÔ ÔÕÒÎÅÄȟ ÉÔ ÄÉÄ ÉÔȭÓ ÂÅÓÔ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÆÒÅÅȟ ÂÕÔ 

Edgarb was too strong. Eventually the rabbit stopped struggling ɀ but its eyes grew big, and it just stared. 

It stared right at Edgarb, as if its ÅÙÅÓ ×ÅÒÅ ÂÏÒÉÎÇ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÃË ÏÆ %ÄÇÁÒÂȭÓ ÂÒÁÉÎȢ 7ÈÅÎ ÔÈÁÔ 

seemed to have no effect, it stared at Phil too. Back and forth it stared. 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ËÎÏ× %ÄÇÁÒÂȟȱ 0ÈÉÌ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ) ÔÈÉÎË ÔÈÉÓ ÒÁÂÂÉÔ ÉÓ ÍÏÒÅ ÔÈÁÎ ÊÕÓÔ Á ÒÁÂÂÉÔȢ )ȭÍ ÐÒÅÔÔÙ ÓÕÒÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÔ ÈÅÁÒÄ 

ÙÏÕ ÓÁÙ ÙÏÕ ×ÅÒÅ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÃÏÏË ÉÔȢȱ 

At this, the rabbit stared back at Phil. And then it nodded. 

Ȱ(ÏÌÙ ÓÈÉÔȦȱ ÓÁÉÄ %ÄÇÁÒÂȢ Ȱ) ÔÈÉÎË ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÒÉÇÈÔȦ /Ë ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÂÕÎÎÙȟ ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÔÈÅ ÄÅÁÌȢ )Æ ) ÐÕÔ ÙÏÕ ÄÏ×Îȟ ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕ 

going to ÓÔÁÙ ÓÔÉÌÌȩ ) ÔÈÉÎË ×Å ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÁÌË ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÉÓȢȱ 

The rabbit stared back at Edgarb. And then it nodded. Edgarb gently placed the rabbit on the ground in 

front of him, and let it go. The rabbit just sat there, staring. 

                                                             
* Not together though. Eww gross. 
ɖ Strewth! 
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Edgarb stared at the rabbit. The rabbit stared back. Phil looked at the rabbit. The rabbit stared back. Phil, 

ÙÏÕȭÌÌ ÎÏÔÅȟ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÓÔÁÒÅȢ 7ÅÌÌȟ ÈÅ ÄÉÄȟ ÂÕÔ ÓÉÎÃÅ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ Á ÆÉÓÈ ÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÂÌÉÎËȟ ÁÎÄ ÅÖÅÒÙÔÈÉÎÇ ×ÁÓ Á ÓÔÁÒÅȢ 

He was a little sensitive about it, actually. So he just looked. 

Ȱ/È ×ÅÌÌȟ ÌÏÏËÓ ÌÉËÅ ÉÔ ÂÕÇÓ ÁÇÁÉÎȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ %ÄÇÁÒÂȟ ×ÈÏ ÇÏÔ ÕÐ ÁÎÄ ÓÔÁÒÔÅÄ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÉÎÇÓ ÔÏ ÅÁÔȢ  

The rabbit just sat there, watching. 

He found some berries for himself, which he ate while he picked them, and then dug some ants out of a 

nest and dropped ÔÈÅÍ ÉÎ 0ÈÉÌȭÓ ÂÏ×ÌȢ 0ÈÉÌ ×ÁÓ ÇÅÔÔÉÎÇ ÐÒÅÔÔÙ ÔÉÒÅÄ ÏÆ ÁÎÔÓȟ ÂÕÔ ÈÅ ËÎÅ× ÔÈÁÔ %ÄÇÁÒÂ ×ÁÓ 

ÄÏÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÂÅÓÔ ÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄȟ ÓÏ ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÓÁÙ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇ ×ÈÉÌÅ ÈÅ ÁÔÅȢ 

!ÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÒÁÂÂÉÔ ÊÕÓÔ ÓÁÔ ÔÈÅÒÅȟ ×ÁÔÃÈÉÎÇȢ !ÎÄ ÔÈÅÎ ÔÈÅ ÒÁÂÂÉÔ ÈÏÐÐÅÄ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÏ %ÄÇÁÒÂȭÓ ÂÁÇ ÁÎÄ ÓÔÁÒÔÅÄ 

pawing at it. Ȱ(ÅÙȟ ÓÔÏÐ ÔÈÁÔȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ %ÄÇÁÒÂ ÁÓ ÈÅ ÐÕÌÌÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÇ Á×ÁÙ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÒÁÂÂÉÔȢ Ȱ,ÅÁÖÅ ÉÔ ÁÌÏÎÅȦ 

4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇ ÉÎ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÂÕÔ ÁÎ ÉÔÅÍ ÏÆ ÐÏÒÔÅÎÔȢȱ 3ÔÉÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÒÁÂÂÉÔ ËÅÐÔ ÔÒÙÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÇȢ 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔ %ÄÇÁÒÂȩȱ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ 0ÈÉÌ ÆÒÏÍ ÈÉÓ ÂÏ×ÌȢ Ȱ) ÔÈÉÎË ) ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔȭÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÏÎȢ )ÔȭÓ ÏÂÖÉÏÕÓ ×ÈÅÎ 

ÙÏÕ ÔÈÉÎË ÁÂÏÕÔ ÉÔȢ "ÕÔ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÔÈÉÎË ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÌÉËÅ ÉÔ ÔÈÏÕÇÈȢȱ 

Edgarb considered this very carefully, then thought about it more, and then pondered some ponderings. 

Ȱ.ÏÐÅȟ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÇÅÔ ÉÔ 0ÈÉÌȟ ×ÈÁÔȭÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÏÎȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÓÕÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÆÉÇÕÒÅ ÉÔ ÏÕÔȩ )ÔȭÓ ÅÁÓÙȢȱ 0ÈÉÌ ÐÁÕÓÅÄȢ Ȱ"ÕÔ ÏË ÔÈÅÎȢ 7Å ÐÉÃËÅÄ ÕÐ ÁÎ ÉÔÅÍ ÏÆ ÐÏÒÔÅÎÔ 

ÂÅÆÏÒÅȟ ÒÉÇÈÔȩȱ 

Ȱ2ÉÇÈÔȟȱ %ÄÇÁÒÂ ÎÏÄÄÅÄȢ 

Ȱ!ÎÄ ÎÏ× ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ Á ÒÁÂÂÉÔ ÈÁÎÇÉÎÇ ÁÒÏÕÎÄȟ ÒÉÇÈÔȩȱ 

Ȱ2ÉÇÈÔȟȱ %ÄÇÁÒÂ ÎÏÄÄÅÄ ÁÇÁÉÎȢ 

Ȱ!ÎÄȢȢȢȢȱ 0ÈÉÌ ÐÒÏÍÐÔed. 

Ȱ!ÎÄȢȢȢȩȱ %ÄÇÁÒÂȭÓ ÆÁÃÅ ×ÁÓ ÓÔÉÌÌ Á ÂÌÁÎËȢ 

Ȱ!ÎÄ ÓÏ ÙÏÕ ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÓÐÒÁÙ ÉÔ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ ÈÁÒÅ ÓÐÒÁÙȦȱ 0ÈÉÌ ÇÒÏÁÎÅÄȢ 

!ÌÌ ÏÆ Á ÓÕÄÄÅÎ %ÄÇÁÒÂ ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÏÏÄȢ Ȱ9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÒÉÇÈÔȟ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÌÉËÅ ÉÔ 0ÈÉÌȢ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ Á ÔÅÒÒÉÂÌÅ ÊÏËÅȢȱ 

Ȱ) ËÎÏ×Ȣȱ 0ÈÉÌ ÁÇÒÅÅÄȢ Ȱ$ÏÎȭÔ ÂÌÁÍÅ ÍÅȟ )ȭÍ ÎÏÔ ×ÒÉÔÉÎÇ ÔÈÉÓȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌ )ȭÍ ÎÏÔ ×ÒÉÔÉÎÇ ÉÔ ÅÉÔÈÅÒȦȱ ÓÁÉÄ %ÄÇÁÒÂȢ* 

Edgarb took the hare ɀ sorry, hair ɀ spray out of his bag, pointed it at the rabbit, and sprayed. Nothing 

happened. He sprayed some more and still nothing happened. 

He sprayed a third time. Something definitely happened. 

The rabbit grew. As it grew, it changed shape a little, so that it stood like a man ɀ but shorter. Imagine a 

werewolf, but instead of being part man, part wolf, it was part man, part rabbit.  

It was a were-rabbit . 
                                                             
* 7ÅÌÌ )ȭÍ ÎÏÔ ×ÒÉÔÉÎÇ ÉÔ ɀ ÏÈȢ 3ÏÒÒÙ ÅÖÅÒÙÏÎÅȢ 9ÅÁÈȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÍÙ ÆÁÕÌÔȢ 
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Chapter 3 ɀ Bambi  
 

-ÏÓÔ Ȭ×ÅÒÅ-ȭ ÔÈÉÎÇÓ ÁÒÅ ÈÕÍÁÎ ÂÁÓÅÄȠ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÓȟ they start with an ordinary person, but they change into 

something else ɀ halfway between a human and some other animal. The most common is the wolf, as in 

the American one in London, or the Bisexual one in Tokyo, etc. 

But this were-thing was different. It was different in a few ways actually. The most obvious was that it  

started as a rabbit and changed into something human-ish, ÉÎÓÔÅÁÄ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÏÔÈÅÒ ×ÁÙ ÁÒÏÕÎÄȟ ÂÕÔ )ȭÍ ÓÕÒÅ 

you figured that one out all by yourself. 

Less expected was the size; this were-rabbit  was only about 4 feet tall. Think about it. When a person 

turns into a werewolf, they grow maybe a couple of feet taller ɀ a noticeable difference sure, but nothing 

earth-shattering, especially when compared to the shock (I mean the new underpants type of shock) of 

×ÈÁÔ ÉÔ ÉÓ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÁÃÔÕÁÌÌÙ ÆÁÃÉÎÇȢ ! ×ÏÌÆ ÉÓ ÃÅÒÔÁÉÎÌÙ ÓÍÁÌÌÅÒ ÔÈÁÎ ÐÅÒÓÏÎȟ ÓÏ ×ÈÙ ÄÏ ÔÈÅÙ ÇÅÔ ÅÖÅÎ ÂÉÇÇÅÒȩ 

So when this rabbit turned part human, it got taller, but it ×ÁÓÎȭt man-sized. Not by any means. 

But the biggest surprise was other, well, features of this were-rabbit . Imagine a dwarfish rabbit person 

that was man shaped, had white fur, buck teeth, long ears, and twitchy little whiskers. It even stood on 

two legs. 

Now add boobs*. 

Yup, this were-rabbit  was female. She was obviously female. Actually, she was quite hot. She had a decent 

(albeit furry) rack. She had long sexy legs. She had a cute little ass with a dainty little cottontail sitting just 

above. And those ears... 

/È ÃÏÍÅ ÏÎȟ ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÓÁÙÉÎÇ ÙÏÕȭÖÅ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÉÔȩ 

Uh, yeah. Me neither. 

Edgarb by this stage had pretty much managed to get his eyes back into some sort of non-bulging state 

(0ÈÉÌ ÈÁÄÎȭÔȟ ÂÕÔ again, bÅÉÎÇ Á ÆÉÓÈ ÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÈÅÌÐ ÉÔ ɀ his eyes were just built that way). He looked the 

rabbit woman up and down a couple of times, closed his hanging jaw, coughed, and looked away. 

Ȱ5Èȟ ÈÉ ÔÈÅÒÅȟȱ Edgarb said, as his cheeks quickly turned redder and redder. Then he looked at Phil. 

Ȱ"ÌÏÏÄÙ ÈÅÌÌȟ )ȭÍ ÔÁÌËÉÎÇ ÔÏ Á ÒÁÂÂÉÔȦ ) ËÎÏ× ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎ ÔÁÌË 0ÈÉÌȟ ÂÕÔ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÓÐÅÃÉÁÌȢ ) ÍÕÓÔ ÂÅ ÌÏÓÉÎÇ ÍÙ 

ÍÉÎÄȦȱ 

Miss Rabbit looked at him. Her ears twitched a little, her nose twitched a little more, and her mouth 

ÏÐÅÎÅÄȢ Ȱ%Èȟ ×ÈÁÔȭÓ ÕÐ ÄÏÃȩȱ she said. 

) ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ thinking. So was Edgarb. 

Ȱ&ÕÃË ÍÅȱȟ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ ȰÁ ÔÁÌËÉÎÇ ÆÉÓÈȦȱɖ 

(Å ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÉÓ ÆÏÒ Á ÍÏÍÅÎÔȢ ȰAnd its rabbit shaped!ȱ 

                                                             
* Teehee! I said boobs! 
ɖ Man oh man do I love that line. 
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Ȱ'ÏÔÃÈÁȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ)ȭÍ ÊÕÓÔ ÆÏÏÌÉÎÇȢȱ 3ÈÅ ÇÒÉÎÎÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÓÁÔ ÂÁÃË ÁÇÁÉÎÓÔ the nearest rock, which prompted 

Edgarb to sit back down too. Ȱ3Ï ×ÈÏ ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÇÕÙÓȩȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÍ %ÄÇÁÒÂȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ %ÄÇÁÒÂȢ Ȱ!ÎÄ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ 0ÈÉÌȟȱ ÈÅ ÐÏÉÎÔed at Phil. 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ )ȭÍ 0ÈÉÌȱ ÓÁÉÄ 0ÈÉÌȢ Ȱ7ÅȭÖÅ ÅÓÃÁÐÅÄ ÆÒÏÍ +ÉÎÇ &ÎÏÒÄÉÓÈȭÓ ÅÖÉÌ ÒÅÉÇÎȟ ÁÎÄ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÈÅÁÄÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÌÁÎÄ 

ÏÆ 3ÑÕÉÓÈÐÏÏȟ ×ÈÅÒÅ ×Å ÃÁÎ ÌÉÖÅ ÓÁÆÅ ÁÎÄ ÆÒÅÅȢȱ 

The rabbit  looked at them both, measuring them up with her eyes. She seemed to ponder Phil for a 

moment, and then blinked.  

Ȱ&ÕÃË ÍÅȱȟ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ ȰÁ ÔÁÌËÉÎÇ ÆÉÓÈȦȱ * 

Ȱ$ÏÎȭÔ ×ÏÒÒÙ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÉÔȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ %ÄÇÁÒÂȢ Ȱ(ÅȭÓ ÃÏÏÌȟ ÒÅÁÌÌÙȢ (ÅȭÓ Á ÔÁÌËÉÎÇ ÆÉÓÈȟ ÂÉÇ ÄÅÁÌȢ 9ÏÕȭÒÅ Á Æreaking were-

rabbitȦȱ 

Ȱ/È ÙÅÁÈ ɀ ÇÏÏÄ ÐÏÉÎÔȢȱ 3ÈÅ smiled at Phil and looked him up and down suggestivelyȢ Ȱ(ÅÙȟ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ Á ÐÒÅÔÔÙ 

sexy fish ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ×Ȣȱ 

(ÅÙȟ ÒÁÂÂÉÔÓ ÁÒÅÎȭÔ ÔÈÅ ÓÙÍÂÏÌ ÏÆ ÆÅÒÔÉÌÉÔÙ ÆÏÒ ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇ ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ×Ȧ 9ÏÕ ÔÈÉÎË ÔÈÅÙ ÏÎÌÙ ÂÒÅÅÄ that much for 

the good of the species? Female rabbits are total sluts. 

Ȱ/Èȟ ÐÌÅÁÓÅȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ 0ÈÉÌȢ Ȱ9ÅÓȟ ) ËÎÏ× ) ÁÍȟ )ȭÍ ÈÕÎÇ ÌÉËÅ Á ×ÈÁÌÅ ÁÎÄ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÌÁÄÉÅÓ ×ÁÎÔ ÍÅȢ "ÕÔ )ȭÍ Á ÆÉÓÈ 

ÁÎÄ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ Á ÒÁÂÂÉÔ ÐÅÒÓÏÎ ÔÈÉÎÇÙȢ 7ÅȭÒÅ ÎÏÔ ÅØÁÃÔÌÙ ÃÏÍÐÁÔÉÂÌÅȢ If we were to even try eitÈÅÒ ÙÏÕȭÄ 

ÄÒÏ×Î ÏÒ )ȭÄ ÓÕÆÆÏÃÁÔÅȢ $ÏÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÎ ÔÈÉÎË ÁÂÏÕÔ ÉÔȢȱ 

Ȱ'ÏÏÄ ÐÏÉÎÔȟȱ -ÉÓÓ 2ÁÂÂÉÔ frowned. She turned her gaze to Edgarb. She looked him up and down as well. 

And then she smiled again. 

Ȱ7ÁÉÔ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÔÈÅÒÅȦȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ)ȭÍ ÏÎÌÙ Á ÙÏÕÎÇ ÐÒÉÎÃÅȟ )ȭÍ ÎÁÉÖÅȟ )ȭÍ Á ÖÉÒÇÉÎȟ and )ȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ ÎÏ ÅØÐÅÒÉÅÎÃÅȢȱ 

(Å ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÉÓ Á ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÍÏÒÅȟ ÁÓ ÈÅ ÓÏ ÏÆÔÅÎ ÄÏÅÓȟ Ȱ!ÎÄ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÌÏÖÅ ÙÏÕȢȱ 

(Å ÐÏÎÄÅÒÅÄ ÔÈÉÓ ÆÏÒ Á ÍÏÍÅÎÔȢ Ȱ!ÎÄ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÆÕÒÒÙȢȱ 

(Å ÐÏÎÄÅÒÅÄ ÓÏÍÅ ÍÏÒÅȢ Ȱ!ÎÄ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ Á ÒÁÂÂÉÔȟ ÆÏÒ #ÈÒÉÓÔȭÓ ÓÁËÅȢȱ 

He pondered evÅÎ ÍÏÒÅȢ Ȱ$Ï ÙÏÕ ÓÐÉÔ ÏÒ Ó×ÁÌÌÏ×ȩȱ 

She studied %ÄÇÁÒÂ ÁÎÄ ÔÉÌÔÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÈÅÁÄȟ ÁÓ ÉÆ ÔÒÙÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÄÅÃÉÄÅ ×ÈÁÔ ÔÏ ÍÁËÅ ÏÆ ÈÉÍȢ Ȱ&ÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÍÅÎÔȟȱ ÓÈÅ 

ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÄÏ ÅÉÔÈÅÒȢ 7ÅȭÌÌ ×ÏÒË ÉÔ ÏÕÔ ÌÁÔÅÒ when ) ÄÅÃÉÄÅ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÎÏÔ ÔÏo ÙÏÕÎÇȱȢ 

Ȱ(Ï× ÙÏÕÎÇ ÉÓ ÔÏÏ ÙÏÕÎÇȩȱ asked Edgarb. Ȱ)ȭÌÌ ÂÅ ρχ ÉÎ ÔÈÒÅÅ ×ÅÅËÓ you know.ȱ 

Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÐÈÙÓÉÃÁÌ age ÔÈÁÔ ÍÁÔÔÅÒÓȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒÅÄȢ Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÍÅÎÔÁÌȢ .Ïȟ ÁÃÔÕÁÌÌÙȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÍÅÎÔÁÌ ÁÇÅȢ )ÔȭÓ ÈÏ× 

ÂÉÇ ÉÔ ÉÓȢ .Ïȟ ÁÃÔÕÁÌÌÙȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÈÏ× ÂÉÇ ÉÔ ÉÓȟ ÉÔȭÓ ×ÈÁÔ ÙÏÕ ÄÏ ×ÉÔÈ ÉÔȢ .Ïȟ ÁÃÔÕÁÌÌÙȟ ÉÔȭÓ not what you do with it;  

itȭs how big it is. I was right the first  timeɖȢȱ 

%ÄÇÁÒÂ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÃÏÎÆÕÓÅÄȢ Ȱ5ÍÍȟ ÈÏ× ÁÂÏÕÔ ×Å ÊÕÓÔ start with friends for now?ȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ ) really ÄÏÎȭÔ 

understand ×ÈÁÔ ÙÏÕ ÍÅÁÎȢȱ 

                                                             
* Told you. 
ɖ /Ò ×ÁÓ ÉÔ ÔÈÅ ÓÅÃÏÎÄȩ )ȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ ÍÙÓÅÌÆ ÁÌÌ ÃÏÎÆÕÓÅÄ ÎÏ×Ȣ 
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Ȱ4ÈÁÔ ÓÏÕÎÄÓ ÌÉËÅ Á ÇÏÏÄ ÉÄÅÁȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ -ÉÓÓ 2ÁÂÂÉÔȢ Ȱ9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÏÂÖÉÏÕÓÌÙ ÎÏÔ ÖÅÒÙ ÂÉÇȢȱ 

Ȱ-ÏÖÉÎÇ ÏÎȢȢȢȱ ÓÁÉÄ 0ÈÉÌȢ Ȱ$Ï ÙÏÕ ÈÁÖÅ Á ÎÁÍÅȩȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÓÐÒÁÙÅÄ ÍÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ ÈÁÉÒÓÐÒÁÙȟ ÍÙ ÎÁÍÅ ×ÁÓ -Ò &ÌÏÐÐÙ %ÁÒÓȢ "ÕÔ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÔÈÉÎË ÔÈÁÔ 

ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ×ÏÒËÓȢ )ȭÍ ÐÒÅÔÔÙ ÓÕÒÅ )ȭÍ ÎÏÔ Á -ÉÓÔÅÒ ÁÎÙÍÏÒÅȢȱ 

Edgarb, who had ÓÕÇÇÅÓÔÅÄ ÊÕÓÔ ÂÅÉÎÇ ÆÒÉÅÎÄÓ ÂÕÔ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ quite stopped drooling, nodded emphatically. 

Ȱ.Ïȟ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÄÅÆÉÎÉÔÅÌÙ ÎÏÔ Á -ÉÓÔÅÒȟȱ he agreed. 

Ȱ3Ï ×ÈÁÔ ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ) ÂÅ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ ÔÈÅÎȩȱ ÔÈÅ ÒÁÂÂÉÔ ÁÓËÅÄȢ Ȱ) ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ÈÁÖÅ Á ÎÁÍÅȟ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ) ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÔÈÉÎË )ȭÄ 

like to be cÁÌÌÅÄ ȬÔÈe ÒÁÂÂÉÔȭȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÎÅÅÄ Á ÓÅØÙ ÎÁÍÅ ÔÏ ÇÏ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÅØÙ ÂÏÄÙ ÏÆ ÙÏÕÒÓ,ȱ %ÄÇÁÒÂ (who was still drooling just a little)  

ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ3ÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÌÉËÅ +ÁÒÉ or Candy ÏÒ "ÁÍÂÉȢȱ 

Ȱ"ÁÍÂÉȦȱ ÓÈÅ ÅØÃÌÁÉÍÅÄȢ Ȱ) ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÁÔ, just like in the movie!ȱ 

Ȱ3ÈÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÉÔ ÂÅ 4ÈÕmper?ȱ ÁÓËÅÄ 0ÈÉÌȢ Ȱ)ȭÍ ÓÕÒÅ ÔÈÅ ÒÁÂÂÉÔ ×ÁÓ 4ÈÕÍÐÅÒȢȱ 

Ȱ.Ïȟ "ÁÍÂÉ ÓÏÕÎÄÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÒÉÇÈÔȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ "ÁÍÂÉȢ Ȱ)ÔȭÓ sexy, but not slutty in the slightestȢȱ 

%ÄÇÁÒÂ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÁÔ 0ÈÉÌȢ 0ÈÉÌ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÁÔ %ÄÇÁÒÂȢ 4ÈÅÙ ÂÏÔÈ ÄÅÃÉÄÅÄ ÔÏ ËÅÅÐ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÍÏÕÔÈÓ ÓÈÕÔȢ Ȱ)Æ ÙÏÕ ÓÁÙ ÓÏȟȱ 

they both said to Bambi. 

Ȱ3Ï ÁÎÙ×ÁÙȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ %ÄÇÁÒÂȢ Ȱ)ȭÍ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÐÒÅÓÕÍÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ Á ÎÉÃÅ ÆÒÉÅÎÄÌÙ ÒÁÂÂÉÔȢ !Ó 0ÈÉÌ ÓÁÉÄȟ ×ÅȭÒÅ 

ÍÁËÉÎÇ ÏÕÒ ×ÁÙ ÔÏ 3ÑÕÉÓÈÐÏÏȢ 9ÏÕȭÒÅ ×ÅÌÃÏÍÅ ÔÏ ÃÏÍÅ ÁÌÏÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ ÕÓ ÉÆ ÙÏÕ ×ÁÎÔȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÅÒÅȭÓ 3ÑÕÉÓÈÐÏÏȩȱ "ÁÍÂÉ ÁÓËÅÄȢ 

Ȱ5ÍÍȢȢȢȱ %ÄÇÁÒÂ ÌÏoked at Phil. 

Ȱ5ÍÍȢȢȢȱ 0ÈÉÌ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÂÁÃË ÁÔ %ÄÇÁÒÂȢ 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ×ȩȱ ÁÓËÅÄ %ÄÇÁÒÂȢ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ) ÆÉÇÕÒÅÄ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÄ ÂÅ ÓÉÇÎÓȢ /Ò ÔÈÁÔ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÇÕÉÄÅ ÕÓ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÄÉÒÅÃÔÉÏÎȢȱ 0ÈÉÌ ÓÈÒÕÇÇÅÄȟ ×ÈÉÃÈ 

is pretty hard for a fish to do. It involved a sort of lifting of fins, as well as a sort of opening and closing of 

his gills. 

Ȱ0ÈÉÌȟȱ %ÄÇÁÒÂ ÓÉÇÈÅÄȢ Ȱ9ÏÕȭÒÅ Á ÒÅÔÁÒÄȢȱ 

Phil nodded. This too was sort of hard for him too ɀ just use your imagination. 

Ȱ/Ëȟ ÓÏ ×Å ÄÏÎȭÔ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÅÒÅ ÉÔ ÉÓȢ "ÕÔ ×ÅȭÌÌ ÆÉÎÄ ÉÔ somehowȟȱ Edgarb ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ"ÕÔ ÉÔȭÌÌ ÂÅ ×ÏÒÔÈ ÉÔȢ 

3ÑÕÉÓÈÐÏÏ ÉÓ Á ÆÁÎÔÁÓÔÉÃ ÐÌÁÃÅȢȱ 

Ȱ)Ó ÔÈÁÔ ÒÉÇÈÔȩȱ "ÁÍÂÉ ÁÓËÅÄȢ Ȱ!ÎÄ ÊÕÓÔ ×ÈÙ ÉÓ ÉÔ ÓÏ ÆÁÎÔÁÓÔÉÃȩȱ 

Edgarb looked at Phil. Phil looked back at Edgarb, and then hung his head. 

Ȱ.ÅÖÅÒ ÍÉÎÄ ÔÈÁÔȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ %ÄÇÁÒÂȢ Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÆÁÎÔÁÓÔÉÃȟ ÁÎÄ ÙÏÕȭÌÌ ÓÅÅ ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕÒÓÅÌÆ ×ÈÅÎ ÙÏÕ ÇÅÔ ÔÈÅÒÅȢ )Æ ÙÏÕ ×ÁÎÔ 

ÔÏ ÃÏÍÅȟ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÓȢȱ 
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 Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ 0ÈÉÌȢ Ȱ#ÏÍÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÕÓȢ )ÔȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÇÏÏÄ ÔÏ ÈÁÖÅ ÓÏÍÅÏÎÅ ÅÌÓÅ ÔÏ ÔÁÌË ÔÏȢ 4Ï ÈÁÖÅ ÓÏÍÅÏÎÅ ÅÌÓÅ ×Å 

can travel with. To have someone that can cook and clean and do the ×ÁÓÈÉÎÇȱȢ 

"ÁÍÂÉ ÇÌÁÒÅÄ ÁÔ 0ÈÉÌȢ Ȱ) ÍÁÙ have a penchant to jump on top of anything that moves. And I may have a 

really nice rack*, bÕÔ )ȭÍ ÎÏÔ Á ÈÏÕÓÅ×ÉÆÅȢȱ 

Ȱ/Èȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ 0ÈÉÌȢ Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÃÏÍÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÕÓȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ËÉÎÄ ÏÆ ÙÏÕȟȱ ÓÈÅ glaredȢ Ȱ"ÕÔ ÙÅÓȟ )ȭÌÌ ÃÏÍÅ ÁÌÏÎÇȢ )Ô ÃÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÉÎÔÅÒÅÓÔÉÎÇȢ !ÎÄ ÓÉÎÃÅ )ȭÍ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÓÕÌÔ 

ÏÆ ÁÎ ÉÔÅÍ ÏÆ ÐÏÒÔÅÎÔȟ ÙÏÕȭÌÌ ÐÒÏÂÁÂÌÙ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÎÅÅÄ ÍÅ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÒÅÁÃÈ ÔÈÅ ÅÎÄ ÏÆ ÙÏÕÒ ÔÒÁÖÅÌÓȢȱ 

Ȱ$ÏÎÅ ÔÈÅÎȟȱ %ÄÇÁÒÂ ÎÏÄÄÅÄȢ Ȱ9ÏÕ ÃÁÎ ÃÏÍÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÕÓȟ ÁÎÄ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÃÏÏË ÏÒ ÃÌÅÁÎȢ Unless you 

×ÁÎÔ ÔÏȟ ÏÆ ÃÏÕÒÓÅȢ )Æ ÔÈÅ ÓÕÄÄÅÎ ÕÒÇÅ ÈÉÔÓ ÙÏÕ ÔÏ ÄÏ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÁÔȟ ) ÃÅÒÔÁÉÎÌÙ ×ÏÎȭÔ ÓÔÁÎÄ ÉÎ ÙÏÕÒ 

×ÁÙȢȱ 

Ȱ3Ï ×ÈÁÔ ÎÏ× ÔÈÅÎȩȱ ÁÓËÅÄ "ÁÍÂÉȢ 

Ȱ7Å ÇÅÔ ÓÏÍÅ ÓÌÅÅÐȟ ÁÎÄ ËÅÅÐ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ %ÄÇÁÒÂȢ Ȱ7ÅȭÖÅ ÒÅÁÃÈÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÅÎÄ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÃÈÁÐÔÅÒȟ 

aÎÄ ×Å ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÑÕÉÅÔȢȱ  

                                                             
* See? I told you she did. 
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Chapter 4 ɀ The Hills Are Alive...  
 

The next morning, the prince, fish and rabbit trio set off through the remainder of the forest. )Ô ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÔÁËÅ 

them long to get all the way through ɀ only about 9 days. Yes, it was a pretty big forest, but they made 

good time, considering.* 

They came out at the bottom of some mountains. They were tall mountains. They were snow-capped 

mountains. They were alpine ɀ they made you want to yodel whenever you saw them. In fact, you would 

be forgiven if you were expecting to see a buxom blonde with Pipi Longstocking plaits come dancing 

down a fjord while carrying a pair of wooden milking buckets. Or you might expect to see a line of 7 

progressively smaller children singing crap music as they skipped pastɖ. 

But Edgarb, Phil and Bambi saw none of these things. Instead they saw a basket perched atop a boulder 

that was sitting by the start of the only path up through the mountains. 

Ȱ,ÏÏËÓ ÌÉËÅ ÌÕÎÃÈ ÈÁÓ ÂÅÅÎ ÐÒÏÖÉÄÅÄȟȱ ÇÒÉÎÎÅÄ %ÄÇÁÒÂ ÁÎÄ ÈÅ ÒÕÓÈÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÓËet to see what sort of 

goodies it might contain. He opened the basket, peeked in, closed the basket, and walked back to the 

others. 

Ȱ.ÏÔ ÌÕÎÃÈȩȱ ÁÓËÅÄ 0ÈÉÌȢ 

Ȱ5Èȟ ÎÏȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ %ÄÇÁÒÂȢ 

Ȱ.ÏÔ goodȩȱ asked Bambi. 

Ȱ5Èȟ ÎÏȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ %ÄÇÁÒÂȢ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌ ×ÈÁÔȭÓ ÉÎ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÔÈÅÎȩȱ they both asked. 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÄÏÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ËÎÏ×ȟȱ %ÄÇÁÒÂ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒÅÄȢ (Å ÌÏÏËÅÄ Á ÌÉÔÔÌÅ nervous ÁÃÔÕÁÌÌÙȢ Ȱ#ÏÍÅ ÏÎȟ ÌÅÔȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ 

keep going. 

They started walking again, Edgarb keeping himself as far away from the basket as possible, but as they 

passed it a noise came from it. 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ ÔÈÁÔȩȱ ÁÓËÅÄ "ÁÍÂÉȢ 

Ȱ.ÏÔÈÉÎÇȟȱ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒÅÄ %ÄÇÁÒÂȢ Ȱ+ÅÅÐ ÇÏÉÎÇȢȱ 

Another noise came from the basket. 

ȰWas that a -ȱ "ÁÍÂÉ ÓÔÁÒÔÅÄȢ 

Ȱ.ÏȦȱ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒÅÄ %ÄÇÁÒÂȢ Ȱ*ÕÓÔ ËÅÅÐ ÇÏÉÎÇȦȱ 

They started walking yet again, but the noise happened again. 

Ȱ)Ô ÉÓȦȱ ÓÑÕÅÁÌÅÄ "ÁÍÂÉȢ Ȱ) ËÎÏ× ÉÔ ÉÓȦȱ 3ÈÅ ÒÕÓÈÅÄ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÓËÅÔȟ ÔÈÒÅ× ÏÐÅÎ ÔÈÅ ÌÉÄȟ ÁÎÄ ÒÅÁÃÈÅÄ ÉÎÓÉÄÅȢ 

                                                             
* Considering what? That was a pretty stupid statement. 
ɖ I do not mean dwarves. I really did mean children. 
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Ȱ#ÒÁÐȟȱ ÍÏÁÎÅÄ %ÄÇÁÒÂȢ Ȱ) ËÎÅ× ÓÈÅȭÄ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ËÅÅÐ ÉÔȢȱ 

Bambi removed what looked like a small blanket all rolled up. She held it carefully, as if it was fragile. 

Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÇÅÔ ÉÔȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ 0ÈÉÌȢ Ȱ7ÈÁÔȭÓ ÓÏ ÓÐÅÃÉÁÌ ÁÂÏÕÔ Á ÒÏÌÌÅÄ ÕÐ ÂÌÁÎËÅÔȩ !ÎÄ ÈÏ× ÃÏÕÌÄ ÉÔ ÍÁËÅ Á ÎÏÉÓÅȩȱ 

And then the blanket started to cry. 

Ȱ)ÔȭÓ Á ÂÁÂÙȟȱ %ÄÇÁÒÂ sighed. Ȱ)ÔȭÓ Á ÆÒÅÁËÉÎÇ ÂÁÂÙȢ 7ÈÁÔ ÁÒÅ ×Å ÓÕÐÐÏÓÅÄ ÔÏ ÄÏ ÎÏ×ȩȱ 

The babÙ ÐÏËÅÄ ÉÔÓ ÈÅÁÄ ÕÐ ÁÎÄ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÁÔ ÔÈÅÍȢ Ȱ(Éȟȱ ÉÔ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ-Ù ÎÁÍÅȭÓ .ÕÇÇÅÔȢ 7ÉÌÌ ÙÏÕ ÌÏÏË ÁÆÔÅÒ ÍÅȩȱ 

* 

No time passed.  

* 

3ÅÒÉÏÕÓÌÙȟ .ÕÇÇÅÔ ÈÁÓ ÏÎÌÙ ÊÕÓÔ ÃÌÏÓÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÍÏÕÔÈ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÓÐÅÁËÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÔÉÍÅȢ 4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÎÏ ÔÉÍÅ ÇÁÐȢ  

* 

4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÎÏ Ó×ÉÔÃÈ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÏÒÙ ÔÏ ÓÏÍÅÏÎÅ ÅÌÓÅȟ ÏÒ ÓÏÍÅ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÐÌÁÃÅȢ  

* 

7ÅȭÒÅ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÈÅÒÅ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ÁÔ %ÄÇÁÒÂȟ 0ÈÉÌ ÁÎÄ "ÁÍÂÉȢ And Nugget.  

* 

) ÊÕÓÔ ×ÁÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÐÕÔ ÔÈÏÓÅ ÓÔÁÒÓ ÕÐ ÔÈÅÒÅȢ 0ÒÅÔÔÙ ÁÒÅÎȭÔ ÔÈÅÙȩ 

** 

Bambi squealed. It was one of those long squeals that girls make. You know the ones - they make your 

ears bleed. !ÐÐÁÒÅÎÔÌÙ ÉÔȭÓ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÔÈÅÙ see something cute. ) ÔÈÉÎË ÉÔȭÓ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÅÖÏÌÕÔÉÏÎ ÁÔ ÉÔÓ ÍÏÓÔ ÕÔÔÅÒÌÙ 

painful. "Å ÇÌÁÄ ÙÏÕ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÈÅÁÒ ÉÔȢ 

0ÈÉÌ ÂÌÉÎËÅÄȢ Ȱ&ÕÃË ÍÅ,ȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ ȰÁ ÔÁÌËÉÎÇ ÆÉÓÈȦȱ 

He ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÉÓ ÆÏÒ Á ÍÏÍÅÎÔȢ Ȱ!ÎÄ ÉÔÓ ÂÁÂÙ ÓÈÁÐÅÄȦȱ 

.Ï× ×Å ÁÌÌ ËÎÏ× ÔÈÁÔ 0ÈÉÌ ÓÈÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÂÅ ÓÕÒÐÒÉÓÅÄ ÁÔ ÓÅÅÉÎÇ ÔÈÉÎÇÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÃÁÎ ÔÁÌËȢ (Å ÈÉÍÓÅÌÆ ÃÁÎ ÔÁÌËȟ ÁÎÄ 

ÈÅȭÓ ÅÖÅÎ Á ÆÉÓÈȢ )ÔȭÓ ÎÏÒÍÁÌÌÙ %ÄÇÁÒÂ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÁÙÓ ÔÈÉÓ ÌÉÎÅȟ ÂÕÔ ) ÇÏ ×ÈÅÒÅ ÍÙ ÍÕÓÅ ÓÅÎÄÓ ÍÅ ɀ and my muse 

made it a bit hard, given that Edgarb had already stated quite clearly that it was a baby. It would have 

been a bit difficult to justify how Edgarb could know it was a baby and yet still say his talking fish line. 

Thanks for stepping up and helping out there Phil. 

Ȱ9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÑÕÉÔÅ ×ÅÌÃÏÍÅȟȱ 0ÈÉÌ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÓÅÅÍÉÎÇÌÙ ÔÏ ÎÏÂÏÄÙ ÁÔ ÁÌÌȢ 

Edgarb looked around suspiciously, trying to work out who Phil might have been talking to. Then he 

ÓÉÇÈÅÄ ÁÇÁÉÎ ÁÎÄ ÓÈÏÏË ÈÉÓ ÈÅÁÄȢ Ȱ,ÉÓÔÅÎ ÇÕÙÓȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ Á ÐÒÏÂÌÅÍȢ 7Å ÄÏÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÉÍÅ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÉÓȢ 3ÅÒÉÏÕÓÌÙȟ ×Å 

                                                             
* A star on a star! So gosh darn cute. 
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ÄÏÎȭÔȢ 7ÅȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÓÔÏÐÐÉÎÇ ÅÖÅÒÙ ÆÅ× ÍÉÎÕÔÅÓ ÔÏ ÃÈÁÎÇÅ ÉÔȟ ÏÒ ÆÅÅÄ ÉÔȟ or roll it in coconut*. This is gonna 

ÓÕÃËȢȱ 

"ÁÍÂÉ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÈÕÒÔÆÕÌÌÙ ÁÔ %ÄÇÁÒÂȢ Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ Á ÂÁÂÙȦ (Ï× ÃÏÕÌÄ ÙÏÕ ÂÅ ÓÏ ÃÒÕÅÌȩȱ ÓÈÅ ÇÌÁÒÅÄȢ Ȱ)ÔȭÓ Á ÈÅÌÐless 

ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÔÈÉÎÇ ÁÎÄ ÉÔ ÎÅÅÄÓ ÏÕÒ ÐÒÏÔÅÃÔÉÏÎȢȱ 3ÈÅ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÁÔ .ÕÇÇÅÔȢ Ȱ9ÏÕ ÄÏȟ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÙÏÕȩ 9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÈÅÌÐÌÅÓÓ rightȩȱ 

Nugget eyed her up and down, and then ×ÉÎËÅÄ ÓÕÇÇÅÓÔÉÖÅÌÙȢ Ȱ3ÕÒÅ ÔÏÏÔÓȟ ÉÆ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÈÁÔ ÙÏÕ ×ÁÎÔȟ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ 

what you get. 5ÈÈȢȢȢ×ÁÈ ×ÁÈȩȱ ! ÓÕÓÐÉÃÉÏus bulge appeared half way down the blanket that Nugget was 

wrapped up in.  

Bambi grimaced and ÓÅÔ ÈÉÍ ÃÁÒÅÆÕÌÌÙ ÂÁÃË ÄÏ×Î ÉÎ ÈÉÓ ÂÁÓËÅÔȢ Ȱ,ÅÔȭÓ ÇÏȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÔÏ 0ÈÉÌ ÁÎÄ %ÄÇÁÒÂȟ ÁÎÄ 

she started walking up the steep rocky path that led up the mountains. EdÇÁÒÂ ÓÍÉÌÅÄȟ ÐÉÃËÅÄ ÕÐ 0ÈÉÌȭÓ 

bowl, and followed along behind her. 

Ȱ7ÁÉÔȦ 7ÁÉÔȦȱ Nugget called. 

The trio kept walking. Well, two of them did. The third just did laps round his bowl. 

Ȱ7!)4Ȧȱ (Å ÃÁÌÌÅÄ ÁÇÁÉÎȢ Ȱ9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÎÅÅÄ ÍÙ ÈÅÌÐ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÔÈÅ town at the top of the 

ÍÏÕÎÔÁÉÎȢȱ 

Edgarb stopped and looked at Bambi, who looked at Phil, who looked at Edgarb. Edgarb shrugged and 

kept walking. 

Ȱ9ÏÕȭÌÌ ÄÉÅ - nÏ ÏÎÅ ÃÁÎ ÇÅÔ ÐÁÓÔ 4ÉÌÌÙ 4ÏÎËÁȦ "ÕÔ ) ËÎÏ× ÔÈÅ ÓÅÃÒÅÔȦ 4ÁËÅ ÍÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÙÏÕȢ 0ÌÅÁÓÅȩȱ 

Edgarb sighed Á ÔÈÉÒÄ ÔÉÍÅȢ  (Å ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÁÔ "ÁÍÂÉȟ ×ÈÏ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÁÔ 0ÈÉÌȟ ×ÈÏ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÁÔ %ÄÇÁÒÂȢ Ȱ(ÁÖÅ ÅÉÔÈÅÒ 

ÏÆ ÙÏÕ ÈÅÁÒÄ ÏÆ ÔÈÉÓ 4ÉÌÌÙ 4ÏÎËÁȩȱ 

Bambi shook her head. Phil swam in a circle that seemed to imply a no. 

Ȱ$ÁÍÍÉÔȦȱ %ÄÇÁÒÂ ÙÅÌÌÅÄȢ Ȱ) ÇÕÅÓÓ ×ÅȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ ÎÏ ÃÈÏÉÃÅȢ "ÁÍÂÉȟ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÙÏÕȩȱ 

Bambi went back and looked sternly at little baby NuggetȢ Ȱ.Ï ÍÏÒÅ ÂÌÁÎËÅÔ ÔÅÎÔÓȢ 'ÏÔ ÔÈÁÔȩȱ ÓÈÅ ÏÒÄÅÒÅÄȢ 

Nugget nodded and the tent sank back into the blanket roll. Then they all started up the mountain path 

once more. 

Do you remember that scene in the first  Lord of the Rings movie where the fellowship were all traipsing 

through the mountains and it was green for a bit and then snowy and green again? And it was all zooming 

cameras from high above and stuff? Poor Frodo looked so bedraggled, and Gimli was constantly getting 

stuck and they had to keep digging him out. )ȭÍ ÁÌÓÏ ÐÒÅÔÔÙ ÓÕÒÅ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÈÅÒÅ ÔÈÁÔ &ÒÏÄÏ ÁÎÄ 3ÁÍ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÓÌÅÐÔ 

togetherɖ. 7ÅÌÌ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ ×ÈÁÔ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ÁÔ ÎÏ×Ȣ -ÉÎÕÓ ÔÈÅ ÔÁÌÌ ÇÒÅÙ ×ÉÚÁÒÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÓȢ 

Our trio ɀ wait, its quads now ɀ ÁÒÅ ÍÁËÉÎÇ Á ÓÉÍÉÌÁÒ ÊÏÕÒÎÅÙȢ 3ÉÎÃÅ ÙÏÕȭÖÅ seen ÔÈÁÔ ÍÏÖÉÅȟ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÎÏ 

need for me to describe it is there? ItȭÓ a set of mountains. TheyȭÒÅ ÁÌÌ, you know, tall and stuff. Snow 

capped. Windy.  

                                                             
* You should try it sometime. It adds extra flavour before you deep-fry. 
ɖ )ÔȭÓ ÐÏÓÓÉÂÌÅ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÁÔ 2ÉÖÅÎÄÅÌÌ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÔÈÅÙ ÓÔÁÒÔÅÄ ÏÕÔȢ )ȭÍ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÕÎÄÅÃÉÄÅÄȢ 
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Days passed. Edgarb swore too much. Nugget behaved himself.  Bambi almost grew in her winter coat 

from all the cold, but then the snow subsided, leaving her with the tiniest hint of white on her knees and 

elbows. But they made it all the way to the top.  

What did they find there? 7ÅȭÌÌ ÇÅÔ ÔÏ ÔÈÁÔ ÅÖÅÎÔÕÁÌÌÙȢ 9ÏÕ ÃÁÎ ÂÅ ÐÒÅÔÔÙ ÃÏÎÆÉÄÅÎÔ ÈÏ×ÅÖÅÒ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ 

going to be more copyright infringement issues. Possibly a bit of a dance number as well ɀ everyone loves 

Á ÇÏÏÄ ÍÕÓÉÃÁÌȢ 0ÅÒÈÁÐÓ ×ÅȭÌÌ ÅÖÅÎ ÌÏÏË ÁÔ ÇÅÔting a nice steamy sex scene going too*. Maybe. 

So where are they? And who sleeps with whom? And just who is this Tilly Tonka that Nugget mentioned 

anyway? 

Wait and see.   

                                                             
* I might even get to say boobsɖ again! 
ɖ Boobs! w00tɗ!  
ɗ Footnote in a footnote! Double w00t! 
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Chapter 5 ɀ Of Fists and Fury 
 

$ÏÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ÊÕÓÔ ÈÁÔÅ ÉÔ ×ÈÅÎ ÔÈÉÎÇÓ ÇÅÔ ÉÎÔÅÒÒÕÐÔÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÌÅÆÔ ×ÉÔÈ ÕÎÁÎÓ×ÅÒÅÄ ÑÕÅÓÔÉÏÎÓȩ "ÕÔ ÓÕÃÈ ÉÓ 

the way things work in the story telling world - tÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÄÏ ÆÏÒ ÉÔ ÂÕÔ ÔÏ ÓÕÆÆÅÒ ÉÎ ÓÉÌÅÎÃÅȢ ) ÍÅÁÎ 

ÉÔȢ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÈÅÁÒ ÙÏÕÒ ÃÏÍÐÌÁÉÎÔÓȢ 

So now, who thinks we should add some intrigue and fear into the mix? Yes? You do? Lovely. ,ÅÔȭÓ go pay 

a visit to an old friend. 

Let us zoom back from where we were. Think of those flying cameras again.  

Whoosh noises!  

Back down the mountains we go, zip through the forest, and soar over the meadow. It took us so long to 

ÇÅÔ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÙ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÕÎÔÁÉÎÓȟ ÁÎÄ ÓÅÅȩ 7ÅȭÒÅ ÂÁÃË ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÁÒÔ ÉÎ ÏÎÌÙ ÁÎ ÉÎÓÔÁÎÔȢ )nto the castle 

grounds we go, swooping in close to the lake that we can at least pretend to drag our fingers through the 

water as we hurtle  on past. )Æ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÎÏÔ ÃÌÅÁÒ ÏÎ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÍÁÇÅÒÙȟ ÔÈÉÎË ÏÆ (ÁÒÒÙ 0ÏÔÔÅÒ ×ÈÅÎ ÈÅ ÒÉÄÅÓ 

"ÕÃËÂÅÁË ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÔÉÍÅȢ  )ÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÑÕÉÔÅ ËÉÎÇ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÒÌÄ ÔÙÐÅ ÓÔÕÆÆȟ ÂÕÔ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÐÒÅÔÔÙ ÆÕÎȢ 

"ÅÆÏÒÅ ×Å ÌÅÁÖÅ ÔÈÅ ÌÁËÅ ɉ×ÅȭÌÌ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÌÏÏË ÑÕÉÃËÌÙȟ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÍÏÖÉÎÇ ÓÏ ÆÁÓÔɊ ÃÁÎ ÙÏÕ ÓÅe those 3 fish 

ÈÕÄÄÌÅÄ ÔÈÅÒÅȩ 4ÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÔÕÃËÅÄ Á×ÁÙ ÎÅÁÒ ÔÈÅ bank, almost hidden under some overhanging reeds. One of 

these fish is adult sized, and she ÃÁÎ ÂÅ ÈÅÁÒÄ ÓÉÇÈÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÈÅÒÓÅÌÆ Ȱ/È 0ÈÉÌȟ ×ÈÅÒÅ ÈÁÖÅ ÙÏÕ ÇÏÎÅȩȱ 4ÈÅ 

other two, which are much smaller, arÅ ÃÉÒÃÌÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÌÁÒÇÅÒ ÏÎÅȢ Ȱ-ÕÍÍÙȟ -ÕÍÍÙȟ ×ÈÅÎȭÓ $ÁÄÄÙ ÃÏÍÉÎÇ 

ÈÏÍÅȩȱ ÔÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÒÅÐÅÁÔing over and over, the way annoying little kids do.* 

"ÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÍÅÒÁ ÍÏÖÅÓ ÏÎȟ ×Å ÄÏÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÉÍÅ ÔÏ ÓÔÏÐȢ 3ÍÁÃËȦ as we arrive at our destination, breaking 

much too late. Those castle walls sure are sturdy, I must admit. 

/×Ȣ $ÁÍÎ ×ÁÌÌÓȢ .Ï× )ȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ Á ÈÅÁÄÁÃÈÅȢ 

So just what has the Evil King been up to? Strange noises are coming from inside at the moment, you can 

ÂÅ ÓÕÒÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÁÔȢ 4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÂÁÎÇÉÎÇȢ 4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÃÒÁÓÈÉÎÇȢ 4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÓÔÁÒtled yelps and muffled screams. A dog 

barks for a moment, but is cut off when there is a resounding clatter of what sounds like horse hooves on 

ÃÏÂÂÌÅÓÔÏÎÅÓȢ 0ÏÏÒ ÌÉÔÔÌÅ &ÉÄÏȟ ) ÈÏÐÅ ÈÅȭÓ ÏËȢɖ 

The Evil King Fnordish walked out of his bedchamber looking slightly sweaty and flushed, but self-

contented. Muffled sobs came through the doorway from behind him, but they were silenced as he shut 

ÔÈÅ ÄÏÏÒȢ 7ÉÔÈ Á ÐÁÒÔÉÎÇ Ȱ3ÈÕÔ ÕÐȦȱ ÙÅÌÌÅÄ over his shoulder, he walked briskly out of his private rooms 

and into his main reception area where he sat himself down in his throne. 

The Evil King Fnordish was in a ɀ waitȟ ÌÅÔȭÓ ÓÔÏÐ ÔÈÅÒÅȢ 4ÈÉÓ ÉÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÖÅÒÙ ÁÎÎÏÙÉÎÇ ÖÅÒÙ ÑÕÉÃËÌÙȢ 

3ÁÙÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ %ÖÉÌ +ÉÎÇ &ÎÏÒÄÉÓÈ ÏÖÅÒ ÁÎÄ ÏÖÅÒ ÁÇÁÉÎ ÉÓ ÂÏÔÈ ÔÉÍÅ ÃÏÎÓÕÍÉÎÇ ÁÎÄ ÃÌÕÎËÙȢ )ÔȭÓ Ôime to give 

ÈÉÍ Á ÓÈÏÒÔÅÒ ÎÁÍÅȢ 4ÈÅ %ÖÉÌ +ÉÎÇ &ÎÏÒÄÉÓÈ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÁÃÔÕÁÌÌÙ ÈÁÖÅ Á ÆÉÒÓÔ ÎÁÍÅ ɀ in the land of Fnordish 

ÔÈÅ ËÉÎÇ ÌÏÓÅÓ ÈÉÓ ÎÁÍÅ ×ÈÅÎ ÈÅ ÔÁËÅÓ ÔÈÅ ÔÈÒÏÎÅȢ 7Å ÃÁÎȭÔ ÃÁÌÌ ÈÉÍ &ÎÏÒÄÉÓÈȟ ÓÉÎÃÅ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÁÌÓÏ ÔÈÅ ÎÁÍÅ 

ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÌÁÎÄȟ ÁÎÄ ) ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÃÏÎÆÕÓÅ ÙÏÕȢ 3Ï ÌÅÔȭÓ ÄÏ ÔÈÉÓȡ ×ÅȭÌÌ ÔÁËÅ ÔÈÅ % ÆÒÏÍ %ÖÉÌȟ ÔÈÅ + ÆÒÏÍ +ÉÎÇȟ 

                                                             
* OMG! Plot twist! 
ɖ Update: Fido was fine. He lived a further couple of months before discovering a little too late that while licking 
ÏÎÅȭÓ Ï×Î ÂÁÌÌÓ ÉÓ ÆÉÎÅȟ ÃÈÅ×ÉÎÇ ÏÎ ÔÈÅÍ ÉÓÎȭÔ ÓÕÃÈ Á ÇÏÏÄ ÉÄÅÁȢ 4ÈÅ ÒÅÓÕÌÔÁÎÔ ÓÐÁÓÍ ÃÁÕÓÅÄ ÈÉÍ ÔÏ ÊÅÒË ÈÉÓ ÈÅÁÄ 
back, smashing his skull one the wall behind him. 
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and the F from Fnordish. That gives us EKF. Now move the K to the end, for EFK. Put the F in the front, 

change the E to an N, ÇÒÁÂ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÓÐÁÒÅ !ȭÓ ÆÒÏÍ ÁÁÒÄÖÁÒËȟ and take the R from Random. Now put 

them all together. Got that? I feel a bit like a cheerleader now. Gimme an F!* 

3Ï &ÒÁÎË ×ÁÓ ÉÎ Á ÐÒÅÔÔÙ ÂÁÄ ÍÏÏÄȢ &ÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÌÁÓÔ ÆÅ× ×ÅÅËÓ ÈÅȭÄ ÂÅÅÎ ÆÕÍÉÎÇ ÏÖÅÒ %ÄÇÁÒÂȭÓ ÅÓÃÁÐÅȢ The 

little turd had somehow disappeared, and no one was able to tell him how he managed it. Numerous 

lackeys and minions and other various toadies had been sent out one by one to discover just what exactly 

had gone on out at the front gates. Not only had no answer come back, but neither had the people. There 

were, however, numerous piles of black soot by the gates. Frank figured he could use them to grit the 

paths next winter. Moss coated stone gets quite slippery you know. 

Frank had started taking his frustrations out on Queen Fuxalot; hence the noises from earlier. He would 

come into the royal bedchambers, yell a bit, curse a bit, hit her a few times, then rip her clothes off, push 

her onto the floor, and have his dirty ole way with her. He never really felt any better afterwards having 

done it, but he never felt any worse either, so his thoughts ran something along the lines of Fuck It. 

As well as trying to determine how he escaped, Frank also wanted to know where he had escaped to. 

Trackers had been sent out, but now they had returned, and all of them were going to report failure at 

finding the trail. He knew this without hearing them even say a single wordȟ ÓÉÎÃÅ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÅÒÅÎȭÔ ÃÁÒÒÙÉÎÇ 

Edgarb with them. One by one they were filing into the throne room, nervously looking at the floor, the 

walls, the ceiling ɀ everywhere except at the Evil King himself. The unfortunate man in the lead was 

taking very small steps, as if somehow moving slower would delay the inevitable. Of course it would 

delay it, but is a delay of only a few seconds really worth it? 9ÏÕ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÓÕÒÐÒÉÓÅÄȢ ,ÅÔȭÓ ÔÁËÅ Á ÒÁÎÄÏÍ 

length of time ɀ say, 3.3 seconds. 

Do you know how many things you can do in 3.3 seconds? You can take off your shoes, pop a beer and 

shoot someone in 3.3 seconds. You can hold your finger down on the remote control and pass 17 stations 

in 3.3 seconds. You can open a can of tuna fish, shuffle and bridge a deck of cards, or twist the tops off six 

bottles of ginger ale in 3.3 seconds. You can ring a doorbell 22 times, lock and unlock a deadbolt four 

times, or sing the entire alphabet in 3.3 seconds.ɖ 

/Ëȟ ÓÏ ÍÁÙÂÅ ÔÈÅ ÔÈÉÎÇÓ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎ ÄÏ ÉÎ σȢσ ÓÅÃÏÎÄÓ ÁÒÅÎȭÔ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÔÈÁÔ ÐÒÏÄÕÃÔÉÖÅȢ "ÕÔ ÍÙ ÐÏÉÎÔ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÓÔÁÎÄÓȢ 

Maybe delaying the inevitable by just a short amount really is worth it.  

The trackers lined up in front of Frank, each of them finding something extremely interesting to look at 

on the wall behind him or on the floor right in front of their feet. Frank looked sternly at each and every 

one of them with a scowl on his face. 

Ȱ) ÐÒÅÓÕÍÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÎÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÙÏÕ ÈÁÖÅ ÎÅ×Ó ÔÈÁÔ )ȭÍ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÌÉËÅȢ )Ó ÔÈÉÓ ÃÏÒÒÅÃÔȩȱ ÈÅ ÁÇÁÉÎ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÍÅÎ 

in front of him, drawing eye contact from each of them in turn. The man on the left hand end drew pale as 

the one next to him fainted and fell to the floor. Another of the men actually found the balls to answer 

him. Not enough balls to actually say anything, but enough to nod. Once. 

                                                             
* Rickim-rackim-rockim-rake! Stick that sword into that snake! 
ɖ ) ËÎÏ× ÔÈÁÔ ÓÏÍÅÔÉÍÅÓ ÍÙ ÐÏÐ ÃÕÌÔÕÒÅ ÒÅÆÅÒÅÎÃÅÓ ÃÁÎ ÂÅ ÆÁÉÒÌÙ ÌÁÍÅȢ 3ÏÍÅÔÉÍÅÓ ÔÈÅÙȭÒÅ ×ÁÙ ÔÏÏ ÏÂÖÉÏÕÓȟ ÏÒ 
overdone. This one just might be a little bit  too obscure for a lot of you. Feel free to visit our old friend Google. 
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Ȱ9ÏÕ ÁÌÌ ÌÏÏË ÑÕÉÔÅ ÓÃÁÒÅÄȢ ) ÃÁÎȭÔ ÉÍÁÇÉÎÅ ×ÈÙȢ 9ÏÕ ÆÁÉÌÅÄ ÍÅȢ 9ÏÕ all failed me. Life is filled with terrible 

disappointments.  I already know this, all too well, and I think it is time for all of you to find out as well. 

Morlin!*ȱ ÈÅ ÃÁÌÌÅÄȢ 

! ÓÍÁÌÌ ÓÅÒÖÁÎÔȭÓ ÄÏÏÒ ÈÉÄÄÅÎ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÓÈÁÄÏ×Ó ÂÅÈÉÎÄ ÔÈÅ ËÉÎÇȭÓ ÔÈÒÏÎÅ ÏÐÅÎÅÄ ÁÎÄ Á ×ÏÍÁÎ ×ÁÌËÅÄ ÉÎȢ 

The woman, Morlin presumably, was stunningly beautiful. She had long black hair, ruby red lips, and the 

bluest of blue eyes you have ever seen. Not that you ever notice those details much, for she was also 

stunningly naked. She had long silky legs, a most excellent bosom and one of those large firm asses you 

just want to grab. Hard. And squeeze. 

The line of trackers all visibly stiffened at the site of her. They also all stood up straighter. All, that is, 

except for Adam. Adam was the man who fainted. He only stiffened, not straightened. Morlin has that 

effect on people. 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÃÁÌÌÅÄȟ ÓÉÒÅȩȱ ÓÈÅ ÁÓËÅÄ ÁÓ ÓÈÅ ÓÉÄÌÅÄȟ ÈÉÐÓ Ó×ÁÙÉÎÇȟ ÔÏ ÓÔÁÎÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÌÅÆÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÔÈÒÏÎÅȢ !Ó she reached 

her normal place, a pencil appeared in her hand from out of nowhere, which she immediately dropped on 

ÔÈÅ ÆÌÏÏÒ ÉÎ ÆÒÏÎÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ËÉÎÇȢ Ȱ/ÏÐÓȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÇÉÇÇÌÅÄȢ Ȱ(Ï× ÃÌÕÍÓÙ ÏÆ ÍÅȢȱ 

She stepped in front of the king, turned to face him, and bent over to pick up her pencil. Three more of the 

nervous men fainted at this point, but at least they were all smiling. Morlin returned to her station and 

looked expectantly at Frank. 

Ȱ9ÅÓ -ÏÒÌÉÎȟ ) ÃÁÌÌÅÄȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÑÕÉÅÔÌÙȢ Ȱ4ÈÅÓÅȢȢȢÍÅÎȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÐÁÔȟ ȰÈÁÖÅ ÆÁÉÌÅÄ ÍÅȢ 9ÏÕ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔ ÔÏ ÄÏȢȱ (Å 

looked at her and smiled. Morlin smiled back, the whites of her eyes shimmering into a deep, dark red. 

Abracadabra, bip, bop, and super cali toot sweet etc went the dark haired sorceress as she turned her 

eyes to the pitiful line of men that were quivering in front of her, her hands moving all about making 

ÉÎÔÒÉÃÁÔÅ ÐÁÔÔÅÒÎÓȢ !Ó ÓÈÅ ÍÕÔÔÅÒÅÄ Á ÌÁÓÔ ȰÐÒÅÓÔÏ change-oȦȱ ÓÈÅ ÐÏÉÎÔÅÄ ÉÎ ÔÕÒÎ ÁÔ ÅÁÃÈ of them, as if 

firing a pretend gun. All in a row did these now extinct trackers watch silently, mouths agape, as their 

hearts exploded in their chests. 

Ȱ4ÈÁÎË ÙÏÕ -ÏÒÌÉÎȟȱ &ÒÁÎË ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ9ÏÕ ÍÁÙ ÌÅÁÖÅ ÍÅ ÎÏ×Ȣȱ (Å ÒÁÎÇ Á ÓÍall bell, the smallest in a row that 

sat tucked in a compartment on the arm of his throne. Each bell had a different purpose, this particular 

one looking by far the most worn, having been used the most. Of no surprise is that this bells ring means 

Ȭ#ÌÅÁÎ ÕÐ ÏÎ ÁÉÓÌÅ τȟ ÂÒÉÎÇ Á ÍÏÐȟ its mesÓÙȱȢ Strangely the most pristine bell, a pretty silver number with 

ÇÏÌÄ ÌÅÁÆ ÏÖÅÒÌÁÙ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÈÁÎÄÌÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÁÄ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÂÅÅÎ ÔÏÕÃÈÅÄ ÍÅÁÎÔ Ȱ4ÈÉÓ ÍÁÎ ÈÁÓ ÓÅÒÖÅÄ ÍÅ ×ÅÌÌȢ 

Someone fetch him a donkey, a bucket of lard, and a ×ÅÌÌ ÓÍÏËÅÄ ÔÕÒÔÌÅȢ 7ÅȭÒÅ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÃÅÌÅÂÒate 

ÔÏÎÉÇÈÔȦȱ &ÒÁÎË ÏÆÔÅÎ ×ÏÎÄÅÒÅÄ ÊÕÓÔ ×ÈÁÔ ÔÈÉÓ ÂÅÌÌ ÍÉÇÈÔ ÓÏÕÎÄ ÌÉËÅȢ (Å ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÉÔ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÍÉÇÈÔÙ 

pretty. 

-ÏÒÌÉÎ ×ÁÓ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÏ ÔÕÒÎ ÁÎÄ ÌÅÁÖÅ ×ÈÅÎ Á ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÓÔÒÕÃË ÈÅÒȢ Ȱ3ÉÒÅȟ ÉÆ ) ÍÁÙȟ ÃÏÕÌÄ ) ÍÁËÅ ÙÏÕ ÁÎ ÏÆÆÅÒȩȱ 

Ȱ.Ï -ÏÒÌÉÎȟ ) ÊÕÓÔ ÌÅÆÔ ÔÈÅ ÑÕÅÅÎ ÎÏÔ ÔÅÎ ÍÉÎÕÔÅÓ ÁÇÏȟ ) ÎÅÅÄ ÓÏÍÅ ÔÉÍÅ ÔÏ ÒÅÃÏÖÅÒȢȱ 

Ȱ-Ù ÁÐÏÌÏÇÉÅÓ ÓÉÒÅȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ×ÈÁÔ ) ×ÁÓ ÉÍÐÌÙÉÎÇȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÍÉÌÅÄȢ Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ) ÍÅÁÎÔ ×ÁÓȟ ÐÅÒÈÁÐÓ ) ÃÏÕÌÄ ÇÏ 

ÁÎÄ ÆÉÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÙÏÕÎÇ ÐÒÉÎÃÅ ÍÙÓÅÌÆȢ .ÏÔÈÉÎÇ ÅÌÓÅ ÁÐÐÅÁÒÓ ÔÏ ÂÅ ×ÏÒËÉÎÇȢȱ 3ÈÅ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÃÁÒÅÆÕÌÌÙ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ %ÖÉl 

King, trying to gauge his reaction. It was rare that Frank let her leave the confines of the castle ɀ the last 

time she had seen the open sky was sixteen years earlier when the queen had an extreme craving for 

                                                             
* Yes, Morlin. Not to be confused with Merlin. That would be blatant copying. 
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pickled hamster noses, something that was quite hard to come by in Fnordish. Frank had sent her out to 

find them and shut the damn crazy pregnant lady up, at least for a few hours, but the urgency of the 

ÍÉÓÓÉÏÎ ÍÅÁÎÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÈÅ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÂÅÅÎ ÁÂÌÅ ÔÏ ÅÎÊÏÙ ÈÅÒ ÆÒÅÅÄÏÍ ÆÏÒ ÖÅÒÙ ÌÏÎÇȢ 

Frank considered her suggestion. He then pondered it. He gave it some thought and he cogitated. He 

hypothesised, he theorised, he reflected, he ruminated, he contemplated and deliberated. He 

extrapolated. He ÒÅÁÌÉÓÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ Á ×ÏÒÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÍÅÁÎÔ ÔÈÉÎËÉÎÇȟ Óo he untrapolated. He nodded. 

Ȱ9ÏÕÒ ÒÅÑÕÅÓÔ ÉÓ ÁÃÃÅÐÔÁÂÌÅ ÔÏ ÍÅȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ) ×ÁÎÔ constant ÕÐÄÁÔÅÓȢ )Æ ÉÔ ÌÏÏËÓ ÌÉËÅ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÎÏÔ ÍÁËÉÎÇ 

ÐÒÏÇÒÅÓÓȟ ) ×ÉÌÌ ÏÒÄÅÒ ÙÏÕ ÔÏ ÒÅÔÕÒÎȢ ) ÎÅÅÄ ÒÅÓÕÌÔÓȟ ÁÎÄ ÒÅÓÕÌÔÓ ) ÓÈÁÌÌ ÈÁÖÅȢ !Í ) ÍÁËÉÎÇ ÍÙÓÅÌÆ ÃÌÅÁÒȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÓȟ ÓÉÒÅȢ 0ÅÒÆÅÃÔÌÙ ÃÌÅÁÒȢ ) ×ÏÎȭÔ ÌÅÔ ÙÏÕ ÄÏ×ÎȢȱ 

Ȱ"Å ÓÕÒÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔȢ 9ÏÕ ËÎÏ× ) ÃÁÎ ÅÎÄ ÙÏÕÒ ÌÉÆÅ ÉÎ ÁÎ ÉÎÓÔÁÎÔȢȱ &ÒÁÎË ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÃÁÒÅÆÕÌÌÙ ÁÔ ÈÅÒȟ and 

then ÎÏÄÄÅÄȢ Ȱ/ÆÆ ÙÏÕ ÇÏȢ ) ÅØÐÅÃÔ ÒÅÓÕÌÔÓȟ ÁÎÄ ÑÕÉÃËÌÙȢȱ 

Morlin knew that she needed some sort of disguise. She was too well known to just travel the countryside 

in plain sight. She thought for a moment, mumbled more of those words, waved her hands some, and 

shimmered. 

A man bearing an uncanny resemblance to Ron Jeremy now stood before the Evil King. He looked around, 

nodded, and saÉÄ Ȱ4ÈÉÓ ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÄÏ ÎÉÃÅÌÙȢȱ !ÎÄ ÓÏ 2ÏÎ went to walk out of the throne room - and 

immediately fell sprawling to the floor. 

Ȱ&ÕÃËȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÌÉËÅ ÔÒÙÉÎÇ ÔÏ ×ÁÌË ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÒÅÅ ÌÅÇÓȦȱ 2ÏÎ ÍÕÍÂÌÅÄ ÉÎ ÄÉÓÇÕÓÔȢ ! ÆÅ× ÆÁÉÌÅÄ ÓÔÁÒÔÓ ÌÁÔÅÒ ÁÎÄ 2ÏÎ 

shimmered into a striking imitation of a young Richard Dean Anderson*Ȣ  7ÉÔÈ Á ÑÕÉÃË Ȱ!ÈÈȟ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÍÕÃÈ 

ÅÁÓÉÅÒȱȟ ÈÅ ÄÅÐÁÒÔÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÔÈÒÏÎÅ ÒÏÏÍȢ 

Frank sighed. 

* 

-ÏÒÌÉÎ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÂÅÅÎ ÁÎ ÅÖÉÌ ÓÏÒÃÅÒÅÓÓȢ 3ÈÅ ÕÓÅÄ ÔÏ ÂÅ Á ÈÁÐÐÙȟ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔÆÕÌ ÃÁÒÉÎÇ ÙÏÕÎÇ ÇÉÒÌȟ ÂÁÃË 

when she still at homÅ ÉÎ 3ÑÕÉÓÈÐÏÏȢ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÒÉÇÈÔȟ ÓÈÅȭÓ Á 3ÑÕÉÓÈÙÐÏÏÅÒȟ ÁÓ ÔÈÅÙ ÌÉËÅ ÔÏ ÃÁÌÌ ÔÈÅÍÓÅÌÖÅÓȢ 

Her parents loved her very much, and she loved them. She never wanted for anything, and her life had 

been full of sunshine and rainbows. Each day was better than the last, until almost every day seemed to 

keep her in a state of constant ecstasy. 

9ÅÓȢ 3ÑÕÉÓÈÐÏÏ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÉÓ ÔÈÅ ÐÌÁÃÅ 0ÈÉÌ ÈÁÄ ÄÒÅÁÍÅÄ ÉÔ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÂÅȢ 9ÏÕ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÔÈÉÎË ÔÈÉÓ ×ÁÓ ÁÌÌ ÓÏÍÅ ÓÉÃË 

ÊÏËÅ ÄÉÄ ÙÏÕȩ 7ÅÌÌȟ ÍÁÙÂÅȟ ) ÈÁÖÅÎȭÔ ÄÅÃÉÄÅÄ ÙÅÔȢ 

But then it happened. It was her 16th birthday, the day that all Squishypooers must begin to actually work 

ÆÏÒ Á ÌÉÖÉÎÇȢ )ÔȭÓ ÔÈÅ ÌÁÓÔ ÂÉÒÔÈÄÁÙ ÐÒÅÓÅÎÔ ÙÏÕ ÇÅÔ ÏÎ ÔÈÁÔ ÄÁÙ ɀ a card wishing you many happy returns, 

ÁÌÏÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÎÏÔÅ ÉÎÆÏÒÍÉÎÇ ÙÏÕ ×ÈÁÔ ÙÏÕȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÄÏÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÓÔ ÏÆ ÙÏÕÒ ÌÉÆÅȢ -ÏÒÌÉÎ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÈÅȭÄ 

been extremely lucky when she opened her card and discovered that she was to be apprenticed to Glinda, 

the Good Witch of the Northern Suburbs. 

As seems to happen so often though, everything turned sour. Awful things occurred, things of which we 

ÃÁÎȭÔ ÄÉÓÃÕÓÓ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÎÏ×Ȣ 4ÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÊÕÓÔ ÔÏÏ Á×ÆÕÌȢ "ÕÔ ×ÈÅÎ -ÏÒÌÉÎ ÆÌÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÈÏÍÅÌÁÎÄȟ ÃÁÃËÌÉÎÇ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÅ ×ÈÉÌÅ 

                                                             
* Emphasis on the youngȢ 7ÅȭÒÅ ÎÏÔ ÔÁÌËÉÎÇ *ÁÃË /ȭ.ÅÉÌ ÈÅÒÅȢ 
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ɀ Glinda, who was only a bloody pile of chunks on the floor now, certainly couldnȭt stop her ɀ ÉÔ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ 

long till until she was captured and enslaved by our friend Frank. 

7ÅȭÌÌ ÌÅÁÒÎ ÍÏÒÅ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÌÁÔÅÒȢ &ÏÒ ÎÏ× ×Å ÏÎÌÙ ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ËÎÏ× ÔÈÁÔ -ÏÒÌÉÎ ÈÁÓ Á ÈÉÓÔÏÒÙȟ Á ÂÒÉÇÈÔȟ 

sunny, shiny, bloody, evil history*. 

* 

Queue the MacGyver theme music. ɖ 

-ÏÒÌÉÎ ÑÕÉÃËÌÙ ÅØÉÔÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÓÔÌÅ ÇÒÏÕÎÄÓȢ 3ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÄÏ ÉÔ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÓÁÍÅ ×ÁÙ ÔÈÁÔ %ÄÇÁÒÂ ÁÎÄ 0ÈÉÌ ÍÁÎÁÇÅÄȢ 

She did it MacGyver style ɀ all you needed is two champagne corks, a pipe cleaner, a piece of string and a 

rubber chicken. With those almost anything is possible. 

And so she began the hunt.  

                                                             
* Queue the evil laugh. 
ɖ Queue the strange coincidence. 
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Chapter 6 ɀ A Something Shade of Something 
 

This space intentionally left blank*. 

  

                                                             
* Except for hereɖ. 
ɖ And here. 
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Chapter 7 ɀ Doompadee Doo 
 

7Å ÒÅÔÕÒÎ ÎÏ× ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÔÒÅË ÏÆ ÏÕÒ ÂÁÎÄ ÏÆ ÈÅÒÏÅÓȢ .ÏÒÍÁÌ ÓÃÈÅÄÕÌÉÎÇ ÉÓ ÒÅÓÕÍÉÎÇȟ ÆÏÒ ÎÏ× ÁÔ ÌÅÁÓÔȢ 7ÅȭÌÌ 

see how long it lasts. Probably not that long at all, actually. 

3ÈÁÌÌ ×Å ×ÈÏÏÓÈȩ .Ïȟ ÌÅÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ×ÈÏÏÓÈ ÔÈÉÓ ÔÉÍÅȢ  )ÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÔÈÁÔ )ȭÍ ÂÏÒÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÉÔȟ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÉÔȭÓ ÎÏÔȢ )ȭÍ ÊÕÓÔ Á 

ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÔÉÒÅÄ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÎÏ×Ȣ 3Ï ÍÅÈȢ ,ÅÔȭÓ ÓËÉÐ ÉÔȢ 

Imagine, if you will, a little mountain town. There are little wooden houses and a couple of windmills of 

ÔÈÅ $ÕÔÃÈ ÖÁÒÉÅÔÙȢ 4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ a crystal clear babbling stream running past it, and many tall deep-green pine 

ÔÒÅÅÓ ÓÕÒÒÏÕÎÄÉÎÇȢ 4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ mountain freshness. 

4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÄÅÁÄ ÓÉÌÅÎÃÅȢ 4ÈÅ ÔÏ×Î ÉÓ ÅÍÐÔÙȢ 4ÈÅ ÓÔÒÅÅÔÓ ÁÒÅ ÅÍÐÔÙȟ ÔÈÅ ÙÁÒÄÓ ÁÒÅ ÅÍÐÔÙȟ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÎÏ ÓÍÏËÅ 

coming from the chimneys, no horses in the stables. Nothing. 

The companions were ÓÔÁÎÄÉÎÇ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÆÒÏÎÔ ÇÁÔÅ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÔÏ×Îȟ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ÃÁÕÔÉÏÕÓÌÙ ÁÒÏÕÎÄȢ !ÂÏÖÅ %ÄÇÁÒÂȭÓ 

head, mounted on top of the gate, was an old sign. 

WELCOME TO NESTLÉ TOWN 

POPULATION: 150  90  60  30  15 

Edgarb finished reading and looked at Phil. Phil looked at Edgarb. EÄÇÁÒÂ ÓÉÇÈÅÄȢ Ȱ7ÅÌÌ ÔÈÉÓ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÌÏÏË 

too promising. The scratch-out marks look pretty fresh. 3ÔÉÌÌȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÌÉËÅ ×Å ÈÁÖÅ ÁÎÙ ÃÈÏÉÃÅȢ #ÏÍÅ ÏÎ 

ÇÕÙÓȟ ÌÅÔȭÓ ÇÅÔ ÉÔ ÏÖÅÒ ×ÉÔÈȢȱ !ÎÄ ÈÅ ÓÔÁÒÔÅÄ ÄÏ×Î ÔÈÅ ÒÏÁÄ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÔÈÅ town; the others close on his heels*. 

As they walked through the town, there was still not a soul to be seen anywhere. Phil started mumbling 

things about ghost towns, to which Bambi started looking nervous, but still they kept walking, arriving at 

the town square presently. 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌ .ÕÇÇÅÔȟȱ 0ÈÉÌ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ9ÏÕ ÓÁÉÄ ×ÅȭÄ ÎÅÅÄ ÙÏÕÒ ÈÅÌÐȢ )ȭÍ ÇÕÅÓÓÉÎÇ ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ× Á ÌÏÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÉÓ ÐÌÁÃÅȢ 

7ÈÙȭÓ ÉÔ ÓÏ ÅÍÐÔÙȩȱ 

Nugget nodded, and asked Bambi to put him down so that he could be un-ÈÉÎÄÅÒÅÄȢ Ȱ9ÅÓȟ ) ÇÕÅÓÓ ÉÔȭÓ ÔÉÍÅ 

ÔÏ ÔÅÌÌ ÙÏÕ ÁÂÏÕÔ 4ÉÌÌÙ 4ÏÎËÁȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÉÌÌÙ 4ÏÎËÁȩ 9ÏÕ ÍÅÎÔÉÏÎÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÂÅÆÏÒÅȢȱ %ÄÇÁÒÂ ÓÁÉÄȢ 

Ȱ9ÅÓȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ .ÕÇÇÅÔȢ Ȱ"ÕÔ 4ÉÌÌÙ 4ÏÎËÁ ÉÓ ÎÏÔ Á ×ÈÁÔȢ )ÔȭÓ Á ×ÈÏȢ "ÕÔ ÆÉÒÓÔ ) ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÔÅÌÌ ÙÏÕ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÉÓ ÐÌÁÃÅȢ 

This is Nestle town, home of the Chumba wumbas. At least, it used to be. The Chumba wumbas are 

strange little ÐÅÏÐÌÅȢ 4ÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÓÈÏÒÔȟ ÇÒÅÅÎ ÆÁÃÅÄȟ ÁÎÄ ×ÅÁÒ ÃÕÔÅ ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÌÅÄÅÒÈÏÓÅÎȢ !ÎÄ ÃÌÏÇÓȢ 4ÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÓÏ 

damn cute and innocent, but they drink tremendous amounts of beer. 

Ȱ4ÈÅÙ ÌÉÖÅÄ Á ÈÁÐÐÙ ÌÉÆÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÉÓ ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÔÏ×Î ÏÆ ÔÈÅÉÒÓȢ 4ÈÅÙ ×ÁÎÔÅÄ ÆÏÒ ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇȟ ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇ ÁÔ ÁÌÌȢ %verything 

×ÁÓ ÐÅÁÃÅÆÕÌȢȱ .ÕÇÇÅÔ ÓÍÉÌÅÄȢ Ȱ9ÏÕ ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÈÅÒÅ ÆÏÒ #ÈÒÉÓÔÍÁÓȢ 4ÈÅÙ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÐÕÔ ÍÕÃÈ ÓÔÏÃË ÉÎ 

possessions, but they absolutely love their candyɖ. Every Christmas the entire town was decorated in 

                                                             
* Think about it. There was only one other person with him that could walk. Edgarb is carrying Phil, and Bambi is 
ÃÁÒÒÙÉÎÇ .ÕÇÇÅÔȢ 3Ï ÂÙ ȬÏÔÈÅÒÓȭ ÁÌÌ ) ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÍÅÁÎ ÉÓ "ÁÍÂÉȢ )ÔȭÓ ÁÎ ÅØÐÒÅÓÓÉÏÎ ÄÁÍÍÉÔȦ ,ÅÁÖÅ ÍÅ ÔÈÅ ÈÅÌÌ ÁÌÏÎÅȢ 
ɖ I have to offer my apologies to my English speaking readers. Most of my audience is American, and therefore easily 
ÃÏÎÆÕÓÅÄȢ )ÔȭÓ ×ÁÙ ÅÁÓÉÅÒ ÔÏ ÓÁÙ candy and not confound them. Those of us who speak real English are smart enough 
to translate it into lollies. 
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chocolate. You spent days walking around picking things to eat off the houses as you walked past. It was 

×ÏÎÄÅÒÆÕÌȢȱ 4ÈÅÎ .ÕÇÇÅÔ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÇÒÏÕÎÄ ÁÎÄ ÓÉÇÈÅÄȢ 

Ȱ!ÌÌ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÓ ÎÏ ÍÏÒÅȟ ÈÏ×ÅÖÅÒȢ A little while ago saw the arrival of Tilly Tonka. No one knows from where, 

but arrive she did, and a woÒÓÅ ÃÁÓÅ ÏÆ 0-3 ÙÏÕ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÄÉÄ ÓÅÅȢȱ  

Nugget looked at Bambi. Ȱ) ÈÏÐÅ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÍÉÎÄȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÓÍÉÌÅȟ ȰÂÕÔ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÔÈÅ ÏÎÌÙ ×ÏÍÁÎ ÈÅÒÅ, 

ÓÏ )ȭÌÌ ÈÁÖÅ to get a little personal. $Ï ÙÏÕ ÇÅÔ 0-3 ÍÕÃÈȩȱ 

"ÁÍÂÉ ÂÌÉÎËÅÄȢ Ȱ) ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÔÈÉÎË ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÁÎÙ ÏÆ ÙÏÕÒ ÂÕÓÉÎÅÓÓȢȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÊÕÓÔ ÔÒÙÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÅØÐÌÁÉÎ ×ÈÁÔȭÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÏÎȢ "ÕÔ )ȭÌÌ ÔÁËÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÁÓ Á ÙÅÓȢ 3Ï ×ÈÅÎ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ 0-3ÉÎÇȟ ×ÈÁÔ ÄÏ ÙÏÕ 

×ÁÎÔ ÍÏÒÅ ÔÈÁÎ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÅÌÓÅȩȱ 

Bambi nodded. Now she understood what was happeningȢ Ȱ#ÈÏÃÏÌÁÔÅȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ simply. 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÒÉÇÈÔ - chocolate. And the Chumba wumbas were the best chocolate makers around. She stormed 

into town kicking and swearing and demanding chocolate. As I told you, the Chumba wumbas are all cute 

and innocent and of course they tried to placate her. They started on a batch of chocolate straight away, 

ÁÎÄ ÏÆÆÅÒÅÄ ÉÔ ÔÏ ÈÅÒȢ "ÕÔ ÔÈÅÙ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÍÁËÅ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ ÔÏ ÓÁÔÉÓÆÙ ÈÅÒȢȱ .ÕÇÇÅÔÓ ÆÁÃÅ ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÄÁÒËȢ Ȱ!ÎÄ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ 

when the first killings took place. She went wild and tore the head from every Chumba wumba she could 

get her hands on. 

Ȱ!ÎÄ ÅÖÅÒ ÓÉÎÃÅ ÔÈÅÎȟ once a month the same thing happens. She storms into town, the Chumba wumbas 

ÇÉÖÅ ÈÅÒ ÁÓ ÍÕÃÈ ÃÈÏÃÏÌÁÔÅ ÁÓ ÔÈÅÙ ÃÁÎȟ ÂÕÔ ÓÈÅȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÈÁÐÐÙ ÁÎÄ ËÉÌÌÓ ÓÏÍÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅÍȢ .Ï× ÔÈÅÒÅ ÁÒÅ ÈÁÒÄÌÙ 

ÁÎÙ ÏÆ ÔÈÅÍ ÌÅÆÔȢȱ 

%ÄÇÁÒÂȭÓ ÅÙÅÓ ÈÁÄ ÇÏÔ ÐÒÅÔÔÙ ×ÉÄÅȢ Ȱ3Ï ÆÏÒ ÍÏÓÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÎÔÈ ÅÖÅÒÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÉÓ ÆÉÎÅȩ !ÎÄ ÉÆ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÌÕÃËÙ ×ÅȭÒÅ 

here during the off-period*ȩȱ 

Nugget nodded. 

%ÄÇÁÒÂ ×ÁÓ ËÅÅÐÉÎÇ ÖÅÒÙ ÓÔÉÌÌȢ Ȱ4ÈÉÓ 4ÉÌÌÙ 4ÏÎËÁ ɀ ÓÈÅȭÓ ÂÁÓÉÃÁÌÌÙ ÈÕÍÁÎ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇȟ ÂÕÔ Á ÇÉÁÎÔȩȱ 

Nugget nodded again. 

Edgarb, still ËÅÅÐÉÎÇ ÓÔÉÌÌȟ ÅÙÅÓ ÅØÔÒÅÍÅÌÙ ×ÉÄÅȟ ÓÁÉÄ Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ ÕÍÍȟ ÓÏ ÁÓ ÅÖÅÒȟ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÎÏÔ ÌÕÃËÙȢȱ 

The others turned around and looked up. And up. And up. 

Never before in the history of this story has the word fuck been spoken simultaneously by so many 

people at once. You may now consider this longstanding achievement to be over. 

The four of them ran into the nearest building, which happenstance was a laundrette. They locked the 

door and kept as still and silent as they could. 

Ȱ7(%2% )3 -9 #(/#/,!4%ȩȱ Á ÂÏÏÍÉÎÇ ÖÏÉÃÅ ÃÁÌÌÅÄȢ Ȱ')6% -% -9 #(/#/,!4% NOWȦȱ 
A loud smash could be heard, the sound of a building on the other side of the square being flattened. 

Several more soon followed, slowly getting closer. 

                                                             
* No pun intended. 
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Everything went quiet, at least for the moment. 

Ȱ0ÈÅ×ȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ .ÕÇÇÅÔȢ Ȱ) ÇÕÅÓÓ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÁÌÒÉÇÈÔ ÆÏÒ nowȢ ) ÈÏÐÅ ÓÈÅ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÃÏÍÅ ÂÁÃËȢȱ (Å ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÁÒÏÕÎÄȢ 

Ȱ7ÈÙ ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÁÌÌ ÓÔÁÒÉÎÇ ÁÔ ÍÅȩȱ 

And staring at him they were. Edgarb was looking scared, but stare he did. Bambi was angry, but she was 

staring too. Phil was just staring; his fÉÓÈÙ ÅÙÅÓ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÂÌÉÎËȢ 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÔÏÌÄ ÕÓ ÙÏÕ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÇÅÔ ÕÓ ÐÁÓÔ 4ÉÌÌÙ 4ÏÎËÁȟȱ %ÄÇÁÒÂ ÁÃÃÕÓÅÄȢ Ȱ9ÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÓÅÅÍ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÍÕÃÈ ÈÅÌÐȢ 7ÈÁÔȭÓ 

ÔÈÅ ÄÅÁÌÉÏȩȱ 

Ȱ5Èȟ ÎÏȟ ) ÎÅÖÅÒ ÓÁÉÄ ) ÃÏÕÌÄ ÇÅÔ ÙÏÕ ÐÁÓÔ ÈÅÒȢ ) ÓÁÉÄ ÎÏ ÏÎÅ ÃÁÎȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÙÏÕȭÄ ÄÉÅȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÁÔ ) ËÎÅ× ÔÈÅ 

ÓÅÃÒÅÔȢ !ÎÄ ) ÄÏȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÍÅÁÎ ÙÏÕȭÌÌ ÁÖÏÉÄ ÄÅÁÔÈȢ*ȱ 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÄÉÃËȟ "ÉÌÌɖȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ %ÄÇÁÒÂȢ Ȱ) ÆÕÃËÉÎÇ ÈÁÔÅ ÙÏÕȢȱ (Å ÐÏÉÎÔÅÄ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÆÁÒ ÃÏÒÎÅÒ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÒÏÏÍȢ Ȱ"ÁÍÂÉȟ ÄÕÍÐ 

shithead over there then come back and we can try and work out how the hell we get ourselves out of this 

ÍÅÓÓȢȱ 

Bambi did as requested, and then the three of them put their heads together.  

Ȱ) ÓÁÙ ×Å ÒÕÎ ÆÏÒ ÉÔȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ %ÄÇÁÒÂȢ 

Ȱ/È ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÎÉÃÅȟ ÌÅÁÖÅ ÔÈÅ ÇÕÙ ×ÉÔÈ ÎÏ ÆÅÅÔ ÔÏ ÂÅ ËÉÌÌÅÄȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ 0ÈÉÌȢ 

Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÁÎ ÅØÐÒÅÓÓÉÏÎȢ /Æ ÃÏÕÒÓÅ )ȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÃÁÒÒÙÉÎÇ ÙÏÕȟ ÍÙ ÆÒÉÅÎÄȟȱ %ÄÇÁÒÂ ÒÅÐÌÉÅÓȢ 

Ȱ4ÏÏ ÒÉÓËÙȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ "ÁÍÂÉȢ Ȱ3ÈÅȭÌÌ ÓÅÅ ÕÓ ÁÎÄ ÓÑÕÁÓÈ ÕÓ ÆÌÁÔȢ 7Å ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÈÉÄÅȢȱ 

Ȱ.Ïȟȱ ÇÏÅÓ 0ÈÉÌȢ Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÁÓ ÍÕÃÈ ÏÆ Á ÇÁÍÂÌÅȢ .Ï× ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ #ÈÕÍÂÁ ×ÕÍÂÁÓ ÓÅÅÍ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÁÌÌ ÇÏÎÅȟ ÓÈÅȭÓ 

definitely not going to be getting enough ɀ if any ɀ ÃÈÏÃÏÌÁÔÅȢ 3Ï ÓÈÅȭÌÌ ÇÏ ÏÎ Á ÇÉÁÎÔɗ smashing spree. The 

×ÁÙ ÏÕÒ ÌÕÃË ÇÏÅÓȟ ÓÈÅȭÓ ÓÕÒÅ ÔÏ ÓÑÕÁÓÈ ÆÌÁÔ ×ÈÁÔÅÖÅÒ ÈÏÕÓÅ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÈÉÄÉÎÇ ÉÎȢȱ 

Ȱ/Ëȟ ÓÏ ÒÕÎÎÉÎÇ ÉÓ ÏÕÔȟ ÁÎÄ ÓÏ ÉÓ ÈÉÄÉÎÇȢȱ %ÄÇÁÒÂ ×ÁÓ ÄÒÁ×ÉÎÇ Á ÂÌÁÎËȢ Ȱ7ÈÁÔȭÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÌÅÁÖÅȩȱ 

Phil looked at Bambi. Bambi looked at Phil. They both looked at Edgarb. Edgarb looked back. Then he 

ÎÏÄÄÅÄȢ Ȱ3ÔÁÎÄÉÎÇ ÏÕÔ ÉÎ ÐÌÁÉÎ ÓÉÇÈÔȢȱ 

Phil looked at Nugget. Bambi looked at Nugget. Edgarb looked at Nugget. Nugget looked at ɀ Ȱ3ÈÉÔȟ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ 

no one leftȢȱ (Å ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ$Ï ) ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÓȟȱ ÔÈÅÙ ÓÁÉÄ ÉÎ ÕÎÉÓÏÎȢ 

.ÕÇÇÅÔ ÓÉÇÈÅÄȢ Ȱ&ÉÎÅȢ ,ÅÔȭÓ ÇÅÔ ÉÔ ÏÖÅÒ ×ÉÔÈȢȱ 

Edgarb picked up Nugget and crept outside into the middle of the square and placed nugget carefully, all 

bundled up in his blanket, in plain sight on the ÇÒÏÕÎÄȢ 4ÈÅÎ ÈÅ ÃÒÅÐÔ ÂÁÃË ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÏÔÈÅÒÓȢ Ȱ!ÎÄ ÎÏ× ×Å 

×ÁÉÔȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ 

0ÈÉÌ ÁÎÄ "ÁÍÂÉ ÎÏÄÄÅÄȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÙ ÁÌÌ ÇÏÔ ÃÏÍÆÏÒÔÁÂÌÅ ÔÏ ×ÁÉÔ ÆÏÒ 4ÉÌÌÙ 4ÏÎËÁȭÓ ÒÅÔÕÒÎȢ 

                                                             
* )ÔȭÓ ÔÒÕÅȢ 'Ï ÂÁÃË ÁÎÄ ÒÅÁÄ ÉÔ ÉÆ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅ ÍÅȢ 
ɖ Strange things are afoot at the circle K. 
ɗ Pun intended. 
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)Ô ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÔÁËÅ ÌÏÎÇȢ *ÕÓÔ ÁÓ %ÄÇÁÒÂ ÈÁÄ ÆÉÎÉÓÈÅÄ ÃÏÕÎÔÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÃÒÁÃËÓ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÃÅÉÌÉÎÇ* another loud crash could 

be heard. 

Ȱ#(/#/,!4%Ȧ ) 7!.4 )4Ȧȱ ÃÁÍÅ ÔÈÅ ÂÏÏÍÉÎÇ ÖÏÉÃÅ ÁÓ ÙÅÔ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ ÂÕÉÌÄÉÎÇ ×ÁÓ ÃÁÖÅÄ ÉÎȢ There were 

ÓÏÍÅ ÐÏÕÎÄÉÎÇ ÆÏÏÔÓÔÅÐÓȟ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ Ȱ')6% )4 4/ -%ȱ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÎ ɀ 

Ȱ%%%%%%%%%%%%%%%%%%%%ȱ ×ÅÎÔ Á ÈÉÇÈ ÐÉÔÃÈÅÄ ÓÑÕÅÁÌȢ Ȱ%%%%%%%%%%%%%%%%%%%%%Ȣ /( )4ȭ3 3/ #54%Ȧȱ  

0ÈÉÌ ÁÎÄ "ÁÍÂÉ ÓÍÉÌÅÄȢ Ȱ3×ÅÅÔȟȱ %ÄÇÁÒÂ ÓÁÉÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÇÌÅÅȢ Ȱ3ÈÅȭÓ ÔÁËÅÎ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÉÔȢȱ 

Ȱ5ÍÍȢ 'ÏÏ ÇÏÏ ÇÁ ÇÁȩȱ ÃÁÍÅ .ÕÇÇÅÔȭÓ ÖÏÉÃÅȢ 

Ȱ(%ȭ3 !$/2!",%Ȣ %%%%%%%%%%%%%%%%%%%%%%%%%%%ȱ 

Ȱ(ÕÇ ÍÅȩ ) ×ÕÂ ÙÏÕȢȱ 

Ȱ!7777777777777Ȣ WHAT A LITTLE CUTIEȢȱ 4ÈÅ ÇÉÁÎÔ ÖÏÉÃe was becoming less giant-likeȢ ȰI 

JUST WANT TO EAT YOU UP. YES I DO. YES I DOOOOO.ȱ 

And so on and so forth as the giant Tilly Tonka got smaller and smaller. Eventually there was the tiniest 

ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ȰEEPȱȟ a small pop, the smell of ozone, and then only silence followed. 

Ȱ(ÅÌÌ ÙÅÓȟ ÄÅÁÔÈ ÂÙ ÃÕÔÅȟȱ ÃÁÍÅ ÔÈÅ ÖÏÉÃÅ ÏÆ .ÕÇÇÅÔȢ /Ò ×ÁÓ ÉÔȩ 4ÈÅ ÖÏÉÃÅ sounded larger somehow. And it 

was a little bit deeper. It was Nugget, but as if he was older. Edgarb, Phil and Bambi were confused. 

The door burst in and there stood Nugget. He was changed. He now had the body of a twenty two  year old 

young man ɀ and it definitely looked a little strange that this young man was wearing a diaperɖ, and a 

tight one at that. 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÌÏÏË ÄÉÆÆÅÒÅÎÔȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ %ÄÇÁÒÂȢ Ȱ$ÉÄ ÙÏÕ ÃÕÔ ÙÏÕÒ ÈÁÉÒȩȱ 

Ȱ)Ô ×ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÒÁÎÇÅÓÔ ÔÈÉÎÇȟȱ ÅØÐÌÁÉÎÅÄ .ÕÇÇÅÔȢ Ȱ!Ó ÓÈÅ ÓÈÒÁÎËȟ ) ÇÒÅ×Ȣ 4ÈÅ ÌÁÒÇÅÒ ) ÇÏÔȟ ÔÈÅ ÓÍÁÌÌÅÒ ÓÈÅ ÇÏÔȟ 

ÕÎÔÉÌ ÅÖÅÎÔÕÁÌÌÙ ÓÈÅ ÂÌÉÎËÅÄ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÅØÉÓÔÅÎÃÅȢ !ÎÄ ÌÏÏË ÁÔ ÍÅȦ )ȭÍ ÁÌÌ ÇÒÏ×ÎÅÄ ÕÐȦ &ÕÃË )ȭÍ ÈÏÒÎÙȢ 

7ÈÏȭÓ ÕÐ ÆÏÒ ÉÔȩȱ 

He looked around. 

Ȱ/Ëȟ ÆÉÎÅȟ )ȭÌÌ ÌÅÁÖÅ ÉÔ ÁÌÏÎÅȟȱ ÁÎÄ ÈÅ ÓÉÇÈÅÄȢ ȰWellȟ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÃÌÅÁÒ ÔÏ ËÅÅÐ ÏÎ ÔÒÁÖÅÌÌÉÎÇȢ 7ÈÅÒÅ ÔÏ ÆÒÏÍ ÈÅÒÅȩȱ 

he looked at the friends, and waited. While waiting, he rummaged around and found some clothes to put 

ÏÎȢ Ȱ7ÅÌÌ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ much better. That diaper was tee-why-ÔÅÅ ÔÉÇÈÔȦȱ 

The friends looked at each other with much ceiling staring and shoulder shrugging. 

Ȱ) ÇÏÔ ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇȟȱ ×ÅÎÔ %ÄÇÁÒÂȢ 

Ȱ) ÇÏÔ ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇȟȱ ×ÅÎÔ "ÁÍÂÉȢ 

Ȱ) ÇÏÔ ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇȟȱ ×ÅÎÔ :ÁÃÈɗ. 

Ȱ) ÇÏÔ ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇȟȱ ×ÅÎÔ 0ÈÉÌȢ 

                                                             
* &ÉÖÅ ÈÕÎÄÒÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÆÏÒÔÙ ÓÅÖÅÎȢ /Ò ×ÁÓ ÉÔ ÆÏÒÔÙ ÅÉÇÈÔȩ 3ÈÉÔȟ ÎÏ× )ȭÍ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÓÔÁÒÔ ÏÖÅÒ ÁÇÁÉÎȢ /ÎÅȢ 4×ÏȢȢȢ 
ɖ Again, my sincere apologiesȢ 9ÏÕ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÈÅÌÐ ÂÕÔ ÆÅÅÌ ÓÏÒÒÙ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÄÕÍÂ ÙÁÎËÓ ÔÈÏÕÇÈȟ ÃÁÎ ÙÏÕȩ 
ɗ Huh? 
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Ȱ!È ÈÁȦȱ ×ÅÎÔ .ÕÇÇÅÔȢ Ȱ) ÇÕÅÓÓ ÉÔȭÓ ÔÉÍÅ ÔÏ ÃÏÎÓÕÌÔ ×ÉÔÈ 3ÐÁÎËÙȢȱ 

  



 

 32 

Chapter 8 ɀ Poor Spanky 
 

In the beginning there was light. Most people think there was dark first. This is where the scientific 

community has things all messed up. They say that dark is what you get when there is no light, and that 

the natural state of things is darkness until the light is added. Actually light is the natural state of all 

things. Think about it ɀ where do you find dark? You find it hidden away in the corners, or underneath or 

behind things. You need to have the light to be able to make the shadows. 

3Ï ÆÉÒÓÔ ÔÈÅÒÅ ×ÁÓ ÌÉÇÈÔȢ 9ÏÕ ÍÉÇÈÔ ÔÈÉÎË ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÄÁÒË ÔÈÅÎ ÆÏÌÌÏ×ÅÄȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÉÓ ÁÌÓÏ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÂÅȢ 4Ï ÈÁÖÅ ÄÁÒËȟ 

you need two things. The first is the light; the second is something to block the light, so that the dark can 

appear behind it. 

After the second thing we get the dark (but only in the corners), quickly followed by a succession of odd 

noises and peculiar smell. It was peculiar in that it smelled like burritos ɀ no one knew this however, 

ÓÉÎÃÅ ÂÕÒÒÉÔÏÓ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÂÅÅÎ ÉÎÖÅÎÔÅÄ ÙÅÔȟ ÁÎÄ ÎÅÉÔÈÅÒ ÈÁÄ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇ or anyone with an olfactory sense. But 

if there was they would have been sure to exclaim that for some reason they felt partial to a bit of 

Mexican. 

It was only after all this that we got day and night, heaven and earth, the sun and the moon, the land and 

the seas, vegetation and animals and life and Thomas the Tank Engine* lunch boxes. 

&ÏÒ ÎÏ× ÔÈÏÕÇÈȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÅÃÏÎÄ ÔÈÉÎÇ ÔÈÁÔ ) ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÔÁÌË ÁÂÏÕÔȢ  

Yes. I would like to talk about Spanky. Spanky was just a regular old mallard drake, and he had a pretty 

crappy life. It was crappy for numerous reasons, just the least of which was that he was a duck.  

Spanky was like any other duck out thereɖ. Feathers, webbed feet, a bill; all the usual things were present 

and accounted for. But then, just as things seemed to be going so well ɀ ÈÅȭÄ ÇÒÁÄÕÁÔÅÄ ÃÏÌÌÅÇÅȟ ×ÁÓ ÁÂÏÕÔ 

to get a really awesome job ɀ he was in a slight accident. Slight is relative of course ɀ there was little to no 

property damage. But he did lose the use of his legs. His Thomas the Tank Engine lunch box would never 

be the same again either. 

Poor Spanky.  

He tried so hard in physical therapy, but after 6 months his little ×ÅÂÂÅÄ ÆÅÅÔ ÓÔÉÌÌ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÍÏÖÅ - the 

day his wheelchair was delivered was the day he almost gave up on his own life.  The chair arrived, 

carried by two big strong burly delivery men. They took it out of the box, positioned it carefully in the 

foyer, placed Spanky carefully in it, and left. 

And there was Spanky, sitting in a wheelchair, legs all a-broken. He sighed. What he needed was an extra 

thick double malt chocolate shake. Extra cream on top and a surprise cherry suspended somewhere 

inside the glass. He reached down to grasp the wheels and push himself forward, but nothing happened. 

Spanky blinked. He tried to grab the wheels again, but came up empty. 

                                                             
* "ÕÔ ÏÎÌÙ ÔÈÅ ÏÒÉÇÉÎÁÌ ÓÅÒÉÅÓȟ )ȭÍ Á 4ÁÎËËÅÒȟ ÎÏÔ Á 4ÁÎËËÉÅȢ 
ɖ Excluding the awesomeness of Darkwing, obviously. 
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Spanky is a duck. He has wings. Wings have an annoying habit of being all aerodynamical* and strangely 

lacking in fingers. When he tried to grasp the wheels, all he did was brush his wing tips past the rims. It 

ÓÅÅÍÓ ÔÈÅ ÈÏÓÐÉÔÁÌ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÓÅÎÄ ÈÉÍ Á ×ÈÅÅÌ ÃÈÁÉÒ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ Äuck enabled. 

After his tears dried up, Spanky tried to think of what he could do. His nurse had gone home, thinking she 

×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÎÅÅÄÅÄ ÁÎÙÍÏÒÅȢ 4ÈÅ ÄÅÌÉÖÅÒÙ ÍÅÎ ×ÅÒÅ ÍÉÌÅÓ Á×ÁÙ ÂÙ ÎÏ×Ȣ (Å ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÒÅÁÃÈ ÈÉÓ ÐÈÏÎÅ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ 

chair to call for help anyway. 

Without feet, he could only think of one other thing he could use to get a grip on the wheel ɀ his beak. And 

so there was Spanky, sadly bent over on his wheelchair tugging along the top of the left hand wheel, the 

only result being that his chair turned on the spot, and he was now facing a blank white wall. 

ȰQuackɖ,ȱ came the hauntingly sorrowful tone of one very depressed duck.  

He tried again, and turned on the spot again. He tried the other wheel, and turned back again. He could 

move both wheels at once, and so he was still utterly stuck. 

Poor Spanky. 

It was a day and a half later when his nurse came back to check up and rescued him from trapped state. 

He was eventually shipped an electric wheelchair with one of those sticks on the arm for driving it, and so 

he settled into his usual daily crippled-duck routine. Wake up, eat breakfast, sit around, eat lunch, sit 

around, eat dinner, sit around, and go to bed. 

After several years of this Spanky wanted to change his routine a little ɀ it was starting to get a wee bit 

boring. There really were so many possibilities out there, his head positively span at the thought of it. 

After a lot of careful thinking, planning, and research, Spanky finally decided on starting a new hobby. 

And he chose smoking as this hobby. This allowed for some variation in his day, and he was content 

again. Wake up, smoke, eat breakfast, smoke, eat lunch, smoke, eat dinner, smoke, and go to bed. Yes, this 

was much better, he thought. 

Fast forward a few years. Spanky is a little older, no wiser, and still a cripple. And now he has 

emphysemaȢ 4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÁÎ ÏØÙÇÅÎ ÔÁÎË ÓÔÒÁÐÐÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÃË ÏÆ ÈÉÓ ×ÈÅÅÌÃÈÁÉÒȟ ÁÎÄ a mask hangs 

permanently round his neck.  

Ȱ1ÕÁÃËȟȱ ÃÏÍÅÓ ÔÈÅ ÒÁÓÐÉÎÇ baritone of one very sick duck, amongst various gasps, wheezes and coughs. 

Poor Spanky. 

%ØÐÅÒÉÍÅÎÔÁÌ ÓÕÒÇÅÒÙ ÃÁÎ ÂÅ Á ÂÌÅÓÓÉÎÇ ÁÎÄ Á ÃÕÒÓÅȢ 3ÏÍÅÔÉÍÅÓ ÉÔ ×ÏÒËÓȟ ÓÏÍÅÔÉÍÅÓ ÉÔ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔȢ 4ÈÅ 

doctors all explaiÎ ÖÅÒÙ ÃÁÒÅÆÕÌÌÙ ÈÏ× ÔÈÅÙ ÄÏÎȭÔ know for sure what will happen, only what they think 

×ÉÌÌ ÈÁÐÐÅÎȢ "ÕÔ ÎÏ ÐÒÏÍÉÓÅÓ ÃÁÎ ÂÅ ÍÁÄÅȢ )Æ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ×ÉÌÌÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÔÁËÅ ÔÈÅ ÒÉÓËȟ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ Á ÃÈÁÎÃÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÙÏÕ 

come out better than you were before. Better. Faster. Stronger.ɗ 

                                                             
* This is a real word. Seriously. 
ɖ 9ÏÕ ×ÏÎȭÔ ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅ ÈÏ× ÌÏÎÇ ÉÔ Ôook to decide how to spell that word. There were many drafts with different 
spellings. How do you spell it in such a way as to reflect sadness? You should see my IM history ɀ several people had 
opinions, all of them different. In the end I decided simple was best. 
ɗ We can rebuild him. We have the technology. 
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WhÅÎ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÃÔÏÒÓ ÏÆÆÅÒÅÄ 3ÐÁÎËÙ Á ÃÈÁÎÃÅ ÔÏ ÂÅ ×ÏÒÌÄȭÓ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÄÕÃË ÔÏ ÈÁÖÅ Á ÌÕÎÇ ÔÒÁÎÓÐÌÁÎÔȟ ÈÅ ÊÕÍÐÅÄ ÁÔ 

the chance. Metaphorically speaking of course ɀ he was too weak and cancer riddled to actually jump. 

%ÖÅÎ ÉÆ ÈÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔȟ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ Á ÃÒÉÐÐÌÅ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒȩ -ÁÎ Ùou guys are stupid sometimes. 

After the surgery it looked like everything was fine. And for the first few days this was true. But then they 

discovered two things. The first was just unfortunate; no one had bothered to check the medical history 

of the organ donor. It ends up that instead having a set of cancer riddled lungs, he had a nice shiny new 

ÓÅÔ ÏÆ ÓÌÉÇÈÔÌÙ ÃÁÎÃÅÒ ÒÉÄÄÌÅÄ ÌÕÎÇÓȢ 3ÕÒÅȟ ÈÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÄÉÅ ÁÎÙÔÉÍÅ ÓÏÏÎȟ ÁÎÄ ÓÕÒÅȟ ÈÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÏÎ ÁÎ 

oxygen tank. But he still had a hell of a wheeze. 

4ÈÅ ÓÅÃÏÎÄ ÔÈÉÎÇ ×ÁÓ Á ÃÁÓÅ ÏÆ ÄÏÃÔÏÒȭÓ ÅÒÒÏÒȢ 7ÈÉÌÅ ÐÅÒÆÏÒÍÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÓÕÒÇÅÒÙ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÃÔÏÒ ÓÏÍÅÈÏ× ÓÌÉÐÐÅÄ 

ÁÎÄ ÐÉÎÃÈÅÄ Á ÎÅÒÖÅȢ )ÔȭÓ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÕÎËÎÏ×Î ×ÈÉÃÈ ÎÅÒÖÅ ÉÔ ×ÁÓȟ ÂÕÔ Á ÎÅÒÖÅ ×ÁÓ ÐÉÎÃÈÅÄȢ )ÔȭÓ ÑÕÉÔÅ ÁÍÕÓÉÎÇ 

ÈÏ× ÔÈÅ ÂÒÁÉÎ ×ÏÒËÓ ÓÏÍÅÔÉÍÅÓȟ ÁÎÄ Á ÄÕÃËȭÓ ÂÒÁÉÎ ÉÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÁÓ ÈÁÒÄ ÔÏ ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄ ÁÓ ÁÎÙÏÎÅ ÅÌÓÅȭÓȢ 3ÐÁÎËÙ 

was left with a permanent erection, and not even an afternoon spent thinking about his grandmother 

naked could take it away. 

Sure, this sounds great, right? The girls will love him, you say. But rememÂÅÒȟ ÈÅȭÓ Á ×ÈÅÅÌÃÈÁÉÒ ÒÉÄÄÅÎ 

cancerous duck. A penis that never deflates no matter how much you ride it is attractive, sure, but it pales 

in comparison to having to disconnect a colostomy bag and taking out the catheter. 

If a duck is erect while sitting dÏ×Îȟ ÓÁÉÄ ÁÐÐÅÎÄÁÇÅ ÐÏÉÎÔÓ ÓÔÒÁÉÇÈÔ ÄÏ×ÎȢ 3ÐÁÎËÙ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÃÉÒÃÕÍÃÉÓÅÄ 

before his lung operation, but a few miles in his wheelchair sure made him so. Only a few weeks (and 

several bandages) passed before Spanky lost all feeling in the tip of his penis. Spanky could live with this, 

ÓÉÎÃÅ ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÈÁÖÅ Á ÕÓÅ ÆÏÒ ÈÉÓ ÐÅÎÉÓ ÁÎÙ×ÁÙȢ (Ï×ÅÖÅÒ ÔÈÅÒÅ ×ÁÓ Á ÐÒÏÂÌÅÍ ×ÈÅÎÅÖÅÒ ÈÅ 

crossed certain roads. You know the ones that have trams running down the middle? There are grooves 

in the road for them to follow. Well ÉÆ 3ÐÁÎËÙ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÃÁÒÅÆÕÌ ÃÒÏÓÓÉÎÇȟ ÈÉÓ ÈÁÒÄ ÏÎ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÊÁÍ ÉÎ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ 

grooves, and he was stuck following the tracks until some kind soul could lift him out. Most of the time it 

was bearable, but one time a tram came. Ouch. 

Poor Spanky. 

And that, my friends, is ÔÈÅ ÔÁÌÅ ÏÆ ÐÏÏÒ ÓÁÄ ÌÉÔÔÌÅ 3ÐÁÎËÙȢ (Å ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏÏ ÇÏÏÄ Á ÂÅÇÉÎÎÉÎÇ ÉÎ ÌÉÆÅȟ ÄÉÄ 

he? But for all that went on, he kept on ducking*, as it were. He was sad, depressed and lonely, but he 

never gave up. And for this he was rewarded. 

After many centuries of a wasted existenceɖ, Spanky finally found his purpose. It happened on a 

Thursday. All good things seem to happen a Thursday, have you noticed that? Spanky was doing his 

grocery shopping at the time. Just as he was reaching for the soapɗ the shelf collapsed on top of him, 

sending him into a coma.  

Months he spent in hospital. Months. Maybe even years. But a duck on life support seems silly, and 

ÅÖÅÎÔÕÁÌÌÙ ÔÈÅ ÈÅÁÄ ÄÏÃÔÏÒ ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÏÆÆ ÈÉÓ ÌÉÆÅ ÓÕÐÐÏÒÔȢ 9ÏÕȭÄ ÔÈÉÎË ÔÈÉÓ ×ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÅÎÄ ÏÆ 3ÐÁÎËÙȟ but it 

×ÁÓÎȭÔȢ 

7ÈÅÎ ÈÅ ×ÏËÅ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÉÎ 3ÑÕÉÓÈÐÏÏȟ ÁÎÄ ÑÕÉÔÅ Á ÐÒÅÓÃÉÅÎÔ ÄÕÃËÙ ÈÅȭÄ ÂÅÃÏÍÅȢ 

                                                             
* 7ÉÔÈÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÕÓÅ ÏÆ ÈÉÓ ÌÅÇÓȟ ÉÔȭÓ Á ÂÉÔ ÈÁÒÄ ÔÏ ÇÏ ÔÒÕÃËÉÎÇȢ 
ɖ Did I forget to tell you? Spanky was a special duck. His life time was greatly expanded compared most other ducks. 
ɗ .Ïȟ ÈÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÂÅÎÄÉÎÇ ÏÖÅÒ ÆÏÒ ÉÔȢ 
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Poor Spanky, the smoking cripple duck with a hard on in a wheelchair. And he could now see into the 

future. 
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Chapter 9 ɀ Every Which Way But Loose 
 

Ȱ!È ÈÁȦȱ ×ÅÎÔ .ÕÇÇÅÔȢ Ȱ) ÇÕÅÓÓ ÉÔȭÓ ÔÉÍÅ ÔÏ ÃÏÎÓÕÌÔ ×ÉÔÈ 3ÐÁÎËÙȢȱ* 

There was assorted blinking and exclamations of a confused type nature. There was some running 

around and some standing still. A small monkey rode past on a tricycleɖ, and a dog howled in the 

distanceɗ, but this was unrelated to the general calamity that was abounding around young Nugget (the 

dog that is, not the monkey). 

                                                             
* Is there an echo in here? 
ɖ (ÉÓ ÎÁÍÅ ×ÁÓ :ÁÃÈȢ !ÈÈȟ ) ÃÁÎ ÈÅÁÒ ÙÏÕ ÁÌÌ ÓÁÙȢ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÏ :ÁÃÈ ÉÓȦ 
ɗ (ÉÓ ÎÁÍÅ ×ÁÓ *ÏÈÎ ÁÎÄ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ Á ,ÁÂÒÁÄÏÒȢ (ÅȭÄ ÇÏÎÅ ×ÁÎÄÅÒÉÎÇ Á×ÁÙ ÆÒÏÍ ÈÉÓ Ï×ÎÅÒ ×ÈÉÌÅ ÃÈÁÓÉÎÇ Á ÒÁÂÂÉÔȟ ÁÎÄ 
gotten himsÅÌÆ ÌÏÓÔȢ *ÏÈÎ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ Á ÓÔÕÐÉÄ ÄÏÇȟ ÎÏÔ ÂÙ ÁÎÙ ÓÔÒÅÔÃÈ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÉÍÁÇÉÎÁÔÉÏÎȟ ÂÕÔ ÈÉÓ ÎÏÓÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÅØÁÃÔÌÙ ×ÏÒÌÄ 
ÃÌÁÓÓȢ )Ô ×ÁÓ ÏÎÌÙ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÈÅȭÄ ÆÏÌÌÏ×ÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÒÁÂÂÉÔ ÆÏÒ ÓÅÖÅÒÁÌ ÈÏÕÒÓ ɉÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÎ ÌÏÓÔ ÉÔ ÄÏ×Î Á ÂÕÒÒÏ×Ɋ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅ ÒÅÁÌÉÓÅÄ 
he had no idea at all where he was. He tried retracing his steps, but only got more and more lost, and further and 
further away from his happy home with plenty of food to eat and a warm place to sleep and an owner who knew just 
the right place to scratch. It was now a week later and he was no closer to finding his way home, and oh man was he 
ÈÕÎÇÒÙȢ (ÅȭÄ ÔÒÉÅÄ ÂÅÇÇÉÎÇ ÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÃË ÏÆ ÁÓÓÏÒÔÅÄ ÒÅÓÔÁÕÒÁÎÔÓ§ ÁÎÄ ÂÁËÅÒÉÅÓ ÁÎÄ ÓÕÃÈȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÂÅÓÔ ÈÅȭÄ ÇÏÔ ×ÁÓ Á 
boot to the ribcage. Boots are not the most nutritious meal at the best of times, ÂÕÔ ×ÈÅÎ ÔÈÅÙ ÈÁÖÅÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÎ ÂÅÅÎ 
boiled, let alone eaten, the only thing that can be said for them is that the calorie count is miniscule. Having given up 
ÏÎ ÂÅÇÇÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ ÆÏÏÄ *ÏÈÎ ÔÒÉÅÄ ÈÕÎÔÉÎÇȢ 9ÏÕȭÄ ÔÈÉÎË ÔÈÁÔ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÈÉÓ ÌÕÃË ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ ÒÁÂÂÉÔ ÈÅ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ realised that a 
hunting dog is not the ideal career choice for a dog such as him, but no, three days of blindly chasing assorted 
squirrels, bandicoots and domestic ginger house cats was what it took for him to come to the conclusion that a 
hunter he was not. He did learn to rather enjoy the taste of grass though, so while he was constantly hungry he 
never actually starved to death. Have you ever tasted grass? Yeah, John had some eccentricities. Eventually he 
arrived at Nestlé town ɀ yes, the very one at which the evil Tilly Tonka had just been vanquished ɀ and this at least 
solved the hunger problem. Dogs are very unfussy when it comes to finding eating things (as we well know now ɀ I 
still think grass is eww), and this town had an amazing amount of chocolate scraps sprinkled everywhere. You know 
ÔÈÁÔ ÏÌÄ ÔÁÌÅ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÈÏ× ÙÏÕ ÓÈÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÆÅÅÄ Á ÄÏÇ ÃÈÏÃÏÌÁÔÅ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÉÔȭÓ ÂÁÄ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅÍȩ "ÅÌÉÅÖÅ ÍÅȟ ÙÏÕ ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÌÉÓÔÅÎ 
to that one. After gorging for two days on dirt covered chocolate chunk after chocolate chunk, John all of a sudden 
felt all aquiver. Just as he was getting used to this sensation, he felt a small rumbly in his tumbly. Then there was a 
larger rumbly in his tumbly. A rather disconcerting vibration followed this, which subsided almost immediately. 
Then it came back. Then it subsided again. Then it came back. Then his legs felt rather trembly.  At this stage, John 
was pretty sure he needed to poo. He took himself past the outskirts of town to a nearby meadow and assumed the 
standard pose ɀ he might be eccentric, but he had some sense of decorum. In the middle of the street is not a place 
one poos. Especially not one the size that he had a feeling was about to be delivered. After much huffing and puffing 
and squeezing and pushing the deed was done. At least, he thought it was. Just as he was getting his breath back 
there was a repeat of all the above mentioned rumbles and quivers and vibrations and such. So then there came 
ÍÏÒÅ ÈÕÆÆÉÎÇ ÁÎÄ ÐÕÆÆÉÎÇ ÁÎÄ ÓÕÃÈȢ *ÏÈÎ ÆÅÌÔ ÍÕÃÈ ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ɉÁÓ ×Å ÁÌÌ ÄÏȟ )ȭÍ ÓÕÒÅɊ ÁÎÄ ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÔÏ ÌÏÏË ÁÔ ×ÈÁÔ ÈÅȭÄ ÊÕÓÔ 
ÃÒÅÁÔÅÄ ɉÁÇÁÉÎȟ ÁÓ ×Å ÁÌÌ ÄÏȟ )ȭÍ ÓÕÒÅɊ ÁÎÄ ÓÔÏÐÐÅÄȢ 3ÉÔÔÉÎÇ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÇÒÏÕÎÄ ×ÁÓ ÎÏÔ Á ÌÁÒÇÅ ÐÉÌÅ ÏÆ ÄÏÇ ÔÕÒÄȢ .Ïȟ 
×ÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ ÓÉÔÔÉÎÇ ÔÈÅÒÅ ×ÁÓ ÑÕÉÔÅ ÓÕÒÐÒÉÓÉÎÇȢ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÍÅÁÎ ÓÕÒÐÒÉÓÉÎÇ ÔÏ Á ÄÏÇȟ ÂÕÔ ÓÕÒÐÒÉÓÉÎÇ ÅÖÅÎ ÔÏ ÕÓ Ðeople. 
Seriously. How often when cleaning up after your dog do you find, not a turd, but a frog? Not just any frog either. 
This frog was wearing a space helmet and sitting upon a pony that for some reason was coloured a rather girly 
shade of pink. And this pony had its tail up in the air allowing a jet of soap bubbles to come shooting out its ass. I 
told you it was surprising ɀ ÉÔȭÓ ÃÅÒÔÁÉÎÌÙ ÎÏÔ ÔÈÅ ÓÏÒÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÉÎÇ ÙÏÕȭÄ ÅØÐÅÃÔ ÔÏ ÆÉÎÄ ×ÈÉÌÅ ÃÌÅÁÒÉÎÇ ÙÏÕÒ ÂÁÃË ÌÁ×Î 
with a pooper scooper. John sniffed at said frog, and whined. The frog looked curiously at John and raised one of its 
ÈÁÎÄÓȢ 4ÈÉÓ ÉÔÓÅÌÆ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÓÕÒÐÒÉÓÉÎÇȟ ÇÉÖÅÎ ÔÈÁÔ ÆÒÏÇÓ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÏÒÄÉÎÁÒÉÌÙ ×ÁÖÅ ÁÔ ÙÏÕȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÉÓ ×ÁÓ ÍÏÒÅ-so, since in 
its hand was a rather futuristic looking laser. It was all roundy and glowy and sleek and things of that nature. The 
ÆÒÏÇ ÓÈÏÔ Á ÂÒÉÇÈÔ ÒÅÄ ÌÁÓÅÒ ÂÅÁÍ ÉÎÔÏ *ÏÈÎȭÓ ÆÌÁÎË ɀ and finally we now discover why John had howled in the 
ÄÉÓÔÁÎÃÅȢ 9ÏÕȭÄ ÈÏ×Ì ÔÏÏ ÉÆ ÙÏÕ ÇÏÔ ÓÈÏÔ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÌÁÓÅÒ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÙÏÕȩ !ÎÄ ÓÏ ×Å ÇÅÔ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÒÁl of this little tale. No 
matter how much he cries, no matter how much he begs, never, never, feed your dog chocolate. Yeah, I know, that 
ÓÏÕÎÄÅÄ ÁÌÍÏÓÔ ÁÓ ÄÉÒÅ ÁÓ ×ÈÅÎ 2ÁÎÄ 0ÅÌÔÚÅÒ ×ÁÓ ÌÁÙÉÎÇ ÄÏ×Î ÔÈÅ ÒÕÌÅÓ ÔÏ "ÉÌÌÙ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÉÔȩ /Ëȟ ÓÏ ÍÁÙÂÅ ÔÈÅ 
consequenceÓ ÁÒÅÎȭÔ ÑÕÉÔÅ ÁÓ ÂÁÄ ÁÓ ÆÅÅÄÉÎÇ 'ÉÚÍÏ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÍÉÄÎÉÇÈÔȟ ÂÕÔ ÍÙ ÐÏÉÎÔ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÓÔÁÎÄÓ ɀ ÙÏÕȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÉÎ ÆÏÒ ÏÎÅ 
interesting surprise.  
§ Lady and the Tramp style would have been nice, but when is anything like in the movies? 
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Ȱ3ÐÁÎËÙȭÓ Á ÍÙÔÈȦȱ ÅØÃÌÁÉÍÅÄ %ÄÇÁÒÂȢ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÒÉÇÈÔȦȱ ÃÏ-exclaimed Phil. 

Ȱ7ÈÏȭÓ 3ÐÁÎËÙȩȱ ÃÏ-co-exclaimed Bambi. 

Ȱ3ÅÅ #ÈÁÐÔÅÒ ψȟȱ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒÅÄ Nugget*. 

"ÁÍÂÉȭÓ ÅÙÅÓ ÇÌÁÚÅÄ ÏÖÅÒ ÁÎÄ went all skitchy. Back and forth and up and down they went. It looked quite 

neat actually. Ȱ!ÈȦȱ ÓÈÅ ÅØÃÌÁÉÍÅÄȢ Ȱ.Ï× ) ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄȢ 9ÏÕ ÍÅÁÎ ÈÅȭÓ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÒÅÁÌȩȱ 

.ÕÇÇÅÔ ÎÏÄÄÅÄȢ Ȱ9ÅÓȟ ÈÅ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÉÓ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÒÅÁÌȢ !Ó ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÒÅal as ever there was. And he ×ÏÎȭÔ ÂÅ ÔÏÏ ÆÁÒ 

awayȢȱ 

!ÎÄ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÔÒÕÅ ÔÏÏȢ !Ó ×ÅȭÖÅ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ÌÅÁÒÎÅÄȟ 3ÐÁÎËÙ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ×ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÁÌÉÅÓÔ ÒÅÁÌ ÔÈÁÔ ÅÖÅÒ really realed. 

And ÈÅ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÆÁÒ Á×ÁÙȢ )Ô ÃÅÒÔÁÉÎÌÙ ÈÅÌÐÓ ×ÈÅÎ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎ ÓÅÅ ÔÈÅ ÆÕÔÕÒÅ ÏÆ ÃÏÕÒÓÅ; since Spanky 

knew that they would be coming, he positioned himself handily to save them the effort of having to go too 

far. Speaking of making sure they arrived safely... 

:ÁÃÈ ÔÒÉÃÙÃÌÅÄ ÈÉÓ ×ÁÙ ÂÁÃË ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÇÒÏÕÐȢ Ȱ7ÁÓÓÕÐ ÂÉÔÃÈÅÓȩȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄɖ. Normally a monkeÙȭÓ ÖÏÃÁÂÕÌÁÒÙ ÉÓ 

limited to different forms of eek and ook - obviously Zach was pretty special. He wore a little red hat and 

a black vest with gold trim, plus the cutest pair of tiny yellow sneakers. The sneakers were a little scuffed 

at the toes, but given how remarkable the rest of him was, I think we can forgive him. 

Edgarb and Phil and Bambi all blinked at this occurrenceɗȟ ÂÕÔ .ÕÇÇÅÔ ÊÕÓÔ ÓÍÉÌÅÄȢ Ȱ!ÈÈȟ :ÁÃÈȟ ÔÈÁÎËÓ ÆÏÒ 

coming. Give us a moment, aÎÄ ×ÅȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÒÅÁÄÙ ÔÏ ÆÏÌÌÏ× ÙÏÕȢȱ :ÁÃÈ ÎÏÄÄÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÓÁÔ ÐÁÔÉÅÎÔÌÙ ×ÁÉÔÉÎÇȢ 

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÓÕÒÅ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÁÌÌ ×ÏÎÄÅÒÉÎÇ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÎËÅÙȟȱ .ÕÇÇÅÔ ÅØÐÌÁÉÎÅÄȢ Ȱ(Å ÓÅÒÖÅÓ Á ÓÉÍÐÌÅ ÂÕÔ ÃÒÕÃÉÁÌ 

purpose. Little Zach here has only one job ɀ ÈÅȭÓ ÏÕÒ ÇÕÉÄÅȢ )Æ :ÁÃÈ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÓÈÏ× Õp to lead you, then you 

ËÎÏ× ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÎÏÔ ÍÅÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÖÉÓÉÔ ×ÉÔÈ 3ÐÁÎËÙȢȱ 

Ȱ"ÕÔ ÉÆ we ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÎ ËÎÏ× ×Å ×ÅÒÅ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ 3ÐÁÎËÙȟ ÈÏ× ÄÏÅÓ :ÁÃÈ ËÎÏ× ÔÏ ÃÏÍÅȩȱ 0ÈÉÌ ÁÓËÅÄȢ 

Ȱ3ÐÁÎËÙ ÃÁÎ ÓÅÅ ÔÈÅ ÆÕÔÕÒÅȢ (Å ÓÅÅÓ ÔÈÁÔ ×Å will  be coming, and so he sends Zach out to bÒÉÎÇ ÕÓ ÔÏ ÈÉÍȢȱ 

Ȱ!ÎÄ ×ÈÁÔ ÉÆ 3ÐÁÎËÙ ÆÏÒÇÅÔÓȩ )Æ ÈÅ ÓÅÅÓ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÃÏÍÉÎÇ ÂÕÔ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÇÅÔ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÔÏ ÓÅÎÄÉÎÇ :ÁÃÈȟ ÁÎÄ ÉÆ 

ÔÈÅ ÏÎÌÙ ×ÁÙ ×Å ÃÁÎ ÇÅÔ ÔÏ 3ÐÁÎËÙ ÉÓ ×ÉÔÈ :ÁÃÈȭÓ ÈÅÌÐȟ ÔÈÅÎ ×Å ×ÏÎȭÔ actually see Spanky and his vision 

×ÉÌÌ ÈÁÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ×ÒÏÎÇȢȱ 

Nugget thought about this. Ȱ4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ×ÒÏÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÁÔȟ ÂÕÔ ) ÃÁÎȭÔ ÐÕÔ ÍÙ ÆÉÎÇÅÒ ÏÎ ×ÈÁÔ ÉÔ ÉÓȟȱ 

ÁÎÄ ÈÅ ÓÃÒÁÔÃÈÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÈÅÁÄ ÁÓ ÈÅ ÐÏÎÄÅÒÅÄȢ Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÐÒÏÂÁÂÌÙ Âest to leave it alone. If we talk about it too 

much, more plot holes and space-time continuum flaws will be uncovered than you can find in the Back 

To The Future and the Bill & Ted movies ɀÃÏÍÂÉÎÅÄȦȱ 

Having all decided that yes, the best thing to do is to ÐÒÏÂÁÂÌÙ ÎÏÔ ÔÈÉÎË ÁÂÏÕÔ ÉÔȟ ÔÈÅ ȬÂÉÔÃÈÅÓȭ ÓÉÍÐÌÙ 

formed a line behind Zach.  

                                                             
* Teehee. 
ɖ Fuck me! A talking monkey! 
ɗ !ÃÔÕÁÌÌÙȟ ) ÍÕÓÔ ÒÅÉÔÅÒÁÔÅ ÈÅÒÅȟ 0ÈÉÌ ÄÉÄÎȭÔȢ -ÁÎ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÔÈÉÎË )ȭÍ ÅÖÅÒ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÓÉÃË ÏÆ ÔÈÉÓ ÊÏËÅȢ 
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Ȱ,ÅÁÄ ÏÎȟ ÍÏÎËÅy man*Ȧȱ .ÕÇÇÅÔ ÙÅÌÌÅÄȟ ÄÒÁ×ÉÎÇ Á ÒÅÌÁÔÉÖÅÌÙ ÕÎÆÒÉÅÎÄÌÙ ÓÔÁÒÅ ÆÒÏÍ :ÁÃÈȢ Ȱ3ÏÒÒÙȟ ) 

meant...uh, lÅÁÄ ÏÎȟ ÍÏÎËÅÙ ÓÉÒȦȱ 

And soon they were gone, with only the ÓÑÕÅÁË ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÔÒÉÃÙÃÌÅȭÓ ×ÈÅÅÌÓ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÈÅÁÒÄ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÄÉÓÔÁÎÃÅɖ. 

* 

It was approximately twenty seven and a half minutes later and the four companions stood outside an 

ominous looking cave. Zach had marched them over a couple of hills and not that far away and brought 

them to the exact spot in which they now stood. He pointed at the cave, waved nonchalantly, and pedalled 

out of sight. 

As they waited for the sounds of the squeaks to fade into the distance, Edgarb studied the cave entrance. 

)Ô ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÔÈÁÔ ÄÉÆÆÅÒÅÎÔ ÆÒÏÍ ÁÎÙ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÃÁÖÅȢ )Ô ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÆÕÌÌ ÏÆ ÂÏÏÂÙ ÔÒÁÐÓ ÁÎÄ ÇÉÁÎÔ ÂÏÕÌÄÅÒÓ ÔÈÁÔ 

chase you out. )Ô ÃÅÒÔÁÉÎÌÙ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÃÁÖÅÒÎÏÕÓ ÁÎÄ ÆÉÌÌÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÃÏÍÐÕÔÅÒÓ ÁÎÄ ÁÒÍÏÕÒ-covered cars. There 

was no secret entrance into it via a grating under the fireplace. No hotel that had been swallowed up 

during an earthquake in the 20s was hidden inside. And there was definitely no whomping willow 

guarding the entrance. It had the usual spiderȭs webs and dank corners, stalactites and stalagmites, bats 

ÔÈÁÔ ÇÏÔ ÔÁÎÇÌÅÄ ÉÎ ÙÏÕÒ ÈÁÉÒ ÁÎÄ ÁÎÉÍÁÌ ÓËÅÌÅÔÏÎÓ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÃË ÃÏÒÎÅÒȟ ÂÕÔ ÉÔ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÎÔÅÒÅÓÔÉÎÇɗ. 

Just a cave. 

                                                             
* By saying monkey man I was certainly not trying to imply any sort of similarity to the apes from the Planet of said 
monkey like entity. Of course, that being said you have to admit that Helena Bonham Carter was quite doable, was 
she not? I digress. It was Nugget that said it, ÎÏÔ ÍÅȟ ÁÎÄ ÒÅÁÌÌÙȟ ÇÉÖÅÎ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅȭÓ Á ÂÁÂÙ ÉÎ ÙÏÕÎÇ ÍÁÎȭÓ ÂÏÄÙȟ ÃÁÎ ×Å 
ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÔÁËÅ ÔÏÏ ÓÅÒÉÏÕÓÌÙ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÈÅ ÍÉÇÈÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÓÁÙȩ .Ïȟ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÔÈÉÎË ÓÏ ÅÉÔÈÅÒȢ 7ÅÌÌȟ ÅØÃÅÐÔ ÍÁÙÂÅ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ 
Spanky part ɀ that turned out to be true. And he knew who Zach was too, so perhaps what I really mean is that while 
ÈÅ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÂÅ ÔÁËÅÎ ÓÅÒÉÏÕÓÌÙȟ ÈÅ ÃÁÎ ÂÅ ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅÄȢ 3ÏÍÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÔÉÍÅȢ 7ÉÔÈ ÈÉÎÄÓÉÇÈÔȢ 9ÏÕ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔ ) ÌÉËÅ ÁÂÏÕÔ 
ÍÏÎËÅÙÓȩ 4ÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÊÕÓÔ ÓÏ ÄÁÍÎ ÃÕÔÅȦ %ÓÐÅÃÉÁÌÌÙ ÔÈÅ ÏÎÅÓ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÅÁÒ ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÍÏÎËÅÙ ÓÉÚÅÄ ÄÉÁÐÅÒÓȢ ) ×ÏÕÌd prefer not to 
ÔÈÉÎË ÁÂÏÕÔ ÃÈÁÎÇÉÎÇ ÔÈÏÓÅ ÄÉÁÐÅÒÓ ÔÈÏÕÇÈȢ #ÁÎ ÙÏÕ ÉÍÁÇÉÎÅ ×ÉÐÉÎÇ Á ÍÏÎËÅÙȭÓ ÁÓÓȩ /Ëȟ ÍÁÙÂÅ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎ now, but 
ÇÅÎÅÒÁÌÌÙ ÓÐÅÁËÉÎÇ ÉÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÙÏÕ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÄÏȢ 5ÎÌÅÓÓ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ Á ÖÅÔȢ /Ò ÈÁÖÅ Á ÐÅÔ ÍÏÎËÅÙȢ /Ò ÁÒÅ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ 
rather strangÅȢ !ÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÓÔÒÁÎÇÅȩ $ÏÅÓ ÍÏÎËÅÙ ÐÏÏ ÔÕÒÎ ÙÏÕ ÏÎȩ ) ÂÅÔ ÉÔ ÄÏÅÓȢ )Æ ÙÏÕȭÖÅ ÒÅÁÄ ÔÈÉÓ ÆÁÒ ÉÔȭÓ ÐÒÏÂÁÂÌÙ 
ÐÒÅÔÔÙ ÌÉËÅÌÙ ÙÏÕȭÖÅ ÁÔ ÌÅÁÓÔ ÇÏÔ ÓÔÒÁÎÇÅ-ish tendencies. You know what else is strange? Purple giraffes. Not just any 
purple giraffe either, but a purple giraffe sitting in front of a Christmas tree while eating apples. Seriously. It might 
ÓÏÕÎÄ ÓÏÒÔÁ ÒÁÎÄÏÍ ÁÎÄ ÍÅÓÓÅÄ ÕÐȟ ÂÕÔ ÉÆ ÙÏÕ ×ÅÒÅ ÔÏ ×ÁÌË ÉÎÔÏ ÙÏÕÒ ÌÉÖÉÎÇ ÒÏÏÍ ÁÎÄ ÓÅÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÉÇÈÔȟ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ 
ÔÈÉÎË ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÐÒÅÔÔÙ ÓÔÒÁÎÇÅȩ ) ×ÏÕÌÄȢ )ȭÄ ÁÌÓÏ ÃÏÎÓÉÄÅÒ it pretty strange if I walked into my living room and 
discovered that the world had come to an end. Especially strange would be if I lost the ability to randomly babble 
stupid things. I like babbling. Babbling words. Babbling brook. I quite enjoy fishing, ) ÍÕÓÔ ÓÁÙȢ )ÔȭÓ ÑÕÉÔÅ ÒÅÌÁØÉÎÇȟ 
ÓÉÔÔÉÎÇ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÎËȟ ÄÁÎÇÌÉÎÇ ÙÏÕÒ ÈÏÏË ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÔÅÒȢ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÎ ÃÁÒÅ ÉÆ ) ÃÁÔÃÈ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇ ɀ the joy is in the 
doing, not in the having. The joy is also in the smearing yourself in frosting and rolling around on the front lawn. 
(ÅÙ ÎÏ×ȟ ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏÃË ÉÔ ÕÎÔÉÌ ÙÏÕ ÔÒÙ ÉÔȢ )Æ ÙÏÕȭÖÅ ÔÒÉÅÄ ÉÔ ÁÎÄ ÙÏÕ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÌÉËÅ ÉÔ ɀ ×ÅÌÌȟ ) ÇÕÅÓÓ ÉÔȭÓ ÔÉÍÅ ÔÏ ÁÄÍÉÔ ) 
×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÌÉÓÔÅÎÉÎÇ ÁÎÙ×ÁÙȢ /Ëȟ ÓÏ ÍÙ ÐÌÁÎ ×ÁÓ ÔÏ ÆÉÌÌ ÙÅÔ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ ÐÁÇÅ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÆÏÏÔÎÏÔÅȢ ,ÁÓÔ ÔÉÍÅ ×ÁÓ Á ÓÅÌÆ ÃÏÎÔÁÉÎÅÄ 
story ɀ this time, random babbling, plus a bit of reader-×ÒÉÔÅÒ ÉÎÔÅÒÁÃÔÉÏÎȢ $Ï ÙÏÕ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÙ )ȭÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÁÓËÉÎÇ ÙÏÕ 
questions? I like to make you feel wanted ɀ ÁÎÄ ÙÏÕ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÁÒÅ ×ÁÎÔÅÄȢ (ÏÎÅÓÔȢ )ÔȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ Á ÓÈÁÍÅ ) ÈÁÖÅ ÎÏ ×ÁÙ ÏÆ 
ÈÅÁÒÉÎÇ ÙÏÕÒ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒÓȢ )ȭÄ really like to know what you think. Nevermind, I can at least still keep you entertained 
×ÉÔÈ ȢȢȢ×ÉÔÈȢȢȢÕÍÍȢȢȢÏËȟ ÓÏ ÎÏ× )ȭÖÅ ÆÉÎÁÌÌÙ ÌÏÓÔ ÔÒÁÃË ÏÆ ×ÈÁÔ ) ×ÁÓ ÓÁÙÉÎÇȢ 7ÈÙ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ÊÕÓÔ ÇÏ ÂÁÃË ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÔÏÐ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ 
page and keep on reading, what say? 
ɖ Oh, and by the way, did I mention yet how much I love the Nightmare on Elm Street movies? Even the ones that 
suck are great. Nancy was never that hot, I must admit, but it was pretty cool that Johnny Depp was in two of them.ɗ 
ɗ Please believe me when I state most categorically that I do not prefer the men folk over the ladies. Almost always 
)ȭÌÌ ÔÁËÅ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÍÅÎ ÆÏÌË ÅÖÅÒÙ ÔÉÍÅȢ "ÕÔȢȢȢÙÏÕ ËÎÏ×ȢȢȢ*ÏÈÎÎÙ $ÅÐÐȦ 7ÈÏ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÓÁÃÒÉÆÉÃÅ ÈÉÓ ÁÎÁÌ ÖÉÒÇÉÎÉÔÙ ÆÏÒ Á 
piece of that? Ooh, or Christian Slater. 
ɗ Also, in case you were wondering, this cave is not in any way similar to the one that can be found inside an asteroid 
field, where mynocks inhabit the stomachs of space slugs. 
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!ÃÔÕÁÌÌÙ ÏÍÉÎÏÕÓ ÐÒÏÂÁÂÌÙ ÉÓÎȭÔ ÔÈÅ ÒÉÇÈÔ ×ÏÒÄȢ .ÏÔ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÏÕÔÓÉÄÅ ÁÎÙ×ÁÙȢ 3ÕÒÅȟ ÔÈÅ ÉÎÓÉÄÅ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÈÁÄ ÁÌÌ 

that stuff ɀ the bats and bones and so forth ɀ but outside it was rather...gaudy. It would have been quite 

ÐÌÁÉÎ ÉÆ ÉÔ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÇÏÌÄ ÂÅÁd curtain across the entrance. Or the big red flashing neon sign above 

stating clearly that S ANKY  IVES HER*. It also would have been nice if some of the letters in the sign 

×ÅÒÅÎȭÔ ÂÒÏËÅÎȢ The enormous flashing golden arrow pointing at the cave mouth was a bit over the top 

too. 

Perhaps the worst of all ɀ ÙÅÓȟ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÍÏÒÅ ɀ was the carnie folk. A rickety wooden podiumɖ had been 

erected to one side, and on this podium stood a dwarfɗ. He was dressed in a lime green lounge suit§, a 

sparkly silver cane gripped in one hand and a black bowler hat was tipped jauntily across his bald head. 

His face had been painted white with two bright red spots dabbed on his cheeks.  

Ȱ2ÏÌÌ ÕÐȦ 2ÏÌÌ ÕÐȦ #ÏÍÅ ÓÅÅ ÔÈÅ ÏÒÁÃÌÅȦ 3ÐÁÎËÙ ÌÉÖÅÓ ÉÎÓÉÄÅ ÔÈÉÓ ÃÁÖÅȟ ÁÎÄ ÆÏÒ ÊÕÓÔ Á ÓÍÁÌÌ ÄÏÎÁtion he can 

ÁÎÓ×ÅÒ ÁÌÌ ÙÏÕÒ ÑÕÅÓÔÉÏÎÓȦ ,ÉÆÅȭÓ ÍÙÓÔÅÒÉÅÓ ×ÉÌÌ ÂÅ ÓÏÌÖÅÄȦ 2ÏÌÌ ÕÐȦ Roll up! Come see the oracle!ȱ 4ÈÅ 

dwarf did a littl e dance as he recited all this; feet were tapping, his arms were all a-jiggy, and he finished 

off with a little twirl  ɀ before starting it over again. It  was quite fascinating actually; it was a bit like 

seeing a car wreck ɀ ÙÏÕ ÊÕÓÔ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÌÏÏË Á×ÁÙȢ 

Ȱ&ÕÃË ÍÅȦȱ ÓÁÉÄ %ÄÇÁÒÂȢ Ȱ! talking elf!**ȱ 

Ȱ$ÏÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ÍÅÁÎ a leprechaun?ɖɖȱ ÁÓËÅÄ "ÁÍÂÉȢ 

Ȱ/È ÙÅÁÈȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ %ÄÇÁÒÂȢ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÎÏ leprechaunȦȱ ÓÁÉÄ NuggetȢ Ȱ)ÔȭÓ Á ÓÐÁÃÅ ÓÔÁÔÉÏÎ.ȱ 

Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÔÏÏ ÓÍÁÌÌ ÔÏ ÂÅ Á ÓÐÁÃÅ ÓÔÁÔÉÏÎȟȱ Phil said. 

Ȱ) ÈÁÖÅ Á ÖÅÒÙ ÂÁÄ ÆÅÅÌÉÎÇ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÉÓȟȱ ×ÅÎÔ %ÄÇÁÒÂȢ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ ) ÔÈÉÎË ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÒÉÇÈÔȢ FÕÌÌ ÒÅÖÅÒÓÅȦȱ 0ÈÉÌ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ"ÁÍÂÉȟ ÌÏÃË ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÁÕØÉÌÉÁÒÙ ÐÏ×ÅÒȢȱ 

They tried to pull back, but the leprechaun kept enticing them to come on in, drawing them closer with 

each jig and twirl and tap. 

%ÄÇÁÒÂ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÃÏÎÃÅÒÎÅÄȢ Ȱ7ÈÙ ÁÒÅ ×Å ÓÔÉÌÌ ÍÏÖÉÎÇ ÃÌÏÓÅÒȩȱ 

Ȱ7ÅȭÒÅ ÃÁÕÇÈÔ ÉÎ Á ÔÒÁÃÔÏÒ ÂÅÁÍȟȱ 0ÈÉÌ ÍÕÔÔÅÒÅÄȢ Ȱ(ÅȭÓ ÐÕÌÌÉÎÇ ÕÓ ÉÎȦȱ 

Ȱ"ÕÔ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÇÏÔ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎ ÄÏȦȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇ ) ÃÁÎ ÄÏ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÉÔ ËÉÄȟȱ 0ÈÉÌ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒÅÄȢ Ȱ)ȭÍ ÊÕÓÔ Á ÆÉÓÈȢ )ȭÍ ÎÏÔ ÅÖÅÎ ÂÅÉÎÇ ÄÒÁ×Î ÔÏ×ÁÒÄÓ 

ÈÉÍȠ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÔÈÅ ÏÎÅ ÃÁÒÒÙÉÎÇ ÍÅ ÃÌÏÓÅÒȢ "ÕÔ ÈÅȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÍÅ ×ÉÔÈÏÕÔ Á ÆÉÇÈÔȢȱ 

                                                             
* Once he realised his mistake Edgarb would never admit to it, but until he did, mind readers would have heard 
%ÄÇÁÒÂȭÓ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔÓ ÆÏÌÌÏ×ÉÎÇ ÔÈÉÓ ÐÁÔÈȡ Who is SANKY? Who is HER? Just how do you IVE anyway? Does she like being 
IVEd? Does it hurt? Can I try? 
ɖ Or was it a platform? 
ɗ Or was it a midget? 
§ Or was it a lemon yellow canary outfit? No, probably not. 
** Or was it a leprechaun? 
ɖɖ Finally, I got one right! 
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Nugget put a hand on %ÄÇÁÒÂȭÓ ÓÈÏÕÌÄÅÒ ÁÎÄ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÁÔ ÔÈÅÍ ÂÏÔÈȢ Ȱ7Å ÃÁÎȭÔ ×ÉÎȢ "ÕÔ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÁÒÅ 

ÁÌÔÅÒÎÁÔÉÖÅÓ ÔÏ ÆÉÇÈÔÉÎÇȢȱ (Å ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÏÖÅÒ ÁÔ "ÁÍÂÉ ÔÏÏȢ Ȱ/Î ÔÈÒÅÅȟ ×Å ÒÕÎ ÆÏÒ ÉÔ ɀ straight past him and into 

ÔÈÅ ÃÁÖÅȢ 'ÏÔ ÉÔȩȱ 

They all nodded. 

Ȱ/ÎÅȢȢȢȱ 

Edgarb braced himself. 

Ȱ4×ÏȢȢȢȱ 

Bambi scratched her armpit. Being a rabbit she was always ready to bound away quickly; there was no 

preparation required. Phil however, being unable to run but wanting to participate anyway, clenched 

certain muscles tightly and began swimming laps of his bowl as fast as he could. 

Ȱ4ÈÒÅÅȦȱ 

They all dashed towards the leprechaun, almost knocking themselves out on the podium-platformy-thing, 

before whooshing past and into the waiting cave mouth. 

As they all stopped to catch their breath ɀ and to regret not having found a torch first ɀ .ÕÇÇÅÔ ÓÁÉÄ Ȱ4ÈÁÔ 

×ÏÒËÅÄ ÇÒÅÁÔȢ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ÈÏ× ×ÅȭÒÅ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÏÕÔ ÙÅÔȟ ÂÕÔ ÁÔ ÌÅÁÓÔ ×Å ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÐÁÙ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÖÅÒ 

ÃÈÁÒÇÅȢȱ 
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Chapter 10 ɀ 4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ A Theodor In My Geisel 
 

The group moved on deeper and deeper below, 

There was not much confidence which way to go. 

The passages split in two ways - they divided. 

Go left or go right, now they were undecided.* 

 

It was dark to the left, but way off to the right, 

They could see the walls clear, there was plenty of light. 

But the left seemed all right and the right clearly wrong. 

The left seemed all right and they felt that so long 

 

As they went with their instincts they would be ok. 

For surely the great magic duck he just may 

Be all seeing, all knowing and keep them all safe. 

In this way they did make him to be their failsafe. 

 

And so into the dark the friends went with  a clutter. 

Ȱ4ÈÉÓ ÉÓ ÔÁËÉÎÇ ÆÏÒÅÖÅÒȟȱ ÙÏÕ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÈÅÁÒ "ÁÍÂÉ ÍÕÔÔÅÒȢ 

The dark drew them on with an ominous silence 

While the bunny kept mumbling things about violence. 

 

But then Ed stumbled over and scraped his backside. 

Ȱ)Ô is getting too dark,ȱ our prince sobbed and he cried. 

He started to shake and he started to shudder. 

ȰI want to get out of here, I want my mother!ȱ 

 

Now Bambi she put her arms round little Ed. 

She hugged him quite close and she patted his head. 

ȰDÏÎȭÔ ×ÏÒÒÙ,ȱ ÓÈÅ said with a small little smile. 

ȰThereȭs not much to go; it will all be worthwhile .ȱ 

Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÃÁÒÅȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ ÙÏÕÎÇ %ÄȢ Ȱ) ÊÕÓÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÍÙ ÍÕÍÍÙȢ 

The dark is all scary and I have a sore tummy. 

How I wish that this dark would just go far away. 

) ÄÏȦ ) ÄÏ ×ÉÓÈ ÉÔȦ ) ×ÉÓÈ ÉÔ ÔÏÄÁÙȢȱ 

 

Phil looked up at Ed and then winked a sly wink. 

ȰI think I know something to help you I think . 

I know I perhaps should have mentioned before..Ȣȱ 

And then Phil was aglow like a radiant ball. 

                                                             
* Well gosh look at this, it seems that I can rhyme. 
I knew I was smart but this skill is sublime. 
Prepare for some fun, for some games and frivolity, 
As we go on an adventure of supreme quality. 

ȰHoorayȟȱ said prince Edgarb, ȰI can see my own handȢȱ 

(But he had to admit that his hand it was bland.) 

ȰOk, this is good, IȭÍ ÎÏÔ ÓÃÁÒÅÄ - I agree. 

Now let us all rush to the duck we must seeȢȱ 

 

ȰNow wait just one minuteȟȱ demanded the rabbit. 

ȰSince when did this luminousness become habit? 

Is there something that you should be tell ing to us?ȱ 

She sarcastically said to ÈÉÍȟ Ȱ4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ Îo ÒÕÓÈȢȱɖ 

 

 
ȰNow! Now! Have no fear, have no fearȟȱ said the fish. 

Ȱ4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÆÅÁÒ, I can promise you this. 

It  is simply explained IȭÍ ÊÕÓÔ ÓÌÏ× ÔÏ ÃÏÍÅ ÃÌÅÁÎ. 

So think yourself back to the time we were green. 

 

ȰWhen strangers could exploit the trust we did show, 

But nothing bad ever was allowed to go. 

I chose to set forth on a big exploration. 

I went very quickly, I went with frustration . 

 

ȰFor you see I had got very bored with my place. 

I was scared that my precious life would go to waste. 

My pond it was pretty and nice and so clean, 

But I wanted some action, not calm and serene. 

 

ȰAcross my small dam and up stream of the river, 

I took myself deftly, my fins all aquiver. 

The excitement it gripped me, I thought I would burst, 

"ÕÔ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ× ) got myself lost first? 

 

                                                             
ɖ Tell me, have you ever seen luminousness 
Be used with such skill in a book by Doc Seuss? 
/È ÒÅÁÌÌÙȩ 9ÏÕ ÈÁÖÅ ÎÏÔȩ 4ÈÅÎ ) ÔÈÉÎË )ȭÖÅ ÉÍÐÒÅÓÓÅÄȦ 
Though I imagine the Doc is rather distressed. 



 

 42 

ȰI tried to return to my comfortable home, 

But no luck! I was sad and I felt all alone. 

This part of the world I had not been before. 

Twas spooky and scary and I started to draw 

 

ȰMy breath in short breaths, I was getting a fright. 

And before I knew, it was turning to night. 

Remember my friends that I was a young fella, 

My life to this point ×ÁÓ ÓÐÅÎÔ Ȭneath an umbrella 

 
Of safety and comfort and things of that kind. 

But now I was free it was there in my mind 

That the water was cold and although IȭÍ Á ÆÉÓÈ 

I still like to be warm and so I made a wish. 

 

ȰUp to the heavens I looked and I prayed. 

ȬOh Angel up there, do please help me away 

From this place, I am lost, I am scared and IȭÍ ÃÏÌÄ. 

Please do something now to make me feel ÂÏÌÄȭ 

 

Ȱ! ÆÌÁÓÈ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÓËÙ ÓÈÏ×ÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ ) had been heard. 

With a rumble of thunder, I uttered a word. 

ȬWell fuck me!ȭ said young me. Ȭ) am a talking fish, 

All of this from a wish - ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÓÏ ÁÍÁÔÅÕÒÉÓÈ.ȭ* 

 

Ȱ!Ó ) wondered and thought my skin started to glow, 

Just like you can ÓÅÅ ÍÅ ÄÏ ÎÏ×ȟ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ×? 

The Angel had heard me and answered my prayer, 

But it seems she gave no thought to if I would care. 

 

                                                             
* ) ËÎÏ× ÔÈÁÔ ÂÙ ÎÏ× ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ×ÅÌÌ ÓÉÃË ÏÆ ÔÈÉÓ ÊÏËÅȢ 
But I warn you my ire you must not provoke. 
Many of these jokes have been put here for you, 
But many are simply to amuse myself too. 

ȰWith this glow I could see and it did warm me up. 

My new voice made me feel strong from bottom to top. 

I cried for a moment and then thought with a flurry  

If I could control it I had no need to worry. 

 

ȰAt this stage by the way, it had come to midnight. 

I wasnȭt home yet but forgotten my fright. 

It just goes to show that distractions are good ɀ 

I could sort this out, I was sure that I could.  

 

ȰI tried really hard to get my light to stop. 

)Ô ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÑÕÉÔÅ ×ÏÒË - I fell down with a flop. 

I clenched tight my buttocks and wrinkled  my brow, 

I was adamant that I would get it somehow.ɖ 

 

Ȱ!ÔÔÅÍÐÔÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÄÏ ÉÔ ÁÇÁÉÎ ×ÁÓ ÎÏ ÆÁÉÌÕÒÅȟ 

One more time and I darkened! Successful behaviour! 

I then tried to go bright but it just did not work. 

I pushed and I shoved and my tail fin hurt. 

 

Ȱ)t took many attempts to get it to go, 

I had to just make myself go with the flow. 

So now I am able to brighten and dim, 

I can see my way fine when I go for a swim. 

 

Ȱ"ut now )ȭve not needed its aid for some time. 

So IȭÍ ÓÏÒÒÙ ÍÙ ÆÒÉÅÎÄÓ ÂÕÔ ÉÔ ÊÕÓÔ ÓÌÉÐÐÅÄ ÍÙ ÍÉÎÄ. 

And now you all know how I got my strange powers, 

Should we carry ÏÎȩ 7ÅȭÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÉÎ ÈÅÒÅ ÆÏÒ ÈÏÕÒÓȢȱ 

 

Edgarb looked pleased and he smiled at the fish bowl. 

ȰTerrificȟȱ said heȢ ȰNow ÌÅÔȭÓ ÇÏ ÆÏÒ Á ÓÔÒÏÌÌȢȱ 

While Bambi was nonplussed she just gave a sigh, 

And away she did go passing all the boys by. 

 

The group they moved deeper; and deeper they went. 

The tunnels they twisted, they twirled and they bent. 

The darkness crept closer but Phil kept it at bay. 

Nugget looked round and then went on to say, 

 

                                                             
ɖ Now before you ask me how could he have buttocks 
) ×ÏÕÌÄ ÌÉËÅ ÔÏ ÒÅÍÉÎÄ ÙÏÕ ÔÈÁÔ ÃÅÌÌÓ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÓÔÏÍÁÃÈÓ 
You may not think that my point here makes much sense 
But you might get it more if you were not so dense. 



 

 43 

ȰYou know guys, itȭs strange,ȱ ÈÅ said with a small nod 

ȰA duck that can see into the future is odd. 

I wonder just how much help hÅȭs gonna be. 

I think that weȭll just have to wait and to see.ȱ 

 

ȰHey Nugget you dickȟȱ said Bambi with a glare. 

ȰIt was you who suggested for us to go there. 

Stop acting so dumb you cock-sucking retardo. 

We are almost there, round this corner we goȢȱ 

 

The corner was close and around they did follow. 

They arrived at a door ɀknock knock ɀ it was hollow. 

A shuffling and scraping was evident next 

A small hiccup followed which made them perplexed 

 

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÓÔÁÒÔÉÎÇ ÔÏ ×ÏÎÄÅÒ ÉÆ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ ÔÈÅ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÐÌÁÃÅȟȱ 

Phil said from his glow-pot, concern on his face. 

Ȱ) ËÎÏ× ÔÈÁÔ ×Å ÔÒÕÓÔÅÄ ×ÅȭÄ ÇÅÔ ÈÅÒÅ ÂÙ ÆÅÅÌ 

But creepy strange noises were not part of the deal. 

 

ȰDÁÒË ÉÓ ÏËȟ ÉÔ ÃÁÎȭt hurt us that much 

But squeakings and scratchings and whistles and such 

Get right on my nerves and bend me out of shape 

Get ready to run guys we might need to escape 

 

A small click was heard from behind the dark door 

And it opened up slowly, scratching the floor. 

What was inside? 4ÈÅ ÄÁÒË ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ×ÅÌÌ ÂÏÄÅȢ 

Then a figure emerged, dressed in a monks robe 

 

He was like a mutant, some kind of experiment. 

His injuries surely must have been an impediment. 

His eyes had no pupils, just pure ivory. 

His mouth was sewn shut, it looked like agony. 

 

He wipes very careful a monocle lens, 

And looks over carefully each of the friends. 

With one gnarled old finger he beckons them follow, 

His staff tapping on the stone floor sounded hollow.* 

 

                                                             
* Yes I know it is strange that white eyes needs a monocle 
I just wanted to use it here in this chronicle. 
4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÍÁÎÙ ×ÏÒÄÓ ÔÏ ÔÒÙ ÔÏ ÆÉÎÄ Á ÒÈÙÍÅ ÆÏÒ 
3Ï )ȭÌÌ ÄÏ ÉÔ ÉÐÓo facto etc therefore. 

Some stairs that were rickety led to a large hall. 

Some care must be taken that they did not fall. 

The walls lined with armour suits wielding nerf guns, 

At the end a gold throne that must have weighed tons. 

 

TÈÅ ÔÈÒÏÎÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÅÍÐÔÙȟ Spanky was sitting there, 

Even though he was normally in his wheelchair. 

It was encrusted in jewels and had a hole in the base 

Especially for keeping his hard on in place. 

 
 

His cigarette he grabs and gives it a suck, 

Then ȰQuackȟȱ comes the sad little cry of the duck. 

He chokes for a moment, he coughs and he hacks. 

ȰQuackȟȱ he then gasps. ȰQuack Quack  

Quack Quack Quack.ȱ 

ȰWell poopȟȱ says the Nugget, while it sounded doleful. 

ȰHe only speaks duck and that is unhelpful. 

Does anyone happen to have a translator? 

We wi ll have to figure this out sooner or later.ȱ 

 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌ .ÕÇÇÅÔ )ȭÍ ÓÏÒÒÙȟȱ ÔÈÅ ÃÕÔÅ ÂÕÎÎÙ ÓÉÇÈÅÄȢ 

Ȱ9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÎÏÔ Á ÒÅÔÁÒÄÏȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÁÐÏÌÏÇÉÓÅÄȢ 

Ȱ$ÕÍÂ ÁÓÓÅÓ ÌÉËÅ ÙÏÕ ÇÉÖÅ ÒÅÔÁÒÄÓ Á ÂÁÄ ÒÁÐȟ 

YouȭÒÅ ×ÏÒÓÅ ÔÈÁÎ Á ÃÒÕÓÔÙ ÏÌÄ ÌÁÄÙȭÓ ÃÕÎÔ ÆÌÁÐȢȱɖ 

 

                                                             
ɖ For helping, a thank you to my buddy Beth. 
3ÈÅ ÔÈÉÎËÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÏ ×ÒÉÔÅ ÔÈÉÓ )ȭÖÅ ÈÁÄ ÔÏ ÔÁËÅ ÍÅÔÈȢ 
"ÕÔ ×ÈÉÌÅ )ȭÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÓÏÂÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÂÕÌË ÏÆ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓÓÕÅȟ 
7ÉÔÈÏÕÔ ÈÅÒ ÔÏ ×ÁÔÃÈ )ȭÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÎÏÔ ÓÐÌÏÏÇÅÄ ÍÙ ÔÉÓÓÕÅȢ 
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A shuffling noise told of the mÏÎËȭÓ slow return . 

He glowered at them, looking so very stern. 

A snap of his fingers and a flash of bright light, 

A pop of their ears and their skin felt quite tight. 

 

The monk in his socks turned and hobbled back out, 

Spanky looked at them and started to shout. 

ȰCan you all understand what IȭÍ ÓÁÙÉÎÇ ÔÈÉÓ ÔÉÍÅȩ 

IȭÍ Á ÃÒÉÐÐÌÅ-ÄÕÃËȟ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÅØÐÅÃÔ ÍÅ ÔÏ ÍÉÍÅȢȱ* 

 

 

Phil nodded and said to the duck there before him, 

ȰYes Spanky, and thank you, for our tale is sure grim. 

7ÅȭÒÅ ÈÁÐÐÙ ÔÈÁÔ ÙÏÕ ÔÏÏË ÔÈÅ ÔÉÍÅ ÔÏ see us four, 

So what should we do ȬÆÏÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÓÈÏ× ÕÓ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÏÒȩȱ 

 

The duck looked them over and studied the lot. 

He liked what he saw and thought of a plot 

To make them do something for him for a change, 

As well him helping them too: an exchange. 

 

Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÆÕÎÎy you ask it that wayȱ said the drake. 

ȰMy gifts are so often given with no take. 

But what you are asking is hard and needs work. 

3Ï ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ go get something first.ȱ 

 

                                                             
* Oh my! What a blatant use of the word socks. 
But it lets us be able to see this neat fox. 
And that really is all I set out to achieve.  
Stop reading this now. Go on. You may leave. 

Ȱ) ËÎÏ× ÔÈÁÔ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÔÉÒÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÉÎ ÎÅÅÄ ÏÆ Á ÒÅÓÔ. 

"ÕÔ ÙÏÕÒ ×ÏÒË ÉÓÎȭÔ ÄÏÎe, to this I attest. 

You might think that I am being a big pest. 

But for me you have to perform a big quest. 

 

ȰIt is simple, this job that I lay before thee. 

There are some little things you must go find for me. 

These items I say that you have to find three. 

I know this is easy, IȭÍ ÓÕÒÅ ÙÏÕȭÌÌ ÁÇÒÅÅȱ 

 

Edgarb looked at Phil and Phil looked at Bambi 

The prince said, ȰOh great, this is just dandy. 

After all we have done to get into this place, 

The oracle sends us out on a goose chase. 

 

Ȱ7hat is it you want us to find, Mr Duck? 

You know that without you we are really stuck. 

Since you give us no choice we will have to do it. 

'ÉÖÅ ÕÓ ÏÕÒ ÌÉÓÔ ÁÎÄ ×ÅȭÌÌ ×ÏÒË ÏÕÒ ×ÁÙ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÉÔ.ȱ 

 

The duck, he did blink, and he had a long drink . 

To give in so quickly it sure made him think. 

He was not expecting for them to agree, 

It was just for a laugh; just to see the degree 

 

Of what it would take just to make them all break. 

This certainly now made him very awake. 

He thought long and hard of just what he could use; 

He already had himself plenty of booze. 

 

No cigs were wanted, no food was desired. 

And then he realised what he wanted acquired. 

He knew, finally, what he was lusting for, 

ȰGo and get me a Wench! And a Slut! And a Whore! 

 

ȰI told you that there were three things you should get, 

And then when you find them make sure they are wet. 

I ÓÈÁÎȭÔ ÁÎÄ ) ×ÏÎȭÔ have to worry or fret. 

I just want to occasionally raise a sweat. 
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ȰBy getting me three lovely pieces of ass, 

IȭÌÌ tell  to you all what you need to get past. 

And then you continue your journey on to 

The wonderful, fantastic land of Squishpoo.ȱ 

 

The old monk, he came back, coming in from the rear. 

And round them all up to the stairs he did steer. 

They thanked Spanky profusely and then went to go 

Back up to the caves they had wandered so slow. 

 

ȰHow the hell do we do itȩȱ ÁÓËÅÄ young prince Edgarb. 

ȰThis is totally fucked,ȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ loud with a barb. 

Bambi and Nugget they nodded in union. 

They all looked as if they were needing communion 

 

Then the fish said, Ȱ,ook! LookȦȱ   

And the fish shook with fear. 

ȰThere was a strange noise over there, did you hear?ȱ 

They all rushed as fast as they could to the top. 

They all rushed until they all were needing to drop. 

 

They got to the last little cave on the way. 

At the end of the tunnel they could see signs of day. 

They slowed down and looked all relieved, it is true, 

TheyȭÄ survived and not one was a snack for a grue.  

 

As they walked their way out of the cave they were in, 

A strange creature appeared and he gave them a grin. 

This creature looked feline, I tell you no lie. 

And for some odd reason he wore a bow tie. 

  

He had a nice hat that was striped white and red. 

It  was tall and it perched on the top of its head. 

He gave them a wink and he gave them a smile. 

He opened his mouth with a face full of guile. 

 

Ȱ)Æ ÙÏÕȭÄ ÁÓËÅÄ the duck nicely he would have relented. 

This quest it is something you could have prevented. 

You guys were stupidȟ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ now stuck with it suckers. 

I wish you good luck on your search, motherfuckers!ȱ*

                                                             
* It was all just about to come to a smooth end, 
7ÈÅÎȟ Ȱ(ÅÙ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÇÕÙÓȦȱ ÃÁÍÅ ÔÈÅ ÖÏÉÃÅ ÏÆ ÏÕÒ ÆÒÉÅÎd. 
There at the mouth of the cave was the brat. 
Ȱ!ÎÄ ÎÏ× )ȭÍ ÁÌÌ ÄÏÎÅȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ ÔÈÅ #ÁÔ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ (ÁÔȢ  



 

 

Chapter 11 ɀ Of Clowns and Bums 
 

You know, I was wondering ɀ and hopefully you have too ɀ what exactly has Morlin been up to? 

7Å ÍÅÔ ÈÅÒ ÏÎÃÅ Á ÆÅ× ÃÈÁÐÔÅÒÓ ÁÇÏȟ ÁÎÄ ÈÁÖÅÎȭÔ ÈÅÁÒÄ Á ÐÅÅÐ ÓÉÎÃÅȢ* 

For the last two weeks ÓÈÅȭÄ ÂÅÅÎ ÔÒÁÖÅÌÌÉÎÇȟ ÁÎÄ ÉÔ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÂÅÅÎ ÁÎÙ ËÉÎÄ ÏÆ ÆÕÎ ÁÔ ÁÌÌȢ #ÒÏÓÓÉÎÇ 

deep, dirty creeks; warding off wild violent animals; getting mosquito bite after mosquito bite; 

defusing bombs; such is the life for a freelance gun-hating expert of absolutely everything.ɖ 

)Ô ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÓÔÁÒÔÅÄ ÁÌÌ ÂÁÄȟ ÓÈÅ ÒÅÍÉÎÄÅÄ ÈÅÒÓÅÌÆȢ 4ÈÅ ÕÔÔÅÒ ÊÏÙ ÁÔ ÓÕÃÈ ÆÒÅÅÄÏÍ ɀ being able to just 

walk around, look at what you want, stop and smell the flowers if you feel like it ɀ oh, it was 

ÄÉÖÉÎÅȢ 4ÈÁÔ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÄÁÙ ÈÁÄ ÂÅÅÎ ÍÁÇÉÃÁÌȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÁÔȭs a pretty big call from a sorceress. What you or 

I might call magical is something she would call normal. She had imagined that she was an 

interesting sight to see indeed, had anyone seen her. A grown man skipping gaily down a 

meadow path, yellow daisy tucked behind his ear ɀ well, yes. It was pretty damn gay, if she did 

say so herself.ɗ 

Someone had seen her, matter of fact. Behind some bushes as she skipped on past was a family 

ÏÆ ÆÏÕÒ ÅÁÔÉÎÇ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇ ÔÅÁȢ 4ÈÅÙ ×ÅÒÅÎȭÔ ÈÉÄÉÎÇ ÄÅÌÉÂÅÒÁÔÅÌÙȟ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÊÕÓt a comfy spot. A 

ÓÉÄÅ ÅÆÆÅÃÔ ÏÆ ×ÈÉÃÈ ×ÁÓ ÔÈÁÔ -ÏÒÌÉÎ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÁÎ ÉÎËÌÉÎÇ ÏÆ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÐÒÅÓÅÎÃÅȟ ÓÏ ×ÒÁÐÐÅÄ ÉÎ ÈÅÒ 

thoughts of daisies and blue skies and laying down in a corn field and masturbating pleasantly 

in the open air.§  

The Fnuckles were a simple family. They had their farm, their cottage, their cows, and their 

chickens. Once in a while they made themselves a picnic to take out to the meadow, just for fun. 

! ÌÏÖÉÎÇ ÆÁÍÉÌÙ ×ÅÒÅ ÔÈÅ &ÎÕÃËÌÅÓȟ ÁÎÄ ×ÈÉÌÅ ÔÈÅÙ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÍÕÃÈ ÍÏÎÅÙȟ ÔÈey had plenty of love to 

give to the children. 

In case you were wondering, although it really is so very unimportant ɀ ÅÓÐÅÃÉÁÌÌÙ ÓÉÎÃÅ ÔÈÅÙȭÒÅ 

never going to be mentioned again after this ɀ the Fnuckles were a family of four. Harvey and 

Marigold had met when they were in school, and were married when he graduated (she was 

two years younger, and left not long after the wedding due to pregnancy issues). When she 

finally popped two babies came out ɀ Billy Jim and Billy Jean. Billy Jim Fnuckle looked oddly like 

an orang-utan. Billy Jean &ÎÕÃËÌÅȟ ÈÁÖÉÎÇ ÒÅÁÃÈÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÉÍÐÒÅÓÓÉÖÅ ÁÇÅ ÏÆ χ ɉÉÔȭÓ ÉÍÐÒÅÓÓÉÖÅ ×ÈÅÎ 

ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÔÈÅÒÅȟ ÅÖÅÎ ÉÆ ÉÔȭÓ ÎÏ ÂÉÇ ÄÅÁÌ ÔÏ ÔÈÏÓÅ ÏÆ ÕÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÁÒÅ ×ÁÙ ɀ way - past it) had a tendency to 

wear one white sequined glove and reach for her groin constantly.  

(ÁÒÖÅÙ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÓÕÒÅ ÈÏ× ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÉÓ ÃÈÉÌÄÒÅÎ ÅÎÄÅÄ ÕÐ ÂÅÉÎÇ ÓÏ ÏÄÄȢ (Å ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÍÉÎÄ 

though. He himself, when walking down the street, was often stopped and asked if he was 

                                                             
* Can you believe just how good it does feel? 
Not writing in rhyme any more is unreal. 
$ÏÎȭÔ ÇÅÔ ÍÅ ×ÒÏÎÇȟ ) ÈÁÄ ÐÌÅÎÔÙ ÏÆ ÆÕÎȢ 
But it was really hard work anÄ )ȭÍ ÇÌÁÄ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÆÉÎÉÓÈÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÉÔȢ 
ɖ (ÁȦ $ÉÄ ÙÏÕ ÔÈÉÎË )ȭÄ ÆÏÒÇÅÔȩ ) ÂÅÔ ÙÏÕ ÈÁÄȟ ÂÕÔ ÎÏÔ ÍÅȦ 
ɗ 7ÅÌÌȟ ÓÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÓÁÙ ÉÔȢ .ÏÔ ÏÕÔ ÌÏÕÄȢ 3ÈÅ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÉÔȢ 9ÏÕ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÓÁÙ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÈÅ ÓÐÏËÅ ÉÔ ÉÎÔÅÒÎÁÌÌÙ ÐÅÒÈÁÐÓȟ 
but really, is there that much difference between thought and an inner voice? Ooh, how philosophical! 
§ 7ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ÉÆ ÙÏÕ ÈÁÄ Á ÐÅÎÉÓ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÒÓt time? 
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0ÅÎÎÙ×ÉÓÅ ÔÈÅ ÃÌÏ×ÎȢ )ÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÌÉËÅ ÈÅ tried to look like that, it was just this hair was red, and no 

ÍÁÔÔÅÒ ×ÈÁÔ ÈÅ ÄÉÄȟ ÉÔ ÊÕÓÔ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÓÔÁÙ ÄÏ×ÎȢ * Marigold was often confused for a lame 

penguin, but that was completely understandable, given ÔÈÁÔ ÓÈÅ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÌÉËÅ ÓÈÅȭÄ ÂÅÅÎ 

smacked the face with a cast iron frypan that happened to be cooking nine day old salmon at the 

time. 

However, retardations aside, they did love each other, and enjoyed spending time together.  

9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÐÒÏÂÁÂÌÙ ×ÏÎÄÅÒÉÎÇ ×ÈÅÒÅ ÔÈÅ ÈÅÌÌ )ȭÍ ÇÏÉÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÉÓȢ ) ÊÕÓÔ ×ÁÎÔÅÄ ÙÏÕ ÔÏ ÍÅÅÔ ÔÈÅ 

&ÎÕÃËÌÅÓȢ 4ÈÅÙȭÒÅ Á ÎÉÃÅ ÂÕÎÃÈȢ 

Harvey was just lifting a piece of spiced apple sausage to his mouth when he happened to glance 

through the bushes. His jaw fell open and his sausage, rather than going into his mouth ɀ as is 

normal when one is trying to consume comestibles ɀ left a trail of apple sauce along his ear. 

Marigold (or Goldie, as she was normally known) saw her husband trying to insert his meal into 

the wrong orifice, and looked up as well. It was at this point that Goldie was now available to 

join the local wet t-shirt  competition team. Her cabbage juice, having originally been intended 

for consumption, ran down her chest and pooled in her lap. Ordinarily that could be construed 

as kinda sexy (Harvey would certainly have thought so) but there was children around ɀ and 

ÂÅÓÉÄÅÓȟ (ÁÒÖÅÙ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÐÁÙÉÎÇ ÈÅÒ ÁÎÙ ÁÔÔÅÎÔÉÏÎȟ ÄÉÓÔÒÁÃÔÅÄ ÁÓ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÂÙ ÔÈÅ ÓÉÇÈÔ ÈÅ ÓÁ×Ȣ 

Goldie, now distracted too, still hÁÄÎȭÔ ÎÏÔÉÃÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÒÁÔÈÅÒ ÄÁÍÐ ÆÅÅÌÉÎÇ ÓÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÅØÐÅÒÉÅÎÃÉÎÇȢ 

The Billies, both Jean and Jim, had by now noticed that their  parents had seen something 

distracting and turned to look too. 

Ȱ#ÏÒȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ 'ÏÌÄÉÅȢ Ȱ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× -ÁÃ'ÙÖÅÒ ×ÁÓ ÇÁÙȦȱ 

Harvey nodded. Ȱ5È-ÈÕÈ ÁÎÄ ×ÈÙ ÔÈÅ ÈÅÌÌ ÄÏÅÓ ÈÅ ÈÁÖÅ ÁÎ ÅÒÅÃÔÉÏÎȩȱ 

Ȱ-ÕÍȟ ÇÅÔ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÒÏÁÄȦȱ ÔÈÅ "ÉÌÌÉÅÓ ÙÅÌÌÅÄȢ They peered and they peeped, but by then 

whatever it was that their parents had been so distracted by was gone. 

Harvey and Goldie looked at each other, shruÇÇÅÄȟ ÁÎÄ ×ÉÐÅÄ ÔÈÅÍÓÅÌÖÅÓ ÕÐȢ Ȱ#ÏÍÅ ÏÎ ËÉÄÓȟȱ 

(ÁÒÖÅÙ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ,ÅÔȭÓ ÇÅÔ ÈÏÍÅȢȱ 

And they left. 

Morlin was aware of none of this. She skipped on, happy as a clam.ɖ Through the hills, beside 

pleasant little streams, and yes, a quick stop in a corn field. It was rather strange actually, 

keeping her fingers in a circle instead of straight. But she soon got the hang of it. 

4ÈÁÔ ÎÉÇÈÔ ÔÈÏÕÇÈȟ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÅÎ ÔÈÉÎÇÓ ÓÔÁÒÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÇÏ ×ÒÏÎÇȢ 3ÈÅ ÈÏÌÅÄ ÕÐ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÎÉÇÈÔ ÕÎÄÅÒ a 

ÈÁÙÓÔÁÃËȟ ÁÎÄ ÆÅÌÌ ÁÓÌÅÅÐȢ "ÕÔ ÓÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÓÌÅÅÐ Æor long. /È ÎÏȟ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÌÁÓÔ ÌÏÎÇ ÁÔ ÁÌÌȢ 

  

                                                             
* )Ô ÐÒÏÂÁÂÌÙ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÈÅÌÐ ÈÁÖÉÎÇ ÐÏÉÎÔ-filed teeth that dripped blood. 
ɖ Clam! 
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* 

Huck was a bum.  

(Å ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÊÕÓÔ ÁÎÙ ÂÕÍ ÅÉÔÈÅÒȟ ÂÕÔ Á ÐÒÏÆÅÓÓÉÏÎÁÌ ÏÎÅȢ (Å ÐÕÔ Á ÍÁÓÓÉÖÅ ÁÍÏÕÎÔ ÏÆ ×ÏÒË ÉÎÔÏ 

ÍÁËÉÎÇ ÓÕÒÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÄÉÄ ÁÎÙ ×ÏÒËȢ ) ËÎÏ× ÔÈÉÓ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÍÁËÅ ÓÅÎÓÅȟ ÂÕÔ ÉÔ ÄÏÅÓȢ 

Really.  

HÕÃË ÓÐÅÎÄÓ ÈÉÓ ÌÉÆÅ ×ÁÎÄÅÒÉÎÇ ÆÒÏÍ ÐÌÁÃÅ ÔÏ ÐÌÁÃÅȢ (ÅȭÄ ÓÔÏ× Á×ÁÙ ÏÎ ÔÒÁÉÎÓ ÏÃÃÁÓÉÏÎÁÌÌÙȟ ÂÕÔ 

ÍÏÓÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÔÉÍÅ ÈÅ ÊÕÓÔ ×ÁÌËÅÄȢ 4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÐÌÅÁÓÁÎÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÓÔÒÏÌÌÉÎÇ ÁÌÏÎÇ Á ÃÏÕÎÔÒÙ 

lane, listening to the birds cheep and the wind rustling through the trees. It was this sort of 

thing that made him happy to be alive, and to the laziest bum in all the land.  

(Å ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÂÅÅÎ ÌÁÚÙȢ (ÉÓ ÐÁÒÅÎÔÓ ×ÅÒÅ rich. Not just rich, but rich. Massive amounts of 

ÍÏÎÅÙ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÉÎÓÔÉÌ ÉÎ ÁÎÙÏÎÅ Á ÓÅÎÓÅ ÏÆ ÖÁÌÕÅȢ %verything is disposable, as everything can 

ÂÅ ÒÅÐÌÁÃÅÄȢ !ÎÄ ÔÈÉÓ ×ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÐÒÏÂÌÅÍȢ  !Ó Á ÃÈÉÌÄ ÈÅȭÄ ÂÅÅÎ ÎÅÇÌÅÃÔÅÄȢ (ÉÓ ÐÁÒÅÎÔȭÓȟ ÆÕÌÌ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ 

ÂÒÉÍ ×ÉÔÈ ÍÏÎÅÙ ÁÎÄ ÎÏÔ ÅÖÅÎ Á ÔÏÅȭÓ ×ÏÒÔÈ ÏÆ ÃÏÍÍÏÎ ÓÅÎÓÅ ÂÅÔ×ÅÅÎ ÔÈÅÍȟ ÂÁÓÉÃÁÌÌÙ ÈÁÄ ÎÏ 

clue about how to raise a child. The constant partying, the constant gambling, the constant 

drinking ɀ (ÕÃË ɉÏÒ (ÅÎÒÙ #ÈÁÒÌÅÓ %×ÉÎÇ 3ÎÏÔ×ÏÒÔÈ ÔÈÅ &ÏÕÒÔÈȟ ÁÓ ÈÅȭÄ ÂÅÅÎ ËÎÏ×Î ÂÁÃË 

before his bum days) had nothing to do himself except eat, drink and spend money. 

Once he turned 21, he was completely sick of living in this way. There are only so many times 

you can entertain yourself with a can of whipped cream and a golf club. So he packed his bag 

with a few changes of underwear, and hit the road. He never looked back. 

)Æ ÈÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÔÒÁÖÅÌÌÉÎÇ ÈÅȭÄ ÆÉÌÌ ÈÉÓ ÄÁÙÓ ÓÔÅÁÌÉÎÇ ÆÏÏÄȟ ÔÁÕÎÔÉÎÇ ÓÍÁÌÌ ÁÎÉÍÁÌÓȟ ÁÎÄ ÇÅÎÅÒÁÌÌÙ ÄÏÉÎÇ 

ÁÓ ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÁÓ ÐÏÓÓÉÂÌÅȢ 4ÏÄÁÙ ÈÅȭÄ ÂÅÅÎ ÉÎ Á ÖÉÌÌÁÇÅ ÈÁÎÇÉÎÇ ÏÕÔ ÂÅÈÉÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÂÕÔÃÈÅÒȭÓ ÓÈÏÐȢ 

Awesome places for eating were butchers. The amount of perfectly good offal that got thrown 

ÏÕÔ ×ÁÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÁÍÁÚÉÎÇȢ 4ÏÄÁÙ ÈÅȭÄ ÁÃÔÕÁÌÌÙ ÍÁÎÁÇÅÄ ÔÏ ÂÅÆÒÉÅÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÂÕÔÃÈÅÒȟ ÓÏ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÁÂÌÅ ÔÏ 

bum some off-cuts ɀ ÒÁ× ÐÉÇÓËÉÎ ×ÁÓ ÔÏÄÁÙȭÓ ÍÅÎÕȢ !ÍÁÚÉÎÇÌÙ ÔÁÓÔÙ ÉÔ ×ÁÓȟ ÁÎÄ ÏÈ ÓÏ ÃÈÅ×ÙȢ 

That stuff lasts for hours. 

Having obtained a full stomach tÏ ÓÌÅÅÐ ÏÎ ɉÉÔ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÈÁÐÐÅÎ ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ×ȟ ÔÈÅÒÅ ×ÁÓ ÍÁÎÙ Á 

night that he had a growly tummy to fall asleep to) he decided it was time to bed down for the 

ÎÉÇÈÔȢ .ÏÒÍÁÌÌÙ ÁÔ ÐÌÁÃÅÓ ÓÕÃÈ ÁÓ ÔÈÉÓ ÈÅȭÄ ÔÁËÅ ÈÉÍÓÅÌÆ ÔÏ ÊÕÓÔ ÏÕÔÓÉÄÅ ÔÈÅ ÖÉÌÌÁÇÅ ÁÎÄ ÆÉÎÄ Á ÎÉce 

comfy barn to bed down in.* But for some odd reason none of the farms around this village had 

any barns. He traipsed all around the village outskirts, but nothing.  

4ÈÉÓ ÈÁÓ ÈÁÐÐÅÎÅÄ ÏÎÃÅ ÂÅÆÏÒÅȟ ÁÎÄ ÈÅȭÄ ÄÉÓÃÏÖÅÒÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÈÁÒÄ ×ÁÙ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÓÉÍÐÌÙ ÅØÐÌÁined ɀ 

ÔÈÅ ÐÌÁÃÅ ÈÅȭÄ ÂÅÅÎ ÉÎ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÔÉÍÅ ×ÁÓ ÉÎ ÔÏÒÎÁÄÏ ÃÏÕÎÔÒÙȢ .Ï ÏÎÅ ÂÏÔÈÅÒÅÄ ÂÕÉÌÄÉÎÇ ÂÁÒÎÓȟ ÓÉÎÃÅ 

ÔÈÅÙ ËÅÐÔ ÂÅÉÎÇ ÂÌÏ×Î ÄÏ×Î ÁÎÙ×ÁÙȢ (Å ×ÁÓ ÐÒÅÔÔÙ ÓÕÒÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÉÓ ÔÉÍÅ ÈÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÉÎ ÔÏÒÎÁÄÏ 

country, so it was just odd. 

                                                             
* 4ÈÅ ÔÒÉÃË ÔÏ ÓÌÅÅÐÉÎÇ ÉÎ Á ÂÁÒÎ ÉÓ ÔÏ ÍÁËÅ ÓÕÒÅ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÕÐ ÁÎÄ Á×ÁÙ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÄÁ×ÎȢ 7ÈÅÎ ÔÈÅ ÆÁÒÍÅÒ ÇÅÔÓ ÕÐ 
ÁÔ ÄÁ×Î ÔÏ ÍÉÌË ÔÈÅ ÃÏ×Ó ÈÅȭÓ ÇÅÎÅÒÁÌÌÙ ÐÒÅÔÔÙ ÃÒÁÎËÙȟ ÓÏ Á ÎÉÇÈÔȭÓ ÌÏÄÇÉÎÇ ÉÓ ÁÌÍÏÓÔ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÄÅÍÁÎÄÅÄȢ 
/ÎÅ ÔÉÍÅȟ ÑÕÉÔÅ ÂÙ ÁÃÃÉÄÅÎÔȟ ÈÅȭÄ ÏÖÅÒÓÌÅÐÔȢ "ÕÔ ÕÎÌÉËÅ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÔÉÍÅÓ ×ÈÅÎ ÔÈÉÓ ÈÁÄ ÈÁÐÐÅÎÅÄȟ ÉÔ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÔÈÅ 
ÆÁÒÍÅÒ ×ÈÏ ÄÉÓÃÏÖÅÒÅÄ ÈÉÍȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÆÁÒÍÅÒȭÓ ÄÁÕÇÈÔÅÒȢ )ÎÓÔÅÁÄ ÏÆ ÐÁÙÍÅÎÔȟ ÓÈÅ ÄÅÍÁÎÄÅÄ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÅÌÓÅ 
entirely , and who was he to complain? It only happened the once though, much as he tried. His ass held 
the scars of his many failed attempts at finding more daughters. Why do so many farmers keep pitchforks 
handy anyway? 
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"ÁÒÎÓ ×ÅÒÅÎȭÔ ÃÏÍÐÌÅÔÅÌÙ ÎÅÃÅÓÓÁÒy anyway, especially in the summer, which it was right now. 

Summer, that is, not necessary. On a night like this, where the air was warm, the stars were 

ÂÒÉÇÈÔȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÂÒÅÅÚÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÔÏÏ ÃÏÌÄȟ ×ÈÙ, it was a perfect night for haystack sleeping. You get 

used ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÉÔÃÈÉÎÇȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÏÈ ÓÏ ÃÏÏÌȢ )Î ÆÁÃÔȟ (ÕÃË ÃÏÕÌÄ ÓÐÙ ÈÉÍÓÅÌÆ Á ÎÉÃÅ ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÈÁÙÓÔÁÃË 

right there in the next field. He climbed the fence and into the field, stripped off, and dived in. 

Ȱ!!!!!!!!!''''''''''''((((((((((((((((((((((((((ȟȱ ÙÅÌÌÅÄ -Ïrlin.  

Ȱ!!!!!!!!!''''''''''''((((((((((((((((((((((((((ȟȱ (ÕÃË ÙÅÌÌÅÄ ÂÁÃËȢ 

Ȱ'%44(%&5#+/&&!-%Ȧȱ ÙÅÌÌÅÄ -ÏÒÌÉÎȢ 

Ȱ&5#+-%)4ȭ3!4!,+).'&)3(3(!0%$,)+%!(!934!#+Ȧȱ (ÕÃË ÙÅÌÌÓȢ 

It was at this stage that Morlin, having recovered from her initial shock, got angry. HerÅȭÓ ÓÏÍÅ 

handy advice for all of you ɀ if you piss off an evil sorceress, do not expect to have much of a 

chance to apologise. Morlin mumbled under her breath and pointed. The eye-popper was one of 

ÈÅÒ ÆÁÖÏÕÒÉÔÅ ÁÌÌ ÔÉÍÅ ÓÐÅÌÌÓȢ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÔÈÉÎË ÉÔ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÎÅÅds describing, do you? 

Ȱ!!!!!!!!!''''''''''''((((((((((((((((((((((((((ȟȱ (ÕÃË ÙÅÌÌÅÄ ÁÇÁÉÎȢ 

Then he fell over dead. 

* 

Yes, the first day was interesting. But now it was just annoying. Things kept going wrong. Frank 

kept harassing every night checking up oÎ ÈÅÒ ÐÒÏÇÒÅÓÓȢ 3ÈÅȭÄ ÂÅ ÓÉÔÔÉÎÇ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÍÉÎÄÉÎÇ ÈÅÒ Ï×Î 

business when out of nowhere a transparent six foot version of his head would appear and his 

ÖÏÉÃÅ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÓÃÒÅÅÃÈ Ȱ&ÏÕÎÄ ÔÈÅÍ ÙÅÔȩȱ (Å ÓÅÅÍÅÄ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ Á ÓÃÈÏÏÌ ÂÏÙÉÓÈ ÐÌÅÁÓÕÒÅ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÍÁËÉÎÇ 

her jump and spill her tea. Sure, he understood that she was still travelling and had a lot of 

ÃÁÔÃÈÉÎÇ ÕÐ ÔÏ ÄÏȟ ÉÔ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÓÔÏÐ ÈÉÍ every single fucking night randomly appearing out of 

nowhere. It was enough to make you mental. 

So now she was sick of it all. The freedoÍ ×ÁÓ ÇÒÅÁÔ ÁÔ ÆÉÒÓÔȟ ÂÕÔ ÉÔ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÁÎÙ ÄÉÆÆÅÒÅÎÔ ÔÏ 

×ÈÁÔ ÓÈÅȭÄ ÂÅÅÎ ÓÔÕÃË ×ÉÔÈ ÆÏÒ ÓÏ ÌÏÎÇȢ &ÒÁÎË ×ÁÓ ÃÏÎÔÒÏÌÌÉÎÇ ÈÅÒȟ ÁÎÄ ÓÅÅÍÅÄ ÌÉËÅ ÉÔ ×ÏÕÌÄ 

ÎÅÖÅÒ ÃÈÁÎÇÅȢ 4Ï ÔÏÐ ÉÔ ÁÌÌ ÏÆÆȟ ÓÈÅȭÄ ÇÏÔ ÉÍÍÅÎÓÅÌÙ ÓÉÃË ÏÆ ÈÁÖÉÎÇ Á ÐÅÎÉÓȢ (Ï× ÔÈÅ ÈÅÌÌ ÄÉÄ ÍÅÎ 

put up with it normally, she wanted to know. It got in the road constantly ɀ walking, running, 

even just sitting down. Her eyes still watered when she remembered what it felt like the first 

ÔÉÍÅ ÓÈÅȭÄ ÂÅÅÎ ÁÂÓÅÎÔ ÍÉÎÄÅÄ ÁÎÄ Ô×ÁÎÇÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÂÁÌÌÓ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÅÄÇÅ ÏÆ Á ÃÈÁir. 

)Î ÆÁÃÔȟ ÓÈÅȭÄ ÈÁÄ ÅÎÏÕÇÈȢ (ÅÒ ×ÒÉÓÔ ÆÌÉÃËÅÄȟ ÁÎÄ ÓÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÈÅÒÓÅÌÆ ÁÇÁÉÎȢ .Ï ÍÏÒÅ ÐÅÎÉÓȢ )Ô ÆÅÌÔ ÓÏ 

wonderful to not have that weight dragging her down anymore. It was then that she noticed the 

nearby cornfield... 

It was an hour later. As Morlin got dressed and walked out of the cornfield you could hear her 

ÓÁÙ ÔÏ ÈÅÒÓÅÌÆ Ȱ!ÎÄ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÙ ÉÔȭÓ meant ÔÏ ÂÅ ÄÏÎÅȢȱ 

As she adjusted her skirt one last time, she headed of up a mountain trail, wondering to herself 

why there was a basket sitting on a boulder.* 

                                                             
* Was that clue obvious enough? Think back to chapter 4. 
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Chapter 12 ɀ Broken Trails , Broken Bodies  
 

The companions walked out of the cave, looking slightly stunned. Edgarb was the worst, his jaw 

hanging slack and his eyes dull. Bambi, being part rabbit, had the look of the looming headlights 

upon her ɀ ×ÈÉÃÈ ) ÃÁÎȭÔ ÈÅÌÐ ÂÕÔ ÃÁÌÌ ÈÁÖÉÎÇ gone tharn*. 

0ÈÉÌ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÏÔÈÅÒÓȢ Ȱ3ÏȢȢȢ5ÈÈȢȢȢ4ÈÅ ×ÈÏÌÅ ÔÉÍÅ ×Å ×ÅÒÅ ÉÎ 3ÐÁÎËÙȭÓ ÃÁÖÅȟ ×Å ÓÐÏËÅ ÉÎ ÒÈÙÍÅȟ 

ÒÉÇÈÔȩȱ (Å ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÓÕÒÅ ×ÈÉÃÈ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒ ÈÅȭÄ ÐÒÅÆÅÒ ɀ if it was true, then that was some heavy 

ÓÈÉÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÊÕÓÔ ×ÅÎÔ ÄÏ×ÎȢ )Æ ÉÔ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÔÈÅÎ ×ÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÈÅÌÌ ÈÁÄ ÇÏÎÅ ×ÒÏÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÉÓ ÈÅÁÄȩ Either 

way, he definitely considered himself in whoah! country. 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟȱ .ÕÇÇÅÔ ÓÁÉÄ ÁÓ ÈÅ ÓÌÏ×ÌÙ ÃÁÌÍÅÄ ÈÉÍÓÅÌÆ ÄÏ×ÎȢ Ȱ7ÅȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ ÔÈÒÅÅ ÔÈÉÎÇÓ ÔÏ ÆÅÔÃÈȢ )ȭÍ ÎÏÔ 

too sure myself what the difference between a slut and a whore is, but we have to find themȢȱ (Å 

ÐÁÕÓÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÁÒÏÕÎÄȢ Ȱ!ÎÙ ÏÆ ÙÏÕ ÇÕÙÓ ÇÏÔ ÁÎÙ ÉÄÅÁÓȩȱ 

Nugget looked at Bambi. Edgarb looked at Bambi. Phil looked at Bambi. Bambi looked at Bambi, 

then realised she was looking at herself and looked back at the others. She ÆÒÏ×ÎÅÄȢ Ȱ7ÈÁÔȟ ÊÕÓÔ 

ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ )ȭÍ Á ÇÉÒÌ )ȭÍ ÓÕÐÐÏÓÅÄ ÔÏ ËÎÏ× ÈÏ× ÔÏ ÔÅÌÌ Á ÓÌÕÔ Ærom a whoreȟ ÉÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÔȩȱ 3ÈÅ ÓÉÇÈÅÄȢ 

Ȱ9ÏÕȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ ÇÉÒÌÙ ÐÁÒÔÓ ÕÎÄÅÒ ÔÈÁÔ ÆÕÒ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÙÏÕȩ You caÎȭÔ ÂÌÁÍÅ ÕÓ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÉÎËÉÎÇ ÔÈÁÔ ÙÏÕȭÄ ËÎÏ× 

how to use them, rightȩȱ .ÕÇÇÅÔ ÌÏÏËÅÄ Á ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÓÈÅÅÐÉÓÈȟ ÂÕÔ ÏÎÌÙ Á ÖÅÒÙ ÌÉÔÔÌÅȢ (Å ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÔÏÏ big 

a fan of sheep. 

Bambi glared at them, one and ÁÌÌȢ Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ for your information mummblehmmphblargȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ ÔÈÁÔȩȱ %ÄÇÁÒÂ cupped a hand behind his earȢ Ȱ) ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÑÕÉÔÅ ÈÅÁÒ ÙÏÕȢ Speak upȱ 

Bambi hung her head a littleȢ Ȱ) ÓÁÉÄ ) ÄÏ ÁÃÔÕÁÌÌÙ ËÎÏ×Ȣȱ %ÖÅÒÙÏÎÅ ÅÌÓÅ ÌÁÕÇÈÅÄȢ Ȱ"ÕÔ ÍÙ ÐÏÉÎÔ 

ÓÔÉÌÌ ÓÔÁÎÄÓȢ 9ÏÕ ÓÈÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÁÓÓÕÍÅȢȱ 3ÈÅ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÁÔ ÔÈÅm all one last ÔÉÍÅȢ Ȱ/Ëȟ ÓÏ ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÔÈÅ ÄÅÁÌȢ 

! ×ÈÏÒÅ ÉÓ ÅÁÓÙȢ 9ÏÕ ÐÁÙ ÈÅÒ ÆÏÒ ÓÅØȟ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÈÏ× ÓÈÅ ÍÁËÅÓ ÈÅÒ ÌÉÖÉÎÇȢ ! ÓÌÕÔ ÉÓ ÔÈÅ ÏÐÐÏÓÉÔÅ ɀ 

sheȭÌÌ ÓÌÅÅÐ ×ÉÔÈ ÁÎÙÏÎÅ ÁÎÄ ÅÖÅÒÙÏÎÅȟ but she ÇÉÖÅÓ ÉÔ ÏÕÔ ÆÏÒ ÆÒÅÅȢȱ 

Phil noddedȢ ȰOKȟ ÔÈÁÔ ÍÁËÅÓ ÓÅÎÓÅȢ )ȭÖÅ ËÎÏ×Î Á ÆÅ× ×ÏÍÅn in both categories. And a wench, 

well, we probably just need to find a toolbox, right? There should be wenches galore in there.ȱ 

ȰYeah, I believe ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÔÈÉÎËÉÎÇ ÏÆ ×ÒÅÎÃÈȟ ÎÏÔ ×ÅÎÃÈȢ ! ×ÅÎÃÈ ÉÓ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÄÉÆÆÅÒÅÎÔȢȱ 

ȰMÙ ÂÁÄȢ 3ÏÒÒÙȢ 7ÅÌÌ ×ÈÁÔȭÓ Á ×ÅÎÃÈ thenȩȱ 

"ÁÍÂÉ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔÆÕÌ ÁÔ ÔÈÉÓȢ Ȱ)ÔȭÓ Á ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÈÁÒÄ ÔÏ ÄÅÆÉÎÅ ÁÃÔÕÁÌÌÙȢ ) ÇÕÅÓÓ ÙÏÕ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÓÁÙ ÔÈÁÔ 

×ÈÉÌÅ ÓÈÅ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÍÉÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÓÅØȟ ÁÎÄ ÃÅÒÔÁÉÎÌÙ ÇÉÖÅÓ ÉÔ ÕÐ ÆÏÒ ÆÒÅÅȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÉÓ ÔÏ ÈÅÒȢȱ !Ô 

this Bambi then shook her head. Ȱ.Ïȟ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÒÉÇÈÔȢ ! ×ÅÎÃÈ ÉÓ Á ÓÌÕÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÐÕÔ 

ÏÕÔȢȱ 3ÈÅ ÆÒÏ×ÎÅÄȢ Ȱ.Ïȟ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÑÕÉÔÅ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÅÉÔÈÅÒȢ ! ×ÅÎÃÈ ÉÓȢȢȢ!ÈÈȟ ÆÕÃË ÉÔȢ ) ËÎÏ× ÉÔ ×ÈÅÎ ) ÓÅÅ 

ÉÔȢ ,ÅÁÖÅ ÉÔ ÔÏ ÍÅȢ )ȭÌÌ ÆÉÎÄ ÕÓ ÏÎÅȢȱ 

                                                             
* #ÒÅÄÉÔ ×ÈÅÒÅ ÃÒÅÄÉÔȭÓ ÄÕÅȢ 3ÏÍÅ ÍÁÙ ÒÅÃÏÇÎÉÓÅ ÉÔ ÆÒÏÍ Watership Down. I know it from the Stephen King 
classic The Stand, where Stu Redmond describes learning the term after reading Watership Down for 
ÈÉÍÓÅÌÆȢ )Æ ÙÏÕȭÖÅ ÒÅÁÄ ÅÉÔÈÅÒ ÏÆ ÔÈÅÓÅ ÂÏÏËÓȟ ÔÈÅÎ ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔ ) ÍÅÁÎȢ )Æ ÙÏÕ ÈÁÖÅÎȭÔȟ ÙÏÕ ÓÕÃËȟ ÁÎÄ )ȭÍ 
not going to tell you. Go read them ffs. 
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Ȱ4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÓÔÉÌÌ anÏÔÈÅÒ ÐÒÏÂÌÅÍȟȱ .ÕÇÇÅÔ ÒÅÍÉÎÄÅÄ ÔÈÅÍȢ Ȱ7Å ÈÁÖÅ Îo idea at all where we need 

to look to find them. We ÄÏÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÁÎÙ idea where we are. Ȱ 

0ÈÉÌ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ concernedȢ Ȱ7Å ÓÐÌÉÔ ÕÐȢȱ (Å ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÁÔ ÅÁÃÈ ÏÆ ÔÈÅÍȢ Ȱ7e each head off in a 

different direction . WÅȭÌÌ somehow end up somewhere, and something is bound to happen to 

somehow get us one of the somethings we need. Then we come back here, and mission 

accomplished. Easy.ȱ 

No one could fault his logic, as much as they wanted to, mostly because something about the 

way he said his somethings mean that they somehow got sorta lost somewhere through the 

explanation. They all nodded their heads slowly. 

Ȱ/Ëȟ ÓÏ ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÈÏ× ×Å ÄÏ ÉÔȢ 7Å ÃÁÍÅ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÓÏÕÔÈȟ ÓÏ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÎÏ ÐÏÉÎÔ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÁÙȢ Bambi, 

you go north. 9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÔÈÅ ×ÅÎÃÈ ÅØÐÅÒÔȟ ÓÏ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÁÔ ÙÏÕ ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ find. Nugget, you can go west 

and find us the slutȢ )ȭÍ ÓÕÒÅ ÙÏÕȭÌÌ ÈÁÖÅ no trouble with that . Edgarb and I will go whoring to 

the east. Once you find your special lady, come back and wait here. When ×ÅȭÒÅ ÁÌÌ ÂÁÃËȟ ×Å ÃÁÎ 

ÔÁËÅ ÔÈÅÍ ÔÏ 3ÐÁÎËÙȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÔherÅȭÓ ÎÏ ÔÉÍÅ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÅ ÐÒÅÓÅÎÔȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ .ÕÇÇÅÔȢ Ȱ,ÅÔȭÓ ÇÅÔ ÉÔ ÏÖÅÒ ×ÉÔÈ.ȱ And off they all 

walked.* 

* 

Sylvia was hot. ɖ 

) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÍÅÁÎ ÊÕÓÔ good looking eitherȟ ×ÈÉÃÈ ÓÈÅ ×ÁÓȢ !ÎÄ ÓÈÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ just good looking either. 

She was bodice-ripping, lust-enflaming, loin-stirring hot. The way she spilled out of her corset 

that was cinched oh so tight, the way her short white linen skirt whispered over her thighs 

invitingly , the knee length black suede boots that cupped her calves just so, it was hotness 

extreme. If there was anyone to see her, their jaws would drop. If there was anyone to see her, 

ÏÆ ÃÏÕÒÓÅȟ ÓÈÅȭÄ ÂÅ Á ÌÏÔ ÈÁÐÐÉÅÒ ÔÏÏȢ 

But what I really meant to say is that Sylvia was feeling hot. And it was getting worse, as if she 

was sitting inside an oven that was slowly warming to its full temperature. Her cheeks were 

aglow ɀ not on fire yet, but it was building. Beads of sweat were forming on her ample chest, 

slowly running down between her breasts. A small barrel of water stood in the corner of her 

cell, and she dipped in a ladle and poured over her head. As the water ran down her face she 

flicked her head back and forth, swirling her shoulder length hair behind her, trying to cool the 

back of her neck with the breezeɗ. The cold water made her gasp, and her nipples hardened as 

the cold liquid ran past her capacious bosom. As a sigh of pure pleasure was drawn from her 

lips, her deep brown eyes sparkled with satisfaction. 

The joy was short lived. The water was only refilled once a week, and was barely enough to last 

a full day. It was only cold for the first 30 minutes after it was refilled, after which it was almost 

hot enough to steep tea. This in itself would have been ok if she had any tea to steep, but the 

                                                             
* Except for Phil. Edgarb carried him. Obviously. 
ɖ )ȭÄ ÌÉËÅ ÔÏ ÔÈÁÎË ÔÈÅ ÒÅÁÌ 3ÙÌÖÉÁ ÆÏÒ ÈÅÒ ÁÉÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÉÓ ÃÈÁÐÔÅÒȢ 4ÈÅ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÖÅÒÓÉÏÎ ÓÕÃËÅÄ ÁÓÓȟ and I scrapped 
it completely. She gave me a whole new direction to take it, which works so much better than the last one 
did. Hichewlove, you are wonderful my dear. 
ɗ This of course was done in slow motion, as per the standard cliché hair-flip -eye-glint -tooth-sparkle. 












































































































































